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      She never believed in love. Especially not with an alien. Until he risked everything to save her.

      Dive instructor Maelis has always trusted the ocean—but not the strange green-skinned alien warriors sent to Earth to find their fated mates. Keeping her distance was easy… until a violent storm traps her underwater, and only one person risks his life to save her.

      Cerban knows Maelis is his mate the moment he sees her. But human rules forbid contact, and breaking them could mean exile—or worse. When a mysterious cave reveals ancient finfolk secrets buried beneath the island, Cerban and Maelis must work together to uncover the truth… and fight for a future that defies every rule.

      Drawn together by danger, desire, and something far deeper, they’ll face storms above and below the sea. But when Cerban’s forbidden love threatens his place on Earth, Maelis must decide: trust her head, or follow her heart?

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To those who ban books.

        You suck.

        Get a life.

        Read some smut.

        Be happy.
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      Eynhallow – a city on Finfolkaheem

      Finfolkaheem – planet of the finfolk

      Intergalactic Authority (IA) – space police

      Intergalactic University (IGU) – the best and biggest university in the galaxy

      Mooncrossing – a year on Finfolkaheem

      Roussay – a town on Finfolkaheem

      Span – a week on Finfolkaheem

      Sunpass – a day on Finfolkaheem
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      This book has been written by a Scottish author and therefore uses British English (less Z, more S).

      

      Subscribe to Skye's newsletter and get a free book as a thank you:

      skyemackinnon.com/newsletter

      
        
          
            [image: Buy your books direct from the author]
          
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          1

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Maelis

      Aliens were idiots. They came here all high and mighty, expecting us to bow to their superior technology, but deep down, they were idiots. 

      I waved at the back of the alien who'd interrupted my work to ask where Paul, the resort manager, was. Everyone knew that Tuesdays was Paul's day off. And even if someone didn't, they could have asked someone in the central part of the island, not walk all the way out to my diving shack. As I said. Idiots.

      I bet the alien had wanted to see if I was the unlucky woman to be his mate. They could tell by scent, or so I'd heard. I shuddered. Yuck. I didn't even want to think about the possibility. I wasn't racist – speciest? I just didn't want the complications of being with an alien from another galaxy.

      The finmen were only the second species of alien I'd encountered, but they hadn't changed my mind about extraterrestrials. Not one bit. The excitement of working in a super-secret location, signing NDAs by the dozen, meeting men from other planets - it had quickly dissipated when it had turned into everyday life. This island was probably the most unusual place on Earth, yet to me, it was home, work and all I'd known for the past two years. 

      It was a crazy place. Bringing humans and aliens together wasn't a good idea, if you asked me, but nobody ever did that. I was just here to entertain them with dives to the coral reefs or snorkelling trips along the coastline. It was the best-paid job I'd ever had, don't get me wrong, but some days, I would have given anything for a normal nine to five office job that didn't involve UFOs and multi-dicked aliens.

      Maybe that was the reason for their superiority complex. Too much testosterone. If aliens had the same hormones as us. Despite being surrounded by them, I knew surprisingly little about their anatomy - except for the two dicks. That had filtered through the grapevine rather quickly. Although I wasn't sure if the current aliens, the finmen, were built that way. Only one human woman had been matched with one and she'd refused to tell. 

      Elise and her beau, a finman warrior called Fionn, had set off for Scotland last night. She wanted to show him where she'd grown up. I didn't know how she'd hide a seven foot, green-skinned hulk of a man who preferred walking around half-naked and who had growths that looked like seaweed all over his body. Paul said that some aliens had camouflage technology that enabled them to blend in among humans, but I'd not seen the finmen use that. 

      There were about twenty of them on the island, all of them huge, gorgeous and arrogant as fuck. At first, they'd stayed in their spaceship, with only four of them walking around freely. But that had changed when they'd all joined the Hot Tatties Dating Agency. They'd submitted their DNA profiles and questionnaires and were now waiting desperately to be matched to human women. But even though they were free to explore the island, they were under strict instructions to avoid all contact with female staff. One of them, their leader, had abducted Elise, which had left a constant fear with everyone that this might happen again. It was accepted that it was almost impossible for them to not be around human women at all – more than half the resort staff was female – but they weren’t allowed to be alone with one of us.

      I was happy with that arrangement. But soon, there would be new women brought here by the dating agency and everything would change.

      Poor girls. I couldn't see the attraction myself. Yes, the finmen were pretty to look at, but they were aliens. This island was a safe place for them to stroll around like they owned this planet, but who'd want to stay here forever? Human-alien couples would have to find somewhere to live where they weren't stared at - and where neither of them would end up being experimented on by the authorities. It all seemed very complicated. 

      There was only one finman who'd caught my eye. I didn't know his name, didn't know why he'd stood out to me, but whenever I saw him walk along the shore, water pearling on his pale green skin, I couldn't help but ogle. 

      And I had a good excuse to watch the beach. When I didn't have clients for diving or snorkelling lessons, I was the resident lifeguard. Right now, there were no human guests on the island. A group of women had landed on a neighbouring island, but instead of bringing them here as planned, Hot Tatties had decided to keep them there until they'd been matched with a finman - or another alien. Or maybe none at all. There was never a guarantee when it came to finding love. I knew all about that.

      I focused back on my task of checking the diving equipment. I had one of my most random playlists blaring from the little Bluetooth speaker behind me. I should have turned it off; it kept distracting me. I'd been dancing to one of the songs earlier before I'd even realised that I'd stood up. Sometimes, music just took hold of me like that. But I should focus. I didn't know when I'd have my next guests to guide to my favourite place in the entire world: the ocean. 

      That was the best thing about living on the island. I was constantly surrounded by the smell and sound of the sea. It was in my blood. 

      It didn't take long to finish labelling all the equipment. A few items ended up on a pile for repairs, but most of it was in top condition. Hot Tatties had poured a shitload of money into this resort, and everything was high quality, including my diving shack. No matter how much I disliked the aliens, this job was the best I'd ever had. And the pay was more than I could spend.

      It wasn't even midday, and I was more or less done with my work for the day. Technically, Paul was my boss, but he gave me free rