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      What's a girl to do when she's looking for true love but can't seem to find it on Earth? She applies for an alien husband, of course!

      But when Fiona receives two for the price of one, both of them decide she's their fated mate. Saddled with this "clerical error," the soft-spoken Fiona has to help her territorial alien husbands get along when all they want is to tear each other apart.

      Shathar left his grocery business behind to find a new life on Earth—and a bride he could love and call his own. But now he must compete for the title of Fiona's husband when all he wants is peace and happiness.

      Khesan came from a wealthy family and a strict military life. Knowing he's found his forever in Fiona, he’ll use all his drive and determination to show he’s better than Shathar and earn her love.

      But only one of them can stay, and it will be up to Fiona to decide who. How can she choose when sparks start to fly between all three of them?

      Content Warnings

      May contain spoilers!

      Graphic depictions of sex

      Anal play and experimentation

      Anal sex

      Double penetration

      Mention of parental death

      Drinking

      Drug use (an alien substance called zik)
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      Fiona

      The day my grocery cart gets stuck in the door at the store, the wheel jammed in the grooves, I realize it’s a sign.

      I’m stuck in my ways. I’m the wheel in the door frame, and it’s up to me to jolt myself out of it. So, a few weeks after my best friend Amara’s wedding to her new alien husband, I do it. I jump into the unknown and dial the number for the Galactic Matching Program.

      Meeting someone from far away. Finding true love, my happily ever after. That’s what I want, and I think I can get it if I take a leap of faith.

      I receive an application, which I do my best to fill out honestly. None of the questions are about what I’m looking for in a forever partner—it’s all about me, my habits, my interests, my lifestyle, even my diet.

      Then, when it’s done, I click SUBMIT and wait.
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      “You did what?” Marguerite asks on Friday night as we sit around a table with Amara and Roth’kar, sipping our drinks. We’re at a quieter place tonight, more of a bar than a club, so we can hear each other talk.

      “I can’t believe it!” Amara says, clapping her hands together in excitement the way she always does. “I think that’s a great idea, Fiona. Open your mind, open your heart, and who knows what might walk into your life?”

      She snuggles up against Roth’kar, whose stern expression melts as he kisses the top of her head. Even his little antennae bend toward her. I know he wasn’t enthused about kissing at first, but he’s definitely into it big time now.

      Sometimes it’s hard watching your best friend be really, really, really happy. Obviously, I’m ecstatic for her. She found love, true love, and I’m over the moon that someone as sweet and wonderful as Amara got everything she wanted. But it also makes it just that much more obvious how big a hole there is in my life.

      “I hope I get as lucky as you two,” I say, wringing my hands. “It’s kind of a crapshoot.”

      Yeah, I’m one of the lucky ones who can go both ways when it comes to dating. After the RVS plague wiped out most men on Earth, many weren’t as lucky. And I love women, don’t get me wrong. That’s not the problem, though.

      The problem is… forever. I want forever, but no one else around me does. None of the people who interest me want the same thing I do, and so we’ll have a one-night stand, and then they call it good.

      I’m sick of being a hookup girl. No, I want what Amara has—someone who will love me until I’m old and tired, and we sit on the front porch together sipping spiked sweet tea.

      Amara tilts her head. “The matchmaker, Gazargo, seems to take the applications really seriously.”

      “I’m sure it’s not as fancy as all that,” Marguerite says, rolling her eyes. “Remember in college when we all had to fill out applications for roommates and then got matched with random people, anyway? I think Amara just got lucky.”

      Jeez, that better not be true. If I’m doing this, I want it to be for real.

      “What if your alien has three eyes?” Marguerite asks me. “Do you think you could fall in love with someone who had three eyes, Fiona?”

      Amara swats at Marguerite. “Stop giving her ideas. It will work out, I’m sure of it.” She shoots me a reassuring smile. “You just have to put your whole heart on the line, and everything will turn out the way it should.”

      Oof. My whole heart, huh? I’ve had my heart broken before, and it’s not a pretty picture. The last time I got dumped for being too clingy, I cut off most of my hair and got a tattoo.

      “Whoever comes is looking for the same thing you are, Fiona,” Roth’kar says, speaking up for the first time. “Just have confidence in that. You are very likable.”

      “Aw,” Amara says, elbowing him. “That’s sweet. She is likable, isn’t she?”

      I hope my new alien spouse feels the same way.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      It takes some time to hear back about my application. When I get the call, it’s coming from an unrecognized phone number, but the moment it rings, I know it’s them.

      “Hello, Fiona Knox,” the voice on the other end says when I answer. “The Galactic Matching Program has found a suitable match for you. Please proceed to the spaceport in four days, two hours, and twenty-five minutes.”

      I scribble it down quickly.

      “We will be expecting you!” the voice says cheerily, then hangs up.

      It’s time. It’s really happening, and I can’t go back now. In just a few days, I’m going to meet my forever person.

      Man, I have a lot of cleaning to do before then. I live alone and work from home, so my house is kind of a disaster. I rarely have anybody over, preferring to meet my friends out at bars and clubs, or for a party at Marguerite’s place.

      I get everything set up in the upstairs guest room, and having learned from Amara’s experience that aliens can be much bigger than we are, I station a queen-sized bed there. Finally, after two days of cleaning, the house at least looks presentable. I have a problem with collecting knickknacks, which decorate cabinets and shelves all over, so I hope my new alien spouse doesn’t mind that.

      Then it’s time. I get into my car and take a deep breath before driving off to the spaceport.
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      I sit in a waiting room for a surprising amount of time once I arrive. Two tall, skinny aliens with huge eyes are talking behind the counter, and I can’t tell what gender they are or if they have one. Their voices grow louder and their movements more agitated while I wait, and I wonder if something is wrong.

      Is my new alien partner not here yet? Did they miss the flight?

      “Fiona Knox?” one of the two tall aliens calls out.

      I hop to my feet. “That’s me.”

      The alien, who appears a little harried, gestures for me to follow. They lead me into the same room where Roth’kar and Amara sealed the deal on their marriage and I was their witness. In an adjoining room I hear arguing. Loud arguing, the words indistinguishable, and is that hissing?

      When the door opens, the noise abruptly halts. A familiar short and turtle-faced alien stands in the middle of the room on a stool, so that he’s nearly at eye level with the two other aliens on either side of him. It’s Gazargo, one of the Frahma, who were the first alien species to make contact with Earth.

      Then my eyes are drawn to the two aliens. They’re distinctly reptilian—that’s the best way to describe their faces, which are humanoid in shape but with rounded snouts and broad nostrils. Their bodies are covered in scales in shades of green, and they both stand on two legs and have two arms each. I thought I might have to contend with more limbs, like Amara did when she met Roth’kar, but it looks like the biggest difference between us is they each have long tails trailing along the ground. They appear to have five fingers and five toes on their bare feet, but at the tips are claws. Their ears are pointed, with hair running between a pair of ridges on top of their heads.

      I gulp, wondering who they are. I must be in the wrong place. There should be only one alien husband waiting for me.

      The moment I step into the room, two pairs of intense yellow eyes settle on me. They have slitted pupils, like lizards, and I freeze in the doorway.

      “Oh, it’s you,” Gazargo chirps. “Come in, come in.”

      Uneasily I cross the room, all my nerves firing at once. When I approach, the two aliens take deep breaths, as if smelling me. Up close, I notice one alien is more of a teal color, while the other is a deep emerald. The emerald one has deeper lines around his eyes, as if he’s older.

      “Gentlemen,” Gazargo says to the two aliens, “this is Fiona.”

      “Fiona.” The greener alien rolls my name around his mouth, revealing his sharp teeth. “You smell… wondrous.” He sniffs again, his brows relaxing as he breathes it in.

      I fidget, surreptitiously sniffing the air to see if maybe I forgot to put on deodorant. “What? Me?”

      He nods. “Perhaps this meeting is fortuitous after all. I believe, Fiona, that you are my fated mate.”

      I stand still, not quite sure what this means. By his declaration, though, it sounds significant.

      “Liar,” snaps the younger, blue-tinted alien. “You cannot possibly be her mate.”

      The first one arches his eyebrow. “And why not?”

      “Because…” The second alien inhales deeply. “Because she is my mate. I can smell her, and I know it to be true.”

      The emerald-green alien stands up straight and… the things that looked like ridges suddenly flare out into wide fans along the sides of his head. He hisses, baring his sharp fangs at the other alien, who responds in kind, his own fans raising. They circle each other, still hissing, and I back away.

      “Pardon me,” I say to Gazargo. “But what is going on?”

      “I’m so sorry.” He turns to the two aliens, gesturing wildly at them. “Give her some space and calm down, will you?”

      “But—” says the first alien.

      “She’s mine!” says the second alien.

      “Everyone, stop!” Gazargo’s voice booms across the room. The two of them freeze. “Is this the first impression you want to make on your new wife?”

      Both aliens wilt, their fans lowering. They look at me, then at each other, then at me again.

      “Do I need to send you both back where you came from?” Gazargo grumbles.

      This mollifies them, and their fans droop back down to the sides of their heads. They turn to me, subdued expressions on their faces.

      “My deepest apologies,” says the greener alien, bowing his head. “This must be a lot for you in one day.”

      The other one tips his chin down as well. “I’m sorry for losing my temper.”

      “Ahem.” Gazargo gives each of them one last glare before approaching me. “The Arshurians are… a territorial species. And can sometimes be aggressive toward rivals.”

      Rivals? What’s going on here?

      “Pardon me…” I pause, uncertain. “I came here for one alien husband. I think you have me confused with someone else.”

      Gazargo arches a brow, then glances down at a clipboard in his hand. “You are Fiona Knox, are you not?”

      “Yes, I am.”

      “Then you’re in the right place.” He crosses his arms. “A tiny, erm, mistake was made, though.”

      I glance between the two aliens. I think he’s definitely right.

      “What mistake?”

      “Well, you were supposed to get one Arshurian. Instead, um…” Gazargo hesitates. “There are two.”

      No way. Surely that can’t be.

      My voice is small as I ask, “How did that happen?”

      “I don’t know.” Gazargo crosses his arms. “But now they are both here, so it’s up to you to decide which one will be your husband.”

      I stare at him, aghast. “What? I have to pick?”

      “Please choose me,” says the first alien. “We are destined to be together. We are fated mates.”

      “What is that?” I squeak. “A fated mate?”

      Gazargo clears his throat, drawing my attention back to him.

      “Arshurians have a special mate bond. It is, well, an imprint. They believe it’s fated by the gods.”

      I peer at each of the two aliens, who are still growling at one another.

      “That can’t be right. Me? We just met a second ago.”

      “I know it was only a moment,” says the teal alien, taking a step toward me. “But I promise, you are meant to be mine. I could smell your lovely scent on the air, and I know that you are the answer to my heart’s wishes.”

      “But…” I chew my lip. “I don’t know either of you.”

      “Well, that is where the trial marriage comes in,” Gazargo pipes up. “You can take both of them home with you and decide later which one you’d like to keep.” There’s a glint in his eye. “I’m sure they’ll both work hard to earn your affection.”

      The two aliens nod in unison.

      “I will treasure you above all else,” says the older one. “I promise that I will be yours until the end.”

      The younger one does the same. “I will care for all your needs. I will offer you my whole heart.”

      Now they’re staring at me with those impenetrable yellow eyes, and the hopeless romantic in me? She’s tentatively raising her head, wondering if this might be just what I was looking for.

      They both want me. They’re each laying claim to me.

      And so what if I want to be claimed?
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      Shathar

      The human female is visibly disturbed by all that’s been heaped upon her in the last few minutes. But I think she is also intrigued, and that is a good place for me to start.

      Bah, if only Khesan weren’t here. I knew it was a bad sign when I ran into him aboard our transport from our home planet, Arshur, but I’d simply assumed he was headed to Earth for the same reason: to meet a human bride of his own.

      Not my human bride. Particularly not a human bride that my nose has already recognized as my one. My only.

      My fated mate.

      She smells like warm sunshine, like a flower whose scent was specifically designed for me. It awakened me, and I felt immediately when my nalopo responded. I don’t even have to look to know that they have emerged, ready to please her.

      But now, Khesan is claiming that Fiona is also his fated mate, which is simply impossible. He just thinks that it will help his cause. Not that he needs any help with his good looks.

      Before she came in, we were discussing how we both ended up on Earth, matched with the same person, and the stupid little Frahma was defending himself. A clerical error, he kept saying. He wouldn’t tell us which of us was meant to be here.

      I know it’s me. That’s the only reason the gods would have tied me to the human woman—if I was the one intended to come here and mate with her.

      Khesan is an unfortunate barrier.

      “I am happy to prove that I am the best match,” I say with my arms crossed. It will work out as long as the gods are with me, and a fated mate proves that they are.

      Khesan growls low in his throat. “I am the best match.”

      I decide to say nothing. He is an upstart, the son of a rich man playing at soldier. I might be a much simpler, lower-class Arshurian, owning my own grocery business, but I am far more worldly and certainly more capable of pleasing a mate. It will not take much to convince Fiona that I am the one for her.

      I let my fans fall to the sides of my head and relax. The human is intimidated by us, and the last thing I want is for her to fear me. Instead, I try to smile the way that I’ve seen humans do in the many videos I’ve watched.

      Her eyes go big—they are an interesting bright blue—as I reveal all of my fangs.

      “Wow,” she breathes. “Nice, um, teeth.”

      “Thank you.” I have kept them clean and neat, as much as I can. “I will prove I am the best male for you if you give me the opportunity.” I clasp my claws together, hoping to make myself look somewhat softer. Humans are quite fragile creatures.

      I hear Khesan growl, but Gazargo holds up one hand and the younger male says nothing.

      “Oh, wow, okay,” Fiona says. “Maybe I should learn your name first, though?”

      Stupid me. Khesan snickers under his breath.

      “I am Shathar,” I tell her, bending my neck and lowering my snout to show my deference. The woman repeats my gesture back to me, which is adorable if incorrect. A female being courted would never bend her neck.

      “I am Fiona.”

      “Fiona.” I like how it sounds when I say it back to her.

      “And you?” she asks Khesan, and I’m irritated at losing her attention.

      “Khesan.” He also bends his neck, lowering his snout even farther than mine. “It is wonderful to meet you, Fiona, the song of my heart.”

      My eyes just about roll out of my head.

      Fiona covers her mouth. “Ah,” she says in a high-pitched voice. “A poet.”

      Khesan peers up at her, then lowers himself farther, down onto one knee.

      “It is not poetry, but what I really feel.” He clasps his hands to his chest. “When the gods decide, it is final. I will do everything in my power to show you how I am the mate destined for you.”

      “How about that,” Fiona says weakly.

      I gnash my teeth as that idiot youngling gets back to his feet. What a show he’s putting on. It’s pathetic, really. I am an older male, and not as silly and frivolous. You do not win a female’s heart by regaling her with tales of your affection, but with deeds.

      “Ahem,” says Gazargo, recapturing our attention. “There is a ceremony to complete.”

      “I only brought one ring,” Fiona says, her expression strained.

      Ah, yes. I read about this. On my way here, I consumed every possible piece of information I could about humans—their culture, their rituals, their world. I knew that coming from Arshur, things would be very different here, and I wanted to be as prepared as possible.

      I wonder if this idiot Khesan has taken that kind of time or initiative.

      “That is all right,” I say, tucking my hands behind my back. “What if you saved the ring until the thirty-day trial is up and you have made your choice?”

      It will be me at the finish line, as she is my heart’s song. I am already greedy to learn every inch of her, to glean everything I can about who she is. I want to explore everything I can by the end of this one Earth month.

      Yes, I even learned how long Earth months are, even though back home we count time in days, moon turns, and seasons.

      “I guess I could do that,” Fiona says, lowering the ring in her hand. She glances at Gazargo for confirmation.

      He sighs and shrugs, clearly growing impatient. “Whatever you like. Now, are all of you ready with your commitments?”

      I read about these, too, but what I had rehearsed makes no sense now that I know she’s my mate, my destined. Before, I was promising to grow to love her, to be trustworthy and dedicated until love blossomed between us. Now that I know who she is, though… things have changed. I will need to adjust accordingly.

      “I will go first,” Khesan says quickly. He retrieves something from his pocket. So, he did come prepared—but he didn’t memorize it.

      I decide to let him say his piece before I do, so that I can make a fool of him when it’s my turn.

      His tail twitches behind him as he begins. “I may not know your name yet,” he reads off the tablet, “but I can promise you that I am, as you humans say, ‘all in.’”

      Vakha. He studied, too.

      “I promise to look after you, and protect you, and defend you from any other males⁠—”

      Fiona’s face is turning pinker and pinker, which I have learned from the Human Fact Sheet is a sign of stress.

      “You won’t need to do any of that,” she says quickly, interrupting him.

      Khesan blinks at her, and then down at his communicator, trying to remember where he left off. “And defend you… no, we’re cutting that part…” He clears his throat and stands up straight again. “I will honor you, and bring respect to our family name.”

      There’s silence, and then Fiona seems to realize that Khesan is finished.

      “Oh,” she says in that high voice again. “Those are, um, nice vows. Thank you, Khesan.”

      “I will go next,” I say, stepping forward. Fiona’s gaze darts over to me.

      “Okay.” She swallows. “Sure.”

      “I did not know what to expect upon coming here,” I begin, speaking not from memory, but from my heart. “I did not know that upon arriving, I would be greeted by the most beautiful creature to exist. That I would scent my fated mate.”

      Fiona’s eyes widen.

      “But beauty is inside and out. And while I find you lovely to look upon, I can’t wait to learn even more of your beauty. Everything that is you, I want to know. So I can truly be the partner you sought when you applied.”

      The only sound is a low hiss from Khesan.

      “I hope I can become that.” I slowly reach out toward where Fiona stands stock-still, and I lay my palm on her cheek. “And build a life with you.”

      Khesan’s hiss grows louder.

      “Why, isn’t that nice,” says Fiona. She backs up so she can face both of us. “I should say mine, I suppose?” She pulls out a very archaic communicator and taps it a few times. “A-hem. Well. I applied to the program to find my forever person.” She glances between us. “And I believe that can be you if we work together, if we put our hearts into this journey and see where it takes us.”

      My new human mate is as lovely inside as she is outside, with her short, light yellow hair and bright eyes.

      “I’m here for the long haul. I want to share my life and everything in it with you… both. I can’t wait to learn all about you, and show you the deepest parts of my soul. Please be kind with it.”

      She sighs after she finishes, like that took a lot out of her. I wonder if she has been hurt before.

      “That was lovely,” I say.

      “A wonder with words,” Khesan adds, and I flash him a glare.

      “Yes, yes indeed,” interrupts Gazargo. “Now, please sign here, and then the three of you can get on your way.”

      He holds out a tablet to Fiona, which she signs. Then he offers it to Khesan next, who signs his name, too.

      “Oh, one moment,” Gazargo says, tapping the screen. “I need to add another line.”

      I grumble as he fiddles around with it, then eventually hands it over so I can sign my name. I curl my claw over the screen with a flourish, and then we’re finished.

      “If for any reason things aren’t working out, you can call.” He directs this at Fiona. “We will send assistance if needed.”

      “Assistance?” She glances sideways at each of us. “I don’t think that will be necessary. Right, Khesan? Shathar?”

      We each nod rapidly in unison. I will give Fiona no reason to make such a call. I will be as understanding as I can be of this imposter in our midst, but it won’t take long for Fiona to realize the truth: that she is my fated mate, and she is meant to be mine.
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      Khesan

      His commitments were, admittedly, better than mine. It itches painfully to acknowledge this, but it means that I will have to try harder to succeed and win Fiona to my side. Though Shathar is intimidating, and certainly an attractive Arshurian himself, I will prove my worth.

      That Shathar, who watched me the whole time like I was a youngling about to make a fool of myself. But there is one thing that I am certain about: this human woman is meant for me. The smell of her is like nothing else. It is bright and airy, but distinctly feminine. When she held my hand, I could feel energy flowing between us.

      I wonder if Fiona could sense it, too. She seems overwhelmed, and I wish I could ease that burden on her. But having two full-grown Arshurians thrust upon you when you only signed up for one… that would be overwhelming to a small, soft female like her.

      Small and soft and pretty as a flower, with eyes like jewels and hair the color of a cloud. Such a lovely creature as this was given to me?

      But no—I still have to fight for her. Somehow I will have to convince her that Shathar is telling a lie about the mate bond, and I am telling the truth. I believe in the will of the gods, of destiny, and I know they will not lead me astray. At the end of this, I will have my mate all to myself and Shathar will slink home to his rustic little business “with his tail between his legs,” as humans would say. Which is ironic, as humans don’t have tails.

      Now that the ceremony is concluded, the little Frahma is eager to get us out of his sight—probably afraid we will come to blows. But I will not give Shathar the satisfaction. My temper may be simmering under the surface at the idea that I’ll have to share my mate for the next thirty days, but I won’t act on it.

      Fiona leads the way out the door into the spaceport. She makes an uncertain humming noise as she glances back at the two of us, and she looks disturbed.

      “What bothers you?” I ask, coming up to walk beside her so she can hear me over the rumbling noise of ship engines.

      “My car. You both are, um, a little big. I’m not sure if everyone is going to fit, and one of you will have to sit in the back seat.”

      She is already anxious about our presence, which is not good.

      “We will be fine with whatever accommodations you have to offer,” I say in my smoothest voice, then glance at Shathar, who has come up on her other side.

      “I will, however, sit in the front seat,” he says firmly, as if there’s no room for argument.

      I gape at him. “You cannot simply decree this.”

      He crosses his arms. Fiona glances between us, that worried crease between her brows returning.

      “There are no dibs in my car,” she says crossly.

      “Dibs?” I ask.

      “When you say, ‘I get the front seat,’ that’s calling dibs.” She shakes her head as we approach the opposite end of the spaceport. “Dibs are inherently unfair. Seating should be decided by each individual’s needs.” She pauses and sizes up the two of us. “Khesan, you are taller, so you should have the front seat.”

      Perfect. I will get to sit close to her on our journey, and Shathar will be relegated to the back. Clearly, Shathar doesn’t like this, but he bites his tongue.

      We wander the asphalt lot for some time before Fiona locates her vehicle. “A-ha!”

      “This will be plenty big enough,” Shathar says, patting the side. He shoots me one more glare as Fiona opens our doors to show us how they work, and I hop into the front seat.

      It is an interesting method of travel, this land-based car. At home on Arshur, we ride a chariska, large animals who run on two legs, or else take a hovercraft. Hovercraft are very expensive, so only a few families—like mine—have them.

      I should probably learn how to drive one of these cars.

      Shathar grunts in irritation as he climbs into the back seat, and then we’re off. Fiona chews her bottom lip as she drives, navigating carefully around corners and through intersections. She has a steadiness about her that I like already.

      “So, tell me about yourselves?” she asks, glancing sideways at me. “Khesan?”

      Oh, am I happy to be asked this question.

      “I come from a good family. We are known on Arshur for the size of our lands.”

      Fiona arches a brow. “You’re rich?”

      “I suppose. I joined the military a few years ago because the family name was stifling. Wanted to see more of the world and learn how to defend myself.” I turn to her. “To protect my future mate.”

      Shathar scoffs from the back seat.

      “What?” I demand, glancing at him. “Something you would like to say?”

      “It is exactly what a military male would say. True strength isn’t in the ability to fight, though. It is in the ability to provide and care for your mate.”

      I scoff in return. “Military service provides for all of these needs.”

      Shathar says nothing, but his lips press together into a knowing smile. I don’t like that at all.

      “Is there a lot of war on your planet?” Fiona asks, eyes widening.

      “Our military is ornamental,” Shathar pipes up in the back seat, and I shoot him a glare. He continues. “Our country does not need protection, but we maintain it anyway. A waste of money and bodies, when they are needed to work fields and build homes.”

      I seethe under the surface of my skin. I have heard all these things before.

      “It is about service,” I snap. “Learning to protect, to care for others’ needs above yours, to make sacrifices for the greater good.”

      It was, perhaps, selfish of me to leave the service to attend to my own needs. But that life had lost its meaning for me. What is the point of protecting if you have no one to protect?

      Fiona lets out a thoughtful sound. “That makes sense. You are still learning useful skills even if you have no one to fight. Your world sounds nice.”

      “Arshur has its positive qualities,” I say, turning my head to peer out the window at the trees going by, which are merely sticks. “It is mostly desert, though, and there are few places where we can work the land. As a result, our population remains small. It is… difficult to find a mate.”

      Shathar does not argue with me. At least we can agree on the reason we came to Earth—to search for a mate when there are so few readily available at home. To find forever with someone.

      “Oh, I get it.” Fiona’s smile is lovely. “Is that why you both did the Matching Program?”

      I nod. “Similar plight as your own world. There are very few choices, and I am looking for something… permanent. Many females my own age on Arshur are not ready yet.”

      Fiona’s cheeks redden. “You are just ahead of them in maturity. That happens sometimes.”

      “An inexperienced male,” Shathar says in the back seat. “Why did you not seek a mate older than you?”

      I flash him my teeth. “None appealed to me. But when I heard of the Matching Program, I knew it was because I was intended for something else.” I turn to Fiona. “Someone else.”

      Her face turns even redder. “That’s sweet.” She looks up into the mirror again. “What about you, Shathar?”

      I am growing ever more annoyed that I will have to share all of her time with him. I hope I can end their courtship quickly and send Shathar home.

      “On Arshur, I owned a grocery,” he says calmly, in that low voice of his. “It was a humble living, but I brought people the things they needed.”

      “What’s going to happen to it now that you’re gone?” Fiona asks, and I am wondering the same thing.

      “I sold the business to a friend. He will do well.”

      So he did all that, gambling on the Matching Program? It is too bad he will have to go back and start over when Fiona makes her decision.

      “Perhaps you can be an employee at your own business when you return home,” I quip.

      There’s a snarl in the back seat.

      “All right, no fighting in the car,” Fiona snaps. “I need to focus on the road. Khesan, that was a low blow.”

      I grit my teeth and sit back in my seat, chastised.

      “Why did you come to Earth if you were giving up so much, Shathar?” Fiona asks.

      “Because I knew you were here.”

      The answer startles even me. I squint at Shathar in the mirror that peers into the back seat. He looks composed and sincere.

      “I knew that the answer to my prayers did not exist on Arshur,” he goes on. “When the Frahma came talking about his program, I was certain that was my destiny. Where I would find my one, my only, if I went to Earth.” He shrugs. “Perhaps it was a path set by the gods, and I heard them.”

      Fiona covers a cheek with her hand and exhales a breath as we approach a human house, and she pulls onto the concrete pad in front of it. This must be where she lives.

      “That’s lovely, Shathar,” she says, and I hold in a hiss.

      Here, the houses all appear to be some sort of manufactured wood, with sloped shingle roofs, which is inefficient but understandable in the climate. In the desert, we use brick and clay to build, and tile for roofing.

      Fiona still hasn’t spoken as she gets out of the car, then opens the rear door so we can retrieve our belongings. I brought all the clothes I should need, which filled two rucksacks. Shathar only has one, which makes me wonder if he packed light on purpose, intending to buy new things, or if he had little to begin with.

      Gah, Shathar. A useless thing to think about when I’m here to woo my mate.
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      Fiona

      It’s only been an hour and they’re already at each other’s throats. This is a bad sign.

      I think I’ve gotten a decent read on them, though. Shathar is a little more worldly than Khesan, the former soldier. Khesan, though, has a youthful earnestness about him. I wonder how Khesan will feel about life on Earth after giving up his family’s name and wealth. Though Shathar did say he sold his business, too.

      Both of them are so serious about this, how could I possibly send one of them home at the end? I haven’t taken a moment to really consider what Gazargo was proposing: that I should live with both aliens, as if they’re my husbands, and then pick one?

      What was I thinking when I agreed to this?

      I’ve been mulling over in my head what to do with two alien husbands, since I’d only prepared the one room. I do have another, but it’s downstairs, where my mom lived when she was still alive. That apartment is the reason I bought this house, so we could each have our own space.

      Since she died, I’ve kept it locked up and closed off. But now I have nowhere else to put my extra husband.

      When we all reach the front door, Khesan and Shathar carrying their belongings in their clawed hands, their long tails looped around their feet, I turn to each of them.

      “So which room do you want?” I ask. “There’s a queen bed upstairs, down the hall from me. There’s another one in the basement.”

      “The closer one,” both of them say at once, in perfect unison.

      I should have seen that coming.

      “Okay, well, unless you want to share a single bed, which I don’t think you do, then you guys have to pick one.” I open the front door and usher them inside.

      Shathar allows Khesan to go first, his eyes sliding over to me and then away again. Inside, he sets his bag down on the floor.

      “I will take the basement, as you call it,” Shathar says. “It doesn’t matter how near or far you are, I will always be able to feel your heart beating.”

      Jeez. These guys are so intense. But it’s also kinda hot.

      “Well, let’s get Khesan settled upstairs, and then we’ll put you downstairs.”

      Both of them follow me up the stairs, and I roll my eyes but don’t object. I show Khesan to the guest room down the hall from my room, and he drops his two rather large bags.

      “I brought enough clothing that you should not need to purchase anything new,” he says. “I did not want to be a burden.”

      “Great!” I chirp. “You’re sleeping here, then, and we’ll share the bathroom. Shathar?”

      The other Arshurian nods as I emerge from the room and lead him back down the stairs, to the door I haven’t opened in ages. There’s just no reason to go down to Mom’s old apartment unless there’s a leak or the water heater needs maintenance.

      I push open the door and cough as the dust hits my face.

      “Sorry,” I say. “This was where my mother lived, and I haven’t been down here in a while.”

      Shathar gives me that smile that shows off all his sharp teeth. “Quite all right.” As we head down the stairs, he asks, “Your mother is no longer here?”

      “She passed away about two years ago.”

      When we reach the bottom, I flick on a light. The main room is half finished and half not, with storage space off to one side, and then the television and couch we set up for Mom. There’s a kitchenette, and then a short hallway leading to the bedroom and bathroom.

      “It’s a whole suite,” I say as I lead him to the bedroom. “Mom had everything she could need. She was always really aware of ‘being a bother,’ even though it really wasn’t a bother.”

      I sigh, wondering what she would think of what I’m doing now.

      Two alien husbands, Fiona? I can hear it in her voice. How are you going to handle that?

      “Thank you very much for sharing this space with me,” Shathar says as we enter the small room. He places his one bag on the bed. “I hope that it doesn’t bring you pain to open this door again.”

      I shrug. “I’m glad it’s going to good use, honestly. Maybe we can redecorate it or something.”

      Yeah. I like that idea.

      Shathar perks up, his tail lifting off the floor. “You would allow me to do that?”

      “Sure.” I open my arms wide and spin in a circle. “This is your place now. You can do what you want with it, as long as it doesn’t become a bachelor pad.”

      “I do not know this ‘pad,’ but I am no longer a bachelor. I am a happily married Arshurian.”

      His yellow eyes settle on me, and there is a deep kindness, a true affection in them, that takes me by surprise. He is the one who placed his hand on my cheek as he said his commitments, and my skin heats immediately remembering his earnestness.

      “You often turn pink this way,” he says, lifting a hand once again to the side of my face. He brushes over my cheekbone with his finger. “What does it mean?”

      “It could mean a lot of things.” My mouth feels dry. “In this case, um, it’s because I, uh…” I wave my hands in front of my face. “I’m just tired, is all. I should go help Khesan get settled, too, and⁠—”

      Shathar’s tail falls back to the floor. “Of course. The other guest.” But he says it less with venom and more with resigned exhaustion. “See to him. I will be here.”

      “Feel free to use the drawers and the closet,” I say brightly. “Whatever you want.”

      He nods, and I flit away up the stairs to visit with Khesan.

      In his room, he is opening his bags and sorting through his clothes. He’s brought enough, it looks like, but it’s all in the same style as what he’s wearing now—a kind of beige robe over leggings, with a slot in the back for his long tail and a belt around the middle. All of his other clothes are similar but in varying earth tones.

      “How come all aliens wear the same thing?” I ask, studying him in the doorway. “Gazargo was wearing that, too, and so was Roth’kar when I met him.”

      Khesan turns to me. “It is the style in the galaxy.” He shrugs and holds up one item. “Where should I put them?”

      He is far more at home than Shathar, clearly ready to make the space his. I’m glad he feels so comfortable.

      My home is his home now, I suppose.

      “There are hangers in the closet,” I say, opening it up for him. He gazes at the door.

      “So rustic,” he says with a pleased sigh. “I like it.”

      I wonder what closet doors are like where he comes from.

      “Is your society much more advanced?” I wish I had been given some information about my groom—er, grooms—before they arrived. But Amara had this problem, too, with the Matching Program. They gave her no information at all before she met Roth’kar.

      “Yes, but we live a simple life still. We were also brought into the Intergalactic Association of Civilizations by the Frahma, and had not achieved interstellar travel. But we have adapted to alien technology over the last few hundred years and integrated it into our home lives.”

      Earth has been pretty resistant to change since aliens first landed, but that hasn’t been terribly surprising. Even the spaceport still has regular old doors, not fancy space doors.

      “Thank you,” Khesan says, taking a step toward me. “Thank you for having me in your home, and for agreeing to this marriage. I’m thrilled for the life we have ahead of us, and I look forward to learning more about you.”

      Gosh, they’re both so romantic.

      He leans down so his snout is close to my cheek, and I can feel his light breaths on my ear. It makes all the hair on my neck stand on end.

      “I hope to learn everything,” he says in a whisper.

      Before I can respond, he withdraws and starts hanging up his clothes.

      “This will certainly be an adventure,” I quip, trying to lighten the air. I’m surprised by how my body responded to that. “I’m excited to learn more about you, too.”

      Khesan shoots me a smile, or as close as the Arshurians seem to get to a smile, which is rather toothy.

      I leave him to it, heading downstairs to think about dinner. I was going to cook something tonight, but I only bought enough food for two. I might have to order pizza.

      Shaking my head, I put in an order for two big pizzas plus wings, because I don’t really know what Arshurians eat. I assumed regular human food, but Shathar and Khesan are rather… not as humanoid as I expected. Roth’kar’s main feature is his four arms, followed by the cute antennae. My new husbands are distinctly alien.

      Not saying that’s a turnoff. In fact, the way both Shathar and Khesan treated me today, like some kind of queen, I won’t say it didn’t affect me. They’re romantics, and truthfully, I’ve always wanted someone to be a romantic to me.
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      We survive eating dinner that night, but there’s no shortage of sniping on the part of my two new grooms as they fight over the last few wings.

      I knew I should’ve ordered more wings.

      “This was a lovely meal,” Shathar says at the end, once the two of them have obliterated the pizzas and the wings both. “I’m delighted with what I’ve had of Earthling food so far.”

      Khesan mutters a grudging agreement.

      “Well, there’s lots more out there,” I say.

      “Like this ‘Mexican food’ the Frahma talked about?” asks Khesan, fans flaring.

      “Yes, like that.” What is it with aliens and Mexican food? “And more.”

      Shathar gathers up the boxes from dinner. “Where should these go?”

      I show him to the recycling.

      “You have to get the food off before you can recycle it, and only if it’s not too greasy,” I explain. “Otherwise it goes in the trash.”

      “Where does the trash go?” asks Khesan.

      “To a landfill, I guess.”

      The two Arshurians exchange a quizzical look. I think it’s the first time they’ve acknowledged one another without hissing.

      “I wonder if the Frahma will bring your people vaporization,” Shathar says thoughtfully. “Very useful, a vaporizer.”

      Once it’s done, we all head back inside, Shathar trying to edge his way closer to me than Khesan. They both try to go through the door at the same time, bottlenecking them.

      “Imbecile,” Shathar huffs as he tries to wedge himself inside the door. “We can’t both go at the same time.”

      “I was going through it first!”

      They really can’t even go through a door without arguing about it?

      “Shathar,” I snap, and the two of them fall still. “You first. Khesan, wait there. Let him go.”

      Obediently, Khesan backs up and allows Shathar through the door, glaring at him the whole way. Then it’s his turn, and when they’re both in the kitchen with me, their tails are lying flat on the floor. They both look rather contrite as I cross my arms.

      “I do have work tomorrow,” I tell them both firmly, “and I can’t have you fighting while I’m in the office in case I have meetings. Can I trust you alone for a few hours?”

      Shathar gapes at me. “Of course you can. We are not animals.”

      “You’re acting like animals,” I say, pointing at each of them in turn. “I can’t even trust you to walk through a door.”

      Rubbing the back of his head, Khesan says, “I’m sorry. It is difficult to watch him be close to you. My heart knows that you are mine, and he feels like… an interloper.”

      Shathar growls. “You are the interloper here.”

      “This is what I’m talking about.” I hold up both my hands. “It won’t work if you’re at each other’s throats all the time. We need some kind of system.”

      “A system?” Shathar perks up. “What do you mean?”

      “I need time to get to know you, but I can’t when you’re always arguing.” I try to keep my tone calm. “So I propose we split off. Separate you two, and then I’ll divide my time between you. That way you don’t have to come into contact with each other any more than necessary.”

      Khesan’s mouth opens in surprise, while Shathar is frowning.

      “I would have to share you with him?” the older Arshurian asks, sitting forward on the table, his tail rising behind him. “Sit and wonder what you are doing when the two of you are alone?”

      Oh, jeez. He’s already thinking like that?

      “Hey now.” I raise both my hands in the air. “We haven’t even talked about intimacy yet. I just want us to learn about each other. Establish a… ground-level understanding.”

      To my surprise, the two aliens glance at each other, then back at me. They both seem unhappy.

      “If this is the way you want to proceed,” Khesan says, his yellow eyes focused on me, “then I will abide by it.”

      Shathar snarls, but Khesan shoots him a look that must translate between them, because Shathar sits back down in his seat. His tail lashes the floor.

      “Yes, this is how I want to proceed,” I say. “Are we all in agreement?”

      Shathar crosses his arms. “Yes.”

      Khesan nods. “Whatever my wife wishes.”

      I sigh. This is going to be an interesting thirty days.
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      Shathar

      I will have to share. And whenever I am not present, there is no way for me to know what Fiona will be doing with Khesan.

      Though I hate it, I can’t fight it, not while he plays agreeable and understanding. I can’t let the youngling be more mature than I am.

      Reclining in bed, I reach over and fiddle with the peculiar lamp on the bedside table. We have push lights back home embedded in the walls because they take up less space. This contraption has a lever or a switch somewhere—perhaps…

      I almost knock it over trying to twist the light switch, but eventually I get it off. I wonder how much of adjusting to life on Earth will be like this, fumbling my way around until I figure out the answer.

      This bed is soft, also unlike an Arshurian bed, which is firm and flat. I’m not sure what to do with the pillows that Fiona pointed out to me, but I embrace one like I would embrace a mate.

      I hope that can be me someday. I hope I can be what she was looking for when she signed up for the Galactic Matching Program. Not only is she lovely to look upon, but she’s kind and caring, and intelligent, as well. I believe she is the perfect woman to grow old with.

      I hope she will come to see that in me, too.
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      The next morning, I’m not sure whether the sun has come up because there’s cloth covering the windows. When I push it aside, a bit of sun trickles in, so it must be morning.

      When I walk up the stairs, the lights are all still off. Perhaps I am up and awake before Fiona, which leads me to the next thought: perhaps I can have breakfast ready for when she emerges.

      First, I familiarize myself with the kitchen. There is a stove that seems to operate with buttons. My embedded translator—which was placed in my head behind my ear, under my left fan—points out which side says “high” and which says “low.” This will be helpful.

      Most of the cupboards are full of plates and cups, the drawers with odd silver cutlery. We mostly use our hands back home, so I note that humans don’t despite our meal last night.

      There is a large box with doors that I assume is a cooler, and open it up to find it is, in fact, cold inside. There appear to be lots of items in it, but I’m not entirely sure what they are.

      Meat. There we go, I recognize that. I pull it out and place it on the counter, then go seeking accompaniments. At home, a traditional breakfast is kitter bird with grains and fruit. Fiona appears to have some fruit in a bowl, and though I’m not sure what it is, if it’s in her kitchen, it must be edible.

      I cut up the meat, then turn on the stove. At home, our heat source is underneath a single large pot, but this must have multiple heat sources. I put the meat on the heat source, which glows red, and then set to cutting up the fruit.

      Smoke soon starts rising from the stove. I go over and flip the meat, and it’s charred black on one side.

      Hmm. Must have turned it up too high. I turn the heat down and try again with another piece of meat. But more smoke rises and fills the room. I pull this next piece of meat off and it sticks to the heat source.

      Suddenly, there’s a terrible, ear-piercing beeping. It’s horrifically loud, enough to wake up everyone in the house.

      “What is that smell?” Fiona calls out over the furious beeping as she thumps down the stairs. She comes around the corner into the kitchen and stares at me. “What are you doing?!”

      “I was attempting to cook breakfast,” I shout back. She sees the meat on the stove and rushes over, grabbing a pair of implements to try to scrape the meat off the surface.

      “You need a pan!” she cries, tossing the meat in the sink. The beeping persists. “Fuck, the fire alarm is going off and I can’t reach it.”

      This is going as badly as possible.

      “Where is it?” I ask quickly.

      More thumping, and Khesan comes rocketing into the kitchen.

      “What is going on?” he calls over the noise. Fiona ignores him, running across the room to the wall and jumping up in the air.

      “It’s up there!”

      I rush over and lean down, offering my hands for her to step on. She hops into them, then I lift her up so she can reach a white cylinder up on the wall. She presses a button and the beeping, at long last, stops. Frantically, Fiona opens a window, and then another window nearby, ushering the smoke out.

      Khesan is standing there open-mouthed, while I look upon the smoldering remains of the meat still stuck to the stove. Finally, Fiona returns, panting.

      “I am sorry,” I say, bending my head, my tail hanging with utter humiliation. “I wanted to have food prepared when you awoke.”

      “But you didn’t even know how to cook it!” Fiona waves her hands in the air, trying to dissipate the smoke. “I could have shown you.”

      “Jumped the gun,” Khesan says with a wink. What does that mean?

      Fiona turns to him. “Where’d you hear that?”

      “It was in my book of Earth sayings.” He looks so smug right now, I could just punch him in the face. “It means, Shathar, trying something beyond you. Being foolish in an attempt to show off.”

      A hiss spills from my lips, and my fans flex atop my head.

      “None of that,” Fiona snaps, stopping us in our tracks. “I have to clean up. Then I can make breakfast.” She takes a few deep, calming breaths. I want to apologize again, but I think I’ve already done enough. So I step aside and watch as Fiona digs out cleaning supplies and scrapes the charred meat off the stove, then cleans it.

      “Might be like this permanently,” she mutters to herself, and my guilt grows teeth.

      I was supposed to be the mature one, the one who wouldn’t make such stupid errors. But Khesan looks incredibly pleased as he seats himself at the table, and I sit as far away from him as possible.

      After cleaning is finished, Fiona says, “Here, I’ll show both of you how to cook in a human home, okay?”

      I am cowed as I get up and join Khesan in watching. She instructs us on where to find pans, how to oil them, how to cook the meat safely. She shows us her seasoning cabinet, suggesting the easiest ones to use. Then she brings out white globes that are called “chicken” eggs. They smell great as they cook, and I pay close attention to the way the egg turns white and the yellow center thickens.

      Finally, she serves it all on plates with what she calls “toast,” which is a baked good sliced and baked again, making it utterly delicious.

      “First thing we need to do is go buy some more food,” she says. “I wasn’t prepared for two of you.”

      It is unfortunate that Fiona has been saddled with two of us when she only asked for one husband. Now her workload, and cost, is doubled.

      “Then maybe we should go to the thrift store so you can each get some decor that represents you.” She offers an encouraging smile. “For your rooms.”

      I know she is referring to our discussion last night about redecorating her mother’s former quarters. I hope that means she’s forgiven me for this morning’s unfortunate mishap.

      “I am used to sparse quarters,” says Khesan. “There is no need on my behalf. In the military, we live in a minimalist way.”

      “And that’s why you brought two bags?” I ask, snark in my tone.

      “Now my clothes will not need to be washed as often as yours,” he tosses back.

      Fiona raises her hands. “Actually, that reminds me. I should take both of you clothes shopping. Your alien fashion is… not really Earth fashion.”

      I smirk at Khesan, as this was my plan: get Earth clothes and attempt to blend in. Learn all of Earth’s customs so I can be the best husband possible.

      “We might need to get you some custom pants for those tails, though…” Fiona trails off as she examines both of us. “Amara knows a good tailor.”

      “I did bring money,” Khesan pipes up. “I had it changed at the space station before we departed for Earth. I can pay for any additional clothing I might need.”

      I stare at him. Damn. That was good thinking on his part. When I sold my store, most of my assets went with it. I have sizable savings, which I didn’t even think to turn into human money before coming here.

      Vakha. Now Fiona will be saddled with the cost of having custom pants made for me. That is certainly a mark in favor of Khesan.

      “Perhaps I can go change money at the spaceport,” I suggest.

      Fiona shakes her head. “It’s a long way. No worries at all. I set aside money for exactly this.”

      She’s so bright and cheery and optimistic, I admire her immensely.

      “All right.” Fiona grabs some canvas bags from under the sink and strolls to the door. “Let’s go to the grocery store.”
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      I did not know what to expect from an Earthling grocery. Back on Arshur, my shop was mid-sized, specializing in fresh fruits and vegetables. I had struck a deal with many of the area farmers to get first pick of their stock in the mornings, so I could offer the best of the best to my customers. It earned me much loyalty and respect in my community.

      This place… it is a monstrosity. A faceless maze. It’s as busy as a spaceport, and filled with goods of every shape and kind. It’s also filled to the gills with humans all trying to get to what they want.

      I stay close to Fiona’s side as we get a large cart, which is big enough for any of us to sit in. Khesan takes the lead, as if he has any idea where we’re going.

      “Dry goods first, then vegetables, then meat, then frozen goods,” Fiona says, listing it off. “That way the frozen stuff doesn’t melt.”

      “You can buy all that here?” I gaze around the sprawling, high-ceilinged warehouse.

      “Yup. Though sometimes I go to the natural grocery store if I want specific vegetables I can’t get here. But since I’m buying in bulk to feed all three of us, we’ll find most of what we want here.”

      I see. This explains the people pushing around very full carts.

      Fiona hums as she leads the way into the throng, deftly weaving among other people taking up the aisles. She is grace when the world is chaotic, and she smiles even as others get in her way. The gods chose well for me, I think—just this small slice of Fiona I’ve seen so far.

      Humans turn to stare at Khesan and me as we go past, murmuring and whispering to each other. We are a novelty here, I suppose. Which Fiona would be, had she come to Arshur. We have very few off-worlders there, being a remote desert planet. She would stand out there as much as we do here.

      I will have to get used to stares and whispers. A small child even screeches, “He has a tail!” as we walk by, clinging onto his mother as if afraid, so I grab my tail and keep it close to avoid startling any other tailless humans.

      Out of all the wonders we discover at the grocery, though, I am most taken aback when we reach the “meat” section. Rather than hanging carcasses, as one would expect at a butcher’s, the meat is all neatly cut and arranged in disposable packages.

      “What if you simply want to buy a whole animal?” I ask, surveying the “chicken” meat. It’s all very… sanitized, as if the original creature never existed.

      “That sounds like a lot of work,” Fiona says, leafing through the packages. “Here we go. This should be big enough.”

      Khesan also appears mystified by this experience, so at least he’s kept his mouth shut while he takes in the many sights and sounds of the grocery store. But once we finish our long circuit—and I’m shockingly tired from walking all over the warehouse—we head to “checkout.” Here, Fiona scans all of her goods on a machine, then brings out a card that I assume represents money on her planet.

      “Please,” says Khesan, stepping up beside her. “Allow me.” He withdraws his own card, which I didn’t even realize an off-worlder could obtain, and offers it. Fiona frowns at him.

      “How’d you get a credit card?”

      “I opened an Earthling account on the space station with the money I had converted.”

      “Well…” She looks uncertain. “Okay, I guess. You tap the card here.” She shows Khesan how to bring the card to the machine, which beeps, and then a document prints.

      Vakha. Now I really wish I had thought ahead like he did and brought my savings with me. Perhaps it’s not too late, and I can still get access to it off-world. Maybe if I contact that little Frahma with my communicator…

      “Time to go, Shathar,” Fiona chirps, earning my attention. I follow as Khesan pushes the cart out the automatic doors, my tail twitching in annoyance. He tips his head and smirks in my direction, and I wish I could simply claw his eyes out.

      But no. I will be better than he is. He may have money, but I can offer care and affection, service and loyalty. And that will get me to the finish.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Six

          

        

      

    

    
      Khesan

      My spirits are buoyed all day by what befell Shathar this morning. He couldn’t have set me up better if he tried. Now I will be competent in the kitchen in comparison.

      Though I don’t have much cooking experience, as I’ve always eaten in the barracks. But I will learn. I brought a recipe book with me, one of my many acquisitions from the space station where our ship from Arshur met with the ship to Earth. I also have a book on common English sayings, English curse words, and an anatomy book. Though we have the Human Fact Sheet on our communicators, I have found the illustrations in the book to be… far more thorough.

      I am excited to show Fiona what I’ve learned.

      Just the idea is intoxicating after watching her at the “grocery store.” This place was a far cry from what I’m accustomed to, but fascinating in its own way. I vow to learn my way around it so I can easily acquire what she needs, and then she doesn’t have to trouble herself with braving the calamity.

      The whole time we shopped, Fiona’s hips swayed, and I was mesmerized by them. Every time she looked at me, her bright blue eyes spoke volumes. Her smile is radiant and white, and even her strange, blunt teeth look cute on her.

      After we’ve gone back to the house and Fiona has shown us where to put away the groceries, we’re off to the next task: the thrift store. This is a familiar concept to me, as our culture also exchanges goods we no longer need with those who may need them.

      “Amara is coming,” Fiona tells us. “She loves thrifting.”

      “One of your friends?” I ask.

      “Yes!” Fiona’s eyes go starry. “Amara and Marguerite are my besties. Amara is the one who inspired me to apply to the Galactic Matching Program.”

      Shathar perks up, too. “How did she do that?”

      “Well, she’s got an alien husband, too.” She rubs her chin. “But only one of them.”

      Shathar scowls at me and I scowl back.

      “It worked out great for them,” Fiona continues, grabbing her keys and leading us back out to the car. “Amara and Roth’kar are the happiest married people I’ve ever seen.”

      I know that will be us someday, once all of this is resolved and Shathar is sent back where he came from.

      This time, I allow him to sit in the front seat. Fiona made it clear how our conflict with one another annoys her, so I will do my best to keep it at a minimum and tolerate him until she comes around to me and realizes that we are meant to be together.

      I watch out the windows, taking in the sight of the city. It’s much larger than one of our villages in every way, and we certainly don’t build anything this tall on Arshur. I am entranced by their shining steel facades until the car pulls up and stops by the side of the street.

      “Here we are,” Fiona says, hopping out. I get out of the car as well, and she grabs me quickly. “Oops, watch out! Cars coming.” She quickly closes my door as a massive vehicle drives past, then pulls me around the front of the car onto the pathway. Vakha, these cars are dangerous. But her hand in mine is so small, so soft and warm that I don’t want to let her go.

      Shathar’s lip curls when he sees our hands linked, but he doesn’t speak as we join him on the path. There appear to be many shops along the street here, busy with people going in and out.

      “Amara!” Fiona calls out, and a tall woman with dark hair and brown skin spins around. She smiles widely when she sees us and claps her hands together.

      “Fiona!” She pauses when she sees the two of us standing behind her. “Oh, wow. You weren’t kidding.” The woman approaches slowly, peering over Fiona’s shoulders at me, and then at Shathar. “There’s two of them.”

      “Yup. And they both need some clothes.”

      “I’ll give you my tailor’s number after this,” Amara says. Then she holds out a hand to me. “Hi! I’m Amara. What’s your name?”

      “Khesan,” I answer smoothly, taking her hand in mine. Ah, yes, a human handshake. I read up on these. A firmer handshake means strength, so I shake Amara’s hand fiercely. I am a strong male as Arshurians go.

      Her eyes widen, and she quickly pulls her hand away, rubbing it. “Wow. Um. Very nice to meet you, Khesan. Very firm, uh, handshake.”

      Perhaps that was too hard.

      She offers the same to Shathar, and he is gentler as he imitates me.

      “I am Shathar,” he says. “It’s a pleasure to meet one of Fiona’s friends.”

      Once introductions are over, Fiona leads the way inside the “thrift store.” It is not at all like one of our swap meets back on Arshur, though. Clothes line racks in every direction, with prices atop the racks.

      “Just take a look around,” Fiona says to us. “Pick out whatever strikes your fancy and you can try it on.”

      She shows us to the shirt rack and estimates our sizes. “Khesan, you are a bit bigger. Maybe you should look at the extra-larges.”

      I puff up. I am larger than Shathar, both taller and broader thanks to my rigorous physical training.

      “It is not the size that counts,” Shathar mutters as Fiona moves on to show me the “extra-larges.”

      “This would look good on you,” Amara says, plucking a blue shirt off the rack. She holds it up to Shathar. “Sets off your scales.”

      While Shathar is occupied with Fiona’s friend, I follow Fiona to the other end where she’s leafing through clothing. She pulls one off that says LED ZEPPELIN in big letters and offers it to me.

      “What is a Led Zeppelin?” I hold it up in front of me as I look in a mirror.

      “A band. You wouldn’t know who they are. But it’ll make you look trendy.”

      “What if someone asks me about this Led Zeppelin?”

      “Say they’re the greatest rock band of all time or something. Here, they’ve got others.” She pulls off another shirt, yellow this time, with nothing but a big, smiling face in the middle. “Hmm. This is kind of creepy.”

      “I like it.” I hold out my hand for the shirt, and she gives it to me. “It is friendly. I want humans to think I am friendly.”

      She arches an eyebrow at me, then chuckles into her hand. “All right. It’s yours if you want it.”

      “I would like to try it on.”

      An attendant helps me locate a room wherein I can change. I leave on my leggings and replace my robes with the shirt, instead. It is very bright and easy to spot from a distance. That will ensure Fiona doesn’t lose me in a crowd.

      And the smile is very appealing.

      “I’ll take it,” I say after changing back into my robes.

      “Let’s find you a few more,” Fiona says, guiding me back to the racks. Meanwhile, Shathar is shopping with Amara, much to my pleasure. She is a married woman and not my mate, so it really couldn’t be going better.

      “Fiona,” Shathar calls after a moment. She stands up straight and he waves her over. “Will you tell me if this is a good one?”

      She scurries over and I resist the urge to hiss.

      “Ooh, that’s nice,” Fiona says to Shathar. “Try this, too. I think this pattern would look great on you, and it’s a short sleeve, so it will keep you cool in the summer.”

      According to the human calendar on my communicator, it is winter, so it should remain cold for many months yet. I don’t like that Shathar would be choosing clothes to suit such a long timeline as that.

      I will pick something for warm weather, too, as I know that I’ll be around this summer. Shathar will not be.

      Grabbing the shirts, I go to try them on. Fiona and Amara both applaud when I emerge from the dressing room, liking both my “flannel” and the fancy shirt with a sharp collar. They have similar reactions, though, when Shathar comes out in his shirts, so I’m not sure if I’m being humored.

      Fiona approaches me when I come out in the collared shirt, and her smell wafts over me. I can tell she is wearing an artificial scent, but underneath it I can smell her, and it is intoxicating. I try to keep my cool as she reaches out and adjusts the collar, her skin briefly making contact with my scales.

      Just this brief touch awakens me. Under my leggings, my cock nudges my thigh, and I tell it immediately to stay down. I cannot have that happen here and now.

      After paying for my own clothes, I loiter with Amara while Fiona pays for Shathar’s, and his tail hangs on the floor as she does so. I preen, knowing I have this on him.

      “So, why did you decide to apply to the Galactic Matching Program?” Amara asks me.

      “Seeking a forever mate,” I answer without missing a beat. “And I found it.”

      Her brows rise high on her forehead. “You did?”

      “Fiona is my fated mate. I knew the moment she stepped into the room and I smelled her.” I cover my chest. “Now I know that our hearts beat in tune. It’s pre-determined.”

      “Whaaat?” Amara’s mouth falls open. “Like, this was all meant to happen?”

      “Exactly. The gods intended me to board that ship to come to Earth, where I was supposed to find Fiona.”

      She cups her hands beneath her chin. “That’s so romantic. I had no idea you could know that way. Soul mates are sort of a spiritual concept on Earth.”

      “Ah, well, for Arshurians it is… physiological. There are certain physical changes, too, that make us certain.”

      She blinks. “Oh. Interesting. I guess you are an alien, and an alien will be different, if Roth’kar has taught me anything.” She snaps her fingers. “Speaking of which, I really should get home. Fiona?”

      Amara waves as Fiona and Shathar exit the store together. Shathar looks significantly more upbeat now, chatting amiably with Fiona and gesturing with his hands.

      Vakha. I wonder what they’re talking about?

      “I’ve gotta go,” Amara says, hugging Fiona. Then she hugs Shathar, too, and I am prepared when she comes to hug me. I pat her back as I saw in the handbook I purchased, and Amara laughs.

      “Good handshake, good hug. Interesting. I look forward to introducing both of you to my husband.” She winks, then waves as she heads off down the path.

      “Well, we have a first date planned,” Fiona says. She pats Shathar on the shoulder.

      “First date?” I search my memory for this word because I remember learning it. My translator provides two options: a dried fruit and a romantic outing.

      I hiss through my teeth. “A date?”

      “Yes. Shathar and I will visit the nature preserve today. Then, next weekend, Khesan, we can go on a date, too.”

      I can’t believe it. Shathar has secured a romantic outing with Fiona on our first day, and I will have to wait a week?

      “Can’t we go tomorrow?” I ask hoarsely, seeing my opportunity to get an early win evaporating like smoke.

      “I work tomorrow, and we need to take you to get fitted. I guess we could go in the evening, if we did an evening activity.” She taps her chin. “We could go bowling after I’m done. I did schedule myself light this week.”

      I nod rapidly. “Yes, let us do this bowling tomorrow.” As much as it pains me to let Shathar have the first “date.”

      “Great! It’s settled, then. We’ll head home, and Shathar and I will go out. Then, tomorrow, bowling!”

      I am not so pleased as we all get in the car and drive home.
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      Fiona

      Shathar is just so charming, I couldn’t say no.

      He had looked so downtrodden when Khesan paid for his own clothes, and I tried to cheer him up by asking what he’d like to do with the rest of his day.

      “I’d like to go see your world,” he had said. “I want you to show me what you love about Earth.”

      A girl can’t say no to that. I did tell them I would start dividing my time between them to minimize conflict, and this afternoon sounds like a perfect time to start.

      Khesan did not look pleased, but he took it better than I expected. He promises to stay out of trouble while we’re gone, and I have the fire alarm hooked up to my phone so I know if anything goes wrong.

      My husbands part ways to hang up their new shirts, and then we’ll have them fitted for custom pants. Their leggings hook over their tails with a strap and a button, and I hope it won’t be too costly to have something like that made for them here.

      Not that it’s a problem—I have my small inheritance from Mom, too—but I don’t want to dip into it. I’ve always been very frugal, which I got from her, even if I have a decent job that pays well now.

      Khesan stays up in his room, and I quickly change into some more comfortable jeans and a t-shirt, meeting Shathar in the kitchen. I’m getting used to how his smile exposes all of his sharp teeth.

      “You look lovely,” he says, his gaze dipping down to my shoes and then back up to my eyes. “I’m a lucky male.”

      I must be blushing all over. “Thank you. I am a lucky woman. I think you looked very good in the shirts you tried on today.”

      It’s true. Both of them are fit, Shathar and Khesan, in different ways. Khesan has clearly worked out, training his body to be big and bulky. Shathar, on the other hand, has a natural strength to him, a grace that seems to come with his greater age.

      The fans on the side of Shathar’s head rise. “Thank you as well, Fiona. I am excited to see this nature preserve.”

      “It’s a bit of a drive, but I think you’ll like it.”

      It will be a good chance for us to get to know each other better.
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      Once we’re both in the car, I navigate to the highway.

      “Tell me about your life, Shathar,” I say. “Why did you decide to give up your grocery business and come to Earth?”

      He sighs. “What good is a business, a whole life, if there is no one to share it with? It is hard on our world now to find a mate. The odds became smaller as I grew older and met no new females. I decided I would rather be happy with a mate than keep running my store and watching the world go past me.”

      “That was a big gamble.” I worry about it now, how I’ll have to say goodbye to one of them at the end of all this, after they both sacrificed something to come here.

      But Shathar only shrugs. “It was worthwhile to meet you at the space station. I know we are meant to be, and so I have no doubts in my mind it was the right choice to leave Arshur.”

      I furrow my brow. “You’ve said that. What does it mean, exactly, to be fated mates? You said you could… smell it?”

      He nods. “There are other signs, too. My physiology has changed.”

      “Changed? How?”

      Shathar keeps his eyes pinned on the road ahead of us, but I see his throat bob as he swallows. “It is… of a sexual nature. A natural response to finding one’s mate.”

      Oh. Ohhhh.

      “Wow, okay.” Now I badly want to know more, but I also don’t want to pry into something so sensitive. I don’t even know what he has under there—what either of them do. The Frahma claimed we were sexually compatible, but what does that mean, really? Amara has explained Roth’kar’s rather… unusual penis to me before. It works for them, but I know nothing about an Arshurian’s genital situation.

      “We are not so different, humans and Arshurians,” Shathar says, jerking me out of my thoughts. “I have studied human anatomy, and I have much of what you expect, Fiona.”

      I didn’t think he’d be quite so blunt. “Oh, okay,” I squeak out.

      “There are some differences,” Shathar goes on, “but I think they will be pleasurable.”

      I must be turning red all over. I’m not usually a prude, but now I’m imagining what he’s packing under there and we’ve just met.

      Maybe it’s different for him culturally. Maybe on Arshur, they’re very open about sex.

      “Okey dokey,” I say quickly, turning off the highway. “Hey, look at that. We’re almost there.”

      When we pull into the parking lot, the sun is out and the temperature is perfect for being a winter day. I really couldn’t have asked for a better time to explore nature, though a weekday may have been less busy. There are some children running around, as popular as it is of a destination with families—what families there are, anyway. Shathar watches a pair of kids crisscross in front of him as we walk to the ticket booth. One pauses as they pass us and stares up at Shathar in wonder.

      “Whoa. Alien.” He stands there for a beat longer, until his mother calls for him, and the two children go running again.

      “I suppose that children are the same anywhere in the universe,” Shathar remarks, smiling at them. “I wonder how a human would be received on Arshur. The children there would certainly think it odd that you have no tail.”

      I glance over my shoulder at my bare butt. Shathar laughs.

      After we’ve gotten our tickets, we head down the sidewalk into the preserve. The trees are tall here, each of them labeled with the common name and species. Most of them are without leaves this time of year.

      “There are so many,” Shathar says, gazing up with wonder. “I have never seen trees such as this. On our planet, they grow small and hardy in order to survive.”

      “What is Arshur like?” I ask as we walk.

      “It has a very different climate than your planet. The equatorial region is too hot to be habitable, so we live primarily in the far north and south. There is a lot of flat, dusty land where I come from, with some small trees and shrubs.”

      “Hmm, sounds like our desert,” I say. “Your whole planet is like that?”

      “Indeed. Unlike Earth, there are no large bodies of water.”

      “Don’t you raise food? Where do you get water from?”

      “We farm and raise livestock, much as your people do. We have plentiful underground water sources we use to irrigate across our farm and ranch land.”

      I hum thoughtfully as we walk. A couple passes us the other way holding hands, and Shathar follows them with his eyes. They both gape at the alien in their midst.

      “Is this common among humans?” he asks. “To hold hands?”

      “Sure. When you’re a couple, people often hold hands.”

      I’m surprised when Shathar scoops up my hand in his. But it’s awkward at first, as he’s not sure how to do it, clearly. I giggle and stop walking so I can show him how to twine our fingers together. He has claws, but he doesn’t scrape me with them.

      “There we go, like that,” I say as we figure it out. Then we start walking again, our hands linked.

      “I like this custom.” Shathar squeezes my hand briefly. “Your skin is so soft. I’m not yet used to human flesh.”

      The way he says it makes me giggle. “Don’t get a taste for me now,” I joke.

      “I would love to know your flavor.”

      Shathar appears to be completely serious as his reptilian, yellow eyes focus on me. It’s hard not to stare back into them as his hand squeezes mine. They’re so intense, so focused on me and only me, that I get warm all over.

      “Maybe one step at a time?” I hedge.

      Shathar simply nods. “I will wait as long as I need to. I am in no rush. I know humans do not have fated mates, as we Arshurians do, and that courting may take some time.”

      Courting? Is that what he’s doing?

      “But if humans don’t have fated mates, then how could I be yours?” I ask.

      Shathar shrugs. “I do not have the answer to that question, but I know the truth without a doubt. The mating bond is never wrong.”

      I’m unsettled by this answer. Never wrong? But how could it “never be wrong” when both Khesan and Shathar are claiming the same thing? Surely it must be wrong sometimes.

      We head to the butterfly pavilion next, where we have to wait in line before we’re escorted inside. It’s suddenly very warm and humid, and the pavilion is filled with flowering vines trailing all over trellises, and a variety of plants in bright and enticing colors. Butterflies flit from one flower to the next.

      Shathar’s eyes are huge and wide. “The air is wet,” he says with awe.

      He comes from a desert world, so this shouldn’t surprise me, but the way he says it is so funny that I laugh.

      “That’s what the butterflies like, I think. A lot of them are tropical.”

      His brow furrows. “Tropical?”

      “They come from a part of the world where it rains a lot.”

      Shathar follows the trajectories of the butterflies with wide eyes. “I have never seen such a delicate creature. Very lovely.” Then his gaze travels to mine and he smiles a genuine smile that makes my knees weak.

      I don’t know if he means the butterfly.

      We exit the pavilion and head back a different way so we can look at things we missed, still holding hands. It’s comforting, something I haven’t done in years—just walking along, hand-in-hand. Shathar is enamored with all the plants, reminding me a little of Roth’kar when he first got to Earth.

      By the time we’re finished with the preserve, the sun is going down and I’m starting to feel guilty about leaving Khesan at home alone for so long.

      “I suppose it’s time to go make dinner,” I say to Shathar as we exit the way we came in, heading for my car. “I’m sure Khesan is hungry.”

      He releases my hand when we reach it. “Khesan will be fine. Arshurians are built to withstand long periods of time without food or water.”

      I chuckle uneasily. “I hope it doesn’t come to that.”
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      Shathar

      Today was… blissful. Spending time alone with Fiona without that idiot Khesan interfering was exactly what my soul needed. It will take time to convince her of what I already know—that we are meant to be together—but I am happy to go on the journey of learning more about her and giving her greater insight into my own being, too.

      To be seen. To be felt. These are the things I crave, have craved for a decade now. This was the reason I came to Earth in the first place, so I would no longer feel alone, and I’m ecstatic to have found what I was looking for.

      Fiona is charming, so sweet and genuine, that I want to protect her. Treasure her. Keep her soft even if the world has hard edges. I will be her barrier.

      It’s disappointing when our excursion is over and we must return to her house, where Khesan is lying in wait. Who knows what their date tomorrow will be like? Then it will be my turn to stay home, wondering and probably fretting.

      But he is not her fated mate, as she is mine. I try to remind myself that I don’t have to worry.

      The lights are on inside the house when we park on the concrete pad out front. Fiona leads the way inside, and when the door opens, I am struck by the delectable scent of food.

      I didn’t realize how hungry I was until I smelled it.

      “Wow!” Fiona exclaims as we step inside. “Smells good in here!”

      “Fiona!” Khesan appears around the corner as we head toward the kitchen. “I’m glad you’re home. I was hoping it would be soon so dinner didn’t get cold.”

      Dinner? Oh, no. Khesan has cooked while we were away, and I remember how that ended when I attempted it. The same concern registers on Fiona’s face, and she jogs into the kitchen. But there is no smoke, no fire alarm. Khesan turns off one of the burners on the stove, which has a pan on it full of food. There is a pot, as well, and a wooden board with fresh chopped vegetables on it.

      “It’s almost done,” Khesan says as he busies about. Fiona is staring with her mouth open.

      “How did you do this?” She steps closer, surveying the meal he’s prepared. My anger grows by the moment as I take in the sight of what he’s accomplished on his own.

      “I looked up a recipe, then researched which pans and utensils to use. I made sure to only cook with the rubber ones in the non-stick pan.”

      Fiona exhales a breath. “Thank you. I love that pan.”

      Khesan reaches into a cupboard like it’s his own kitchen and withdraws a bowl, passing it to her.

      “I have prepared stir-fry chicken with peppers and onions over rice, and spring onion to go on top. It was also suggested I make a sauce, so I used some of your condiments to create it.”

      Fiona lets out an ooh as she takes the offered bowl and opens the pot, revealing a fluffy white grain. She spoons some out, then moves to the pan and does the same.

      “Looks heavenly,” she says to Khesan, her face alight. “Thank you so much.”

      “It is what husbands do, isn’t it?” he answers, and I don’t realize that I’m emanating a low hiss until Khesan smirks at me. “What’s wrong with you? Even your fans are up.”

      I didn’t notice that, but I am both infuriated and jealous. Why couldn’t I have created such a lovely meal for Fiona this morning instead of smoke and charred meat? But because of our date, Khesan beat me to it, and now he has capitalized on time that Fiona and I spent away together.

      “I still don’t know how you did all this alone,” Fiona says as she takes her bowl to the table.

      Khesan preens. “I am good at following instructions.”

      I just want to knock that smug look right off him.

      Khesan helps himself next, and then I am last, but there is enough food for me, too. I hold in a snarl as I scoop it out the way he instructed and join them at the table.

      The worst part? The meal is… delicious. Wonderful. Flavorful. I hunch further and further forward as I eat. He did this all while we were away, in a kitchen that looks nothing like what we have on our home world. He has leapt leagues ahead of me, and… I can’t help but admire it. I am supposed to be the better cook, having owned my own grocery for my entire adult life. But here is this military-grade child using a recipe book and a communicator.

      “This is amazing, Khesan!” Fiona jams her fork into her bowl and spears another piece of chicken. “I don’t know how you did it.”

      “You had all the ingredients,” he says calmly. “I just struggled with the labels.”

      I say nothing about the meal, but Khesan smirks at me anyway.
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      That night, after Fiona has shown me how to clean up after a meal—which led to the discovery of the dishwasher, a simple and yet remarkable device—Khesan goes to his room for the night. Fiona offers to help me find homes for the lamp and the inexpensive painting I purchased at the thrift store, and she follows me down into the basement.

      I get to be alone with her yet again, and this time, I will make the most of my opportunity. We find a place for the lamp on a small side table, and then Fiona pulls down an illustration of a furry creature with pointed ears holding onto a hanging wire. The text says, “Hang in there.”

      “I’ve always thought this is tacky,” she says with a chuckle. “But Mom loved it.”

      I hang my painting on the hook left behind, and we both stand back to observe its placement. Fiona straightens it, then nods in satisfaction.

      “Look at that. Now it’s more your space.” She sighs. “Weird how things change.”

      “Are you comfortable with this?” I ask. “Changing what used to belong to your mother?”

      “No, no, it’s good. It’s time to put some of this stuff away anyway, or donate it.” She smiles up at me. “I want you to feel at home here.”

      I will feel most at home when I am sharing a room with her, but that is for the future.

      “Thank you. You are generous.”

      She shrugs. “You’re my husband now, right? What’s mine is yours.”

      That is quite a declaration, but I take it in stride. I scoop up her hand in mine like I did at the preserve and wind our fingers together. That was so pleasant, and I want to return to that place where it was just the two of us, alone.

      “Fiona,” I say to her, taking her other hand, too. Now I’m holding both of them, and she’s gazing up at me with her pure blue eyes. Such an unusual color, so deep and full. “I do not take my vows lightly. When I am truly your husband, in mind, body, and soul, I will never let my oath to you out of my sight.”

      Her brows rise. “Oh. That’s really thoughtful. I know we’re married, but I guess it’s not quite…” She trails off.

      “It is marriage in name, but not yet in heart,” I say.

      “Yes.” She smiles brightly. “Exactly.”

      I squeeze both her hands, then bring them closer to me. She follows until we are only a foot apart. “I am eager to learn more of you, Fiona. I greatly enjoyed learning more about you today, and this world I’ll call home.”

      Her face reddens. I love earning this reaction from her. “I did, too. With you.”

      I wonder if now is the time. I watched a human movie on the flight here, a romance story. When the two humans had pressed their lips together, I audibly gasped. This is how they expressed their affection? On Arshur, we lean our foreheads together to display attraction, but our mouths are not involved in the equation.

      Perhaps it would be better to ask first, rather than charging in the way I did trying to make breakfast this morning.

      “Excuse me for not knowing the rules of human courtship, but…” I swallow, trying to get the words out. “Could I kiss you?”

      She blinks up at me. “You know what kissing is?”

      “I have seen it done. That is all. But I would like to try it with you.”

      The pinkish hue of her cheeks darkens into red. “I… um… I hadn’t thought about it, but… sure! We did have a lovely date.”

      I lean in closer to her, and her talking stops. Then, with supreme gentleness, I press my lips to hers.

      Vakha. What am I doing? I have no idea how to kiss. Of course, it’s not until my mouth is on hers that I realize it. Now I’m stuck here, unmoving, trying to figure out exactly what I’m supposed to do with my lips.

      It looked so much easier in the movie.

      Underneath me, I feel a vibration against my mouth as Fiona giggles.

      “Shathar,” she whispers. “You have to move your lips.”

      I blink. Move them how?

      “Like this.” Fiona’s arms curl around my neck, which brings us closer together. Then she leans in and presses her lips to mine softly before retreating. Then she does it again, her soft mouth on mine sending an electrical current straight through my body to the tip of my tail. I gasp against her before remembering that I need to mimic her movements. I press my lips to hers again, then retreat, like she did.

      It is awkward at first, but soon we settle into a rhythm, our mouths moving against one another in a synchronic dance. Her lips are so soft and sweet, wonderfully pliable under mine, that I sink deeper into it, pressing more urgently and asking for more.

      So she gives it to me. To my near mortification, Fiona licks my lip. That buzzing sensation at the base of my tail spreads, and without a doubt, my cock is getting the message and sliding out of its slit. I temper my reaction, and instead of retreating, I give her own lip an experimental lick. Fiona’s arms tighten around my neck, so I think this was the right move. Now she’s returning my ardor, sucking my top lip between hers and then releasing it. Her tongue occasionally joins the dance, and so I bring out mine to play, too.

      Soon our tongues are touching, then tangling between us, and I desperately hope I don’t hurt her with my fangs. But it seems as if my mouth knows what to do, keeping them safely locked away while we kiss just like the people on the movie screen. I find my tail curling around her leg, keeping her anchored to me.

      Eventually, Fiona pulls away and gazes up at me through her lashes. Her lips look swollen from my attentions.

      “Wow,” she says, bringing two of her fingers to her mouth. “That was great.”

      I preen, glad that I got this human ritual right after a few tries. Her arms lower, and I take her hand in mine before she can go.

      “Thank you, Fiona,” I say, reaching up to push back some of the short hairs that have fallen over her eyes. “For letting me into your home and your life.”

      “I’m glad to have you, Shathar.” She leans into my hand, and now I want nothing more than to kiss her again. “And I can’t wait to learn even more about you.”

      I love the way she says my name. I think about it even as she turns and heads up the stairs, saying goodnight to me. How I would love to make her say it in other ways.

      But the time will come for that.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nine

          

        

      

    

    
      Khesan

      Fiona has been downstairs a long time, and it makes my skin crawl. I’ve been sitting on my bed waiting for her to return to her room so I could wish her goodnight. I loved watching her enjoy my meal tonight, despite the fact she spent the afternoon with Shathar. I was almost able to banish it from my mind until now, when she went down the stairs with him and still hasn’t returned.

      I’ll have to grow accustomed to this anxiety. They will do many things while I’m not around, and I need to get used to that fact without letting it drive me to madness. Though it is very hard to imagine your fated mate spending time alone with a rival. It goes against my very nature.

      When I hear the stairs creak, I hop to my feet. Fiona comes down the hallway, and I lean out the doorway to greet her.

      “Oh, Khesan!” Her face is red and her hair looks tousled. “Thank you again for dinner tonight.”

      “It was my absolute pleasure.” I step out into the hall, closer to her. I can pick up Shathar’s scent on her, but endeavor not to react to the fury that suddenly courses through me. “I look forward to our date tomorrow,” I say instead.

      Fiona grins, showing off her cute blunt teeth. “It’ll be good to spend some time together. I’ll cook breakfast, then work for a while, and then we can go. Capisce?”

      I cock my head. “Capisce?”

      “It means we’re in agreement,” she says with a giggle.

      “Then, capisce.”

      Fiona hovers until a yawn sets in. She waves a hand in front of her face.

      “Sorry, I’m exhausted,” she says with a sad smile. “Time to crash.”

      A wave of anxiety washes over me. “Please do not hurt yourself.”

      Fiona laughs again, and I love the sound of it. “Just on my bed. I’ll be okay.”

      I nod and let her go, closing my bedroom door behind me. It is unfortunate to be here alone, knowing my mate rests only one room down the hallway, but I can be patient. If the military taught me anything, it is that one must work hard and wait to be rewarded.

      I will show Fiona that I am the best choice for her, that we are destined to be together.

      When I get undressed, I palm my cock, which is thinking rather lewd things. It’s strange to see the new shape of it since I smelled Fiona for the first time. Now it has nalopo, a ribbed texture along it that it didn’t have before I came here.

      I hope when the time comes, the nalopo will make her feel quite good.

      I am tempted to touch myself while thinking of her, but I shouldn’t, not when she is so close by. Hopefully, soon, I can find relief in a different way and show Fiona how I’ll always treasure her.
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      In the morning, I am ready to face the world. To learn all about Earth and Fiona, and discover a new activity with her this evening—away from Shathar. Once I get some time alone with her, it will be easy to show her how we are intended to grow old together.

      The gods don’t make mistakes when assigning fated mates.

      When I come down the stairs, the lights are on and Fiona stands in front of the stovetop. I thought I would be the earliest to wake, but she beat me to it.

      “Good morning.” She sips a dark liquid from a cup. “Sorry if I’m not chipper yet. Coffee hasn’t kicked in.”

      “Coffee?” I sniff the air. It is an enticing scent. “What is that?”

      “Oh, it’s good stuff.” Fiona grabs another cup with a handle from a cupboard and heads to a pot, pouring some dark liquid into the cup. She passes it to me. “Tastes bad at first, but it grows on you. Then you can’t live without it.”

      Sounds like an addictive substance. But I should try it anyway, for her. The scent of it is fascinating as I raise it to my lips.

      “Wait,” she says, stopping me. “I should put some creamer in there first.” She heads to the fridge, grabs a bottle, and pours something white into the coffee to make it more of a light brown. “Now it won’t be so strong or so hot.”

      Again I bring the mug up to taste, and the “coffee” is exceptionally bitter as it hits my tongue. But I drink a full mouthful anyway because Fiona clearly likes it, and there must be a reason.

      “Interesting,” I say after swallowing. It has a complexity of flavor hidden underneath the bitterness. “I can see how one would develop a taste for it.”

      She shows me what she’s making for breakfast, and I do my best to assist. When the sausage is cooking and the toast is… toasting, the door to the basement opens and Shathar steps out.

      He is not wearing a shirt, to my surprise—only his leggings. His body is lithe, but his muscles are defined, which I didn’t expect of an Arshurian of his age and profession. He comes into the room rubbing his eyes, and then he stops when he sees me.

      “Half naked for breakfast?” I ask, smirking. “Dignified.”

      He shrugs. “It was very warm downstairs.”

      “Oh, shoot!” Fiona pauses while cracking an egg. “I forgot to turn down the thermostat. Sorry. I’ll show you where it is next time so you can control it yourself.”

      Shathar smiles. “Thank you. It will just take a few minutes to cool down, and then I will put on one of my new shirts.”

      I don’t like that he’s up here with all those bare scales showing. He might even look attractive to Fiona. He is certainly good-looking by Arshurian standards, which fills me with even more irritation.

      Fiona goes back to cooking, and Shathar approaches the counter.

      “Do you need help with anything?”

      “No, no.” She pats his arm affectionately, and my fans rise on my head. They are already so close? “Go sit, have some coffee if you want.”

      “Coffee?”

      “It is a delicious beverage,” I call out from the table, and Shathar spins around. “I will pour him some, Fiona.”

      While she continues cooking, I find my way to the “coffee pot” from earlier and find a cup with a handle for him in the cupboard. Shathar watches me with suspicion as I pour the coffee into the cup. I do not offer him the “creamer.”

      When Shathar takes a sip, he lets out a yelp. “Hot!” He pulls it away from his mouth. “And so bitter!”

      I chuckle, sipping from my own cup. “Weakling.”

      He hisses at me, and I hiss back, until I hear Fiona say, “None of that crap this early in the morning!”

      We both back off, but Shathar shoots me one last dirty look as we each sit on opposite ends of the table. Unfortunately, it is a small table, so we are still rather close together.

      We both endeavor not to exchange a look or a word until breakfast is served. After we’ve all eaten, Shathar scoops up the dishes before I can and takes them to the sink.

      “All right, I have to go to work,” says Fiona. “Please don’t get into any trouble today, okay?” She shows us both into the living room where she flips on the television. “Feel free to watch TV. There are some movies, too. Maybe you guys can figure it out together.”

      Then she’s gone, and we are left to our own devices.

      Shathar picks up the remote as the television starts to play, pressing buttons to figure out what they do. The volume rises, and I cover my ears.

      “Turn it down,” I gripe.

      He lowers it again and I roll my eyes, wandering away to find something else to do with my time. There are two sliding glass doors in the kitchen area that lead to what appears to be a private yard, so I head outside to see the sun. There is a table with two chairs on the concrete pad, so first I do my exercises, then I sit in one and bring out my communicator. I will use this time to study humans even more and become as useful to Fiona as possible.
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      The day passes slowly. At lunchtime, Fiona emerges from her office to take us to the tailor’s and be fitted for Earthling pants. Luckily, the old woman announces after taking a good look at us, she can simply adjust some existing jeans to fit. Fiona lets out an immense sigh of relief at the prospect of simply having them modified with straps to fit over our tails.

      After our fitting, we make lunch.

      “I’ll be done with work soon,” Fiona tells me as she heads back to her office with a sandwich. “Then we can go out, all right, Khesan?”

      “Capisce,” I answer. She giggles as she heads back to her work, leaving Shathar and I sitting at the kitchen table.

      He shoots me a suspicious look. “What is this ‘capisce’?”

      I shrug. “A code. Just for us.”

      Instantly, his fans flare, and I laugh at his reaction.

      After putting my plate in the dishwasher as Fiona instructed, I head back to my room to work out for a while, building my strength. Then I check my communicator, and my parents have sent me a message to check whether or not I have arrived safely, so I type out an answer to let them know I am now on Earth with my new wife. I even admit that she is my fated mate, so they have no reason to worry.

      They worried much before I left on this journey, but they understood why I needed to do it. Arshur didn’t hold what I needed, what I wanted.

      They are so far away, and it is difficult to imagine I might not see them again. But it is worth it to have found Fiona. This will be my new life, and I am excited about it—if I can simply get Shathar out of the way.

      “Khesan!” I hear Fiona call out a few hours later. “Do you want to leave soon?”

      “Capisce!” I call out as I leap to my feet and head down the stairs.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Ten

          

        

      

    

    
      Fiona

      It’s not far to the local bowling alley, which is where I’ve decided to take Khesan. I haven’t been bowling in ages, and I’m not very good at it, but it’s easy to learn and I think we’ll have fun.

      What I didn’t anticipate was that the human bowling shoes wouldn’t fit Khesan’s clawed feet. Both the guy working behind the counter and I aren’t sure what to do, so he simply shrugs and says, “Guess he’s playing without. Should be fine. Just don’t drop a ball on yourself.”

      Khesan rubs the back of his head. “Sorry,” he says as we leave the counter.

      “What for?”

      “That I can’t do all the things humans can do.”

      I offer him a smile. “It’s all right. I’m sure there’s lots of things you can do that I can’t.” I gesture to the sides of my head. “I can’t tell everyone I’m pissed off without saying it out loud.”

      Khesan snorts and grins back at me. “A good hiss helps, too.”

      “Here,” I say, handing him a bowling ball. “Do your fingers fit into those three holes?”

      Khesan demonstrates doing what I ask, and it looks like it’ll fit him.

      “It’s so heavy,” he remarks as we head back to our lane. “Very odd.”

      “So it can knock over all the pins.” I point at the white pins sitting at the end of the bowling lane. “If you can get a bunch of power behind it and throw straight, you have a better chance of knocking them over.”

      “And the goal is to knock over as many as possible?”

      “Exactly.”

      I demonstrate with my first throw, winding my arm back as I approach the lane, then swinging it forward as I release the ball. It hits the waxed floor and rolls fast, straight toward the pins. But then it veers to the right, much to my displeasure, and only strikes two of them.

      I groan and step back. “Well, that’s about par for the course for my bowling skill,” I say with a laugh. “Your turn.”

      “Par for the course?” Khesan asks as he approaches the lane.

      “Sorry. More sports lingo. Just means it’s the usual for me to miss.”

      “I’m sure that’s not true. And it takes time and practice to master anything.”

      Khesan winds his arm back like I showed him, then swings forward. He releases the ball a little too late, though, and it flies through the air, much higher than I expected. I brace myself as it hits the lane with a heavy thunk, then rolls slowly toward the pins.

      “All right, you have to let go a little sooner,” I tell Khesan, giggling as his ball drifts into the gutter, only to hit the gutter guards. It doesn’t even knock over one pin before disappearing.

      “Sorry.”

      “Don’t be sorry! It’s your first time.”

      I take my next turn, and this time my ball veers off to the left before knocking over four pins. Khesan gives it another try, releasing his bowling ball a little lower to the ground. But he also puts much more force behind it, and it rolls straight to the right, bouncing off the gutter guard before veering back onto the lane. It hits the opposite gutter guard, then slams into the pins, knocking over six of them.

      “Karakka!” Khesan crows, and a laugh bursts out of me. It was a terrible throw, but we’ll take what we can get.

      “What does that mean?” I ask as I pick up my ball.

      “Ah, it means… I am very thrilled. To be playing this game, and to play it with you.”

      Khesan is standing right in front of me when I turn around, and it startles me. But he doesn’t back away. Instead, he leans down closer to me and tucks a stray strand of my hair behind my ear.

      “It is my absolute pleasure to spend time with you, Fiona,” he goes on, “without that Shathar around.”

      I wish these two didn’t despise each other so much.

      “Have you tried making friends with him?” I ask, peering up into his alien face. “What if you didn’t have to be at odds all the time?”

      Khesan scoffs and takes a step back so I can make my next throw.

      “I have nothing in common with a liar like Shathar.”

      Frowning, I reel back my arm and then hurl the bowling ball as hard as I can, putting all my frustration behind it. The ball rolls straight and true, slamming into the pins and knocking them all over.

      “Woo hoo!” I say, raising a fist and pumping it in the air. “Strike!”

      The computer overhead plays a fun animation for me, then I head back to where Khesan is waiting with his bowling ball.

      “Why do you two keep insisting that?” I ask. “That one of you is lying about being my fated mate.”

      “Well, traditionally, Arshurians only have one fated mate. So if I am fated for you, then he is lying. It’s simply logic.”

      Khesan positions himself in front of the lane and tries to throw again, this time launching the bowling ball downward a bit more. It still hits the lane with an exceptional noise and rolls to the right, scraping one pin on the way out. Khesan hisses something and backs away from the lane.

      Now I understand some of their animosity, I suppose. Each of them thinks the other is lying.

      I tap my finger on my chin. “But what if… what if you both did bond with me?”

      “It is unlikely,” Khesan says in a guarded tone, “but I suppose it’s possible. There are tales of bonded Arshurians who have more than one mate, but it hasn’t happened in a long time. Many, many years.”

      I consider this as I pick up my ball and take my turn. I don’t get another strike, but I manage to knock a few off the side.

      What if Khesan and Shathar did both go through this change? Would they maybe back off of one another if they knew they were both telling the truth?

      My face turns red-hot at just the suggestion of what that would take.

      Our conversation turns elsewhere after that, which is intentional on my part. I ask Khesan more about his life, where he came from.

      “I received a message from my parents earlier today,” he says. “They are very happy that I’ve found my fated one, and perhaps someday, you could meet them. They suggested a trip to visit in the future.”

      “I’d love to meet your parents,” I say. I wonder what they’re like. “Are they also fated mates?”

      Khesan nods. “Yes. My father walked past my mother on the street in the market and smelled her immediately. She came from a well-to-do family, so it wasn’t easy for her family to accept him, but no one denies the true mate bond.”

      Interesting. So he grew up with parents who were destined for each other, too.

      “What made you decide to pursue the military?” I ask.

      “I was a troublesome child.” He winds up for his next throw. “I needed some… correction. I was forced to join, but then I enjoyed it much more than anyone expected.”

      “What did you like about it?”

      “The adversity,” he says, letting the ball go. Surprisingly, he hits the pins down the middle and knocks over most of them. “Military training tests you at every turn, and I responded well to that. There is also a very strict structure that helped me grow more mature.”

      When his ball returns, he tries once more to knock over the remaining pins and manages a spare. I offer him a high five, but he stares down at my hand, clearly confused by it.

      “Hold up your hand,” I instruct, and then I slap our palms together. “This is a high five. One of the ways humans congratulate each other for a job well done.”

      Khesan’s eyes glitter as he high fives me again, then winds one arm around my waist. He leans down so I can feel his breath against my hair.

      “What are the other ways?” he asks. “Do humans sometimes give out kisses as rewards?”

      I’m taken aback by his question as a grin spreads across his face.

      “O-oh, sure. Sometimes there are kisses.”

      Khesan is attractive, and we’ve had a very good time today. I want to be nearer to him, and definitely, I want to kiss him.

      I stand up on my toes and Khesan pulls me closer, as if he’s done this before. He cradles my cheeks in both hands before stooping down to press his lips to mine. He’s gentle and tentative, though, only applying the faintest pressure. Maybe like Shathar, he’s only seen this on television.

      To encourage him, I respond to his kiss passionately, winding my arms around his neck as I deepen it. Khesan stiffens, then pulls me even closer as he explores me with his lips. I can feel his want through this kiss, and it makes me grow warm all over.

      At the sound of a loud gasp, we both pull away. When I glance around us, I find a little kid watching with his mouth hanging open.

      “Oops,” I say in a hushed voice. “Maybe we should leave that for the car.”

      Khesan grins. “I will happily kiss you again in the car.”

      By the end of the game, our scores are fairly even, both of us doing badly. We laugh when I tell him what a good score looks like.

      “Perhaps it will take time for me to get better,” Khesan says with a grin. “I’d like to come here with you again, Fiona.”

      I nod in agreement. I’ve had a great time getting to know him better. After I return my shoes, he winds an arm around my waist as we head out to the parking lot.

      “Thank you,” says Khesan, squeezing me against him.

      “It was a blast.”

      Then we make out again in the privacy of the car, and I can’t wait for more.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Eleven

          

        

      

    

    
      Shathar

      It is tedious to be left home alone, wondering what Khesan and Fiona are doing without me. I fiddle with my communicator, then watch some television, then consider making dinner as Khesan did. I make a log of ingredients in the refrigerator and look them up, searching the “internet” for recipes that might make good use of them.

      Eventually, I find something that looks manageable and gather all the ingredients on the countertop. I will both make up for my disastrous breakfast attempt and outshine Khesan’s dinner from last night.

      Luckily, Fiona has many of the things I need in her pantry, and the chicken is already in the refrigerator. I watch a video showing me how to cut and cook it properly. Once the chicken is prepared, I put it into the cooking unit.

      That’s when I hear the front door open. I had hoped to make more progress than this before they came home, but hopefully, Fiona will still be pleased.

      “What smells so good in here?” she asks as she enters the kitchen, Khesan hot on her heels. He has a hand resting on her hip possessively, and it takes all my willpower to keep my fans from rising on my head.

      “It is a meal called ‘chicken parmesan,’” I explain as I stir the sauce. “I discovered you had ‘bread crumbs’ in the pantry. I thought it would be a nutritious meal.”

      Fiona’s mouth falls open. “Chicken parmesan! I love chicken parmesan!” She hurries to my side, peering down into the pan. “Wow, Shathar. This is awesome.”

      I preen at her praise, and only hope that I have executed it correctly according to the recipe.

      Khesan’s irritated gaze burns into my back as I cook, but I ignore him. Then, I withdraw the chicken from the oven, and it looks just like the picture on the internet. Pleased, I serve one breaded breast to each of the three plates, then top them with my sauce and the cheese.

      “I should have you make this again with real parmesan instead of the stuff in a can,” Fiona says as I put it on the table in front of her. “This smells amazing. Can’t wait.”

      She dives in right away, and I sit watching her, enormously happy that I could give her something she likes. Khesan eats, too, and I catch his eyes going wide from the corner of my eye. He is clearly enjoying it, but keeps his mouth closed.

      That’s fine. I only need Fiona’s approval.

      After dinner, I try to clean up, but she insists on doing it herself. I wait idly by while she finishes, hoping that I can spend some time with her afterward, as she was with Khesan all afternoon. He smirks as he passes me into the living room.

      “I kissed her today,” he whispers to me, arching an eyebrow suggestively. “She was very receptive.”

      I grit my teeth and try not to look at him, so he doesn’t have the gratification of knowing he is getting under my skin.

      “I kissed her first,” I hiss back. “Yesterday. You are in second place.”

      His fans go up, but I keep myself calm, not wanting to start a fight after doing such a good job of making Fiona happy.

      “It doesn’t matter,” Khesan says, turning his head away. “She will see my nalopo and know that you are the liar.”

      I scowl. “Stop making up stories.”

      Khesan simply shrugs and picks up the television remote to turn it on.

      But I find myself somewhat disturbed. Does he truly have nalopo, too?

      That could be disastrous for my chances of remaining on Earth. This new life I’ve already begun forging with Fiona…

      I shake my head. There’s no possibility of that.

      Buoyed by this knowledge, I step out into the cool night air to bring myself back to center. It is much colder on Earth than on Arshur, but Fiona has assured me that is simply because it’s winter. I am surprised when a tiny white dot drifts down through the air, and I hold out a hand to catch it. It is cold and immediately melts on my warm skin.

      What could this be? Now there are more white bits falling every which way and sticking to the grass. Is this natural?

      I rush back inside just as Fiona is drying a pan.

      “Fiona!” I call out. “There is white coming down from the sky. I am concerned.”

      She blinks, then lets out a giggle. “It must be snowing!” With a surprising amount of energy, she rushes to the back door and peers out the glass. “Sure enough! Wow. I wonder if it’ll stick.”

      “What is it?” I ask. Khesan has heard the commotion and come to look, too, standing on the other side of Fiona as we all gaze out into the backyard.

      “Snow is frozen water that falls from clouds,” Fiona explains. “If it’s cold enough, it will accumulate, and we’ll have snow on the ground.” She turns to me and grins. “It’s fun to play in. Well, for children, anyway. I haven’t played in the snow in years.”

      Snow. Frozen water falling from the sky. What an odd world I’ve come to.

      We all watch for some time as the flakes drift down to the ground. It is strangely magical the way it makes the night sky brighter, the light of the Earth’s single moon turning the clouds silver.

      “There are three moons on Arshur,” Khesan says after some silence. “None nearly so large as yours, Fiona. It is beautiful.”

      I say nothing because I agree, and I don’t want to give him the satisfaction.

      “It’ll be Christmas soon,” Fiona says, backing away from the window. “Do you guys know about that?”

      We both shake our heads.

      “It’s a holiday that’s a really big deal here. Maybe we should hang up some lights soon.”

      “Lights?” Khesan asks.

      “Oooh, it’s so fun! And beautiful. Lots of people decorate with lights, and it looks so cool when there’s snow on the ground.” She drums a finger on her chin. “You know what, let me go look and see if I’ve still got some. Mom loved decorating.”

      With that, Fiona disappears up the stairs, leaving the two of us at the sliding glass door. But I have nothing to say to Khesan, so I turn around to leave.

      “Do you miss Arshur?”

      His question startles me. I didn’t expect him to even speak to me without Fiona around.

      “No.” I cross my arms over my chest. “This is my future, so I am not thinking about Arshur.”

      “Hmm.”

      I expected this declaration would get more of a rise out of him, but his fans have not so much as moved.

      “I do,” Khesan says, still looking out onto the yard. “And I think I always will, because it was home once upon a time, and my family remains there.”

      I cross my arms firmly. “I don’t have family, so it doesn’t matter to me.” That was just one of the many reasons I left Arshur.

      Khesan just nods as I walk away to follow Fiona. At the top of the stairs, a strange door in the ceiling is open, a ladder heading up to it. I peer up into the doorway just as Fiona reappears.

      “Oh, perfect. Take this, will you?” She feeds down a big mass of cables, and I reach up to bring them into my arms, trying to wind them into some semblance of order. Then Fiona comes down the ladder. “Guess we gotta sort through all this. What a mess.”

      But she laughs cheerily as we head down the stairs.

      We spend a good portion of the evening sorting through the lights and trying to untangle them, and by the time we’re finished, all three of us have yawned at least once. Eventually, Khesan rises and says he’s going to bed, shooting Fiona a look before he departs. I think he had hoped she’d go with him.

      “Guess I’d better hit the hay, too,” Fiona says.

      I puzzle through this phrase. “A food for farm animals?”

      She giggles. “Just means going to sleep. Thank you for dinner tonight.”

      I close the distance between us and scoop up her hand in mine, twining our fingers together. Now it’s just the two of us, and I plan on taking advantage of that.

      “Of course. I enjoyed pleasing you.” I bring her hand up to my lips as I saw in a movie and kiss her knuckles. Her face immediately turns pink, and I can’t help grinning. I like how easily she responds to me.

      I wonder if there are other ways I could please her. I’m enjoying the kissing, but my body is yearning for more of her touches. Feeling bold, I kiss along her arm all the way to her shoulder, and Fiona shivers as I reach her neck. I pause before continuing so she can stop me if she likes, but she doesn’t, so I continue with my kisses up her throat, to her soft jawline, until I am nearly at her lips.

      “Shathar,” she murmurs, and I love the way my name sounds on her tongue. “That feels so good. How did you learn that?”

      “I have simply learned that you like kisses, so why not apply them everywhere?”

      She giggles happily. “Clever.”

      Finally, I let my lips settle on hers, and I bring her in close to me as we kiss. I could just die like this, my mate wrapped up in my arms, performing such an intimate act. Though there are other, far more intimate acts I would like to perform with her, I know it will take some time before she’s comfortable enough with me.

      This time, our tongues come out to play, and it is marvelously erotic to tease her with it. Perhaps I understand the reason behind this whole kissing thing, as my tongue finding its way inside her mouth hints at what else I might put inside her, and my whole body lights up.

      Hopefully she can’t feel how my cock has awoken.

      After some time, we separate, both of us breathing harder than before. Fiona’s cheeks are flushed and I wonder how much deeper that flush would go in even closer situations.

      “I suppose I should go to bed, too,” she says breathlessly.

      I nod in agreement. “I will, as well. Goodnight, Fiona.”

      We exchange one last embrace before she disappears up the stairs, and I watch her go.

      There will be more chances, I remind myself. But when I’m alone in my room in the basement once more, I can’t help pulling down my leggings as my heavy cock emerges from its slit. It’s still hungry from our kisses, so I close my eyes and lean back as I stroke from root to tip, my fingers traveling over my nalopo, which exist only for Fiona.

      I grunt as my climax creeps closer, as I picture my mate without her clothes on. I wonder what she looks like, if she will resemble the diagrams I’ve seen on my communicator.

      Finally, my finish jumps on me, and I shoot out everything I have to give. Then I clean it up with some toilet paper from the bathroom and climb into bed, hoping someday I won’t sleep alone anymore.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twelve

          

        

      

    

    
      Khesan

      There is no pleasure in the world like spending time with Fiona today, and then kissing her soft human lips. I will not forget it as long as I live, and I hope we get to do it many, many more times.

      But my doubt is growing. Shathar is so certain that he, too, is her fated mate that I have begun to worry. What if it’s true? Then my position here at Fiona’s side is not guaranteed. The little Frahma was clear that she must choose one of us.

      What if the one chosen isn’t me?

      This idea keeps me up long into the night. I wake up late the next morning and head downstairs to find breakfast has been made and a plate left out for me.

      “She went to work,” Shathar calls from the living room as I sit down at the table. I grunt and sip the coffee that was still heated in the pot. At least the bitterness of the drink might wake me up.

      I know her office is simply in another part of the house, but it feels like there is a yawning cavern between us. I’ve always been a tad anxious, even despite my training, and now those nerves have grown and spread. What if I must watch Fiona marry Shathar, and I’m the one who has to go home?

      I must prove to her somehow that I am the correct choice. Which means I need to improve my romance skills, as I want to earn all of Fiona’s trust and affection.

      So I spend my morning in the living room, watching more romance movies on the television. Shathar lets out a hmph as I sit there and eventually leaves. He must think I am wasting time, but I’m learning. There are many ways that humans show affection, and I will master all of them.

      I’m surprised when I switch to one of Fiona’s many “streaming services,” and a woman moans. I quickly turn down the volume on the television as bodies move on a bed in a way that can only be described as erotic.

      What could this be? I glance around to make sure Shathar is not within sight, but he’s downstairs. Assuaged, I keep watching.

      It is a very intimate scene, with a woman writhing under a blanket while the male on top of her pumps his hips. Most of their flesh is hidden, but the mere suggestion of mating has my cock perking up.

      What manner of television is this?

      Soon, I worry someone will walk in, so I change the channel to what appears to be a show about cooking. But I’m still hard under my leggings, and now I desperately want to attend to myself.

      With a quick look around, I determine I’m alone, so I get off the couch and hurry up the stairs to my private room. There, I hastily pull my leggings down and wrap my hand around my cock.

      My whole body bows at just this contact, as riled up as I am. I ache to mate, to touch Fiona all over and then show her just how good my nalopo could make her feel. She would sing under me, I think, once I got to know what she liked.

      I bite my lip with one sharp fang as I try to keep my voice in. My skin is electrified, and it won’t take much for me to finish after what I just saw on the television.

      Would she wrap her legs around my hips that way? Would she cry out the way the human woman under the sheets did?

      I buck into my hand and bite down harder as I finally ejaculate. Bliss radiates through me, down to my toes, and I let out a heavy sigh.
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      That afternoon, when she finishes with her work, Fiona announces that our clothes are ready and we must go pick them up. This time, I let Shathar take the front seat in the car without arguing, but he shoots me a dirty look anyway as he gets in, like he suspects I’m up to something.

      I suppose I am. I will learn to get along with my rival as much as I possibly can to show that I am the better out of the two of us. Then he will look silly as he tries to fight with me.

      The tailor is waiting with our garments, and we each try on a pair of pants in the dressing room. My new “jeans” fit like a glove, though I don’t like the starchy, unforgiving fabric as much as I do my leggings. They have room for my tail, with a strap over the top that snaps into place, keeping them up.

      Shathar steps out at the same time, his jeans a darker, earthier color than mine. It fits his body flawlessly, and once again, I am frustrated by how attractive of an Arshurian he is. He might be older, but it doesn’t show in the shape of his legs or rear end.

      I bristle, thinking how difficult it is to compete with this.

      Fiona examines both of us, making ooh and ahh sounds. She pauses to admire me, and her smile is radiant. Some of my anxiety unfurls at the genuine pleasure on her face.

      “You look great, Khesan,” she says, playing with the hem of my shirt. “Almost like an Earthling!”

      I grin down at her, tempted to take her right here in a kiss, but then Shathar clears his throat and Fiona moves on to compliment him, too.

      “I say we have dinner out tonight to celebrate your new fits,” Fiona says as we hop into the car carrying our belongings. Again, I take the rear seat. “Are you all right back there, Khesan?”

      “Just fine,” I say. Shathar squints at me over his seat, but I remain with the smile on my face.

      On our way home, Fiona turns into a parking lot outside a building that reminds me of one of our own back home, made of clay with blocky edges and covered in colorful decorations.

      “Mexican food!” she crows as we all get out of the vehicle.

      “At last,” Shathar says, tilting his head back to gaze up at the brightly-colored sign. “The little Frahma who came to Arshur couldn’t stop talking about it.”

      I snap my fingers. “Yes! It was one of his selling points. Spicy and delicious.”

      Inside, the smell is marvelous, and the place is packed with people. Enthusiastic murals cover the walls, and both Shathar and I stare at them as we pass.

      “Very vivid,” he murmurs. “Reminds me of Western Arshurian art.” We also create art from tiles arranged in patterns to create beautiful images.

      “Indeed. Such lush colors.” I feel a pang of homesickness.

      Shathar lets out a hmph of agreement as a human woman leads us through the restaurant to a table. Fiona gets into the booth first, then me on her left and Shathar on her right. For good measure, I take her hand in mine, relishing the warmth of her soft skin against my scales.

      “This is a menu,” she says, handing one to each of us. “It has all the food options on it.”

      I browse the menu, my translator attempting to supply comparable words.

      “There are so many,” Shathar says with a twinge of anxiety. “How do we choose?”

      I have to agree with him. It is overwhelming, the pages and pages of options, when I am not sure what most of them mean.

      “I guess it’s a pretty big menu. Want me to pick a few things and we can share?”

      I bristle immediately at the idea of sharing with Shathar, but it makes the most logical sense.

      “All right,” I say, folding up the menu and setting it down. “I will share.”

      Shathar looks skeptical, but finally acquiesces as well.

      “So, do you feel more like Earthlings?” Fiona asks brightly. “Now that you have pants?”

      “I think my tail will always give me away,” jokes Shathar. Then said tail winds around Fiona’s waist, and I have to do my very best to keep my fans from rising on my head at this intimate contact. I wish to do the same now, but the last thing I want is to coil my tail with Shathar’s.

      That is an act for lovers, which makes me envious.

      Fiona’s phone buzzes as we wait to be attended, and she frowns as she reads the message she’s received.

      “The Christmas party?” she mutters, annoyed. “Really?”

      “What is it?” I ask.

      “Marguerite. She’s my friend. She loves to play host, and she was going to put on a Christmas party this year. But she says one of her pipes just burst and she can’t do it anymore.”

      “What is this party?” asks Shathar.

      “Big, big deal,” Fiona says with a resigned sigh, like she doesn’t look forward to it. “She always goes ham with it.”

      My translator supplies me with an image of cooked meat.

      “Why are you not excited for the large meat chunk?” I ask.

      Fiona blinks at me, then laughs. “No, no. I just mean, she likes to… do the most. No, it’s Mom. Christmas was always Mom’s favorite holiday. She always went wild. Covered the house in lights, put up a big tree in the living room, piled up presents, even after I grew up.”

      “A tree?” says Shathar. “Inside your house?”

      “Yeah. It’s weird, I guess. We go cut down a pine tree and then bring it inside and decorate it.”

      Shathar and I share a quizzical expression as we glance at each other over the top of Fiona’s small head. What does this mean, cutting down a tree to bring it indoors?

      “What do you do with it afterward?” I ask her.

      “Well, good question. A lot of people just… leave it up for a long time.” She gives an uncertain laugh. “I am one of those people. Then, once I do get around to it, I guess I just put it in the trash.”

      Again, we frown at each other. Surely they don’t just dispose of it.

      “Seems like a waste,” I say.

      Fiona shrugs. “Yeah, I guess it is. Anyway, if I have to host the Christmas party, that means I have to go all out on the decorations.”

      “We will help you,” says Shathar quickly. “Don’t worry.”

      I nod in agreement. “You have two Arshurians. We will make it go by quickly.”

      Fiona grins. “Okay. Maybe decorating for the Christmas party will be fun.”

      Then the staff arrives to ask what we would like, and Fiona orders for all of us. When the food arrives, it is very hot to the touch, and absolutely exceptional in flavor. It’s salty, spicy, and after only a few minutes I’ve devoured half of one plate. Then we all switch, so I can try even more dishes.

      “Mexican food is exactly as the little Frahma described,” Shathar announces. “Wonderful. Delicious.”

      I must agree with him, though I don’t say it aloud.

      When we’re all stuffed and finished, no speck of food remains on the plates. Fiona is amused by our appetites.

      “Going to have to feed you guys more,” she says. “Didn’t know you were both bottomless pits.”

      Once dinner is over, I have made my plan.

      “I will help you in any way you need with this ‘Christmas party,’” I tell her as we return to the car. “Will there be a lot of people?”

      “Many, many people. Marguerite’s house is always full.” Fiona rubs her face. “Man, all those people in my house!”

      I rub her shoulder. “Don’t worry. You have me.”

      “And me, too,” pipes up Shathar. “No party will defeat us.”

      I love Fiona’s bright answering laugh.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Thirteen

          

        

      

    

    
      Fiona

      Tonight gave me hope we can find a way to make this work. Khesan and Shathar were both cordial, and no fights broke out. And they both looked quite good in their new jeans.

      That is, perhaps, the part that’s hardest. I’ve come to like both of them so much that I don’t know how I’ll be able to choose when the time comes. It weighs on me heavily, like a boulder I’m carrying around.

      When Amara texts me saying we need to shop for Christmas sweaters, I call her right away and scuttle into my office.

      “How’s it going?” Amara says before I can even get out a hello. “With the two husbands?”

      “It’s fine, I think. They’ve been getting along better. Nobody tried to tear anybody else’s head off tonight.”

      “Sounds tense,” says Amara. “And you sound tense. You okay?”

      “Not really.” I close the door to my office so Khesan and Shathar won’t hear while they get ready for bed. “I don’t know how I’m going to be able to pick one, Amara. I feel like whenever we get close, I’m hesitant because I know I’m going to have to say goodbye to one of them at the end of this.”

      Amara gasps. “You can’t think of it like that. They both came here knowing it was a gamble as to whether it would work out. You have to look out for you, Fiona. You’re deciding on your forever partner. You want to make the right decision, don’t you?”

      My answer comes out tiny. “Yeah, of course.”

      “Then you’re going to have to push through. Set the guilt aside and really put your all into your relationships. Stop hesitating, start making moves.”

      I wince. “Making moves?”

      “Yeah! How will you know which one of them is right for you if you don’t explore your relationship more?”

      “Do you mean, like, sex?” I ask hoarsely.

      “That is exactly what I mean. Explore these feelings you have with each of them, so you can make a fully informed decision when the time comes.”

      I hate that she’s right. I can’t let my anxiety over the future get in the way of the now. I have to embrace the opportunity to get to know both Khesan and Shathar before the thirty days are up.

      “Thanks, Amara. I think I needed someone to tell me that.”

      “I’m happy to be that person,” she chirps. “Now go enjoy your two alien husbands.”

      With that, she hangs up. I put my phone away and square my shoulders as I head back out into the living room. Shathar stands in the kitchen, and he glances up at me with a smile when I appear.

      “Wanted to say goodnight,” he says as he approaches me. His eyes are soft as he brings his finger up to my cheek and gently strokes it. “Despite the circumstances, I’m grateful that I came here and met you.”

      For a moment, I worry about Khesan coming downstairs, but then shake it off. I can’t let fear get in the way of discovering emotional truth and connection.

      “Same,” I tell Shathar. “I know the situation isn’t ideal, but I’m glad you’re here, too. You have such a relaxed energy, it brings me back to earth, if you know what I mean.”

      Shathar grins before he leans down and pecks me on the lips. His hands curl around my hips, his claws lightly digging into my butt. Thinking of what Amara said, I kiss him deeper, harder, and he returns the gesture in kind.

      Eventually we pull away, both of us gasping for air. Shathar gazes at me with hooded eyes, his usually slitted pupils now wide and dilated. He leans down once more to nip my lip, and I almost moan at the brief painful sensation.

      “I suppose I should go to bed,” I say, against my will. I wouldn’t mind more of this, but it’s getting late. “Work tomorrow. But then we’ll all go out.”

      That’s when I hear Khesan’s voice over my shoulder. “Go out? Where?”

      I startle, Shathar’s arms still around me. He doesn’t let go as Khesan comes down the stairs, and they stare at one another, their fans starting to lift. But then Khesan sighs and lowers his own, like he’s giving up.

      “I’m just here for water.” He lifts a glass and fills it under the sink.

      I hurry to explain. “Amara invited all of us out for drinks tomorrow night.”

      “What will we drink?” asks Shathar. He retracts his hands, though reluctantly.

      “Well, you can have anything you want, but I usually have some alcohol.”

      Khesan cocks his head. “My translator is offering a fermented liquid that leaves you intoxicated.”

      “Yep!” I say. “That’s it.”

      “Perhaps like our abonga?” Shathar suggests. “It is a fermented fruit drink that, I believe, serves much the same purpose.”

      “Ah, yes!” Khesan clicks his claws together. I give him a perplexed look, not sure what that gesture means, but then Shathar does it back to him. “Does this alcohol make you feel… happy? And free?”

      I nod. “Just like that.”

      “We make it from the abo fruit on Arshur,” Shathar explains. “It is a wonderful beverage, if dangerous.”

      “Exactly!” I have to laugh at that description. It’s accurate. “So you know.”

      “I look forward to getting these ‘drinks,’ then,” says Shathar. “And meeting more of your friends.”

      After we all say goodnight, Khesan and I head up the stairs together. He stops me at the top, in front of his bedroom door.

      “Fiona,” he says in a purr. “I know what we have is still new, but…” He clears his throat. “Would you like to come into my room?”

      I pause, not sure what to do. Just a few moments ago, Shathar was kissing me. But then I think of what Amara said, and now I’m sure she’s right. I need to take the leap forward and get to know each of my husbands better—find out if we could be compatible.

      I offer him my hand, not knowing what he has planned. “All right.”

      Khesan’s lips peel up, revealing all of his fangs as he takes my hand and opens the door. When I step inside, everything is perfectly tidy, even more than when I first prepared it for him. The bed is made straight and exact, all of his clothes hung up neatly inside his closet. He has a few belongings arranged in a straight line on top of his dresser.

      “Wow,” I say. “You’re so clean. Cleaner than I am.”

      “In the military, we must keep everything in order at all times. It’s habit.”

      Khesan tugs me over to the bed, where I sit down. There, he kneels in front of me, resting his hands on my knees and looking up into my eyes like I hold the answers to the world.

      “Fiona, I’d like to try something. If you would let me.”

      I blink down at him. “Try what?”

      “You will need to remove your pants.”

      Oh. Ohh. What does he want to do without my pants on? Surely he’s not thinking about sex already, is he? It feels soon, but… I do want to know what I’m dealing with down there. I’m actually rather excited to see it.

      And then do other things with it.

      “I only want to… taste you,” says Khesan, rubbing my knees in a comforting manner. “Show you pleasure.”

      Oh, that’s what he’s after. My skin feels tingly all over as I say, “All right.”

      A wide grin spreads across Khesan’s face, and he licks his lips. Obediently, I unbutton my jeans, then pull down the zipper. His eyes are fixed on me as I slide off my pants and underwear, then chuck them onto the floor, leaving me naked from the waist down.

      Khesan inhales, his nostrils flaring as he spreads my knees apart. My mind is going wild, wondering what this very alien male thinks of my very human parts. His eyes home in on the place between my thighs, and that’s when I notice a very significant bulge in his new jeans.

      “Ignore that,” he says as he crawls onto the bed. I scoot back to make room, until Khesan is crouched over my hips. He leans down, his tail weaving in the air behind him, and he spreads my thighs even wider with his clawed hands. One more inhale, this time right in front of my exposed pussy, and his eyes fall closed.

      “I bet the taste is even better than the scent,” he says. His tongue flicks out, and I hold in a squeak of surprise as it grazes over my labia. Then again, it slides across me, licking up to my clit and down again.

      Khesan groans. “As I expected.” He explores even more with his mouth, his tongue laving across me over and over until abruptly, it slips between my folds. There, he pushes deeper, until that tongue is pressing inside me.

      Wow, is all I can think as I let out a gasp. He slides it in as far as he can, twisting and turning it, and it feels wonderful. Then that tongue withdraws again, and Khesan is panting.

      “Delicious,” he says with an animal grunt. His eyelids are at half-mast, his expression hungry as he looks up at me over my pelvis. “Tell me what you like, Fiona.”

      “My clit.” I reach down between us and run a finger over the object in question to show him what I mean.

      Khesan nods, then dives back in again. This time, he licks my clit ferociously, and I have to hold in a moan. Damn, that’s great. My hips jolt underneath him as he circles it, then passes over it, making unpredictable patterns with his tongue. Each swipe makes me twitch and gasp until my gasps have become moans.

      “Khesan!” I grab his head, burying my fingers in his hair. He chuckles, curling one hand under my ass as he licks me even more fiercely. I hear sloppy wet sounds, which only turns me on even more.

      Then Khesan decides to experiment, and his tongue ends its pursuit, going lower to slip inside me again. He thrusts it in and out, and I’m riding even higher, coasting on my pleasure, when he returns to my clit. With renewed vigor, he goes to town on it, alternating between licking me and fucking me with that incredible tongue.

      “Oh, fuck,” I mutter as I roar closer to my orgasm. Who knew this alien could give such great head? I grip Khesan even tighter, and his fans rise, though I think this time it’s arousal rather than anger.

      “Yes,” he says against my pussy, growing even more feverish with his attentions. “Give everything to me.”

      I chase my pleasure, my hips rocking against Khesan’s face. He devours all of me, swirling his tongue every which way, until I’m hit by the storm. I bite my lip but still cry out as it courses through me, and between my legs, Khesan lets out a heady moan of his own. He licks down my pussy, like he’s drinking me up, and his claws dig deeper into the meat of my thighs.

      “Vakha,” growls Khesan as he lifts his head. He licks his chops like a dog that just ate a big tasty meal. “You are delicious.”

      I shiver all over at this declaration. “Wow. No one’s ever said that before.”

      “They were all lacking, then,” he says, rising to his knees as his tail winds around my ankle.

      I sit up so our faces are only inches apart, and I kiss him, wanting to show him just how much I enjoyed that. It quickly grows deeper, wilder, more fervent, until suddenly I’m on my back and Khesan is on top of me, his big body weighing me down. I was hesitant about the idea of sex until I just came like a train, and now it sounds mighty wonderful.

      Wait. This is moving kind of fast. I gently pull away from our kiss and so does Khesan, his gaze hungry.

      “We should get to bed,” I whisper to him, stroking his hair. His fans lower back to his head. “Thank you so much.”

      “It was my pleasure.” Khesan gets up so I can rise to my feet, but then he takes my hand in his. “Thank you for letting me do that.”

      “You’re thanking me?” I snicker. “You can do that any time you please.”

      Khesan smirks as I head to the door. “I definitely will.”

      We kiss once more, then I can’t help wrapping my arms around him, showing him just how much I appreciate him.

      “Goodnight, my Fiona,” he whispers into my hair. “I hope you sleep well, and perhaps dream of me.”

      After I leave, the door shuts quietly behind me, and I head to my own room. Now that the possibility of this, of more, of sex has emerged onto the table, a new excitement rises inside me.

      Amara is right. This could be fun.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Fourteen

          

        

      

    

    
      Shathar

      I wake up the following morning eager and ready for what this “weekend” will bring. On Arshur, I opened my store every day of the week for four hours each day, once in the morning and once in the evening, to make it easiest for my customers. When I hired my help, I was able to take a few days off every so often to tend to my own matters, and offer customers a greater shopping window.

      Now I think of him running the store in my absence and hope that he, too, was able to find a helper of his own.

      Fiona is already locked in her office when Khesan and I rise, so we work together in silence to make our own breakfasts. Khesan is wearing his new jeans and one of his new shirts, which highlights how much taller and thicker he is than I am. He has significant muscle, likely from training in the military. It is impressive.

      I scoff. He is a kept pet, and this is a manufactured body.

      “What?” asks Khesan as he retrieves a “bagel” from the “toaster oven” like Fiona taught us. I don’t tell him that the dial is up too high, and his bagel comes out a tad burned.

      “Nothing.”

      He arches one brow skeptically. “If you have a problem, you should say it.”

      “I don’t. Just thinking how different we are.” I take my food to the table.

      “Hmm.” Khesan leans against the counter as he eats. “Then it should be easy for Fiona to choose between us.”

      I growl low in my throat, but resist the urge to fight with him this morning. Instead, I decide to go for a walk around the neighborhood and orient myself better.

      It is chilly and brisk out, but my scales protect me from the cold for the most part. I will need to purchase some sort of “jacket,” like Fiona has, when it gets even colder. One more thing she will have to buy. I wish I had funds with me, as Khesan does.

      There are many homes like Fiona’s in a row along the block. Cars pass down the street, so I keep to the sidewalk. Trees intersperse the homes, but their branches are all bare, making them look old and dead.

      I stop when I reach a tree, though, that is still covered in dark green. It’s pointed at the top, as Fiona described, with layers of green branches that spread out the closer they get to the ground. My translator identifies it: pine tree.

      Interesting. This is what Fiona told us the humans erect in their homes for this Christmas holiday.

      I head back to the house, considering my idea. Perhaps I can do one thing to make her life easier. I’m not sure how I’ll do it, but I’ll find a way.

      When I return, I’m annoyed to find Khesan in the living room watching television. But then I think that perhaps, he can help me with my idea. I will still receive the credit for it, even if he assists me.

      “Khesan,” I say, approaching the couch. His suspicious face snaps up to mine. “I have a plan. Remember this ‘Christmas tree’ that Fiona spoke of?”

      He nods slowly, suspiciously. “Yes.”

      “I’ve found one. Perhaps we can bring it for her, so it’s one less chore leading up to the party finished.”

      His brows rise. “Oh?”

      “I have no way to cut it down, though, and I would need assistance retrieving it.”

      He regards me skeptically. “I don’t know how we would cut it down, either.”

      “She must have a tool around.”

      Reluctantly, Khesan agrees with a snap of his claws, and we both begin searching the house for some method of cutting through a large diameter of wood. The knives that Fiona uses for cooking are much too small, but I’m not sure what else we could use.

      I search the downstairs while Khesan heads out into the garage, where he is certain Fiona keeps her tools.

      “Shathar!” I hear him call after another hour of searching. I follow the sound of his voice into the room where Fiona keeps her car, and he holds up a thin metal object with a handle and a serrated blade. “I believe this is what we need.”

      I could hug him. This is exactly the device that will do what we require. Still, I don’t want to give him a big head, so I clear my throat and nod once.

      “Good. That will do it.”

      Armed with the cutting device, I show Khesan down the street to where I found the tree.

      “It is like she described,” he agrees, surveying the tree. “And it should fit inside the house. Not too tall.”

      I preen. I found the perfect tree after all.

      Aiming the serrated tines of the device at the wood base, I experiment with how it works, and soon I am sawing, watching the wood part gradually under each stroke. It is tough going, but I refuse to look weak in front of Khesan. Still, I am only a quarter of the way into the tree when I feel like my arms might give out.

      Khesan chuckles. “Tired yet, old man?”

      I sigh. “Yes.” I step back from the tree and shake out my hands, offering him the device this time. “See if you can do better.”

      Khesan starts furiously sawing, and he does make faster progress, but I can see sweat coursing down his forehead the longer he goes. Soon, though, he is halfway through the tree, and we both hear a creak!

      “Watch out!” calls Khesan. He grabs me by the arm and yanks me off to one side. I am about to yell at him for giving me such rough treatment when the tree tilts, then crashes down to the ground right where I was standing a moment before.

      Khesan wipes his forehead with his hand. “You can say thank you.”

      I growl. “Thank you.”

      But he really did save me from severe injury. I shake myself out, a little winded from my near-death encounter, and then we both gaze down at the felled tree.

      “Let’s take it back then?” he asks. I get my arms around the scratchy branches, glad for my scales to protect me. He does the same with the base of the tree, and together we heft it into the air. I settle it over a shoulder and he does the same, and laboriously we carry it back to Fiona’s home down the block.

      Getting it through the door is a challenge, and we leave pine needles everywhere, which I will clean up later. Then we navigate it into the living room. But once we erect it with the stump on the floor, it immediately tips over.

      “Vakha,” I hiss. “How do we keep it up?”

      “You didn’t plan for this, then?” says Khesan with a smirk.

      “Did you?” I shoot back. I have to keep one hand on the tree to keep it erect.

      Then I hear Fiona’s voice call out, “Shathar? Khesan?”

      I had hoped to keep this a surprise, but I suppose now is as good a time as any to show off what we procured. She comes around the corner as Khesan backs away, and her blue eyes grow huge.

      “What on earth? What is a tree doing here?”

      Khesan proudly crosses his arms. “We found one for you,” he says, and I hiss at him, raising my fans.

      “It was my idea,” I snarl.

      He shrugs. “I helped you.”

      “Where did you get it?” Fiona’s mouth forms a circle. “It’s big. And fresh.”

      “Nearby,” I say with a shrug. “I got a good one, though, didn’t I?”

      She frowns. “Nearby?”

      I am still holding up the tree, but my arms are getting tired. “Is there a way to keep this upright?” I ask.

      “Oh, yeah. A tree stand. I’ve got one in the attic.” Fiona disappears up the stairs, then we hear a few banging noises before she returns with an odd wire object in her hands and a white string attached to her hair. She bats the string away, muttering, “Damned cobwebs,” before she brings over the stand.

      Khesan and I lift up the tree together, then she positions the device and we lower the trunk in. The tree sits perfectly, now able to stand on its own.

      “Wow,” Fiona says with a smile. “So cheery in here!”

      My fans raise in pleasure. I knew this was a good idea.

      “Okay, wait.” She furrows her brow. “Did you buy this?”

      “We cut it down,” says Khesan, producing the blade with the handle.

      “You found my saw?” Her brows lower even more. “Where did you get the tree from?”

      “Close by,” I repeat.

      She groans. “Don’t tell me. You chopped down one of my neighbors’ trees, didn’t you?”

      My mouth opens, then closes again, because I think that is exactly what we did.

      “Is that… bad?” Khesan asks.

      Fiona closes her eyes and drops her head into her hands. “That is definitely bad.”

      Vakha.

      Khesan glares at me as Fiona lets out a drawn-out sigh, then raises her head again.

      “Well, hopefully they don’t have a security camera,” she says with a half smile. “Maybe I should just send them a few hundred bucks.”

      Khesan growls. “You should not have to pay for our mistake.”

      “I will work,” I say. “I will get a job to pay for the tree.”

      Fiona waves her hands at both of us. “Shush.” She turns to the Christmas tree again. “It really is a nice one. I guess we should decorate it over the weekend, huh?”

      Khesan shoots me one last dirty look, but it seems as if we’ve been forgiven.
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      That evening after dinner, Fiona goes up into the attic again and instructs us each to carry a large box down to the Christmas tree. The boxes are full of baubles, all which are bright-colored and look quite delicate.

      “Where do these go?” I ask, lifting out a glittery gold bauble.

      “Oh! The ornaments!” Fiona cackles with glee. “This is the best part. You just put them anywhere you want. There are so many, Mom loved collecting them.”

      For the next few hours, Fiona pulls objects out of the box and explains what some of them are—a snow globe from a trip to Maine, a ceramic imprint of a baby’s foot.

      “That’s mine,” she says with a laugh. “Hard to believe I was that size once.”

      There are other mementos that make her eyes go soft, and it’s clear this holiday holds many emotions for her. Then she pulls out a star with a tiny winged girl sitting on top.

      Fiona’s eyes well up with moisture.

      “Are your eyes all right?” I lean closer to get a better look.

      She giggles and sniffles at the same time, wiping at her face.

      “Sorry. Just… this one. It was her favorite. I saw it in a window at a thrift store when I was a kid, and she fell in love with it.”

      Water drips from her eyes, and now I am very concerned.

      “Fiona? You are leaking.”

      She sniffles again and smiles. “It’s called crying. Humans do it when we feel strong emotions.”

      I curl an arm around her shoulders and pull her close, hoping to comfort her. Khesan glares at me, but I ignore him as she leans her head on my arm and lets herself do this “crying.” When she calms down, I wipe away one of the tracks of water on her cheeks.

      “Would you still like to put it on the tree?” I ask.

      “Yes, please.” She gestures to the top. “It sits up there.”

      I can’t quite reach on my own, and while I am looking for a stool or chair to step on, Khesan appears. He crouches and holds out his hands like a step and nods at me.

      It’s the last thing I expected him to do, but I step into his hands to rise another few feet and place the star on the top of the tree. Then our work is finished, and we all stand back to admire it. Fiona links one arm in mine, then her other with Khesan.

      “Thanks, guys,” she says quietly, pulling each of us closer against her. “It’s beautiful.”
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      Khesan

      That idiot Shathar. But at least our tree escapade didn’t turn into quite the disaster I had feared.

      Fiona has the day off work today, so we won’t have to occupy ourselves for many hours while she’s busy. In the morning, she tells us that we’re going shopping.

      “I need something cute to wear for the Christmas party, and so do you two!” She is full of energy, which makes me feel eager and alive, too.

      “I look forward to being ‘cute,’” I say, tilting my head down to kiss the top of her head. Shathar scowls at the table, but doesn’t say his piece.

      We’re meeting Fiona’s friend Amara once again, but this time her husband, Roth’kar, is coming along. I look forward to discussing the anomalies of Earth with another intergalactic foreigner.

      We all pile into Fiona’s car and head toward the high rooftops of the city. Buildings rise into the sky all around us, slicing off the sunlight. It is a sight to behold when on our world, the tallest building was a two-floor home. I have never seen any construction quite so… immense, straight and silver and reflective. I can’t help wondering if one of them might fall in a windstorm and crush us.

      Fiona parks in a huge lot of other cars, and then we head inside one of the enormous buildings. There are many shops here, all indoors, with moving staircases connecting different floors.

      “Shopping can be overwhelming,” she says, gesturing at the lit signs around us. “But I know the places to go.”

      Suddenly she calls out, “Amara!” and starts waving wildly. The woman we met before approaches us, her arm linked with her husband’s. His skin is a purplish-blue hue, with two antennae on top of his head. Most arresting, though, are his four arms.

      We are all introduced, and I find Roth’kar to be a bit stoic and quiet, but clearly in love with Amara. Then it’s time to shop.

      First, we are shown into a store that appears to only contain women’s underclothes. I saw Fiona’s underwear the other night, but these are… something else entirely, made of red and black lace, and covering very little.

      “What is the point?” asks Shathar, lifting one of the pairs of lacy underwear from a display. “These would not protect your private parts.”

      I must agree.

      “The point is to be sexy!” says Amara. “Seductive. You know. To build anticipation.”

      I would very much like to see Fiona in something like this, though I don’t think I need to foster any more anticipation. I have so much anticipation it feels like my balls are going to explode.

      Amara and Fiona chat eagerly as they search through the “bras.”

      “What size are you?” Amara asks, picking up a pink lacy bra that I certainly wouldn’t mind removing from Fiona.

      “Thirty-four, B-cup.”

      “These are measured in cups?” I ask. “Why?”

      She taps her chin. “Hm, not sure. It’s how you measure bras, I guess.”

      Roth’kar crosses one set of arms. “Perhaps for the milk.”

      “The milk?” asks Shathar.

      Roth’kar nods knowingly. “Human breasts carry the milk they use to nurse their young.”

      “So breasts are measured in cups because of how much milk they carry?” I ask, tapping my chin. “That makes sense.”

      While the three of us nod in agreement at the sensibility of this theory, a saleswoman adjusting clothes on a life-size human doll stares at us with her mouth open. Amara and Fiona burst into laughter as they move on to the next rack.

      I get to know Roth’kar fairly well during this endeavor. He knows many things about Earth, though he has only been here for a few months more.

      “You’ll learn quickly,” he says. “Most importantly, the trees are much prettier when they have leaves on them.”

      I hope I get to stay long enough to see the leaves on the trees.

      Once the women have found what they were after, we check out and go on to the next store. But all I can think about are the items that Fiona chose, and what they might look like on her. I wonder if she purchased them thinking about me, how I licked her until she reached her finish.

      Or perhaps Shathar. I don’t know what the two of them have done. Maybe she is thinking of him as she buys them.

      I shake away my uncertainty. I have the nalopo, and I can rely on that to see me through.

      Both Shathar and I pick out colorful, interesting sweatshirts for the Christmas party, but Roth’kar abstains. His wife has made one for him by hand, he tells us proudly. It’s his first Christmas, as well, and he has planned a gift for Amara.

      “A gift?” I ask, horrified. “Is that a tradition?”

      Roth’kar gawks at us. “Yes. You are supposed to give gifts to each other on Christmas.”

      “Fiona didn’t mention that!” groans Shathar. “She told us everything else!”

      “It’s not too late.” I stand up straight. “We are here where there are many stores. Surely we can buy something.”

      Roth’kar shoos us off. “I will keep Amara and Fiona occupied.”

      Shathar and I nod, then take off together.

      “What sort of store?” I wonder aloud as we walk among the throng of humans, many of whom stop and stare at us. “What sort of gift?”

      “I am getting my own gift,” says Shathar. “One that speaks to my relationship with Fiona.”

      “With what money?” I ask, laughing. “You don’t have any.”

      He grits his teeth. “I hate that you’re right, youngling.”

      And I hate when he calls me that.

      “I don’t know what to get, and you have no money,” I say. “So we should, perhaps, try to find something together. If you can pick it out, I will pay for it.”

      There, that’s a reasonable compromise. I suppose I should have left Shathar out in the cold to find his own way, but neither do I know what Fiona would want.

      “Fine.” Shathar snaps his claws, so I snap mine back. “I will find something good.”

      We pass windows for clothing stores, deciding that Fiona would probably prefer to pick out her garments herself. Then we stop at a shop full of trinkets.

      “Perhaps here,” says Shathar, leading us inside. “This is just the sort of thing she likes.”

      He’s right—Fiona has many, many trinkets in her home.

      We peruse the aisles, but I can’t identify most of what we find. There are many pretty objects, of course, ones that Fiona might like, but nothing jumps out.

      After spending too much time looking at tiny wooden animals, we move on. The next shop appears to be a place to play games, as children are interacting with screens and shooting fake weapons. I move to pass by, when Shathar catches sight of something inside.

      “Look,” he says, pointing. There are reels of pictures along the side of a booth. “Fiona only wants us to get along, doesn’t she?”

      I nod. She has expressed this before.

      “Then what if we posed in a photo together, to show her we can get along?”

      This is an interesting proposition. And then she would have a photo of us, as she has photos of her mother around the house.

      “All right.” I nod. “Let’s take one.”

      We find our way into the booth, but it’s very small. I am forced to nearly sit atop Shathar’s leg as we both navigate our way inside, grunting and growling as we get in each other’s way. Finally, we settle—still far too close together—and figure out the instructions on the screen. All the while, I can feel Shathar’s leg under mine, how he stiffens when I touch him.

      Then the machine starts snapping pictures. At first, we are far apart, but the picture looks awkward and we’re not inside the frame. So I lean in closer and Shathar does, too, until our faces are touching. Then we’re both in the frame as the camera keeps snapping. Shathar’s cheek is fiercely warm, and for a moment, I smell something strange.

      It reminds me of Fiona’s scent, the scent that wafted off her when she stepped into the room back at the spaceport. But before I can really register it, the camera has stopped, and the machine starts printing out our photos. We draw apart quickly, then when the photos have finished, Shathar pulls them out of the slot. He shows them to me, and I am surprised by… how much I like them.

      We are a handsome pair, I think.

      “We had better get back,” I say after we have our photos in hand. We hurry to where we left Roth’kar, but he’s still sitting on the bench waiting for Fiona and Amara. He grins when he sees us.

      “You found something?”

      We nod in unison and show him the photos.

      “You need a frame,” he says with a powerful certainty. “There’s a store on the first floor that has them. I’ll tell the women you went to get Cinnabon.”

      I don’t know what Cinnabon is, but I’m grateful to him for giving us the distraction as we head off to the first floor to find a frame for our new photo.

      “This was a good idea,” I say to Shathar.

      He grunts and nods. “I have those sometimes.”
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      We keep our gift hidden on our way home, and I stash it in my room in one of my drawers where Fiona won’t find it.

      Then, it’s time to go out for “drinks.” We dress up again, and I’m surprised to see Shathar in a long-sleeved shirt that compliments his smaller figure well. We wait in silence for some time for Fiona to come down. When she does, though, she is a vision. She’s wearing a tiny dress, blue as her eyes, that flashes in the light as she walks down the steps. Both Shathar and I are silent as she glances from his face to mine.

      “Do you like it?” she asks.

      “I love it,” I say, rising to my feet before Shathar can. I take her hand in mine, bring it to my lips, and kiss the back of it, as I saw in the movies. “You are radiant.”

      She giggles. “Thank you. You both look handsome, too.”

      Shathar does look sharp. I hate that even though he is smaller and slimmer, he has a grace to him that I lack. He gets to his feet as well and offers Fiona his arm.

      “Shall we go?”

      Fiona says she is “requesting a car” on her phone, and one appears only a few minutes later. It carries us into the city, but a different part this time, one where all the buildings have glowing neon signs hanging above them and loud music pounds behind tinted windows.

      “You have your visas?” she asks as we get into a line of people waiting to go inside.

      I pull mine out of my pocket, and so does Shathar. When we reach the big woman standing guard at the door, Fiona presents her identification, and then our visas. The woman granting us admission eyes Shathar and me from head to toe.

      “Wow, aliens.” She cocks her head. “Don’t drink too much. Last alien that came in here didn’t know what he was getting into.”

      Then she returns our identification and we’re ushered inside. Immediately, we’re met with a wall of noise—heavy, throbbing music so loud that it rattles my very bones. The light is dim except for where bright spotlights in various colors shine down from the ceiling, illuminating the mass of people filling the space.

      I’ve never seen anything like it. We hold some large gatherings on Arshur, but they are typically outdoors, never crammed into a small space like this one.

      “Hold onto me!” Fiona calls to us. Shathar and I each take one of her hands as she winds through the crowd, and we have to push others out of our way to stay behind her.

      But I will never let her go.
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      Fiona

      I shepherd my two alien husbands to the bar, then shoot off a text message to Amara and Marguerite to let them know we’re here. The bartender approaches us with her eyebrows raised.

      “Haven’t gotten to serve an alien yet,” she remarks, leaning forward over the bar toward Shathar. “What would you like to drink?”

      Shathar gives me a pleading look at this question, so I quickly hop in.

      “Three vodka cranberries,” I say, deciding on something we might all like. The juice is strong, so hopefully the flavor of the alcohol isn’t overwhelming for first-timers.

      The bartender winks. “Coming right up.”

      Khesan observes everything around us like a bodyguard, while Shathar focuses on what the bartender is doing. When our drinks arrive a few moments later, I quickly pass over my credit card and keep the tab open. Who knows how tonight will go?

      I get a text from Marguerite saying she’s already found a table, so I gesture for Khesan and Shathar to follow. Eventually, we come across where Marguerite has planted herself, along with Amara and Roth’kar.

      “Hey!” Amara claps as we find seats across from her. “You made it. You three sure look good.”

      “I’ve got excellent arm candy,” I say.

      “What is this arm candy?” asks Shathar, leaning closer. “Candy shaped like arms?”

      I snort. “Just means the two of you are hot.”

      Khesan cocks his head. “My temperature feels normal.”

      Amara bursts out into a laugh, and even Roth’kar smiles. It wasn’t long ago that he was brand new to Earth slang, too.

      On my left, Shathar sips his drink enthusiastically. “This is delicious.”

      “Don’t drink it too fast,” I caution him. “It tastes good, which is what makes it dangerous.”

      Marguerite crosses her arms, and I think the interrogation is coming. I should have warned Khesan and Shathar about Marguerite, but I didn’t remember. Now it’s too late.

      “So,” she says, glancing between them with a fierce look in her eye, “which of you is going to win?”

      I gape at her. What kind of question is that to start with?

      Khesan answers immediately. “I will. Fiona is my fated mate, as destined by the gods.”

      It’s about the answer I would expect from him. But Shathar simply scoffs.

      “What?” asks Marguerite, her gaze focusing on Shathar. “You disagree?”

      “I will not fight this fight again,” he says instead of answering. “When the time comes, Fiona will make the decision that feels right to her, and I’ll abide by it.”

      By the look on Marguerite’s face, this might have been the right thing to say.

      But Khesan has not gotten the message, and claps a hand over his chest. “I am happy to fight for Fiona’s heart. I will do anything for it.”

      Marguerite arches a brow. “Anything?”

      He nods fervently. “Anything she asked.”

      “What if she asked you to go home?”

      He freezes, and I massage my temples. Really coming out of the gate with the hard questions.

      “I suppose… if she asked me to go, I would.” Khesan deflates at the idea, and I put a hand on his shoulder. “But it would be a great blow.”

      “Hmm,” says Marguerite as I hastily drink more of my drink. I want to get away from this awkward conversation. “What would happen if you had to go home, Shathar?”

      “It would rend my heart in half.” He dips his head. “To live the rest of my life without my fated mate.”

      Marguerite crosses her arms. “But one of you must go home at the end. At least, on Earth, a person can only be married to one other person. That’s the law.”

      I’ve been trying my hardest not to think about this, and I glare at her for bringing it up again.

      “All right, I think that’s enough,” I say, slapping my empty cup down on the table. I don’t want to spend any more time mulling over the decision I’ll eventually have to make. Just have fun and get to know them, I tell myself, taking Khesan’s hand, and then Shathar’s. “Should we go out there and dance?”

      Khesan nods. “I am amenable to dancing. Though all I know are Arshurian dances.”

      “That’s fine.” I hop out of my chair and tug both my husbands along toward the dance floor. Amara and Roth’kar are quick to follow, and Marguerite finally brings up the rear as we descend into the throng.

      I did not realize exactly what an Arshurian dance entailed until we are surrounded by other people, and they start doing it.

      I can’t quite put it in words, this dance. They both move their bodies wildly, stretching their arms out and then spinning before putting them down again. It’s more like a series of fast yoga poses than a dance, and it’s so bizarre that I want to cover my face and back away. It’s not long before the other dancers notice two aliens among them, and make room, giving them the floor.

      Now Khesan and Shathar speed up their eccentric dance, moving with the frantic beat of the music. Everyone is frozen, all of us humans watching in disbelief but entranced nonetheless. It is, perhaps, the most alien thing they’ve done since arriving on Earth.

      “What the fuck?” whispers Marguerite as she watches them spinning in wild circles.

      I shrug helplessly as they eat up the dance floor. I suppose I did ask for it.

      Finally, the song ends, and many of the humans standing around awkwardly clap. Shathar and Khesan snap their claws at one another, then they return to my side, both of them looking mighty pleased with themselves.

      “It is a pleasure to dance again,” says Shathar. “Thank you for this opportunity.”

      “Um, you’re welcome?”

      “Did you like it?” asks Khesan, curling an arm around me. “It is a mating dance. To show you I am a worthy mate.”

      I swallow. So that’s what it was.

      “Heh, well…” I’m not sure what to say. “It was very, um, sweet of you.”

      When the next song starts, I lead them off the dance floor to obtain more drinks. I’m not sure I can handle another Arshurian dance number.

      We sit with Amara, Roth’kar, and Marguerite once more, and Roth’kar has lots of questions for Khesan and Shathar about where they come from. I think everyone can agree that maybe dancing isn’t for us.

      After some time, I can see the alcohol having an effect. Shathar laughs more, which makes me laugh, too. Khesan has an immense amount to say about the planet Arshur, and it’s clear he has a lot of affection for his former home. I love seeing them like this, talking together without arguing.

      As it gets late and the drinks flow, Roth’kar can’t take his eyes off his wife, and I think he would be undressing her right now if he could. I suppose it’s about time for us to go, too. I don’t want Shathar and Khesan drinking too much their first time out and getting sick.

      When I get to my feet, the two of them hurry to follow. We say goodbye to everyone at the table, then I call up a car while we head to the exit.

      Out on the street, we all take a deep breath of fresh air, even though it’s frigid out. When I start shivering, Shathar curls an arm around me. Khesan, too, comes in closer to keep the breeze off of me. For a moment, everything feels right with the two of them at my side.
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      When we finally get back home, Khesan is nearly dead on his feet.

      “This alcohol is quite strong,” he mumbles, slightly slurring. I take his arm in mine and guide him up the stairs to his room, where he pushes the door open and stumbles inside. I bring him a fresh glass of water, but by the time I’ve returned with it, he’s lying on the bed in his clothes, fast asleep.

      After turning off his light and closing the door, I head back downstairs. Shathar is still in the kitchen, guzzling water like I told him. He grins widely when I appear and extends his hand to me. I take it in mine, and he draws me in against him until both his arms are around me.

      “You are so beautiful,” he murmurs, peering down into my eyes. “It was a joy to spend the evening with you and meeting your friends.”

      The sincerity in his gaze makes my knees wobble. Shathar looked so good tonight in his new clothes, even when he was dancing like a possessed puppet, that I find myself wanting to see him without them. What does an Arshurian look like under there?

      Shathar tilts his head down to mine, and I’m quick to rise onto my tiptoes to kiss him. It’s exactly what I needed, tasting his lips again, and his hands slide down my body, roaming over my hips to my ass, where he squeezes and groans against my mouth.

      “Fiona,” he manages between kisses. “Would you like to come downstairs with me?”

      Oh. Oh. Instantly, my body is awake. I think he’s propositioning me. Which I would absolutely accept if we weren’t both drunk as skunks.

      “I would,” I begin, “but I don’t know if I should. Can we revisit it tomorrow when we’re sober?”

      Shathar’s smile falls, but he nods anyway.

      “I understand.” He kisses me once more, fiercely this time, and I fall completely into it. This time, his clawed fingers find their way to my breasts, and he explores them hungrily. But after a while, we both pull away, panting.

      “Tomorrow,” Shathar says firmly, and I nod in agreement. With that assurance, he lets me go.

      “Goodnight.” I squeeze his hand in mine.

      “Goodnight, Fiona.”

      With that, he retreats to the stairs and closes the door behind him. I’m disappointed not to go down with him tonight, but it’s for the best.

      When I finally make it back to my room, I barely get my clothes off and into bed before I’m fast asleep.
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      The next morning, I’m awoken by a loud noise. When I squint, I can just make it out—Khesan and Shathar’s voices, raised and angry. They’re arguing about something.

      Great.

      I drag myself out of bed, my head aching a little, but nothing serious. I throw on some sweats and jog down the stairs to find out what’s going on.

      Entering the kitchen, I smell bacon. There are plates of bacon, eggs, and toast on the table, but Shathar and Khesan are paying no attention as they shout at each other.

      “You are a liar!” Khesan snarls. “I wish you would simply admit it.”

      “You are the liar,” snaps Shathar. “I have the nalopo. She is my fated one.”

      I groan in annoyance. I thought we’d gotten past this, but I suppose not.

      “What the hell, guys?” I ask miserably as I sit down at the table. Both of them spin toward me at the sound of my voice. “Can’t you get along for one day?”

      “I’m sorry,” says Shathar, exhaling deeply. “But I simply can’t tolerate his deception anymore.”

      Khesan’s fans rise even higher on his head. “You mean your deception. You do not have the nalopo.”

      “Stop it!” I shout. Both of them freeze, and I take a deep breath. “There’s an easy way to solve this. Why don’t you both show me?”

      Khesan’s mouth falls open. Shathar, though, looks as though I’ve discovered the secret of the universe.

      “Yes,” he says, turning back to Khesan. “She’s right. It is simple to prove who is telling the truth.”

      I get to my feet and stand between them.

      “Pull them out,” I say in a commanding voice, “and let’s see.”
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      Shathar

      I think my human woman might be a genius. Of course there is a simple way to determine which of us is honest. And I am happy to show off my nalopo to her. Once she sees the truth, she’ll be mine, and Khesan will get sent back to Arshur.

      That, oddly, gives me a sick feeling. I have also grown quite used to him, and at least for a few days, we got along. But there can only be one of us at the end of this trial marriage, and I am intent on it being me.

      So, I unbutton my jeans and drag down the zipper. Khesan stares at me as I do it, and I gesture for him to do the same. With a heavy swallow, he glances once more at Fiona, then nods his head.

      “Fine.”

      He follows suit, sliding his pants down. My gaze is drawn to his groin as he reveals his cock, and my hands come to a halt.

      Vakha. Sure enough, the recognizable ridges of the nalopo trail along the length of his shaft, from base to tip.

      How is this possible?

      Awestruck, I drag my jeans the rest of the way to my knees, and my own cock emerges. Khesan’s eyes jump down to it, and then they go wide as plates when he sees the truth that I, too, have the nalopo.

      Somehow, we have both bonded to Fiona. Somehow, she is not only my fated mate, but his, too.

      My heart thuds wildly in my chest when I realize what this means. One of us will have to leave at the end of this, according to Earthling law—which would lead to a life without the other half of our souls. Once an Arshurian bonds to their fated mate, they will never stray, never find another lover.

      Whichever one of us loses will be sentenced to a miserable, lonely life back on Arshur.

      “What am I looking at?” squeaks Fiona, glancing between us and then down at our exposed members.

      “This is the nalopo,” Khesan explains, running his hand down his cock, thumb over the nalopo. “These ridges are new. They only develop when we smell our fated mate.”

      “But… you both have them?” She looks confused. “How?”

      I quickly put myself away, zip up my jeans, and refasten them. Panic starts racing through my blood. This is no longer a sure thing for me.

      “I don’t know,” answers Khesan, his gaze finding mine. The impossible has happened, and the competition has leveled between us.

      What do we do?

      Hurriedly, Khesan tucks himself back in, and we both sit down at the table. Fiona joins us, her expression puzzled.

      “Does this mean you’re both fated to be with me?”

      I nod, and so does Khesan. We are both too horror-struck by this news to speak. Silence settles over the table as Fiona glances between us.

      Before, I believed there was no chance I’d be sent home, no way I would ever have to give up my mate. But now, I’m not so certain.
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      A strange pallor falls over the day after that. Both Khesan and I are troubled, and Fiona has no assurances for either of us.

      What a cruel trick for the gods to play.

      She has to return to work the next day, but it’s the only one until “New Year’s.” That’s when the human calendar will change over from one year to the next.

      I look forward to getting to spend more time with Fiona, though I’m not sure what that will look like now. My fury toward Khesan has gone numb since we learned the truth. No wonder he also believed he was meant to be here.

      We both are, for some reason. But the little matchmaker was clear that one of us will have to return to Arshur mateless. That eventuality will not be pleasant for anyone.

      Despite the mood, we run “errands,” as Fiona calls it. We flit from one store to the next, shopping for groceries, picking up supplies for the party, and buying more alcohol.

      I am both anxious and excited for the Christmas party, as I’m not sure what the customs are. And I will meet even more of Fiona’s friends, who may, like Marguerite, be judging which one of us is better for her.

      I can’t underestimate the importance of others’ opinions on her decision. And now, the stakes of that decision have just gotten much higher.

      When we get home, it’s time to decorate. Fiona gives us rolls of thin paper in bright, flashy colors to drape around the house, then she starts hanging huge snowflakes from the ceiling. Khesan and I work together to put up the streamers, and then it’s time to decorate the outside of the house.

      “This is trickier,” Fiona says, clearly uncertain as she picks up a huge box of lights. “Someone will have to get up on the tall ladder to hang these.”

      Khesan immediately snaps his claws. “I will do it.”

      I’m fine with that, because I’m not particularly fond of heights.

      Snow begins to fall as we erect the ladder out front. Fiona and I pass the lights up to Khesan, and he hangs them from the eaves. It’s a tedious process: first, he has to come down, then we move the ladder, and then he goes up again. But eventually we get one string of lights across the ground floor of the house.

      Then we move on to the second floor. We have to extend the ladder farther, and the sun is getting low in the sky, leaving less light to work by. I feel an unfurling of nervousness in my belly as Khesan climbs up to the very top to hang the lights.

      As if I had predicted it, Khesan slips. He lets out a cry as his feet leave the step of the ladder. He reaches out to grab a rung with his hands, but he can’t get a grip and continues his tumble downward.

      Before I’ve even instructed my feet to move, I’m underneath him. I barely have time to get my arms out before he smashes into them, and the velocity and force of his fall makes me stumble. I hit the ground, and there’s a sharp pain in my elbow as Khesan’s larger weight lands on it.

      “Vakha!” I howl, that sharp pain spreading up my arm. Khesan rolls off of me, and grunts as he tries to get to his feet. Fiona rushes over to us, grabbing Khesan’s arm to help him up.

      “Shathar!” She gets down on her knees to offer me a hand, too. “Are you all right?”

      I take her hand with my good arm and she pulls me up to a sitting position. My injured arm is still throbbing, but when I test it, I don’t think it’s broken.

      “I’m all right.” Then I glance at Khesan, who is still bent over, panting. “Are you?”

      He nods, but he’s clearly rattled. Then he glances up at me, and his expression is pained. “I would be a lot more injured if it weren’t for you.”

      I nod, as this is true. I rub my elbow to see if there’s any damage, but I think it’s just bruised.

      “Show me,” says Fiona, so I do, extending it out to her. She pushes up my sleeve and frowns at it. “It’s turning blue.”

      “That’s all right.” I push my sleeve back down. “It will heal.”

      Fiona squints at me. “Okay. Let’s get inside and warm up, then make sure neither of you need an ER visit.”
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      Inside, Fiona heats up water and makes both of us a “hot cocoa,” which is a chocolate powder mixed into the hot water with a few hardened marshmallows on top. It’s not unpleasant, though, and it feels good going down my throat compared to the cold weather outside.

      Khesan’s leg hurts after the fall, so Fiona examines it, testing the knee to make sure nothing is severely damaged. But I think, like me, he’s just badly bruised.

      I’m up next, and we determine that my bones aren’t broken, either. We are just both a bit “banged up,” as Fiona says.

      She sits back in her chair and sighs with relief. “All right, no more hanging lights. Can’t risk another fall.”

      Khesan frowns. “I want to finish tomorrow. For the Christmas party.”

      “But…” Fiona’s brows crease. “It’s dangerous.”

      “I am no stranger to danger. When it is light out and dry, we will try again.” He glances at me. “Right, Shathar? You will hold the ladder so I don’t fall.”

      I nod in agreement. I’m happy to do this if it means preparing the house properly for the party. Besides, I like the lights we’ve already hung up, and I think it will look much better with more.

      Fiona sighs and shakes her head, but agrees anyway.

      For the rest of the night, she insists on a calm and relaxing activity, so we all sit on the couch to watch one of her favorite shows on the television. I sit to her left and Khesan to her right, each of us craving her touch. Perhaps tonight, since we haven’t been drinking, she would be open to coming downstairs. I long for more, to touch her and kiss her and explore her lovely body.

      When it’s bedtime, I discover Fiona has fallen asleep between us.

      “I will carry her to bed,” says Khesan. “As I am the stronger one.”

      “You injured your leg. You shouldn’t put that much weight on it.” I get up and slide my arms under Fiona, then lift her up. “I will do it.”

      Khesan grumbles, but accepts. He limps up the stairs ahead of us and I’m glad I put my foot down.

      “You will put her to bed?” he asks.

      I nod. “Rest your leg. I’ll take care of our mate.”

      He arches an eyebrow at me, but doesn’t say anything else as he closes his door.

      When I am inside Fiona’s room, I lay her down on her bed. She is still in her clothes, which will be uncomfortable as she sleeps. I puzzle over what to do. Should I undress her? That would surely be violating her privacy.

      While I’m pondering, Fiona’s eyes blink open, and she registers me standing over her. A smile spreads across her face, and she reaches out to me.

      “Cuddles?” she asks. The translator brings up an image of two people curled up around one another in a bed, and I jump at the opportunity.

      “Yes. I would love that.”

      “Do you mind if I undress?”

      My cock responds immediately to her question, but I try to will it down. “Not at all.”

      First, Fiona pulls off her shirt, revealing her breasts held in by a bra. Then she takes off her pants, tossing both of them to the floor.

      “May I also take off my jeans?” I ask. “They will be uncomfortable for cuddling.”

      She nods agreeably, then smiles. “I’ve already seen your junk, so no problem.”

      I tilt my head. “Junk? As in refuse?”

      Fiona giggles. “It just refers to, um, your genitals.”

      I won’t even begin to try to comprehend that one.

      After Fiona wiggles under the blankets, I climb into the bed, too, and wrap my arms around her. She sighs as she settles into my embrace.

      “This is nice,” she murmurs, burying her face in the hollow of my throat. “You’re so warm. I thought you would be cold-blooded.”

      I snort. “Cold blood? Is that possible?”

      “It is a weird phrase, isn’t it?” She giggles.

      “Indeed.”

      Fiona’s hands land on my chest, and she hums in pleasure as she touches me. I am more than happy to be the recipient, so I hold still as she trails her hands down my abdomen, then back up again.

      “Your scales are so smooth,” she hums.

      “Did you expect them to be hard?”

      “I guess so.”

      Fiona leans back and tilts her head up, and it’s clear she’s awaiting a kiss, so I oblige. This feels much more natural now, and I am learning what she likes. I nip her lip, then press mine more firmly against hers. Fiona’s hands wind around my neck as we kiss, and soon, her body is flush with mine. My cock emerges from its slit and rises in anticipation. I know she can likely feel it thickening between us, but she doesn’t say anything. In fact, she deepens our kiss, and now I am fully hungry for her.

      My breaths come faster as Fiona pulls away from the kiss. Her eyes are alight, sparkling, and her mouth is tilted up in a grin.

      “Can I touch you?” she asks. “You know… there?”

      I do not know where, but I would be happy for her to touch me anywhere.

      “Do whatever you please.”

      That grin widens as her hands skim down my body to my hips, where they brush the tip of my cock. I bite my lip to keep in my groan at just this slight touch. But Fiona isn’t finished. Once she finds it, she wraps her delicate fingers around my shaft, and I’m almost undone by it.

      Keep calm, I tell myself. We are merely exploring each other. It is difficult, though, to keep my instincts under control as she strokes me once, then twice, her palm traveling over the ridges of my nalopo. My eyes roll back in my head as her hand moves faster, and I grip her hips in my claws to keep me rooted to the bed.

      “That is very good,” I manage, and it comes out strangled.

      “Is it?” Emboldened, Fiona squeezes harder as she pumps my cock, and I realize that I’ve been holding in so much that it won’t be long before I come.

      “Fiona,” I growl, just before I burst. I can’t help a loud moan as I’m overtaken by a powerful orgasm. My seed spills out, and Fiona squeaks in surprise as it coats her hands.

      “I’m sorry.” I pull back the blankets to get a better look, and I’m surprised by how much I ejaculated.

      But Fiona just looks amused, and she rolls over to grab a tissue from the box by her bed. She wipes down her hands and then, with utmost gentleness, wipes me clean as well.

      That’s when the door abruptly flies open, and Khesan storms inside, his eyes narrowed dangerously. When he sees both of us in the bed together, his brows lower and his fans spread open. His voice comes out an angry roar.

      “What are you doing?”
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      Khesan

      I am horrified to find Fiona and Shathar in Fiona’s bed together. The blankets have been pulled back, revealing they are nearly naked.

      This can’t be. Has Shathar copulated with her already? My fury grows, imagining his cock inside her while I am asleep in my bed, nursing my bruised leg.

      “Khesan!” Fiona sits up, her eyes wide. “Well, we… um… we’re…”

      “It’s none of your concern,” Shathar says. His whole body is bare, and my eyes follow the sharp line of his muscle down to his hips, where his cock lies at half-mast.

      Oh. And it is large.

      “It is my concern!” I round on him. “Fiona is my mate, and⁠—”

      “As she is mine.” Shathar gets out of the bed, rising to his full height. Though he is shorter than I am, he looks almost… dangerous. “You have no right to come in here.”

      My mouth bobs open to retort, but I don’t know what to say. He is her mate. It’s natural that he would want to be intimate with her. And yet, knowing they are in here doing it without me fills me with rage.

      Curling my hands into fists, I try to keep myself in check. It will do me no good in Fiona’s eyes to punch Shathar in the face.

      “He’s right,” says Fiona bitterly. “I didn’t invite you in, Khesan. What I do in my bedroom is my business and mine only.”

      It feels like a dagger in my chest. I back away to the door, the hurt and the anger warring with one another.

      She doesn’t want me here. Of course she doesn’t. But I simply couldn’t control myself when I heard Shathar moan that way.

      “I’m sorry.” It hurts even more to say it, because I am not very sorry. “I just… I cannot…” My eyes squeeze closed because I feel as if I might simply explode. “I can’t do this.”

      The words are painful, but it’s true. I can’t live my life wondering what Fiona and Shathar are doing behind a closed door while I am alone in my room.

      “What do you mean?” asks Fiona, worry in her voice. The sight of her in only her bra and underwear is arresting, so I try to focus on her face.

      I wish I knew what I meant, too. But I can’t think straight.

      “I don’t know.” I turn my head, wishing I could expel all the emotion boiling up inside me. “But it is too painful.”

      Fiona, too, gets out of the bed and approaches me. For a moment, Shathar looks like he may get between us, until he looks at my face. Then he steps aside.

      My beloved mate holds her hand up to my cheek.

      “I’m sorry it hurts you, Khesan,” she says in a quiet, soothing voice. “But I want to explore this, with both of you. If it is too much for you, then perhaps…” She trails off, lowering her head. “Perhaps it will not work between us.”

      The words hit me with blunt force. I turn away from them, unable to control myself any longer. I thought my military training had taught me better than this, but it’s too much. I storm out and down to my own room, then slam the door closed. I’m panting as panic races through me.

      Perhaps she is right. But how could I possibly give her up, when she means everything to me? When my whole life led to this, to finding her, to being with her?

      I slide down the door until I am sitting on the floor, shaking all over.

      Surely there is some solution. Surely this can’t be the end. I couldn’t stand living the rest of my life knowing I gave her up.

      Eventually, I drag myself off the floor and get into my bed, though sleep never comes for me.
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      The next morning, I am loath to go downstairs and confront Fiona and Shathar again. But eventually I have to eat, so I make my way down into the kitchen. Luckily, no one is around. Fiona must have gone to her office to work, and who knows where Shathar is.

      I make myself breakfast robotically, then drink some cold coffee. The beverage has grown on me. After a time, I hear the door to the basement open. Shathar steps out, and I wish I could simply evaporate. I don’t want to speak to him again.

      He must feel so victorious.

      When he comes into the kitchen and sees me, he freezes. We stare at one another, though I can’t read his expression. Eventually, I turn away and lower my fans, knowing that he has won.

      “Khesan.”

      I’m surprised to hear him say my name. His feet move across the floor until he sits down in the seat across from me.

      “What do you want?” I ask, looking down into my coffee.

      “I want to speak to you about last night.”

      “There’s nothing to talk about!” I slam a fist into the table, rattling it. “I have lost, and I accept that.”

      Though I don’t. Not really. But I have no choice, because Fiona is right. It is unreasonable of me to demand she never be alone with Shathar, not when she has a mate bond with him, too.

      “Ashango,” he says in a calm, soft voice. My head jerks up. This is a word that we reserve for very few on Arshur, typically only a close friend. “You should stay.”

      “Why?” I demand. “I would rather spend my life alone than listen to what I listened to last night. To hear moans from behind a closed door.”

      Shathar furrows his brow. “I don’t want to win this way. It’s not fair.”

      I snort. “There is no fair. None of this has been fair. The gods were not fair in bringing me here, or scenting Fiona.”

      His eyes search mine, and I don’t like how it feels like they are seeing inside me.

      “I have thought at length,” he begins, “and I would have responded much the same way had I experienced what you experienced. I can’t blame you for it.”

      I think this is supposed to help, but it doesn’t.

      “I have a proposal,” he continues. “But we should discuss it with Fiona.”

      Proposal? I can’t imagine he has an idea that will solve this problem. So I wave him off and get to my feet.

      “I am going to go pack. My time here has ended.”

      Shathar watches me with a furrow in his brow as I get up out of my chair and leave the kitchen, heading up the stairs.

      I’ve made my decision. If I tell myself that it’s for Fiona’s sake, for the happiness of my mate, perhaps I can move on. Though I know I never will.
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      I stay in my room all day, packing up each item I brought with me until my bags are full and my room is empty. Then I fall back on the bed, wishing this stupid planet would swallow me whole.

      In the evening, there comes a knock at my door. I hear Fiona’s voice.

      “Khesan?”

      I don’t move or speak. I can’t trust myself.

      Eventually, the knob turns and the door opens, and Fiona lets herself inside. Her eyes are red, as if she has been crying. I sit up quickly, distressed.

      “Are you all right?” I ask, wondering if Shathar has hurt her in some way.

      “No.” She seats herself on the edge of my bed. “I’m not. You want to leave.”

      I nod slowly, rising to a sitting position. I can’t say the words aloud.

      Tears pool in her eyes, and now I know why they are red. A few trickle out, sliding down her cheeks.

      “Really?” she asks, hoarse. “But…”

      I merely shake my head. “There is no other answer.”

      “There must be!” Fiona is crying now. “I don’t want to say goodbye to you, Khesan!”

      “But it will make your life easier.” I try to smile. “Now you will not have to choose.”

      Her tears only run faster, and her voice cracks as she says, “Nothing will be easier if you leave. I’ll always wonder about you. I’ll always regret saying goodbye.” She bows her head. “But… I also understand.”

      I put a hand on her shoulder to reassure her, when I hear Shathar’s voice.

      “So, are either of you ready to hear my idea?”

      He stands in the doorway, arms crossed.

      I sigh. “Sure.”

      “The problem is that Fiona and I were alone together, is it not?” he asks.

      I nod. “Wondering what is happening behind a closed door… that I can’t stand.”

      “Then I suggest that we not be alone.”

      I tilt my head at him. “Clarify.”

      “Would it set your mind at ease if you knew? If you saw what was happening, instead of wondering?”

      Fiona sits up abruptly. “You mean… both of you in the room?” Her face turns even redder. “Like, watching?”

      Shathar nods, and my breath stops in my throat.

      It is an absolutely ludicrous suggestion. And yet, imagining that… my mind quiets. I would have to see them being intimate together, which would hurt—but it would hurt far less than being left out.

      “Think about it,” Shathar says. He steps out of the room and disappears down the hall.

      When Fiona turns to me again, her mouth is hanging open. Then she shakes her head as if dispelling a daze.

      “Do you think that would work?” she asks.

      Slowly, I raise a hand to her face and brush my thumb over her cheek. “It might. I won’t know until… until we try it, I suppose.”

      A big smile takes over her face. She throws herself at me, curling her arms around my neck, and I gasp a little at the force behind it.

      “Please don’t go,” she whispers, hugging me tighter. “Please.”

      With a resigned sigh, I hug her back. “The last thing I want is to leave you. So I will attempt this—for you.”

      She sniffles against me. “Thank you.”

      I hold her closer, hoping that this is the solution.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Nineteen

          

        

      

    

    
      Fiona

      The idea of losing Khesan hit me in the gut. I’ve come to crave his dedication and his surprising tenderness. I’d even miss his dancing. I want him here with me.

      The following day, we try again to hang the Christmas lights before the party starts. Khesan successfully gets the rest strung up along the roof of the second floor, and then we all stand back and gaze at the house with pride.

      The only thing I’m missing is an inflatable Santa. Oh well. I have limits.

      We spend the afternoon cooking snacks for the party—cookies, marshmallow crispies, and tiny sandwiches—and preparing the drinks. We have apple cider, eggnog, spiked hot chocolate, you name it. I think I have everything ready.

      Marguerite arrives early, and she’s in a surprisingly pleasant mood, smiling at all the decorations, even complimenting the tree. I don’t mention how we came to possess it.

      “You did good,” she says. “I’m glad to get out of the house, too. The plumbers have been so loud, and now we have to replace the floor in the kitchen.”

      “Ugh, I’m sorry, Margie.” I offer her a cookie. “Will this make it better?”

      She laughs and eats it, nodding in appreciation. “Good job.”

      “Wasn’t me.” I gesture at where Khesan is sipping apple cider at the kitchen island. “It’s all him.”

      “You’re a baker?” Marguerite asks him.

      Khesan shrugs. “I can do most anything if given proper instruction.”

      “That’s the military training,” says Shathar. “I don’t measure at all when I cook.”

      I giggle because it’s true. “You cook on vibes. Which is impressive when it’s all new to you.”

      Then the guests start to arrive, most of them dressed in their ugliest Christmas sweaters. We’re holding a competition tonight for best ugly sweater, as determined by vote. Shathar is in charge of the drink station, and he slings cocktails like he was born to do it. Khesan keeps the mini-quiches flowing, putting a new batch of frozen ones in the oven every twenty minutes. I greet and socialize, keeping an eye on the music playlist.

      “Wow,” says Amara when she and Roth’kar arrive. “This is badass. And look at them!” She points at Shathar and Khesan working in the kitchen alongside each other. “They’re getting along!”

      “We’ve had some… challenges lately,” I explain. “But I think we got past it.”

      Amara tilts her head. “What kind of challenges?”

      I lean in close and cover my mouth as I say it into her ear. “You know. Sex.”

      “Ohhh.” She nods in understanding. “Yeah, I was wondering how you all would figure that out when it came up. Well, good. I’m glad you found a path forward.”

      If only she knew.

      As the night goes on, guests drink more and start dancing in my living room. Both Shathar and Khesan have had a few beverages themselves while they work, and when I come join them in the kitchen, they both say, “Fiona!”

      Shathar wraps an arm around my shoulders and kisses the top of my head. “Are you having fun?”

      “A blast. Do you guys want a break so you can go enjoy the party?”

      Khesan snorts. “I don’t know anyone, so I am happy to continue serving.”

      Shathar nods in agreement. “It’s good to feel useful.”

      They’re both so sweet, and there’s eggnog and rum flowing in my veins, so I hug Shathar first, then Khesan.

      “Thanks, guys,” I tell them, surprised to find my eyes getting wet. “I couldn’t have done it without you.”

      Khesan leans down, takes my chin in his clawed fingers, and tilts my face up toward him. When we kiss, it feels amazing. I just want to keep kissing forever, and then do some other things, too.

      Amara, Roth’kar, and Marguerite decide right then to join us in the kitchen. Amara whistles, and when Khesan and I pull away from each other, Marguerite is grinning at me. She must have had a lot to drink already.

      “Roth’kar has news,” Amara says, hopping from one foot to the other. “Do you wanna tell them?”

      He clears his throat, crossing both his pairs of arms. “We are working on bringing my friend Zono to Earth,” he says. “It is complicated, but Amara is helping me.”

      “Oh, wow.” I vaguely remember the name. “Where’s he going to live?”

      “We’re figuring that out now,” says Amara. “I thought that maybe, after your trial marriage is over, you might be able to host him for a while in your mom’s old apartment downstairs.”

      After the trial marriage is over. I cringe at the thought. Indeed, after the trial marriage is over, I won’t need the basement anymore.

      “All right,” I say hesitantly. “I could host him. Let’s follow up in a few weeks, okay? When you know more about his situation.”

      Amara nods, and Roth’kar grins. “Thank you, Fiona.”

      Unfortunately, since I’ve been drinking, all I can think about after that is how much time Khesan, Shathar, and I have left. It puts me in a rather sour mood for the rest of the night.

      We collect the voting sheets, then tally them up until we have a winner. Surprisingly, it’s Roth’kar, who truly does have the worst sweater of all time.

      “Made it myself,” Amara says proudly, and everybody laughs.

      Then, at last, it’s time to wrap it up. People start clearing out of the house, and I’m relieved to have the place to ourselves again. I’m pretty tipsy, and I think my husbands are, too. All I want is my warm bed and a few good hours of sleep.

      “I’m gonna hit the hay,” I tell them as we finish cleaning up. “Let’s save the rest for tomorrow.”

      Shathar and Khesan both agree, as tired as we all are. But I also don’t want to say goodnight to them yet. We all worked so well together, and I’m not ready for it to end.

      “Do you, um…” I wring my hands. “Do you guys want to, uh, sleep with me? In my room?”

      Both of them raise their brows in surprise.

      “You want me in your bed?” asks Khesan. “Him, too?”

      “I mean, you don’t have to⁠—”

      “I would like nothing more,” Shathar says, putting his hands on my shoulders and peering down into my eyes. “Going to sleep beside you? Waking up beside you? It is my dream.”

      I giggle. “All right, then.” I take each of their hands in mine and tug them toward the stairs. Happily, Khesan and Shathar follow along as we head up to the second floor, then down the hall to my room. Before I can think twice about it, I take off all my clothes—including my bra—and dig through a drawer for some pajamas. When I look up, both of my alien husbands are staring at me with wide eyes.

      “Oops,” I say, covering my bare nipples. “Sorry.”

      They both shake their heads.

      “Please do not be sorry,” Shathar says, clearly trying to keep his gaze on my face.

      As I quickly dress in my soft pajamas, Shathar and Khesan start taking off their own clothes. I’m mesmerized as they both strip down to nothing.

      Oh. Oh. They are so beautiful—Khesan with his bulging muscle and defined lines leading down to his groin, and Shathar with his sleek, lean body and significant dick emerging from the slit at his groin. I can’t help staring.

      “Do you like it?” Shathar asks with a smirk when I clearly can’t take my eyes off him. He runs a hand down his belly to his cock, which is almost all the way hard.

      I nod fervently, unable to speak.

      Khesan laughs. “We have stunned her, I think,” he says to Shathar, who snorts in agreement.

      Then Khesan takes my hand in his and leads me over to my bed, which is, thankfully, a king size. He pulls back the blankets and gestures for me to get in, so I do, my head swimming a little. Then he joins me on the left side, while Shathar climbs in on the right.

      Having both of them at my side, all the stress leaves my body at once, and I fade into sleep.
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      When I awaken the next morning, I’m wrapped like a burrito in someone’s arms. Another someone is snoring beside me. My eyes crack open, and I find Shathar passed out cold on the pillow next to mine, his nostrils fluttering with each little snore. They’re kind of cute.

      “Mmm,” Khesan mumbles behind me, his grip on me tightening as I move. I feel his hips pressed against my ass, his cock wedged quite firmly between my cheeks. Holy shit. If I weren’t wearing pajama pants, it wouldn’t take much to tilt my hips back and…

      Boy, does that sound good. That cock is fat and hard, and it would probably feel very good inside me with all those ridges along it.

      When I shift again, Khesan’s hands grip me harder. Oh. I think he’s awake.

      “Fiona,” he whispers in my ear in a very sultry voice. “Please don’t go.”

      I nod, staying where I am in the bed. His hands explore me while we snuggle, drifting down to my hip, then up and over my breasts. Khesan huffs a heavy breath when he pauses there to rub my hard nipples.

      “These are so fascinating,” he whispers, like he’s trying not to wake up Shathar.

      “Do female Arshurians not have them?”

      “No. We don’t nurse young the way your species does.” He hums in pleasure as he tweaks each nipple through my shirt. “It is very uniquely you.”

      Oh, does that feel good. My back arches, pushing my breasts into his hands, and Khesan’s cock twitches against my ass. He grinds his hips against me, making sure I know just how hard I make him. I’m hot to trot already, and then his fingers roam over the mound of my pelvis, down between my legs.

      “Open these for me,” he murmurs into my ear, so I do, allowing him through. Warm hands with sharp claws venture farther, but Khesan is careful to only use the pads of his fingers. He strokes along the fabric of my pajama pants, simply exploring me. But now I want more of it, of him, in the low morning light. So I pull his hand up to my belly and guide it inside my pajamas, down into my underwear. Khesan inhales sharply as his fingers come into contact with my sex. Experimentally, he strokes my labia, then dips down between them.

      “So wet,” he whispers, his finger trailing up to the hood, where he feels around for my clit. I gasp as he applies pressure there, and Khesan says, “Did you like that?”

      I nod fervently, so he does it again, skating over it back and forth, and my hips jerk and twitch with every pass. Now I’m really getting riled up.

      That’s when Shathar rolls over. We both freeze, thinking he must have woken, but he keeps on snoring gently.

      I shouldn’t be doing this, right here next to him while he sleeps, but I don’t want Khesan to stop. He’s not inclined to, either, as he rubs me faster, applying slightly more pressure and then easing off, until I’m covering my mouth so my gasps don’t wake up Shathar. Khesan rolls my nipple and then gently pinches it, and my whole body convulses.

      “Vakha,” hisses Khesan. “I want to be inside you. I want to pleasure you even more. Please.”

      “Don’t mind me,” I hear Shathar say. When I glance up, his reptilian eyes are open, his lips peeled back on one side in a smirk. He slides closer across the bed until we are nose to nose, and I’m too shocked, and too ashamed, to respond.

      “Shathar?” asks Khesan, his hands frozen in place. “Do you not… mind?”

      “Same as you, I would rather know than not know,” Shathar says, his eyes never leaving mine. “I’d rather be here than asleep in my bed, wondering.”

      I don’t know what to say, but I open my mouth anyway, hoping to smooth this over—and that’s when Shathar kisses me.

      “Mmph,” is what I say instead. He kisses me harder, in an even more demanding fashion, and I return it just as eagerly. So he’s not angry? He seems… horny, if anything.

      Khesan’s hands resume moving up and down my body, even more urgently. He says nothing about our kiss as he flicks the pad of his finger over my clit again. His cock slides up and down as he rubs his hips against my ass, and I really want it inside me.

      “Fiona,” Khesan says in a warning tone. “If you are amenable to it… I would like to have intercourse.”

      I almost giggle at the word “intercourse.” Aliens.

      Shathar leans back, breaking our kiss. “And what of me? Shall I simply sit here and watch?” He lets out a sardonic chuckle as his hand drops down under the blankets so he can touch himself.

      I don’t know what possesses me to lower my own hands and seek out his. My fingers find his cock and hastily I wrap them around it. Shathar lets out a harsh grunt when I stroke up to the top, then back down again.

      Wow, those ridges are wild. I wonder what they’ll feel like.

      “What if… you didn’t just watch?” I ask.

      “What do you mean, lovely mate?” says Khesan, his hand on my clit slowing down.

      “I’ll show you.”
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      Shathar

      Fiona has a wild look in her blue eyes that makes me curious about what she has planned. She pulls back the blankets, revealing all three of us to the cool air. First, she strips off her shirt, and my eyes dart down to her chest. Two small globes hang there, with pale pink nipples topping round circles of darker skin. My breath stops in my throat at the sight of them.

      But she’s not done. Fiona wiggles off her soft, thin pants next, leaving only her undergarments. Then that goes, too, until the three of us are all naked on the bed.

      She swallows hard, like she’s uncertain, so I take her hand in mine.

      “What is this idea of yours?” It seems as if whatever it is, I have a part in it.

      It was odd last night, sleeping in the same bed as Khesan. But the seething jealousy I expected to feel when he announced his intentions didn’t come. If anything, I am curious. I, too, want to be intimate with Fiona. Whether I am the first? Not as important.

      Fiona gestures to me. “Sit up on your knees,” she instructs, so I do as I’m told, rising until I’m in the desired position. In front of me, Fiona gets on her knees so her face is very, very near my cock. It twitches with excitement, wondering what will happen next.

      “Khesan,” she says over her shoulder.

      With wide eyes, he gets up onto his knees as well, but he seems to have a better idea of what she wants than I do, because he eagerly shuffles behind her.

      “Good, like that,” she praises him, and Khesan’s fans flutter in pleasure.

      Then Fiona takes my cock in her fingers, leans down, and guides the tip inside her mouth.

      I understand now. She will take Khesan inside her while she pleases me with her lips and tongue. I am very much amenable to this. Receiving attention in any form from my mate is enough for me.

      While her wet mouth takes me in, I see Khesan ready himself behind her, stroking his cock until it leaks from the tip. It is dark purple, with a lighter head and nalopo along the top. I am mesmerized by the sight of him touching himself in time with Fiona’s unbelievable mouth.

      “Are you ready for me?” Khesan asks, dragging his cock down between her thighs.

      Fiona slides me out from between her lips long enough to say, “Yes!”

      Khesan grins, then leans down to push himself inside her. Fiona lurches against me, buckling forward, and a moan is yanked from her lips. Khesan’s eyes fall closed, and all I can do is stare as he pulls his hips back, then slowly sinks back in. Fiona grabs my cock with both hands, and her eyes are fiery as she brings me into her mouth once more.

      Karakka. That is exquisite. Fiona moans, making her mouth vibrate in the most delicious way possible, as Khesan thrusts into her again. He bites his lip with one of his sharp fangs, his hands clutching her ass as he buries himself up to the hilt.

      Their cries of pleasure, the slap of bare skin against bare skin as Khesan drives himself into our mate—it’s winding me up even more than Fiona’s incredible mouth. I wonder what she feels like inside. By the look on Khesan’s face, which is bliss incarnate, it must be good. His groans sound almost painful as he moves faster, pushing Fiona forward with every pump of his hips so that she takes me even deeper into her throat. Her moans, muffled by my cock, escalate into cries, and her fingers dig into me where she’s clutching my thigh in one hand, the other wrapped around my base. She’s frantically sucking me now, her eyes half-open as Khesan fucks her harder.

      I have never seen anything so erotic in my life. Khesan’s mouth open as he grunts, Fiona crying out, their bodies moving in perfect unison as he takes her…. I don’t feel jealousy so much as I feel left out, perhaps. As if I am supposed to be a part of this dance, too, though not in the same way I am now.

      “Oh, no,” Khesan says suddenly, his eyes going wide. “I’m sorry, Fiona, I can’t⁠—”

      He interrupts himself with a moan, suddenly buckling forward. He thrusts frantically once, twice more, his eyes rolling back in his head. If Fiona weren’t eagerly sucking on me, I would laugh.

      “You went off early,” I say as Khesan’s movements come to a halt. He pants, then groans again when Fiona shifts on the bed. Lifting her head, she releases me from her mouth and looks over her shoulder.

      “That’s okay,” she says brightly. “That was amazing, Khesan.”

      He leans down to kiss her back, squeezing her ass as he pulls out. His cock is wet, soaking, and it’s already starting to go limp. The scent of their mating has permeated the air around us, and as I drink it in, I’m getting even harder.

      Perhaps I ought to complete what Khesan started. I can bring this woman to her finish, like the adult male that I am.

      “Fiona,” I say, cupping her cheek. She faces me, her eyes still hooded with pleasure. I know she wants more. “May I mate with you? I will hold out for you.”

      She blinks at me. “What? You want to have sex… now?”

      I nod quickly. Her body is primed, her needs unmet, and I know that I’m the one meant to fulfill them.

      Still gasping for air, Khesan sits back on his knees. With an uncertain expression, Fiona turns to him, as if this is his decision to make and not hers. But he just nods, his cheeks dark blue with shame.

      “I’m sorry I couldn’t last,” he says. “I believe Shathar… will do a good job.”

      I smirk. He knows it, at least. I have pleased many females in my time, and I doubt he did much of that in the barracks.

      Fiona’s awestruck as she returns to peering up at me.

      “You’re sure?” she says, and I don’t miss the hopeful tone in her voice.

      Gently, I put a hand on her shoulder, then curl one under her back to lay her on the bed. Then I crawl atop her, bracketing her face with my forearms. She shivers under me and her hips rise of their own accord, and I know she is still extremely aroused.

      Good.

      I kiss her before leaning back so I can properly spread her legs and lift them over my hips. Fiona watches intently as I fist my cock, bringing the head down to her clit, like I saw in my manuals. I rub it a few times and her eyes close, her mouth opening in an O as she gasps. She is already quite prepared for me.

      Her reddened, swollen cunt parts as I push the head of my cock through her soft petals. Khesan’s cum drips down from her slit, and when I finally reach her entrance, it’s wet and slick. Slipping inside her is easy, as open as she is now, and I nearly buckle under the sensation of her around me.

      “Fiona,” I moan as I slide in deeper than I intended on my first stroke. Her belly clenches as she takes me in, a cry escaping her lips. Yes, she is very ready for me. More than ready.

      Heat consumes me as I push in as far as I can, then yank back, my cockhead nearly leaving her. It’s soaked, covered in Khesan’s spend, and somehow that electrifies me even more as I bury myself in her a second time. Her mouth opens wide and her head falls to the pillow, her breasts lifting into the air as she arches her back. She is beautiful underneath me. So flawless and perfect, my mate. My everything.

      Her legs wrap around my waist, locking me in as I reel my hips back, then shove into her with more force. I want to be closer to her, to hold her as I make her mine, so I drop forward while still buried in her and encircle her head with my hands.

      “Fiona,” I murmur, setting a steady pace as I fuck her. “You are my sun. My moon. Even all the stars in the sky.”

      She whimpers and wraps her arms around my neck, pulling me in even closer so I can no longer see her face. I sink into her as fully as I can and joy takes over, joy at being with her, joy at being able to show her how I truly feel. When I slide out, I apply pressure against her with my nalopo, as that is their purpose—to stimulate, to please. Given where her clit resides anatomically speaking, she ought to be most sensitive right below it, where my nalopo can rub her.

      Sure enough, when I push back in while putting pressure there, Fiona cries out.

      “That’s amazing,” she gasps, her hips bucking. So I do it again, dragging them out and then pushing back in, remaining at the right depth to get the most out of my ridges. Her whole body is trembling now, and she clutches me tighter as her heels dig into my back.

      I believe it’s working.

      Hastening my pace, I somehow keep my own orgasm at bay by focusing on hers. I can enjoy my finish when I make her break around me.

      “Shathar!” Fiona cries out as her channel begins clenching tighter around me. I push through it, continuing to drag my nalopo along her with every thrust. “Oh my god, I’m going to—I can’t—I’m⁠—”

      That’s when she clamps down around me, and her body goes taut as a stretched wire. She screams against my neck, her hands digging into my hair as she climaxes.

      Finally, I can release. I move faster, slamming through her finish as she spasms and milks me, and my own glorious pleasure races up my spine and into my throat. Fiona moans as I swell inside her and bury myself as deep as I can before unleashing everything.

      It gushes into her, and I pump again as more and more of it comes out of me. I didn’t think I had quite so much to give. Cum spills from her cunt, mine and Khesan’s both, as I finally come to a rest.

      Fiona pants against me, her arms gone limp. They fall down to the bed and she moans when I move, so I halt.

      “Not yet,” she whimpers, keeping me inside her with her heels around my waist. So I remain that way, pushing some of the hair away from her eyes.

      That’s when I hear a sharp exhale, and look up to find Khesan staring at us. His hand is wrapped around his very erect cock, stroking up and down at a feverish pace.

      That’s fascinating. Our coupling made him hunger for more, did it?

      He groans as he spills down over his hand, his shaft pulsing. He falls onto the bed beside Fiona.

      “Wow,” she murmurs. “That was amazing, guys.”

      I did most of the hard work, but I will keep that to myself.

      Finally, I have softened enough that I slide out of her on my own, and I drop to the bed on Fiona’s other side. She smiles, eyes closed, and takes my hand. I see she has done the same with Khesan.

      “The pleasure was all mine,” Khesan says, stroking her belly.

      I would retort something smart, but I don’t have the energy to argue with him. Instead, I will enjoy what I have and remember it forever.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-One

          

        

      

    

    
      Khesan

      I’ll admit, it was a good thing Shathar finished what I began. It was simply too much for me, buried in my perfect mate’s tight heat, and I couldn’t help myself. I will need to practice much, much more if I am to prove to Fiona that I’m her mate for life, that I can please her until our dying days.

      I enjoyed watching Shathar and Fiona immensely. The way her legs wrapped tight around his waist, how his abdomen flexed with every pump of his hips… even the sight of his cock, still dripping with my spend, as it moved in and out of her, was far beyond my wildest imagination. I had just released, and yet within only a minute of them beginning, I was hard and erect again.

      The image of Shathar filling up Fiona’s wet cunt is emblazoned on my mind and I cannot dispel it. It’s all I think about as we sit down to eat breakfast. Her sweet pussy, swollen and red after being loved so thoroughly. And he was so… thick, spreading her open for him, the muscles in his sculpted ass tensing with each thrust, his tail jutting out straight behind him. Fiona was beautiful under him, willing and sensual, clinging on like a branch in a storm.

      How it felt to be inside her myself… there is no greater pleasure than to be intimate with one’s fated mate, I am certain of it now. I discovered a deep peace that I think I’ve always sought, and here it was all along.

      “Well, Merry Christmas,” Fiona says as we finish eating. “I got each of you a little gift.”

      Oh, of course. Shathar and I exchange a glance. Our gift! I hid it upstairs, and now is the time.

      First, Fiona brings out two boxes wrapped in brightly colored paper. I did not think to wrap our gift—it is still in the bag the frame came in from the shop. She sets one gift in front of each of us, then returns to the table, waiting eagerly for us to open them.

      I pick mine up first, tearing the paper open to reveal a flat box. Inside is a fine garment, striped every which way in an attractive blue pattern. I withdraw it, revealing a long-sleeved shirt with a folded collar.

      “I thought you’d look nice in it,” Fiona says, bashful. “You seem to care a lot about how you dress, so…”

      “I love it,” I tell her, getting to my feet so I can hold it up and admire it, imagining what it will look like on me. She’s right in that I think it will highlight my best features.

      Fiona grins and I sit back down, holding the shirt close to me.

      Shathar is next to open his gift. Inside is a large book with a picture of many different foods on the front.

      “A cookbook!” Fiona says happily. “This will teach you how to prepare lots of different Earth ingredients. In a pan.”

      Shathar chuckles. “In a pan, indeed. Thank you, Fiona.” He leafs through the book, his smile broad. “There are so many recipes in here. Lots of ingredients I haven’t seen before.”

      “I thought you might like trying out some new things.”

      Now it’s time for our gift. I sprint up the stairs to my bedroom, then open the drawer to pull out the bag. I hurry back down again and slide it across the table toward Fiona.

      “From both of us,” I tell her, which earns a look of surprise.

      “Both of you?” She hums, clearly pleased with this news as she opens the bag. Inside is our picture frame with the two photo booth pictures. When she pulls it out, Fiona goes stock-still. Her gaze is fixed on the frame, and in only a moment, her eyes turn glassy and wet.

      “You guys did this?” she asks us. “Together?”

      Shathar nods. “It was my idea. Khesan paid for it.”

      I raise my fans and smack him on the arm, but he brushes me off.

      “This is so wonderful,” she says, a tear slipping down her cheek. She holds the frame close to her chest. “I love seeing you together like that. You’re both so… handsome.”

      I preen at the compliment. I have to agree that we are a rather good-looking pair of Arshurians.

      “Thank you.” She heads to one of her favorite shelves, the one with the most trinkets on it, and sets the photo there in the front. “It’s perfect.”

      Shathar puts an arm around her shoulders, hugging her against his side. I kiss the top of her head.

      “I’m glad you like it,” I whisper. “I could taste your scent even as we took the photos.”

      Shathar gives me an odd look over her head. “You could as well?”

      “Certainly. She was there with us in spirit.”

      He looks thoughtful, but says nothing.

      I am attached to Fiona all day as we clean up from the party. The house is, unfortunately, a bit of a disaster. There are some spills that no one mentioned, so she spends much of the day cleaning all the carpets in the house.

      I am tasked with the kitchen, which is also a mess, but I handle it in a timely fashion. If the military taught me anything, it is how to clean quickly, efficiently, and well. We were often timed on how fast we could clean our rooms in the barracks, and I always won.

      Fiona says we’ll keep the tree for a few weeks more.

      “It’s a damn fine tree,” she says. “Seems like a shame to throw it away so soon.”

      I agree, as it does bring a certain life to the house.

      And then we’re finished, and we all fall to the couch. The sun is nearly going down, and it’s time for dinner. Shathar has an idea for what to make with the ingredients we have left in the refrigerator, and I agree to help him prepare it. Fiona sits at the kitchen island watching us as we busy about, occasionally getting in each other’s way. When he’s in front of the drawer I want, I simply put my hands on his waist and move him a few inches to one side. His gaze snaps to mine, but he doesn’t rebuke me.

      I did it without thinking, but… it was instinctual to touch him.

      By the time dinner is ready, there’s only one thing I can think about: mating with Fiona again. My very skin is sizzling by the time we’re finished eating, and it’s all I can do not to throw my mate over my shoulder and carry her upstairs.

      Fiona catches me staring at her and giggles. “What is it, Khesan? You’ve been so quiet.”

      “I’m thinking about all of the things I want to do to you.”

      Her brows lift and her lips part. I grin at her reaction. She does not have work for many more days, which means plenty of spare time to copulate and seal our bond.

      Shathar crosses his arms and leans back in his chair. “What sort of things?”

      “Is it any of your concern?” I ask, my fans rising. He merely laughs.

      “I suppose all my questions will be answered later. But this time…” He rises from his chair and walks behind Fiona, sliding his hands over her shoulders as he leans down and speaks into her ear. “This time, I will go first. Warm you up. Make you scream.”

      I can’t argue with his logic, as I went first this morning, but it annoys me that he will likely make her do all of these things.

      He has the nalopo too, after all, and clearly knows how to use them.

      Fiona visibly shivers, and I long to warm her up. Shathar’s hands glide down her arms as I watch, mesmerized. There, he scoops up her breasts in his palms and rubs a thumb where her nipples must be under her “bra.” Fiona leans back in her chair, eyes closing as he gently touches her, and already I’m getting thicker under my jeans.

      But Shathar is intent on teasing her, as much as I’m already longing to strip off these tight pants. He leans down and nuzzles the top of her head as he fondles her, and she lets out a gasp of pleasure.

      I unbutton my jeans, unable to help myself, and bring down the zipper to release my cock. Shathar’s lips curl on one side as he notices me wrap my hand around it.

      “Khesan is eager, isn’t he?” he says to Fiona, squeezing her breasts and then releasing them. “Perhaps we should put on a good show for him.”

      Her eyes open and she smiles, too, when she sees me stroking myself. That sweet smile turns mischievous as she grabs the hem of her shirt and pulls it up, and Shathar assists her in removing it from her arms and neck. Then she reaches behind herself to unclip her bra, letting it fall away from those perfect teardrops. Once she’s bare, Shathar resumes touching her, pinching her nipples and leaning down to kiss her throat. Fiona gasps and her back arches, and I think how beautiful both of them are, sensual and connected.

      What an odd thing, to share a mate with someone. I expected to hate him more, to wish that he would fail, rather than enjoying the sight of him nipping our mate’s neck. My cock is slavering, dripping at the tip for them, as Shathar’s hand trails down to Fiona’s pants.

      “Remove these,” he says in a voice that’s surprisingly commanding. Fiona gets to her feet and strips them off without hesitation, and Shathar shoves the chair out of the way so he can stand behind her, arms wrapped around her. His fingers travel down her belly to the thatch of light-colored fur below it, then he snakes them between her legs.

      Fiona bites her lip as he tests her out. But sitting here and watching is no longer enough for me. If she is wet, I want to touch her, too. I want to lick her the way I did before until she’s crying out and leaking.

      “Shathar.” Both of them pause as I get out of my chair. “I will ready her for you.”

      What am I saying? But that’s what I want to do—to lick her until she is prepared and then watch him slide inside her again.

      Shathar’s brows rise, and he cocks his head, eyes studying me closely. Then he nods and sits on the chair, urging Fiona into his lap.

      “Come here, mate,” he says, patting his thighs. She glances between us, clearly not understanding what I have planned, but she sits anyway. Then Shathar guides her legs apart, revealing her treasure to me.

      My cock throbs at the sight.

      Approaching them, I fall to my knees in front of Fiona, so her pink cunt is positioned in front of my face. All I have to do is lean forward and my tongue swipes over her clit, and the taste is unparalleled.

      The animal in me awakens, ready to devour her.

      I lick harder, faster, my tongue exploring all of her—even inside her tight channel. She is sweet and yet musky, the perfect combination of flavors. I taste mate all over her, and I can’t get enough. I return to the clitoris to tease it further, and soon Fiona is moaning above me, her hips twitching and jerking with the movement of my mouth.

      “I think she is ready,” Shathar says, his voice husky. “Do you want my cock inside you, dear mate?”

      Fiona nods rapidly, her breaths coming in short gasps. “Yes. Please.”

      “Take her,” Shathar says to me, so I lift Fiona off his lap, slinging her thighs over my hips and cradling her under her ass to keep her aloft. Shathar stands quickly, removing his own clothes, until he is naked. Then he sits on the chair, and I bring Fiona back to him.

      None of this makes sense to me, to my rational mind, but all of it makes sense as I do it.

      Now Fiona sits astride Shathar’s hips, facing me, his cock poking up between her thighs. She doesn’t have to be told twice what to do. She places her feet on the floor, lifts herself up, and positions him at the crux of her legs. Then, as his tip weeps for her, she guides him inside.

      I sit back down to watch, stroking myself as Fiona sinks all the way down onto him. She lets out a loud moan, and Shathar grips her hips tightly with his claws. Then she lifts herself back up, and the sight nearly sends me into my own climax.

      Shathar is dripping with her, his cock spreading the lips of her cunt wide open. Then Fiona lowers herself once more, taking him fully inside her. They continue this way, moving slow but precise, until Fiona’s legs start to wobble.

      I must help her.

      Relocating my chair, I sit down right in front of them and Shathar’s eyes fly wide. I reach out, curling my hands under Fiona’s rear, and nod to her.

      “You can stop using your legs now,” I say, then use my own strength to lift her up. Shathar nearly falls out of her, so I make sure to lower her back onto him.

      “Oh!” squeals Fiona as he fills her up again. Together, we lift her into the air, then bring her down over and over until she’s moaning and Shathar’s teeth are bared. I have never seen anything as perfect as this.
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      Fiona

      What is even happening?

      Khesan sits in front of me while Shathar is inside me, and the former’s gaze is intent on mine as he helps Shathar fuck me. Lift, drop, lift, drop—they both have their hands on me, guiding me up and down until I’m little more than a shivering mess. Shathar’s amazing ribbing glides along inside me with every stroke, and I’m almost delirious with it.

      Khesan thumbs my chin, his lips turning up in a smirk. “She is close,” he reports to Shathar.

      “I can feel her getting tighter,” Shathar responds from behind me.

      A wicked look comes over Khesan’s face. He licks his finger, then lowers it down to my clit, which he rubs while Shathar moves inside me. My head falls back to Shathar’s shoulder as they both work me together, his amazing dick shuttling in and out while Khesan’s finger tantalizes and teases, flicking every which way as he winds me up tighter until I’m a toy at the end of a string about to launch.

      “Yes,” growls Shathar, his hips lifting off the chair to drive into me. “Burst for me, Fiona. Shower me, my mate. Unleash everything.”

      All my muscles tighten as my orgasm creeps closer, but Shathar maintains his steady pace, while Khesan goes wild on my clit. It’s exactly what I need to fall over the edge.

      “Ah!” I grip Khesan’s shoulders as it slams into me, bowling me over. Shathar groans behind me as I squeeze down around him, and now he’s fucking me faster, roaring through my climax, lifting me up easily and then driving himself in deeper. I’m so overstimulated that I almost can’t take anymore when he growls low in my ear.

      “Take all of me, little mate,” Shathar says, and then his cock, somehow, gets even bigger. He thrusts into me one last time, curling his arms around my waist as he moans. Khesan slows his assault and sits back in his chair with a self-satisfied look.

      “She didn’t quite scream,” Khesan remarks. “But I can fix that.”

      Oh, right, it’s his turn next. But I need a little breather, so I slump forward into Khesan’s arms, and Shathar gently slips out of me, spilling a surprising amount of cum onto the chair and the floor.

      Oops. We just cleaned that.

      Khesan chuckles as he catches me, then hauls me onto his lap. There, I settle, though his rather hard dick is pressing eagerly at my butt.

      “Was that good?” he asks, licking his fangs. I’m still surprised he touched me while Shathar was inside me. That was a new level of intimacy between them I didn’t expect.

      “Very good,” I say, though the words are a bit slurred. I’m drunk on sex. “Wonderful.”

      Shathar barks a laugh as he gets up to retrieve a paper towel and clean the floor.

      Wow. I’ve never, ever had sex like this before. It’s always hard for me to get there, and a lot of times, people I sleep with give up after a while. But not with these two. It’s like my body is primed for them, ready for them, and they know just what I need.

      After cleaning up, Shathar comes over to fluff my hair and kiss me on the forehead. When I’ve had a few minutes to rest, Khesan picks me up in my entirety.

      I forgot just how big and tall he is—and apparently, strong.

      “Couch,” he says by way of explanation, and carries me out of the kitchen and into the living room.

      There, he gently sets me down on my back and stands to survey his handiwork. His cock is jutting straight out from his slit, and he strokes it as he gazes down at me. His tail winds upward, around my thigh, the tip teasing at my used pussy.

      Shathar comes up behind him, patting his shoulder. “You will hold out better this time. Practice, right?”

      Khesan nods eagerly. I spread my legs as far as I can, and he perches between them, his fans rising on his head in anticipation. Then I sense the head of his cock nudge at my entrance, which I can tell is soaking wet with Shathar’s cum. Khesan groans at just this contact, and he smears it around me, grinding the soft head against my clit before sliding back down again.

      In one smooth motion, he thrusts in. I moan at how good he feels in this position, how those ridges on his cock travel against the roof of my channel, giving me everything I could want and more. Khesan buries himself deep, an animalistic grunt escaping his lips as he finds his seat inside me.

      “Ah, yes,” he mutters. “Right where I’m meant to be.”

      I think the same thing as he lifts my thigh over his arm and goes to town. It’s not fast, just purposeful, his incredible body flexing with every controlled buck of his hips. Khesan grits his teeth as he stares into my eyes, and it’s so intense, so exacting on my soul, that I almost want to look away.

      Is this what it’s like? Is this what they’ve been talking about all along, being fated mates? Because it feels incredible, like Khesan was constructed just for me. He fills me up to the brim each time he pushes in, then those wonderful bumps stimulate everything on their way out.

      I can’t believe I’m about to come again. And I’m going to come hard.

      My nails bite into Khesan’s arm as my body trembles and shivers. I cry out loudly as he changes his angle, and he arches a brow.

      “Is that it?” he asks, doing it again, then again.

      All I can do is nod because the only thing coming out of me is moans. Khesan grins with mischief as he pumps faster, gripping my thighs to keep them spread out in front of him. Now my cries are escalating and I’m a spinning top, unable to stop, and my alien is the only thing keeping me down to earth. I’m shivering all over, the need to release ballooning inside me. Khesan must feel it because a smirk reveals his fangs. Instead of going faster, he strokes deeper, more fully, and stars burst across my vision.

      “Oh fuck, oh fuck,” I chant as my voice rises in volume. I let out a scream as the landslide hits me, and I’m floating in bliss spreading across my entire body. Khesan groans but maintains his powerful, steady thrusting, carrying me higher and higher until I’m screaming even louder. I sense it when I squirt, which never happens unless I’m using a vibrator, and Khesan lets out a strangled moan.

      “Going to fill you up,” he growls as he finally picks up his speed. Every one of my nerves feels like a live wire as he sinks in deep, and I’m so sensitive that I can feel him gush inside me. Khesan crumbles, collapsing on top of me as he gasps for air. When his eyes find mine, my blood courses with happy chemicals, so I hug him close against me. He chuckles as he nuzzles my head.

      I hear a snap, snap and look up to see Shathar standing over us, snapping his claws together.

      “Good work,” he says to Khesan. But all Khesan can do is grunt.

      We lie like that for some time, until at last, Khesan withdraws and sits up on the couch. He puffs out his chest.

      “I hope I pleased you.”

      “Immensely.” I smooth a hand down his muscular abdomen, marveling at the shape of him. “Thank you.”

      Before either of us can stand, Shathar appears, offering a towel. Khesan takes it and mops up both of us, then kisses my knee before getting to his feet. He heads into the kitchen while I lie boneless on the couch, then returns with a tall glass of water.

      “Drink,” he insists, so I do. Then I have to run and pee, which is probably a good thing after getting my pussy absolutely pummeled by two aliens in a row.

      After that, we all curl up on the couch together and put on a mindless show. Before long, I’m asleep on Shathar’s shoulder, and the only thing I remember is a floating sensation as one of my mates carries me up to bed.
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      The next morning is similar to the previous one, the three of us waking up in my bed together. Now that the sex dam has opened, it all comes rushing out in a flood.

      Again, Khesan and Shathar take turns with me, and I’ve never orgasmed so much in my life. I’m not even sure I have any orgasms left once they’re done and our stomachs start grumbling for breakfast.

      “We’d better make a plan,” I say while cooking the French toast.

      “A plan for what?” asks Shathar.

      “Well, I’m home for almost a week before work starts up again. We can’t just hang out at the house having sex twenty-four-seven.”

      Shathar and Khesan exchange a perplexed look, as if that’s exactly what they had in mind.

      “Then there’s the New Year’s show. We should go shopping for that.”

      “What is this ‘show’?” asks Khesan.

      “Like, a musical show. It’s at a special club. There are a few different bands playing, and it’ll go real late.”

      I get excited just thinking about it. This is my favorite annual event. All of us girls head to the Rex-A-Tron, a big warehouse venue under the overpass, and party until two in the morning. I’m even more thrilled to be doing it with Shathar and Khesan this year. I’ve always just found whatever hookup I can, but now I don’t have to go shopping.

      Because I’m married. To two aliens. Who both want to rail me until I’m part of the mattress, and I couldn’t be happier.

      “I’m excited to go wherever you want to go,” says Shathar, brushing a hand over my hip as he passes me in the kitchen. “Your friends are very entertaining.”

      I have to agree.

      That afternoon, we decide to get out of the house and pick out fun outfits for the New Years’ show. I explain that it’s not just any concert. People dress up in outlandish, colorful clothes that look fun under the blacklights and wear lots of soft fuzzy things.

      “Because of the drugs,” I whisper to them as we browse the mall. “It makes you want to touch stuff. Soft stuff is the best.”

      “What ‘drugs’ do you refer to?” asks Shathar as we reach my favorite store, which sells lots of rave gear.

      “It’s called zik. The Frahma brought it with them when they came to Earth and started selling it recently. Recently enough that the government hasn’t had a chance to ban it.” I giggle. “Totally legal, and man, it just… makes you happy. Happy and free. And also snuggly. Lots of cuddling will be involved.”

      I sigh dreamily as we browse for fun accessories. I end up with a fuzzy hat that has floppy dog ears, and Shathar secures a pair of neon green chaps. Khesan decides on a set of matching pink belt and pink collar. He puts on the collar right away.

      “Like this Earth dog that Roth’kar hates, no?” he says, gesturing at my hat with a picture of a dog on the tag. “Now you can lead me around with you, Fiona. Wherever you go, I go too.”

      I love him, Your Honor.

      With a snort, I pull Khesan along by his collar to the checkout counter, and then we’re off.

      It’s so much more fun spending time with my husbands when they get along. Not once has one of them tried to snap off the other’s head, and sometimes they even make conversation without me as they browse for what other fun things we could wear to the party.

      “Don’t buy that,” I hear Khesan say to Shathar as he lifts a leather vest with spangles. “It is, what’s the word? Tacky.”

      Shathar frowns down at it. “You think so?”

      “This would look better.” Khesan grabs a different jacket, this time with a fluffy white collar.

      I don’t interrupt as they compare the two items, smiling to myself. Maybe with time, they could even be friends.

      When we’re all done and my alien husbands have been gawked at by enough store clerks, we’re off. We stop by the grocery store, and they already know where to go and what to get. Shathar, to my surprise, has brought along his cookbook, and picks out items from recipes he’s already marked with sticky notes.

      I could get used to this kind of life. But then I remember: it’s not going to last forever. We only have a few weeks left.

      Squeezing my eyes closed, I shake my head to try to banish that thought. I can’t go down that path. No, I’m going to enjoy what I have for now and make the most of it.
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      Shathar

      It is a wonderful few days with Fiona, not having to share her with her job. We go out to dinner one night with Amara, Roth’kar, and Marguerite, and I’m reminded again of plans for Roth’kar’s friend Zono, who is intended to take my spot in the basement after the trial marriage is over.

      My certainty that I will be the one chosen at the end of this has vanished. Now there is no way to know who Fiona will decide to keep. All I can do is try my hardest, to show her what life with me could be like, and hope.

      “Maybe it’s a sign,” Fiona says as they discuss plans for Zono. “Maybe you two should move into my room with me.”

      Khesan’s head and mine jerk up at the same time.

      “We all sleep in my bed anyway,” Fiona goes on.

      “Really?” asks Amara, clearly thrilled by this pronouncement. “Wow. Didn’t see that one coming.”

      “It is easiest,” Khesan says. “My bed is too small. And I do not want to miss out on a single night with Fiona.”

      My hand curls into a fist under the table. Neither do I. And if that means sharing with Khesan, then so be it. Besides, we have become a good team when it comes to pleasing our mate. She sings for us at least twice a day, and no one walks away unsatisfied. It is, though I hate to admit it, a good arrangement. Her happiness is the sun in my day. And I enjoy watching them, even when I’m not involved. Khesan is a large Arshurian, with good musculature, and the flexing of his body as he claims Fiona reminds me of an old painting. If I had to share with anyone, I suppose he is as good an option as any. Due to his military training, he has a cooperative nature, and it comes out often when we are trying a new position. He always wants to step in and assist, even when it comes to me fucking our mate.

      Sometimes, at moments like that, he touches me by accident—and wherever his scales meet mine… I remember it for hours afterward. What if he touched me elsewhere? What would I do?

      We bid our friends goodnight. Of course, once we are inside the front door of Fiona’s house, Khesan drags her into his arms and ravishes her with his mouth.

      I laugh at him. “The youngling is always so eager.”

      “It’s fresh matehood,” says Khesan, who does back away long enough to let Fiona put down her purse. “Not that I think my hunger for you will ever fade.”

      He kisses her again, and I watch as she returns it. We are lucky to have been given a lusty mate.

      I leave them alone to take off my shoes and head into the kitchen for ice cream. It is my favorite Earth food by far, this frozen dessert, which both Khesan and Fiona find odd when it’s so cold outside. I don’t see what the outside temperature has to do with it, though. Ice cream would be good in any weather.

      As I eat, I watch Khesan kissing Fiona, his hands traveling all over her, admiring the shape of them. How they move together is fascinating, her arms curled behind his neck, her body pressing against his, his tail looping around her ankle. They are beautiful.

      “What are you looking at, Shathar?” asks Khesan as they part.

      I shrug, eating my ice cream. “Two attractive creatures showing off for me.”

      Even Fiona looks surprised, and I realize what I’ve said.

      “You think so, hmm?” She waggles her eyebrows at me. “Well… I have an idea. But it would require the two of you being, hmm, somewhat familiar with each other.”

      Fiona comes into the room with her hands crossed shyly in front of her. I perk up, curious.

      “What is your idea, little mate?” I lean down to kiss her nose. Her cheeks turn pink.

      Khesan perches on the kitchen island, also listening closely. “What is on your mind, Fiona?”

      “Well, there’s this one thing I’ve always wanted to do.” She rubs the back of her head as she looks down at the floor. “You know. In bed.”

      This is the type of “in bed” where she means sex, not sleeping. It’s hard to tell sometimes.

      “What sort of thing?” I ask her encouragingly. I want to know how I might fulfill my part in the fantasy she’s dreaming up. “What have you wanted to try? I am sure Khesan and I can figure it out.”

      He nods in agreement.

      Fiona wrings her hands together, and she is typically not so shy about asking for what she wants, so I am extra curious.

      “Well, I thought that maybe…” She coughs into her hand, like she’s not sure if she should continue. “There’s two of you. And I have two, you know. Places. You guys could… one in each…” She trails off, obviously humiliated by what she’s asking. “You could have sex with me at the same time.”

      My eyes jump to Khesan’s, and we are both clearly stunned by her proposal.

      “In your ass?” asks Khesan.

      “Y-y-yes,” Fiona manages, covering her face. “I’m sorry, that’s gross, I’m sure you wouldn’t⁠—”

      “Do not assume what we would or wouldn’t like.” I place a gentle hand on her shoulder. “I’ve heard of this act done, so it is not a foreign concept to me.”

      Khesan nods in agreement. “My close friends were bonded males, and it is common for them. I am not offended by you asking, Fiona.”

      She removes her hands from her eyes and lifts her head. “Really? Well, then, would you be… interested? In trying it?”

      My slit parts at the mere suggestion.

      “Most certainly,” I say, at the same time Khesan answers, “Of course!”

      Fiona gapes at us. “You’re sure? At the same time?”

      I shrug. “I have been closer to Khesan’s cock in the last week than I have any other Arshurian’s in my life, so I am not bothered.”

      He nods in agreement. “If it would please you, I am happy to do it.”

      “Oh, wow.” Fiona’s blue eyes get big and glassy. “Thank you. I’ve never, you know, taken someone there, but I want to try.”

      I nod in understanding. “Then we will proceed slowly, yes?” I glance at Khesan, and he affirms it.

      “Who would you like to fit where?” He sidles up behind her and slips his arms around her waist. “Do you have a preference?”

      She squeaks. “I hadn’t thought that far ahead.”

      “Whichever of us is smaller, that’s who ought to take her ass,” I tell Khesan. “Make it as easy for Fiona as possible.”

      He nods in agreement, then squints like I’ve just insulted him. “Do you mean me?”

      “We both know I have a somewhat larger girth. It is no insult to you.”

      He grumbles, but seems to agree.

      It’s settled. Fiona assures us that she has plenty of lubricant, and we both agree to take it one small step at a time.

      “I’ve done a little bit of butt stuff,” she says as we head up the stairs. “Butt plugs and things like that.” I do not know what a butt plug is. “But never a whole, you know. Penis.”

      “I understand,” says Khesan, pushing open the bedroom door for us. “It may take a few attempts. We might not get there tonight. But I am invested in trying.”

      Fiona smiles up at him, and I do have to agree it was the right thing to say.

      “Thanks, guys. I’m excited.”

      I am thrilled, too, for the chance to be inside her again and perhaps explore something that will make our mate sing even louder.

      First, since we know she can accept me easily in her vagina, we will work on getting Khesan to fit into her plump rear. Fiona retrieves a set of butt plugs from a drawer.

      “I’ve only made it to this one,” she says, gesturing at the middle of the three. It is not near Khesan’s size, though.

      Hmm. This may prove challenging.

      Fiona retreats to the bathroom to prepare herself while Khesan and I gather in the bedroom to meet her. When she comes back, she blushes as she props herself up on her hands and knees on the bed, the two of us squatting behind her. I think she is embarrassed, so I rub her pale butt, smiling at her as she watches us over her shoulder.

      “If I know anything about fitting into tight spots, it’s that one must relax,” I say. I mimic breathing in, then exhaling deeply, and Fiona does the same. Khesan picks up the bottle of lube that’s been set out on the bedside table and squirts some onto the first plug, slathering it all over. I spread Fiona’s soft cheeks, pleased to see her cunt already pulsing with her excitement.

      Khesan pushes the tip of the plug into her small asshole gently, and Fiona gasps as she opens just a fraction for it. But it’s clear she’s tight, because it’s not long before the plug stops. He frowns down at it, so I sigh and take it from him.

      “A little at a time,” I say, pushing the tip in, then waiting before trying again. It sinks in deeper on each attempt, until I have it nearly all the way inside her. Fiona lets out a moan as I squeeze it in fully.

      There, it sticks.

      “Oh!” She trembles. “That’s… nice.”

      “Good. Then we will let it stay like that until you are ready for the next one. It will take some time to open you.”

      Khesan strokes Fiona’s hair, and I kiss her rear end as we wait. The awkwardness fades the longer we’re all together this way, and Fiona’s anxiety seems to ease.

      After a few minutes, I glance over at the set of plugs, eyeing the third one. “Can you take more?”

      Fiona nods. “I think so.”

      I point at the third plug, and Khesan picks it up, covering it in lube. I remove the plug inside Fiona gently, but it still makes her twitch and gasp as I work it out of her. Khesan and I trade, so now I’m armed with the larger one, lube glinting in the light.

      “Remember to breathe,” I tell Fiona as I bring the pointed tip of the plug to her tiny hole. She nods and does as I ask, exhaling deeply before inhaling again. I press it in, and she’s warmed up enough that it slides in partway on my first attempt.

      “Oh!” Fiona grips the blankets in her hands.

      “Does it hurt?” Khesan asks, worried.

      “No, no. It’s…” She shudders. “It’s good.”

      Bolstered by this admission, I slip it deeper. After some soft cajoling, Fiona opens, her puckered hole parting for the plug. I almost groan as it sinks into her, imagining it’s me or Khesan, instead.

      “Wow.” Fiona’s shoulders curl. “That’s kind of amazing.”

      Khesan looks pleased as I work the plug inside her. We have to pause a few times to let Fiona breathe and relax, but soon, it’s all the way in, stopped from going in any deeper due to the wide base.

      “How is that?” Khesan asks, lying down beside her to get a good look at her face.

      “It’s tight,” Fiona says. “But good. I don’t know if I can do anything bigger, though. It’s so much.”

      I pat her rump. “Then this is as far as we have to go tonight, if that’s all you want.” I am thirsting for her, but I will keep myself under control until she’s ready.

      “Can you, um…” She looks over her shoulder at me again, her face bright red. “Can we have sex like this?”

      My grin must be enormous, because she shyly smiles back.

      “I would be delighted.”

      She beckons Khesan closer as I get into position behind her, and she sinks her mouth down on him. Sliding into Fiona while she is stuffed with the plug is as glorious a sensation as there could possibly be. She’s so tight that my spine goes as taut as a string as I push the head of my cock inside her, and then I almost can’t fit the rest.

      Fiona lets out an impressively loud moan, despite Khesan filling her mouth.

      “Holy shit,” she manages, her arms shaking like they’re ready to give out under her. I continue to go slowly, working myself in a fraction of an inch at a time, until at last I’m fully sheathed inside her, and I can feel the plug with every stroke.

      It is not difficult to make her orgasm this way, and I’m not far behind her.
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      Khesan

      Perhaps, after the preparation we did last night, tonight will be the night. I am entranced with all of Fiona’s… orifices. I want to learn and know every part of her, and this will be yet another experience on our journey to fully understanding each other.

      Even better, I get to be her first time there. I relish the idea of finding yet another new way to please my mate.

      Before we eat dinner, though, Shathar stops Fiona.

      “What if you put in your plug now?” he asks her, smirking at me. I grin back. This is a good idea. “Then we leave it in until later, so you’re good and warmed up for Khesan.”

      The way he says my name in that low voice makes my tail stick straight out behind me.

      “That’s a fun idea.” Fiona squeezes his hand, her radiance filling the room. “Let’s go get it.”

      This time, I bend Fiona over the couch as Shathar retrieves the lube and the plug. He lathers it up and works it inside her, making her moan. Then it’s locked in, and Fiona shivers as she rises back to her feet.

      As we cook around each other, Fiona occasionally stops to close her eyes, and I think she is aroused. Good. She can imagine what it will feel like when I’m inside her. I make sure to kiss her shoulder as I pass by, and squeeze her rump. She giggles and swats at me, and Shathar snorts as he watches us.

      “You are like children,” he says, but it’s not mean-spirited.

      After dinner, Fiona takes some time in the bathroom to ready herself. Meanwhile, Shathar prepares the pillows on the bed, then removes his clothes, tossing them to the floor haphazardly. Shooting him an irritated look, I strip mine off next, folding and neatly placing them on the dresser.

      He rolls his eyes before straightening his clothes, too.

      When Fiona emerges, she’s gloriously naked, and I just want to eat her up. I want to bring her inside myself so I never have to let her go, so she’s never alone. Heat rises in my belly, and my cock is already hearing the call as she climbs onto the bed. She hovers there, slightly uncertain, until Shathar loops his arms around her and brings her into his lap.

      “This will be pleasurable,” he assures her. “It may be uncomfortable at first…”

      “I know.” Her mouth thins into a determined line. “I’ll be okay.”

      “And you’ll tell me if it’s not?” I kneel in front of her and trace a thumb over her lips. They part as she inhales sharply.

      “I will.”

      “Good.” I kiss her, tasting her sweet mouth and then continuing my kisses down her body. I tongue her nipple, then suck on it the way I imagine a human offspring might, and she delights in this. Her hands tangle in my hair, which emboldens me, and I reach down to rub her lovely clitoris next.

      What I don’t expect is Shathar’s cock to be proudly jutting up between her legs. We both jolt when I touch it, and I quickly retract my hand. When I glance up, he has his eyes narrowed, but he doesn’t pull away or dress me down.

      I suppose it’s inevitable that we’ll touch each other if we’re going to do this at the same time. Then the mate scent overwhelms my nose, and I am more than ready to proceed.

      Fiona positions herself on the bed, her ass in the air in front of me. Shathar kneels beside me to assist. Below the base of the plug, her pussy is pink and glistening. I reach between her thighs to rub the pad of my finger over her clit, then slowly, withdraw the plug. She whimpers as it’s removed.

      “Don’t worry,” I murmur to her, opening the bottle of lube and coating the pointed tip of my cock in it, before dousing the rest of my nalopo. For additional good measure, I drip a few drops onto her ass, too. Then I shuffle into position and wrap my hand around myself, guiding the tip to the tiny star between her perfect, pert cheeks.

      Then, I push in.

      “Slow,” Shathar urges me when Fiona tenses up. I nod in understanding and pull back before trying again. Her hole opens slightly, just enough that I can push more of my head through.

      “Oh!” cries Fiona, her hips twitching under me. “How about that.”

      “Is it all right?” I ask her, withdrawing slightly.

      She nods rapidly. “It’s okay.”

      Shathar nods to me, so I push in again, farther this time. Now I am probably as wide as the largest plug, and we have not yet reached my nalopo. I hope that she can take me.

      When her ass parts for the broadest part of my cockhead, she lets out a sharp cry, and I freeze.

      “Wow,” she moans, gripping the blankets tightly. “That’s… a lot.”

      I stay there, panting with my own self-restraint as she adjusts to me. It is hard not to simply bury myself in her, as warm and tight as she is, but I know I must exercise caution.

      “Do you need a rest?” asks Shathar, petting her hair.

      Fiona shakes her head. “No, I’m going to do this. I can take it.”

      I nod in understanding. I think she can, too.

      “This is the widest part,” I assure her, “and then it will be easy.”

      I don’t know that for certain, as I have never been in her position before, but if I say it in a way that sounds true, perhaps she will relax.

      Taking a breath, I press in farther, and Fiona lurches under me as I fit the entire head through. I fall still like that, letting her breathe.

      “Is it all right?” I ask.

      “I think so. It’s intense.”

      “Take all the time you need,” says Shathar, shooting me a look. But he doesn’t have to tell me.

      After a few moments where Fiona exhales deeply, at last, she relaxes.

      “Okay,” she says. “Try again.”

      This time, when I shove in deeper, her back bows and her breath comes short. Now I’m sheathed up to the first ridge of my nalopo, and Fiona lets out a moan. I stop where I am, in case it was a moan of pain, but Fiona glances at me over her shoulder.

      “That felt good, Khesan.”

      I preen, because that’s what I want to hear. I want to please her, and so I repeat the same motion as before, now burying myself up to my second nalopo.

      “It’s way easier now,” she says with a relieved sigh.

      “Does it hurt?” I ask.

      “N-no. It was uncomfortable at first, but… now it’s good.”

      That’s what I want to hear. I reel my hips back and then glide into Fiona again, whisked along by the lube, until I reach the widest part of my cock. Fiona interrupts herself with a gasp, and I stay there without moving.

      Shathar tucks some of Fiona’s hair behind her ear. “You’re doing wonderfully, taking Khesan’s cock there.”

      She tightens around me at his praise, and I have to keep a handle on my need to start fucking her. Breathing through my nose, I keep it slow and intentional, pushing in until I am nearly all the way inside.

      Fiona sags against the bed. “Holy shit,” she mutters. “That’s actually… really good.”

      I grin wickedly. I knew we could discover a new and exciting thing this way.

      Now that I’ve opened her for me, I pull back out and then push in again, as gently as possible. Fiona arches her back and lets out a curse that is clearly a curse of pleasure.

      “Fiona,” says Shathar, “do you want to try both of us at the same time?”

      Fiona tightens again, and I slow my movement inside her.

      “Oh yes.” She lifts her rear, which has the delightful effect of bringing me even further into her. I grip her ass in my claws, trying not to lose control. Still, I can’t help drawing my hips back and then plunging in, and Fiona lets out a strangled moan.

      “H-how do we do it?” she asks as I pause again.

      Shathar studies us, stroking his jaw. Then he leans back against the headboard, cock sticking straight up between his thighs, and gives her a welcoming gesture.

      Taking a few deep breaths to steady myself, I work myself out of her ass with caution, and Fiona sags as I leave her. I help her up to a sitting position, and then lead her into Shathar’s lap.

      “I think it will be easiest if he is first,” I tell her, and Fiona nods in understanding. She straddles him with her thighs, and Shathar’s lips spread into a fang-filled grin as she wraps her hand around his cock and guides him inside her.

      They both groan in unison. Now I am particularly hungry to be inside my mate again, but I will wait until she’s ready for me.

      I watch with keen interest as Fiona rises to her knees, then sinks down, taking all of Shathar. Soon, he is glistening with her moisture, and I lick my lips.

      “What about… like this?” Fiona asks, slowing her movements. She leans forward against Shathar, lying almost on his chest. This position perfectly exposes her rear to me, and I nod feverishly in answer.

      “This will be perfect.”

      I seat myself behind her on my knees, and her ass is still open from my earlier explorations. Below that, Shathar is buried to the hilt, and I did not consider how much contact the two of us would have while doing this with her.

      Ah, well. Perhaps it won’t be so bad.

      I line myself up, then remember to squirt more lube onto my cock. Fiona glances at me over her shoulder, her eyes wide and her lips parted, as I once again squeeze the head inside her tight hole.

      Immediately, she cries out, and I halt.

      “Holy shit,” she moans. “There’s so… much of you!”

      Ah, I understand now. With Shathar filling up her cunt, there’s not as much room. I will have to start slow again, as much as my instincts beg me to slam into her.

      “Don’t worry,” I murmur, smoothing my hand over her rear. “We will take it slow, like I promised.”

      I start over at the beginning again, giving her just the tip, then working my way in deeper one fraction at a time. She is immensely tight, far tighter than before, and I can feel Shathar through her walls. He is thick, and we are squashed together as we both try to fit inside at the same time.

      I’ve never experienced a bliss like this one.

      In Shathar’s arms, Fiona shivers and moans as I work my way back in, until we are once again at the thickest part of my cock.

      “Here it is,” I murmur to her, taking care as I ease in. “Are you ready?”

      “Yes!” Fiona’s voice comes out strangled. “Please, Khesan!”

      Driven by her begging, I press all the way through, seating my nalopo inside her. And how glorious she feels, with Shathar’s cock stretching her so tight that she squeezes me against him. It’s incredible, feeling the ridging of his nalopo through her.

      Fiona buckles forward when I’m sheathed all the way, and Shathar puts his arms around her to comfort her.

      “How does it feel?” he asks, stroking her back.

      She trembles. “Unbelievable.”

      Over her shoulder, Shathar catches my eye. “Shall we?”

      I nod in agreement, and then we both start to move.
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      Fiona

      Holy fuck, holy fuck, holy fuck. I can barely breathe as both Shathar and Khesan slide out slightly, then glide back in unison. My entire body feels like it’s going to combust, and they’ve only just started.

      I don’t know how it worked, but it worked. Now here I am, speared on my two alien husbands’ ribbed cocks, unsure how I’m going to survive the bursts of sensation spreading to every part of me as they both fuck me.

      I might die, or burst into flames, or perhaps explode into a million pieces—or maybe all three at once. Who knows. Hard to say.

      Shathar holds me closer to him as I shake like a leaf in a windstorm. I’m crying out with every thrust, those amazing ridges of theirs dragging along the inside of me as they move in tandem.

      Without a doubt, I am the luckiest woman alive.

      I grip Shathar’s biceps hard, my nails probably biting into his scales, but I can’t help it. It’s like I’m no longer in control of my body. No, now I’m a single exposed nerve, and I think I would have orgasmed already if I could, but it’s like a thousand orgasms at once are trying to burrow through a small channel. If I orgasm now, the whole world will end.

      It happens anyway. I scream, my muscles tightening, my holes all pulsing and throbbing at once, and both Shathar and Khesan moan. But they keep going, and I’m so full of pure stimulus that I wonder if my brain might crack open like an egg.

      “Shh,” Shathar says, slowing the steady pumping of his hips. “Do you need us to slow down?”

      I nod my head, unable to speak, and Khesan must get the message because he, too, comes to a stop. Both of them wait as the fog of my climax clears.

      I’ve never felt anything like this… this fullness. My reality has been altered in a single night, and I’ll never be the same again.

      Shathar smiles down at me, slicking some sweat away from my forehead. “How do you feel, little mate?”

      I nod quickly. “Y-yes. I’m fine. We… we can start again.”

      Khesan gets the message immediately. Now that I’ve come once, it’s easier to accept him as he picks up his pace, clearly eager and horny himself. Shathar joins him, and strangely, where I expected this act to be somewhat awkward, my lovers move in perfect synchronicity—as if they are just as tuned in to each other’s movements as they are to mine.

      It isn’t long before another, even bigger orgasm is creeping up on me, and now I’m certain I’m simply going to pass away from the onslaught.

      What a way to go out.

      I grab Shathar even tighter and my scream fills up the room as they fuck me, and now, Khesan is muttering and slamming into me faster, harder. Shathar’s eyelids drop to half mast and his mouth falls open. As I’m swept under and thrown against the rocks of my pleasure, I feel him swell, and then Khesan, too.

      Yep. We all just came at once. How there’s room for that? I have no idea.

      I gasp, collapsing to Shathar’s belly, and his chest is heaving. Khesan lets out a tortured noise as we shift, but he is gentle in withdrawing from my very sensitive behind.

      “Holy shit,” I mutter as, at last, I feel empty again. That is a bizarre sensation.

      Khesan tumbles to the bed beside us, then turns onto his side facing Shathar and me. It is very intimate, but neither of them seems to notice.

      “Vakha,” Khesan says, stroking my back so I can feel the tickle of his claws. “That was incredible, Fiona. I have never experienced a pleasure like that before.”

      I giggle. “Me neither.”

      Eventually, Shathar slips out of me, and I roll over to fall to the bed between them. That was so intense, I have residual shivers.

      “Thanks, you guys,” I tell them, taking Shathar’s and Khesan’s hands in mine. “For doing that with me.”

      “I would do anything with my mate,” says Shathar, kissing my temple.

      Khesan squeezes my fingers. “It was the opposite of a chore.”

      I grin at both of them, melting with joy that we can all be together like this. That I can have everything I want, all in one place.

      I wish it could stay like this forever. But Marguerite was right—Earth law says I can only keep one. How am I supposed to decide when I’m falling in love with both of them?

      As Shathar and Khesan both drift into sleep, I lay awake, trying to push this thought into the back of my mind where it belongs. That decision isn’t today. If I go down that path, I’ll never get to enjoy what I have with them now, and now is what matters.

      We’ll cross the next bridge when we come to it, right?
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      Unfortunately, I ache quite a bit the next day. Wow, I didn’t know you could hurt there. I guess I’m not surprised, but I tell them I’m going to need a bit of time to recover.

      “We will resume taking turns, then,” pronounces Khesan.

      I like that approach, too.

      It’s New Year’s Eve, which means Rex-A-Tron. I can’t wait. We get out of bed late, then drag our feet cooking and eating and doing the other chores like shoveling the driveway. It snowed last night, and Khesan and Shathar are still amazed by the powdery white stuff.

      “I enjoyed that quite a lot,” Khesan says when he’s done clearing off the front walk. “Fascinating, so much water that it must be shoveled. Can you imagine having so much water on Arshur, Shathar?”

      Shathar shakes his head in wonder.

      Finally, it’s time to get ready. We all hustle to our separate rooms to put on our new outfits for the show tonight, and then filter down to the living room as we finish. Khesan is, unsurprisingly, the last to arrive. His pink belt and collar look stellar, and his crop top exposes his midriff.

      “Hot.” I creep over to him and then wrap my arms around his neck. “I like you like this. Kind of… effeminate, maybe?”

      Khesan cocks his head. “Well, there is no gendered dress on Arshur,” he says. “I can change if you like.”

      “No!” I stop him with a firm hand on his arm. “Absolutely not. I love it. He looks good, right, Shathar?”

      Shathar blinks. “Oh. Um, yes. He does.”

      It surprises me. I thought for sure he would deflect or perhaps try to put down Khesan. Instead, his cheeks turn a bluish-purple, and then he quickly says, “Shall we go?”

      “Sure thing.” I wink at Shathar as I call up a car and we all head to the door.

      “Aliens!” says the driver when he arrives. “Sweet. Never seen an alien before. One of you green guys want to sit up front?”

      Shathar sighs. “I will sit in front.”

      “It’s all right,” says Khesan. “I am better with questions than you are.”

      Shathar doesn’t disagree, so we all take our places in the car. Sure enough, the driver is chock-full of curiosity.

      “You have tails,” he says, awed. “What brought you to Earth?”

      Khesan nods at me in the back seat. “The Galactic Matching Program. We are both married to her.”

      Shathar nods in agreement.

      “Wait, so both of you are her husbands?” the driver asks, mystified.

      “Indeed. For now.” Khesan’s neck bends as he says it. “There is a thirty-day trial period.”

      “Whoa. Like a reality show. What happens at the end? Are y’all going to stay married?”

      “That is the hope,” Khesan says. His eyes go to mine in the rearview mirror. “That we will be together forever.”

      My heart skips in my chest.

      The driver asks even more questions, which Khesan happily answers, and his honesty is a little too much. Rex-A-Tron is pumping music when the car drops us off out front and the driver eagerly speeds off. On the curb, I pull out my phone and dial Amara’s number.

      “Almost there,” she says when she picks up. “Marguerite said she just arrived. Oh, and my friend Kendall’s coming.”

      Right. Amara’s work buddy. I know what she looks like, but I don’t have her number, so I text Marguerite with our location and then wait. She finds us moments later, even though the place is already filling up fast inside and out.

      “Margie!” I throw myself at her, wrapping her up in a hug.

      She pats me as we break apart. “We should get inside while we can.” Then she notices what Khesan and Shathar are wearing, and her stern mask falls for a moment. “Wow, you guys look great.”

      Both of them preen, their fans expanding, and I laugh. “They do look perfect for tonight, don’t they?”

      “You’re a lucky woman, Fi.”

      We get in line to head inside, and we’re not even to the ID check area when Amara texts that she and Roth’kar have arrived. The place is stuffed to the gills with people, but at least I know Rex-A-Tron is huge inside. There will be two shows going on at once—loud, upbeat music in one hall, and slower, lo-fi music in the other. There’s also a calm room, where only soft music plays, and people go to relax and take a breather. It’s full of pillows and my favorite place to chill out between sets to recalibrate.

      At last, we’re let in. The doors open and the music washes over us, and both Shathar and Khesan grab one of my hands at the same time.

      “Don’t worry!” I call out to them over the music, then fish around in my favorite fanny pack for earplugs. I pull out a pair for each of them, then demonstrate putting some in my ears. Khesan and Shathar mimic me, and then Shathar’s face visibly relaxes.

      “It is very loud!” he calls over the music, and I laugh.

      “Yep! That’s the idea.”

      We head to the bar to wait for the others to arrive, and that’s where Marguerite brings out the goods: a little pillbox that opens to reveal a few brown crumbs of zik. It tastes like ass, but it works, so I won’t complain.

      She hands me a small bit, and then passes one to Shathar and Khesan, too.

      “You guys don’t have to take it,” I tell them as I eat mine. “Totally up to you. I think you’ll have a good time no matter what.”

      “If you are doing it, then so am I,” says Khesan. He tosses back the zik, then makes a disgusted face. I pass him a cup of water while Shathar looks down at the crumb in his fingers.

      “What does it do?” he asks.

      “Makes you feel happy. Carefree. But also…” I lean in toward his ear. “It makes you want to touch. And fuck.”

      Shathar’s eyes widen, and then a big grin comes over his face before he pops the crumb in his mouth.

      I think we’re going to have a good time tonight.

      After obtaining our cups of water, which cost a few dollars each, Amara, Roth’kar, and Kendall appear. Roth’kar takes a bit of zik, too, and makes the same grossed-out face.

      “Worth it,” says Amara as we wade into the crowd.

      Now, at last, my husbands can see what I meant about wearing lots of white and bright colors as the blacklight hits us. People all around are wearing fun outfits and showing lots of skin. The pounding music fills up my bones, and I can’t help it as I start dancing. I grab Khesan and Shathar’s hands to bring them in, and they, too, start to move.

      “But please don’t do the weird dance!” I call out to them over the frantic beat.

      “Weird dance?” Shathar’s brow creases. “The mating dance?”

      “That one!” I laugh. “I’m sorry, but you can do it for me in private, okay?”

      Khesan smirks. “I think she is embarrassed of us,” he says to Shathar, elbowing him. Shathar snorts in return.

      “I think you’re right.”

      As if just to rub it in, they both start doing the dance, and I want to die on the spot. Luckily, everyone around us is too busy dancing wildly, too, and so they don’t notice my alien husbands holding the world’s most bizarre performance of Footloose.

      It isn’t long before the zik sets in. I sense when the lights become brighter and more colorful, and all my skin feels perfectly warm. My mood lifts even more, and I feel like I could fly with Shathar and Khesan on either side of me, our hands linked together. Amara and Roth’kar are grinding nearby, gazing into each other’s eyes lovingly, and I think they’re feeling it, too.

      Marguerite, though, has been quiet. She typically keeps to herself and doesn’t often dance with strangers, but tonight, there’s something off. I slip away from my husbands to put an arm around her shoulder.

      “How are you?” I ask.

      Marguerite jumps at first, then sighs and leans into me. “I’m fine.”

      “Really?”

      Her shoulders slump. “I don’t know. It used to be, you know… You and me and Amara. But now she has Roth’kar. And you have those jokers.” She turns her head away, and I know it’s the zik working that she’s even telling me this at all. “Heh. Maybe I should apply for an alien husband, too.”

      I shrug. “Why not? You might get lucky.”

      She scoffs. “And be forced to choose, like you? No thanks.”

      It hits me in the gut. I have been diligent about not thinking too hard about what comes at the end.

      Marguerite sees the look on my face, and her expression softens. “I’m sorry.”

      “No, you’re right.” I swallow hard, trying not to head down a bad road while on drugs at a rave. “I will have to choose.”

      “But not tonight, right?” She pats me on the shoulder apologetically. “Go have fun. Enjoy your time with them. Make it count.”

      I nod and force a smile. But she’s right.

      This will all come to an end, probably sooner than I think.
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      Shathar

      While Fiona talks with her friend Marguerite some feet away, I dance. And dance. It takes over me, this need to move, to feel, to dream. I am liquid, one with this wild, frenetic music, and I hope it never ends.

      Karakka. This is good stuff that Fiona gave us.

      Khesan stands beside me, also enjoying himself without speaking. He whirls, twists, and turns in a way that’s joyous and without a care. His youth shines through in moments like these. He is free, and I remember how that feels, to be free. His more muscular body is visible with his short shirt, each muscle flexing as he moves. It was like this last night, as well, when I watched him behind Fiona, his abdomen rippling with each thrust of his hips.

      I could even feel him inside her, and I didn’t mind. It is a strange thing that we have both mate bonded with the same woman. It seems to have eroded many walls between us.

      I wish Fiona would return, as all I want is to throw my arms around her and hug her. I want to hug her, and then kiss her, and then drink some more water, I think. But my eyes are fixated on Khesan’s body now, how easily he moves it, and I lick my lips.

      I wonder what Khesan would taste like.

      “Yes, Shathar?” he calls over the music, smirking. “You have been in one place for some time.”

      “Sorry.” I tear my eyes away and start dancing again.

      Khesan just laughs. “It is making me feel strange, too, don’t worry.”

      “Good strange?”

      He nods. “Good strange. And you?”

      “Good strange.”

      This time, his smile is genuine, and the same hands that wanted to touch Fiona all over are now, quite suddenly, seeking him out. I brush a palm over his exposed belly, and Khesan’s yellow eyes fly to mine.

      Quickly, I retract my hand and step away, not sure what came over me. Fiona has moved even farther off as she talks to Marguerite, but the scent of mate is still strong in my nose. It’s so strong, in fact, that I start to get hard.

      Khesan cocks his head as he comes to a stop. “What are you doing?”

      “I don’t know.” I swallow, putting distance between us. “I need water.”

      He studies me for a moment longer, but doesn’t press the issue of my touching him. “Then let’s get water.”

      We wander off together toward the bar. Fiona gave us each a few dollars in Earth money so we could buy things for ourselves tonight, and I use a lot of it on a single cup. But the cool liquid feels incredible going down my throat, and Khesan and I both chug ours at record speed.

      Then we navigate back to the music hall to find Fiona again. We manage to locate Roth’kar, as he is tall and his purple-blue antennae are easy to spot.

      “Where is Fiona?” I ask Amara.

      She shrugs. “Sorry. Don’t know. She and Marguerite might have gone to the calm room.”

      In that case, perhaps they need time alone. Khesan moves like he’s going to find her, but I grab his arm to stop him.

      “She will return when she’s ready,” I assure him.

      We resume dancing, and now he is watching me, too. We dance closer, as if some force beyond my control is pulling us together, and I can’t help thinking how good his waist looks bare, how much I appreciate the way his large pectorals fill out his shirt. I have not found many other male Arshurians attractive before, but Khesan is a fearsome opponent in that arena.

      It is hard not to imagine that Fiona will choose him. He is good to look at and soft toward her. He cleans and cooks, and I know he would make a fine husband.

      “Shathar?” asks Khesan, stepping closer to me in the throng. “You look concerned.”

      I shake my head. “It’s nothing.”

      But now we are even closer together, and the scent of mate is getting stronger. Khesan sets a hand on my shoulder and strokes it with surprising tenderness.

      “I’m sure she is fine,” he says, misinterpreting my expression.

      But that is not what I worry about. I worry about how this will end, the pain that I’ll endure when I’m sent home to Arshur.

      I shrug him off, feeling sorry for myself. But Khesan remains close, tilting his head to peer into my face.

      “Something else bothers you,” he remarks over the pounding of the music.

      “It is fine.” I breathe out and then in through my nose to calm my heart. I ought to enjoy this moment as much as I can, because who knows how long it will last.

      “Turn around,” says Khesan in a bossy voice. Taken off guard, I do as I’m told, showing him my back. Clawed hands find my shoulders, and Khesan’s strong fingers dig into the muscle there. His touch is warm, firm, and yet somehow soft. My whole body sags as he presses down with his thumbs, working the tension out of me. He does this for what feels like many, many minutes, simply showing me kindness.

      Then Khesan leans down so his mouth is very close to my ear. “Feel any better?”

      “Yes,” I breathe, my whole body feeling much, much hotter than a moment ago. “I do.”

      His hands smooth down my back and then he releases me. Immediately, I miss his touch. But now we are dancing much closer together, both of us moving feverishly in time with the music, and for just this night, I can forget how it all ends.

      This time, Khesan’s hand lands on me—on my hip, above the tie of my neon green chaps. He doesn’t move it, though, and I wish I knew what it meant.

      Then Fiona rejoins us, but she is alone.

      “Where is Marguerite?” I ask, peering around.

      “Resting. She’ll join us soon. After the show, would you two mind if we went to her house? She’s going to have an afterparty.”

      I am not sure what this “afterparty” is, but I can glean the intention. We both nod in agreement and welcome Fiona into our dance circle. Soon, Amara and Roth’kar enter our dancing circle, along with Amara’s friend Kendall.

      The frantic pump of the music takes over, and I crave nothing but to touch. I wrap my arms around Fiona and hold her close as we dance, and she giggles as my erection rubs against her butt. When we part, Khesan spins her around, and she squeals with wild delight. It is a pleasure to watch them twirl and then hold each other close. For a moment, it’s as if we are all inside the same circle of joy.

      Midnight comes, which is when the New Year begins, and everyone cheers as the musician on stage counts down the seconds.

      “We’re supposed to kiss at midnight,” Fiona tells us, so when we reach one second left, I pull her against me and smash our lips together. She squeaks with pleasure. When I release her, Khesan does the same, whirling her into his arms to kiss her with all the love in his body. It’s obvious how much he cares for her, the same as I do.

      The party winds down after that, until it’s nearly two in the morning, but I am still very much awake and buzzing with energy.

      “Afterparty time,” Fiona singsongs.

      She calls for a car to pick us up, and when we step out of the hot warehouse and into the fresh air, I exhale with relief. It’s cold out, but a good kind of cold. Still, Fiona’s human skin is sensitive, so Khesan and I stand around her to keep the wind off her while we wait with the rest of our party.

      Soon, we are on the way, driving through the city and then the neighborhoods beyond it. The van stops at what appears to be Marguerite’s house, and Fiona grabs Khesan’s and my hands as she hops out and leads us to the front door.

      “Welcome,” Marguerite says as we all step inside her home. “The party’s downstairs.”

      Sure enough, in her basement, there is a wide room full of pillows, some big enough for an entire body or three to lie on. Fiona flops down on one of these enormous pillows, sinking into it. She waves for us to join her, and I sit beside her, also disappearing into the pillow. It is filled with small objects that cushion us.

      “Beanbag!” Fiona exclaims, sprawling out on her back as Khesan joins us on the other side.

      “A bag full of… beans?” My translator supplies a small starch in an odd shape.

      “Not real beans. I don’t know why they call it that.” She beams at each of us with her blunt white teeth. “I’m so happy I got to do this with you guys. I had the best time. I am having the best time!”

      She curls an arm around each of us and tugs us in closer, so now we are both up against her sides. Another happy giggle tumbles from her lips. Khesan grins over her chest at me, and I smirk back. She is our lovely mate, through and through.

      We are joined in the basement by Amara, Roth’kar, Kendall, and Marguerite, who all take up different positions in the lounge room. Roth’kar and Amara are making out while Kendall and Marguerite chat.

      “Amara!” calls Kendall. Amara detaches from her husband’s mouth long enough to look up. “What if Zono moved in with me? I have an extra room, and I’d be happy to have some company.”

      Roth’kar sits up abruptly. “You would allow that?”

      “Of course. You want him off that ship, right? And he needs a sponsor?”

      Roth’kar nods.

      “Then I’ll be his sponsor. Maybe we’ll hit it off.” Kendall looks delighted by this prospect.

      Relief courses through me. For now, I can keep my room in Fiona’s home. Not that I use it anymore except to store my belongings.

      “Sounds like a good plan, then,” says Amara, clapping her hands. “We’ll tell him right away. Then we can organize his travel.”

      But I am no longer interested in the conversation. The zik is moving through my veins, and all I want is to hold my wife, to kiss her and keep her close to me—so I do, enveloping her with my arms and pressing my lips to hers. She hums with pleasure, and her hands curl around my neck as we deepen our kiss.

      The night goes on like this for a few more hours, all three of us cuddling on the beanbag as soft music plays. Marguerite brings water and juice to rehydrate us, then offers snacks, too. But soon, she grows tired and retires upstairs. Kendall has fallen asleep, and so has Amara. Roth’kar sits beside her, simply looking down into her face with love in his eyes.

      How I envy them, so assured of their happily ever after.

      It isn’t long before Fiona, too, fades. When I glance at her again, her eyes are closed and she’s breathing slow, even breaths.

      “She’s beautiful, isn’t she?” whispers Khesan, stroking her hair.

      I have to agree. She is the most beautiful creature that exists. And she looks even better with Khesan spooning her, his hands cupping her tenderly. They are both so lovely together, his yellow eyes peering down at her, his strong hand trailing up and down her side.

      Just then, something inside me breaks.

      How can I leave this? How can I possibly return home with this memory following me as long as I live?

      I get up from the beanbag, my emotions suddenly overwhelming. I cannot look at them any longer. So I head for the stairs, when Khesan’s voice stops me.

      “Where are you going?”

      I shake my head, unable to speak more than one word. “Outside.”

      Without hesitation, he rises and follows me. I don’t know how I feel about that, but I need to extricate myself from this place before my tumultuous feelings undo me.

      We both slip on our new jackets, and Khesan follows me out into the cold. Marguerite’s deck is covered, so at least we do not have to wade into the snow. I find a chair to sit in, and it’s all I can do not to roar my misery at Earth’s single moon.

      “What troubles you?” asks Khesan as he takes the chair beside mine.

      I don’t even know how to put the anxiety I feel into words.

      “At least when I return home, I will see my friends again,” I say, my voice hitching as I speak. “At least I will be on Arshur.”

      He appears perplexed. “When you return home?”

      My tongue is tied inside my mouth, so I say nothing else.

      “You are so certain of this. Do you miss it?”

      I nod because it’s true. Of course I miss the familiar, the place I grew up, the place I lived my entire life. I do miss my old store, and my few friends. But what I have found here is so undeniably perfect that nothing on Arshur calls my name anymore.

      “The food here is good, but what I wouldn’t give for a pound of kibud.” Khesan sighs. “There’s nothing like that here.”

      He’s right. Kibud is a sour, spicy sweet that I also find myself longing for. It was my favorite treat after a filling dinner.

      “Our weather, too,” I say. “This snow is novel, but I won’t mind the warmth of the sun on my skin.”

      Khesan frowns. “Why are you so sure that you will be the one returning to our homeworld?”

      I curl my hands into fists, almost unable to say the words. But I have to.

      “Because I will concede,” I say at last. “Because I will choose to go home, so that Fiona does not have to decide. So that it will not weigh on her conscience.” I swallow hard. “So that she can be free to be with you for the rest of time.”
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      Khesan

      Concede?

      Shathar will voluntarily leave, voluntarily give up his life here with Fiona so that I may have her? So that I may stay?

      My mind is too addled by the zik to fully process this. It is, perhaps, beyond my ability to understand.

      “Why?” is all I can say. “Why would you do that?”

      Shathar drops his head into his hands. “It will hurt her immensely to have to choose.” His voice is muffled. “So I will take myself out of the equation.”

      I decide not to answer right away. I will think over the right thing to say first, which is not my strongest suit.

      My eyes have been on Shathar all night. When Fiona left us alone, I was not irritated, as I had expected. Then he touched me of his own accord. The place where his hand coasted over my scales is turning warm again.

      Now, as we sit alone together under the stars, I can smell it again: the scent of mate. And yet Fiona is inside, far away. Still, it remains, and I think that at last, it has clicked in my mind what it means.

      “Shathar.” My voice comes out strong and sure. “I will not accept this from you.”

      He lifts his head, eyes narrowing. “You don’t get a say in it. It is my choice to make.”

      “And still, I won’t accept your concession. Because there is no win or lose. There is only…”

      I hesitate to say it. Does he know? Does he understand? Does he feel it, too, how all of this was supposed to happen, and Shathar and I were meant to find each other just as much as we were meant to find Fiona?

      “What is there?” he snaps, his fans rising in shocking anger. “Vakha, Khesan. The Frahma said it. Only one of us stays. But you are younger. You have more years left to you, years that you can spend with Fiona. Years that you can keep her company, so she’ll never be alone.”

      He cracks as he reaches the end, and his shoulders slump.

      “This is what makes the most sense, I think,” he says in little more than a whisper. “Then you can be happy, too.”

      That’s what he wants for me. He must not realize it, then, that his selflessness toward me is a reflection of the bond we’ve formed.

      He is clearly hurting, so I scoot my chair closer to his and loop an arm around his back. He stiffens, but I don’t release him, only bringing him in tighter against my side. After a few moments, it’s as if all the air has drained out of him, because he leans his whole body weight against me.

      “I don’t think I would be happy knowing you had gone home for me,” I say to him in a soft tone. “The truest happiness I’ve found is being with you and Fiona. Sleeping together, cooking together, loving together.”

      “That is worse,” says Shathar hoarsely.

      “Indeed. So you should not give yourself up. Because I want you here, too.”

      He tilts his head to look up at me. “That doesn’t make sense, Khesan.”

      “You don’t feel it?” I return his gaze intently. “Don’t you smell it?”

      He pauses at my question, then sniffs the air. I lean in even closer, so he can get a whiff of me—and all at once, his eyes turn into huge circles.

      “Mate scent,” he says, aghast. “That’s what that is. But it’s… different than Fiona’s.”

      I nod. It is the same smell, and yet also its own.

      “Is that you?” He shakes his head, disbelieving. “Have we⁠—”

      “Mate bonded?”

      Shathar’s mouth opens and then closes again. His jaw works as he thinks, but he doesn’t pull away from me.

      “Perhaps much more makes sense now.” He leans in again, propping his head on my shoulder. “All three of us are mates.”

      “I believe we are.”

      We are both quiet for a long and heavy moment, lost in our thoughts. When the cold grows too much, though, we are forced to go back inside.

      At the door, I stop Shathar, and he turns to me. Raising a hand, I run my thumb along his high cheekbone, and his fans lift in pleasure. When I lean closer, he does, too, until I can feel his breath on my face.

      First, we tip our heads and touch our foreheads together. Then, when we’re nose to nose, I kiss him. And what a relief it is when he kisses me back, and we get to enjoy this strange human thing together.

      When we pull apart, we are both panting, and I am most certainly erect under my pants. Now I am wondering all sorts of things, like how he would feel under my hands, how he might moan if I were the one licking his cock.

      “What of us now?” I ask, stroking his arm. “If we have both bonded, too⁠—”

      “You know Earth law. It doesn’t matter whether we are mates or not. Only one of us stays.”

      I falter. “But it’s not fair. Not now that we know!”

      Shathar smiles fondly at me. “You have so many feelings inside. But the law doesn’t care about fair. In a way, nothing has changed. I will simply be saying goodbye to two of you.”

      Fiercely, I pull him against me, wrapping my arms tight around him as his tail winds up my thigh. “I won’t say goodbye to you, Shathar. Not now.”

      Instead of arguing with me, though, he says, “I am glad that I know the truth, so I can best spend my remaining time with both of you.”

      The sun is just now coming up, and Shathar and I stand there together, hands linked, as we watch the sky lighten.

      “I think I may be tired now,” I say. “Shall we go to bed?”

      Shathar nods, and we head down the stairs to the room where everyone else has passed out. We each take our positions again to either side of Fiona, and she shifts and mutters something incoherent as we adjust her. I rest a hand over her belly, and Shathar does the same, so we are both holding her together.
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      The following day is the last day we have before Fiona must return to her regularly scheduled job. It is New Year’s Day, I am told, and there will be even more celebrations.

      I decide that I will tell Fiona what we have learned. It will make our complicated situation even more so, but I must be forward and upfront with her. My heart is fuller now, more complete, and I want to share that.

      Around noon, we say goodbye to our friends before getting in a car to go home, and after tonight, I do feel like they are our friends. I could see last night how Marguerite envied what Fiona and Amara have, and I wonder if perhaps she, too, longs for that everlasting companionship.

      I hope she can find it.

      Fiona is already sleepy again by the time we get home, so Shathar and I bundle her up on the couch in a blanket and let her nap while we do chores. I take the garbage out, as Fiona taught me, because collection is tomorrow. Shathar begins looking through his cookbook for one of his recipes. When I’m finished, I wash and ask him what he’d like me to do to help.

      As we work in tandem, I find excuses to touch him. Now that the door has been opened, I want to follow the trail as far as it will go. I want to explore everything with him, just as I have with Fiona. He leans into me every time, and he even stops me so we can touch foreheads.

      “Wow, smells good in here,” says Fiona when she joins us an hour later. “What is it?”

      “Spaghetti and meatballs,” Shathar answers. He shows her the page from the cookbook, and she makes appropriately enthused sounds. When she sits down, I pour each of us a glass of red wine.

      “The book said that red wine goes well with red sauce,” I tell her, leaning down to peck her nose.

      “Very smart book.”

      Soon, I have the pot of boiling water going, and I think it’s time. Shathar adds the hard pasta to the water and we set a timer as the meatballs continue baking in the oven.

      Finally, I sit down next to Fiona at the table and take her hand in mine. She gazes up at me with curiosity in her blue eyes.

      “You look like you have something to say,” she remarks with a lopsided smile. “What is it?”

      I glance up at Shathar, who’s watching us both intensely. He nods in affirmation, understanding what I want to do.

      “Last night,” I begin, “Shathar and I discovered something. Not only are we your fated mate, but…” I clear my throat. “We are each other’s, too.”

      Fiona blinks.

      “Wait. Are you saying that you two, um, like each other?” Her eyes widen. “Wait, seriously? Is that true, Shathar?”

      “Yes. Khesan and I have also mate bonded.”

      Her mouth falls open. “Whoa. That’s…” She trails off, then leaps out of her chair. “That’s fucking awesome!” Her howl of victory fills up the whole house. “Holy shit. I called it. I totally called it.”

      Both of us furrow our brows. “Called… what? I did not see you make a phone call.”

      “No, no. Marguerite was having an existential crisis last night. That’s why we went to the calm room for so long. But when I came back, I thought the energy was different. I could feel it, I think, that you two had… you know.” She makes kissy faces with her lips. “Mate bonded.”

      It’s then that I realize I’m grinning like a fool in love. I get to my feet and throw my arms around Fiona, over the moon that I found such a wonderful human woman to call my own. Shathar rises, too, and embraces both of us at the same time.

      My bubble of joy, though, falters when I remember that one of us must go. We do not get to enjoy this forever. But for this one moment, I try to put it in the back of my mind and not consider what will happen at the end of our trial.

      Then the timer goes off for the pasta, and Shathar and I rush to get the rest of the meal ready. Fiona is beaming when we bring the plates to the table, and she sips her wine like a queen.

      “My husbands are husbands,” she sings to herself as she tastes her food. “Oh my god, this is amazing. What the hell? And you can cook like this, too?” She dramatically falls back in her chair. “I’m a goner.”

      I don’t know what this means, but I think she is happy with our meal. Shathar shoots me a smug look.

      After cleaning up dinner, all I want is to take my mates to bed and find out what new pleasures await me there, now that Shathar and I have crossed the threshold. But Fiona is still tired from partying and wants nothing more than to cuddle with both of us on the couch and watch a silly movie until she falls asleep.

      I am, unfortunately, quite aroused as the movie ends, and I pick Fiona up to carry her to bed.

      “Set her here,” whispers Shathar, gesturing to the far right side. I quirk a brow but don’t ask questions as I do as I’m told, then we work together to remove Fiona’s heavy outer layers. When we’re finished, Shathar waves at me to come over to him.

      Before I climb onto the left side of the bed, I remove my clothes, and Shathar’s eyes get bigger as I expose more of myself. Once I’m naked, he does the same, and my cock is protruding mightily from my slit as he tosses his shirt aside. His fans flare as I crawl on top of him, already eager to touch him.

      His cock has emerged from his slit, and he lets out a hiss when my hand wraps around it. His pupils dilate, and when I squeeze, his eyes close and his head falls back. I think he likes this.

      I touch him as I would like to be touched, which is new. Often I am exploring Fiona’s unusual human body and testing as I go, but Shathar is familiar. My hand coasts up and down over his nalopo, which have gained new meaning.

      In response, he does the same, fisting me with one hand and then stroking down to the root. Soon, we tease each other in tandem, and all I want is to feel his body against mine. As if understanding what it is I want, Shathar pushes me down to the bed, lowering himself so his cock lies across my belly. He draws his hips back so he drags himself over me. I bite back a groan when he wraps his hands around both of us, squashing our cocks together, and rubs us both the way we do when we are both inside Fiona at the same time.

      Vakha. I could come just like this. But I know what I want to do first. This is what I would want done to me, and with Shathar, I can use that knowledge to my advantage.

      I will make him moan my name.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-Eight

          

        

      

    

    
      Fiona

      I awaken to the sound of a harsh groan. Rolling over, I open my eyes to discover Shathar sitting back against the pillows, Khesan on his knees between Shathar’s legs. He has Shathar’s cock deep in his throat, and Shathar is gripping Khesan’s hair.

      “Khe-Khesan,” Shathar grunts, his hips shunting up into Khesan’s mouth. I grin as I watch them, amused by this new turn things have taken.

      They certainly don’t want to tear each other’s heads off now.

      Neither of them notice me observing with fascination, too lost in their own pleasure. Khesan grunts as he swallows Shathar even deeper, and I’m honestly impressed with his skill. Even I can’t take that much dick.

      “Khesan,” Shathar mutters, his eyes closed, his head falling back. “That’s… vakha, I’m going to come in your mouth.”

      Khesan pulls his lips off long enough to say, “Then come in my mouth.”

      I’m getting quite warm between the legs, so I reach down into my underwear to touch myself. Shathar must finally notice my movement, because his eyes open and dart over to me. His brows rise in surprise, but then he bites back a moan, and his lids fall to half-mast again.

      I know that face. His hips jerk, and he shoves Khesan even farther down on his cock as he orgasms. Shathar’s whole body tightens, and Khesan grunts as cum spills from his lips. I see his throat work as he swallows, and now I’m really, really fucking turned on.

      Khesan makes a slurping noise as he pulls his mouth off Shathar’s cock. That’s when he notices me, too, and he abruptly sits up, his cheeks turning dark blue.

      “Sorry,” he says to me, wiping his lips. “We didn’t mean to wake you up.”

      I shake my head and scooch closer to them in the bed. “A great way to wake up,” I assure him, stroking his back.

      Shathar extends an arm to me, so I cuddle up against his side, simply happy that they’ve connected. It’s not what I expected to happen, but now I see a path forward for us where we can all have what we want.

      For now, at least.

      Khesan licks his lips as he observes us. There’s a mischievous look in his eye. “Fiona,” he says in a seductive voice, plucking the hem of my underwear, “will you take these off?”

      I grin in response and do as I’m told, peeling them off and tossing them to the side. Khesan spreads my legs, then drops to his elbows and buries his face in my pussy.

      Shathar snorts in amusement as Khesan goes to town, licking and sucking and pushing his tongue inside me. Soon, I’m writhing under him, gripping his hair in my hands as I try to stay on the bed. But it’s not enough. I want more than just his tongue on me. I need to be filled.

      “Khesan,” I say, tugging on his hair. “Please, fuck me.”

      He lifts his head, his mouth wet, and grins a huge grin. Without needing to be told twice, he climbs up onto his knees and wraps his clawed hand around his cock, squeezing hard. A droplet of pre-cum dribbles from the tip, and his fans rise in anticipation as he positions himself. Shathar, meanwhile, lies down beside me so he can palm my breast. While he pinches my nipple, Khesan lifts my hips and glides inside me.

      I’m so wet and horny that he pushes in most of the way on his first thrust and lets out an animalistic grunt. He bites his lip as his hips jerk back, then he repeats the motion, going even deeper. Those ridges feel incredible—exactly what I needed.

      Unexpectedly, Shathar shifts position so his face is right above where Khesan and I connect. Then he leans down and brushes his tongue over my clit, all while Khesan pumps in and out of me.

      “Oh, god,” I moan as electricity shoots across my body. It won’t take much for me to climax like this.

      Shathar licks even more feverishly as Khesan picks up his pace, fucking me harder and faster. I’m shaking all over, unable to hold in my cries as they work me in tandem.

      “You’re so tight,” groans Khesan. “I’m going to fill you up, Fiona. Going to mark you all over with my smell. My mate. Song of my heart.”

      Then, like a magic trick, we both come at the same time—and I know I’m right where I’m supposed to be.
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      It’s unfortunate I can’t sleep in late after our midnight adventure, but I have to get back to work. At least it’s only one more day before the weekend, when I can spend more time with Khesan and Shathar.

      In the meantime, though, they can keep each other company. Now I don’t have to worry about them ripping each other to pieces while I’m not around. My bubble of happiness sticks with me throughout the day as I labor at my desk, and I’m excited for what tonight will bring.

      At dinner, Khesan loudly clears his throat. Both Shathar and I stop what we’re doing to look at him.

      “I think,” he begins, his tone uncertain, “I would like to try it. The anal.”

      He just comes right out and says it so plainly that I have to laugh. Khesan’s fans press flat to his head like I’ve offended him, so I pat him on the shoulder.

      “I’m sorry. Humans are just more touchy about butt stuff, I guess.” Which makes me giggle more. “So, explain. How would you like to do it? Would you like me to use my vibrator on you?”

      Khesan’s eyes grow huge. “What is this vibrator?”

      I tap my chin. “It’s a fake dick that vibrates. Feels pretty good.”

      Both Shathar’s and Khesan’s mouths fall open.

      “It vibrates?” Shathar’s fans rise, and I can’t tell what emotion he’s feeling. “Inside you?”

      I snort. “Do you want to try it, Khesan?”

      Khesan’s jaw works, but after a few moments of consideration, he nods.

      “I would. Very much.”

      I see a wicked glint in Shathar’s eye, and I try very hard not to laugh again because I know exactly where this is headed.

      I give Khesan what advice I can about what to eat and how to clean up beforehand. He understands, and then we all tidy the kitchen before heading to the stairs.

      Once inside the bedroom, both my husbands strip faster than I can take off my shirt. They’ve always been horny, but this last door opening among us has unleashed something else, something even more primal.

      Khesan is quick to get on his hands and knees, his ass in the air. I adore how eager he is to try something new, excited about what pleasures it might bring. Not to mention I’m already fantasizing about watching the two of them together, which seems inevitable.

      Shathar assists me, holding Khesan’s tail out of the way as I reach for the bedside table.

      “We should start with the plugs first,” I tell Khesan. “Get you going on something small, then work our way up, like you did with me.”

      He nods in understanding as I bring out the three plugs and set them on the bedside table. I pick up the smallest one and coat it in lube, then do the same to my fingers. I smear them over his ass, which is just like a human one. Then, experimentally, I push one finger inside him.

      “Oh!” Khesan jolts. “That is… interesting.”

      “Isn’t it? It will be weird at first, but then it becomes good. I can’t explain it.”

      Shathar watches with interest as I bring up the first plug to Khesan’s puckered hole and push it in with care. Again, Khesan jerks in response, so I withdraw it and then try again. He opens more, and I’m pleased.

      “Feel good yet?” I ask.

      “Still strange.”

      Hmm. I wonder if aliens have a prostate, too? Then he’ll really be in for a surprise.

      We work the plug into Khesan a bit at a time, Shathar watching in fascination as I finally sink it all the way in, the base preventing it from going any farther. Khesan moans, the muscles of his ass flexing.

      “Let’s wait a while to let him adjust,” I say, and Shathar lowers Khesan’s tail once again. But he isn’t done. He reaches under Khesan’s hips and wraps one clawed hand around his cock, squeezing it roughly. Khesan moans and his hips buck as my other husband ruthlessly strokes him, and there’s nothing I love more than watching them please each other.

      When Khesan is close to his finish, he turns to me with a pleading expression.

      “The bigger one,” he begs. “Put the bigger one inside me.”

      Without being asked, Shathar grabs the next plug and covers it in lubricant. When I withdraw the smaller plug, Shathar rubs Khesan’s bare ass.

      “May I do it this time?” Shathar asks. Khesan glances over his shoulder, and his lips peel back in a smile.

      “Please.”

      Shathar and I switch places as I hold Khesan’s tail out of the way, and Shathar takes over with the plug. He is just as gentle as I was, easing it in slowly until it’s all the way inside.

      “Ah, vakha!” Khesan grunts. “That is good. I understand now. Strange, but good.”

      Shathar resumes giving Khesan a hand job, and soon Khesan is shaking all over, his impressive muscles tightening with every one of Shathar’s strokes. He’s close, I can tell, so I gesture for Shathar to pause.

      “Khesan, do you want the next plug, or are you done for tonight?” I ask.

      He gulps in response. “More.”

      I give Shathar the final plug, which he once again lubes up before pushing it steadily into Khesan’s ass. He’s gotten a long way today, to my surprise, but this is when he reaches his limit.

      “That’s all I can bear,” Khesan groans, collapsing to the bed. Carefully, Shathar withdraws the plug, and Khesan shudders all over. “But next time… I want the vibrator.”

      We spend the rest of the evening in various states of cocks-in-holes, and I’m excited for what the rest of our trial marriage will bring.
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      Everything in our home has shifted, and I’m more than grateful. There is a fresh lightness in the air, as if the last of the negative energy Shathar and Khesan brought with them has been dispelled. It’s a good time to be a Gemini, too, what with two husbands and all. I give each of them a piece of myself, and they give me some of their hearts in exchange. I have fallen completely in love with them, I can admit that now.

      It’s wonderful, as well, to see their relationship blossom—how casually Khesan will sling his arm over Shathar’s shoulder, how they cuddle up together on the couch, how they take turns sitting in the front seat. Once he has his residency, Khesan pledges to learn to drive so it’s not always on me.

      But when he says it aloud, all of us fall silent. Only one of them will achieve that at the end of this. Only one of them will learn to drive.

      Each of us tries to banish this eventuality from our thoughts in our own way. I treasure every single day we have together, living as much as I can in the moment. Khesan takes every opportunity to show me how he cares about me, with his big mouth and his loving body. Shathar shows his love with service, cooking for us, learning how to do our laundry, cleaning up the dead flowers out front and preparing the soil for a future he may not see.

      One weekend, after we’ve fit many plugs into myself and Khesan, Shathar finally proposes it. I’m glad he did, because I was an inch away from suggesting it myself.

      “Khesan,” he begins, clearing his throat. “How would you feel about… taking my cock?”

      My other husband lifts his head, fans spreading wide. “Taking you in my ass?”

      I slap a hand over my mouth to stop from giggling. They’re both so upfront.

      Shathar nods. “If you’re interested.”

      In response, Khesan sits up tall in his chair and furiously nods his head. “Yes. I would like this very much.”

      Who needs a vibrator when you have a ridged dick available to you?

      I’m jumping up and down with excitement as we retire to my bedroom. Maybe I’ll even upgrade to a bigger bed. I’ve heard they make them.

      This time, Shathar holds Khesan’s tail out of the way over his hip as he positions himself behind him. He asks if I’ll help, so I bring out the lube and coat Shathar in it, making sure to stroke him plenty. Then I coat Khesan’s hole, too, and push my fingers inside him to spread it around.

      “Are you ready?” Shathar asks, notching the very tip of his cock inside Khesan.

      “Yes!”

      I love how eager Khesan is for this new experience.

      Rapt, I watch as Shathar gently works himself in until Khesan reaches his limit. Then he pauses, letting our husband adjust to him, before proceeding deeper. I drop to the bed and reach under Khesan’s hips to wrap my hand around his cock.

      He lurches forward. “Vakha,” he mutters, and pre-cum is dripping from him. “Fiona, that is marvelous.”

      Khesan is moaning, his shoulders curling, his whole body tightening as Shathar and I tease him together.

      “Are you ready?” asks Shathar. “You are about to take all of me, Khesan.”

      Khesan’s body is already taut as a string as he says, “More, please. I want all of you.”

      Damn, they’re hot.

      In one go, Shathar pushes the rest of the way in, and Khesan cries out. His eyes go huge and his cock spasms, now copiously leaking.

      “That feels incredible,” he whispers, gazing at me with wonder in his eyes. Shathar chuckles as he pulls out, then dives in a second time, fully sheathing himself. Khesan’s arms wobble under him, and it isn’t long before Shathar is moving faster and Khesan is mumbling incoherently. I squeeze his cock as he gets fucked, and soon his arms give out so only his ass sticks up in the air.

      When he comes, it’s like a rocket. He spurts into the bed and all over my hand once, and then again, and Shathar roars as he gives it to Khesan even faster. Then he, too, goes over the edge, and his fans flare as he orgasms.

      I grin at both of them when they fall down to the bed. Khesan pulls me and Shathar into his arms at the same time, and his voice is shivering with emotion as he says, “I love you. I love you both so, so much.”
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      We technically had plans this weekend. And we do manage to spend one afternoon at the arcade with our friends for happy hour, where we drink and eat and play Foosball together. Shathar and Khesan are fascinated with the arcade games, getting into a rather heated competition over motorcycle racing. Both of them are so abysmal at it, veering off to the side of the road and crashing into things, that I’m second-guessing the driver’s license proposal.

      By the end of the night, we each have a roll of tickets. All together we can afford a tiny stuffed animal on a keychain, which Khesan gleefully claims to hold his house key. It’s bright pink, just like the collar he sometimes wears in bed.

      Then we’re on our way home, the three of us, ready for the next step. Ready for whatever our love brings us.

      Tonight, I have a plan.

      “Khesan,” I say on our drive home, glancing at him in the rearview. “What would you think of… being inside me while Shathar is inside of you?”

      There’s no response for a moment, but when I peer at him again, his eyes are glassy.

      “I would like nothing else,” he says hoarsely. “To have both my mates at the same time?”

      Shathar smirks like it’s the very answer he expected.

      After dinner, when we’ve all stripped down, we debate the right position. There are a few ways I can imagine doing it, so first, I lie back on the bed right on the edge and spread my legs for Khesan. He takes the invitation, smearing his cock all over me before sliding in, and his eyes roll back in his head.

      “It is always such a joy to be inside you.” Then he leans down to kiss me.

      While he’s bent over, Shathar takes up position behind him, and squirts lube onto his hand. He lifts Khesan’s tail and Khesan comes to a halt, fully buried in me. Though I can’t see what’s going on, I feel it when Khesan’s cock spasms inside me, and Shathar pants behind him.

      “You are so tight, Khesan,” he growls, and then his hips move, pushing Khesan deeper inside me. Both of us moan at the same time.

      Shathar is the one who sets the pace. Every time he pulls back, so does Khesan; and every time he slams in again, Khesan cries out and pushes his cock into me. It is, most certainly, the sexiest thing that’s ever occurred in my life, and I couldn’t be happier to be here, doing it with them.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Twenty-Nine

          

        

      

    

    
      Shathar

      Nothing is as pristine as being inside Khesan while he fucks our mate. Though I can’t see his face, I can hear his cries of pleasure, and they drive me to thrust inside him even harder. I know I ought to be gentle, but it’s difficult when Khesan gets so tight around me. He clenches and groans, and I know he’s close. I squeeze his cheeks in my clawed fingers as I near my own finish, nearly blinded by how good they feel underneath me.

      I can easily spend the rest of my life like this, I think, as I soar over the edge. I spurt inside of Khesan while he continues pumping inside Fiona, and she grips the blankets and screams as she, too, meets her climax.

      We are very good at this.

      When we all are exhausted, I withdraw from Khesan’s tender hole. He will certainly be sore there tomorrow. Then I attend to both of my mates, encouraging them to come shower with me so we can all get clean before bed.

      They both yawn as they follow, holding hands.
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      It is hard to believe how quickly time speeds by when you are enjoying life. And it would be impossible not to, given my blessings. How I get to have my mates every day and night, except when Fiona must work. Even then, Khesan and I get up to our own “shenanigans,” as Fiona calls them.

      So it should not surprise me when we are nearing the end of the trial period, and it’s almost time to return to the matchmaker to seal the marriage. It is an event I have worked very, very hard to bury in the back of my mind.

      I have already told Khesan my feelings on this, and in a way, my soul has settled knowing the inevitable end point. This was all a wonderful thing to happen in my life. I am grateful that I got to experience it as long as I did. And now, I will do my duty as the caretaker of Fiona and Khesan and return to Arshur.

      It is the only thing that makes sense.

      I’m not the only one thinking of this but not speaking it. Fiona, too, has been quieter lately, more reserved. Even during the party where Roth’kar’s friend Zono arrived on Earth and moved in with Kendall, she was lost in her thoughts.

      She holds us both close to her at night, like she refuses to let either of us go. But she will have to, and I will make it as simple for her as possible.

      Then, it is the night before our trip to the spaceport. No one speaks over dinner, but when I finally catch sight of Fiona’s face, there are tears in her eyes.

      “Fiona?” I reach for her hand. She lifts her face, and the tears pour down her cheeks.

      “I’m going to have a word with Gazargo,” she says, her voice firm and hard in contrast to the devastation on her face. “It’s not fair to make one of you go home. I’m not going to let him do it.”

      To my surprise, Khesan nods in agreement. “It is cruel. Surely there must be a way around the rules.”

      I sigh at both of them. “He made himself clear, and Earth law is definitive. We don’t both get to stay, Khesan. But that is all right.”

      Fiona’s head snaps over to me. “It’s not all right!”

      “It is.” I hold her hand tighter. “Because I am returning to Arshur.”

      Her mouth falls open in horror. “Shathar! You aren’t going anywhere. I won’t let them send you home. You belong here, with us!”

      I smile at her, pleased by her protectiveness. But I know what I must do tomorrow. I will say goodbye, and I’ll do it with a smile just like this one—loving them both beyond anything I could have imagined.

      I can break down once I am on the ship headed home.

      “You know,” Fiona says, wiping her face, “since we’re talking about the rest of our lives, do you know when your birthdays are? I want to read your chart.”

      “Chart?” I ask.

      “Birthday?” Khesan asks.

      Fiona stares at us, then shakes her head and laughs. “No birthdays? Like, the day of the year that you were born. Do you know?”

      “I was born in the year 5890,” says Khesan. “But what day? Just at the start of the warm season.”

      Fiona blinks, then furrows her brow. “Okay, so spring. I guess… May?” She heads to one of her bookshelves in the living room and pulls down a book, which she brings back to the table. “Yeah, you seem like a Taurus. What about May tenth? Here we go.”

      She flattens the book to show us the page. It has symbols on it I don’t understand alongside a big block of text.

      “It’s all about the arrangement of the stars when you were born. If you knew what time of day, that would help, too. Let me look up your chart.”

      She brings out her laptop computer, types some things in, then clicks, then types again.

      “Here we go. It says… you are a fighter, Khesan.”

      Fiona and I glance at each other. True enough.

      “When you love, you love fiercely,” she goes on. “This sounds right. You’re dedicated and loyal.”

      “These are all accurate statements about Khesan,” I say. “And this is all in his ‘chart’?”

      “Indeed.” Fiona grins up at me. “When were you born, Shathar?”

      “In the colder season. Which is still quite warm compared to here.”

      “Okay, so winter. You do kind of go with the flow, so perhaps you’re a Pisces.”

      I enjoy watching Fiona pick out a birthday for me, and then she tells me all about it and what it means for my future.

      “Selfless,” she says in a grumpy tone of voice. “Sounds right, too.”

      Fiona puts away her laptop and looks at us with determination in her eyes. Then she holds out a hand to each of us, and we both accept.

      “We’re going to manifest a solution to this,” she says with determination. She squeezes my hand tighter. “Close your eyes and imagine. Picture a future with all three of us, and we can make it come true.”

      I admire this, how hard she’s trying to hold our family together. I love her all the more for it.

      Closing my eyes, I do as she asks, picturing that future: Khesan in his belt and collar, dancing and dancing. Fiona curled up in my lap during a movie. My two mates, together with me forever.

      After a few minutes have passed, she opens her eyes and smiles at each of us. “I’m not going to give up,” she says. “I won’t.”

      I nod, though I don’t know if even her optimism can change our fate. The gods must not understand much about humans to have arranged this.

      That night, after pleasuring both my mates until they cry out, I tell them how much I love them. Then I sleep with one of them under each arm, dreading what tomorrow brings.
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      We are up early to go to the spaceport. I pack my belongings and bring them up to the top of the stairs so I am ready. Fiona pauses when she sees them, and her brows lower.

      “Shathar, what is this?”

      I sigh because we have already visited the topic. “I am just being prepared.”

      But I don’t like it when her eyes go glassy again.

      “No,” she says. “We’re not bringing your bags.”

      “I would rather return home with my⁠—”

      “No!” Fiona runs to me and throws her arms around me. “I’m not letting you go home, Shathar!”

      I don’t know if it will be a matter of letting, but perhaps she can ship my things back to Arshur. So I pat her back and say, “Alright. I will leave them here.”

      “Good. Because you’re coming home with us.”

      I have never seen her so adamant, so I keep my objections to myself as we all get in the car and head for the spaceport.

      We find a spot to park in the massive lot, and Fiona still has a sour look on her face as Khesan and I get out. She storms on ahead, and Khesan shoots me a bewildered expression as we follow her. I suppose we are not waiting for Amara, Roth’kar, and Marguerite to arrive, who are our witnesses.

      Inside, the spaceport is just as massive and loud as it was the last time we were here. How things have changed since then. Khesan takes my hand in his, and as we walk, he leans down close to my ear.

      “I will trade with you,” he says, loud enough for me to hear over the engines but only me. “You ought to stay. If the matchmaker truly demands that one of us go, I will have the easiest time returning to Arshur. You sold your business, Shathar. You gave up everything. My family is wealthy and will be happy to have me back.”

      I shake my head. “But you are young⁠—”

      “No. You will stay.”

      I grit my teeth but say nothing in response. We will see when the time comes. I know my role, and it is to ensure my two mates have happiness.

      Finally, we reach the room at the far end of the spaceport where we all met once upon a time. Inside, the little Frahma appears to be playing a game on his tablet.

      “Oh, this Candy Crush,” he says to himself as we enter. Then he notices us and hastily puts it away. “Ahem. Hello. Good to see the, uh, three of you again.” He cocks his head. “I expected we would have heard from you by now.”

      I cross my arms. “We have made it work.”

      “Good. Then you’ve decided who you would like to marry, Fiona?” He takes out a different tablet. “We can sign the final paperwork.”

      That’s when Fiona breaks free of us. She runs to the wrinkly little alien matchmaker and stops right in front of him.

      “Please,” she says, clasping her hands together. “Please, I want… I want both of them. Please don’t make me send someone home!”

      He stares at her. Then the door opens, and Amara pokes her head in.

      “Is it time?” she asks, then sees Fiona. “Oh. Sorry. We can come back.”

      “No, no,” says the matchmaker, gesturing for them to come in. “Get seated, why don’t you?”

      Amara, Roth’kar, and Marguerite all file into the little room and find chairs.

      “Are you listening to me?” asks Fiona, her voice rising as she gets angrier. “You have to let them both stay. Please. I can’t⁠—”

      “You’re going to blow my ear off,” Gazargo grumps, distancing himself from her. “What are you so upset about?”

      Fiona frowns. “Well, you said I had to choose one of them. And I won’t. I refuse to choose.” She runs back to us and takes one of our hands in each of hers. “We… we’re all together. We’re fated for each other. You can’t tear us apart.”

      Gazargo cocks his head. “The two of you managed to get along?”

      Khesan and I glance at each other, then Khesan affectionately rubs my head.

      “I suppose we did,” I say.

      The Frahma stands up straighter and clears his throat. “Within the Intergalactic Association of Civilizations, there is no limit to the number of partners in a marriage. Perhaps on Earth, but this union is overseen by us.”

      All of us stop moving at once. I can’t believe my ears.

      There’s no way we would get so lucky, is there?

      “Truly?” says Khesan, his voice hopeful. “You will let us both marry her?”

      The matchmaker shrugs. “Why not? Let me add a new line to the document.”

      He picks up the tablet and starts tapping it. Fiona sinks against me, and I pull her into my arms to keep her upright.

      “Oh my gosh,” she wipes off the tears that have just started falling. “Really? You both get to stay with me? For… forever?”

      I smile down at her because it’s all I’ve ever wanted.

      “We need to get another ring,” she says with a sniff. “So I have one for both of you.”

      After a minute, Gazargo is done, and he presents the tablet to the three of us. First, Khesan takes it and signs his name. Then Fiona, and then at last, me. Once we’re done, we hand it back to the Frahma, who files everything away.

      “Well, that is all, then,” he says, clearing his throat. “You’re finished.”

      “We’re married?” squeaks Fiona. First she throws her arms around Khesan’s neck, and then mine. I make sure to bring them both in against me, kissing their perfect lips.

      I am the luckiest Arshurian who ever did live.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Thirty

          

        

      

    

    
      Khesan

      The matchmaker looked somewhat smug as the three of us left together, hand in hand. I wonder if he knew all along that we would end up here.

      Mysterious little alien.

      Marguerite offers to take us out for a celebratory dinner, and everyone agrees. We drink wine, eat delicious food, and talk about what our future holds. Fiona has now decided on getting a larger bed so all of us can easily sleep together, and of course, do other activities.

      We will also go on something called a “honeymoon,” which I gather is a post-marriage ritual that involves a long vacation to enjoy each other’s company, in more ways than one. Fiona has money she inherited from her mother, which she’s been saving for just such an occasion. I offer to put some of my own funds in, as well. Then, Shathar and I will go look for jobs of our own, now that we have residency on Earth. We’re already eyeing positions down at the dock loading and unloading ships as they arrive. Then we can contribute to the household and hopefully have many more honeymoons.

      We gather over a map and decide where we would like to go. Fiona has always wanted to visit a place called Japan, and I must admit I enjoyed their food when we tried it, so I agree.

      “But it’s going to be a long trip,” says Shathar. “We will be cooped up in one of those, what are they? Planes?”

      “You came here from halfway across the galaxy,” I remind him. “I think you can travel halfway across Earth.” I rub his shoulder. “We will be with you the whole time.”

      He visibly relaxes. “I suppose you’re right.”

      We plan our “sightseeing” trip, with a few days to spend in many locations. I’m excited to see more of Earth, which is so diverse in culture and climate. Though I had wished that perhaps, we’d go to the desert.

      “Well, Japan is a long way off,” Fiona says. “Tickets aren’t cheap so I had to book it for the spring. But I think the winter is a great time to go to the desert.” She pulls something up on her computer. “Ah, here we go. Let’s go to Vegas for the weekend!”

      “What is this ‘Vegas’?” I ask.

      “Oh. My. Gosh. It’s like the biggest party town in the world. There are lots of cool shows to see, and crazy hotels! Plus it’s in the Mojave Desert. I went to this place that had every cactus you could imagine.”

      My translator provides me an odd image of a rounded plant with stalks like arms.

      “Bizarre.” I shrug amenably. “All right. I am ready for this ‘Vegas’ trip.”

      Shathar nods in agreement when he looks at the map. “Much closer than Japan.”

      So a week later, we pack our things and get on a plane. It is very cramped inside, especially for those of us with tails, but we find a way to make it work. Below us, I can make out plains and mountains that remind me much of Arshur.

      Then we’re on the ground again in a nice, warm environment, and Shathar and I luxuriate in the heat. Fiona giggles as we both extend our fans and drink in the sunlight.

      “You’re such weirdos,” she says affectionately. “Now let’s go get settled. I’ll show you the slot machines.”

      We happily go along with her, ready to see what this new experience has to offer.
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      I am disappointed with these “slot machines.” It is merely gambling, which was forbidden in the barracks. Shathar, however, finds it intriguing and suggests to Fiona which machines to play and how much to bet.

      It is all a waste of money to me, but at least we are brought complimentary beverages as we play.

      That night, Fiona takes us to one of the shows she raved about. The woman on stage attempts to cut off another woman’s head, and both Shathar and I shoot to our feet.

      “You should not do that!” I call out, very concerned for the woman inside the box. “That’s dangerous!”

      Fiona gasps and pulls us back down to our seats.

      “I’m sorry!” she says pitiably when a security guard comes to talk to us.

      “Oh, wow. Aliens.” The guard rubs the back of her head. “All right, well, don’t do it again. It’s not real, okay?”

      We both nod in understanding as she leaves. I am amazed when the woman with the lost head is put back together and emerges unharmed from the box. Everyone stands up and claps, and Fiona urges us to do the same.

      By the time the show has ended, Shathar is asleep on his feet, but I am eager for what comes next. We packed plenty of lube, and I want to fuck both my mates until they can’t stand up any longer.

      When we’re back at the hotel, Shathar flops onto the bed, but I don’t let him get away with saying he’s tired. I climb up on top of him, rubbing my crotch against his tail while I kiss his cheek.

      “Come now. Don’t you want to help me make Fiona scream?”

      He hums thoughtfully. “We could test how soundproof these walls are.”

      Fiona joins me as we strip Shathar down. Then she falls to her knees between his legs at the edge of the bed and licks his cock from root to tip. Now Shathar is very awake, and I stroke myself as I watch her sucking on him.

      “You’re both so lovely,” I tell them, and Shathar lets out a moan as Fiona teases him with her hands. She pokes a finger inside his slit, which we explained to her is a highly erogenous zone, and his hips cant up into her mouth.

      But now I want to be involved. I take off everything, then get down on the floor behind Fiona. Without having to be asked, she rises up on her knees, and I position myself underneath her. When she lowers her body again, her warm cunt encases my cock, and I’ve never felt something so perfect.

    

  

  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Thirty-One

          

        

      

    

    
      Fiona

      My husbands and I have sex a lot. Like, a lot. As a result, it’s easy for Khesan to glide home where he belongs. He helps lift me again, nearly sliding out of me before he pulls me back down on his cock once more. It’s tricky to give Shathar a blowjob like this, but I manage.

      “Vakha,” says Shathar as he gets close. “Fiona, my heart, I want to be inside you, too.”

      I pull my lips off his dick and furiously agree. I haven’t taken Shathar back there before, but he hops off the bed and indicates for us to get up.

      “I have an idea,” he says.

      Khesan and I separate, then Shathar arranges us so we’re standing, my front facing Khesan’s.

      “Hold her up,” Shathar tells him, and Khesan obeys, tucking his hands under my ass and lifting me so my legs wrap around his hips. Shathar provides the backup assistance, guiding Khesan’s cock inside me until he’s seated.

      I twitch and gasp at being reunited.

      Shathar returns to standing behind me and produces the bottle of lube. I can’t see it as he covers himself, but I feel it when his cock prods at my ass.

      Luckily, my body is trained for this, too.

      He still has to work his way in slowly, being a tad bigger than Khesan, but it’s not much harder to take him. And then I’m so completely, incomparably full. I let out a cry as both Khesan and Shathar lift me together. When they thrust in at the same time, I feel as if I might simply come apart.

      “Ah, Fiona, you are so perfect for us,” moans Khesan, nuzzling my cheek as he gives me more and more. “What an incredible woman we found, eh, Shathar?”

      Shathar slows his rhythm to stroke my thigh and kiss under my left ear.

      “Absolutely made for us,” he says. “I know I am right where I’m supposed to be.”

      As they carry me away into my unending bliss, I know I am too.
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      Thank you for reading!

      I hope you enjoyed Fiona, Khesan, and Shathar’s journey to love. If you did, please consider leaving a review! Reviews help indie authors like me find new readers.

      What to read next

      So I Married an Alien 2 is coming soon, which follows Marguerite’s journey to her happily ever after!

      If you like sci-fi romance, you may enjoy Programmed for Love, about an android aboard a ship in space, and the woman who loves him for what he is.
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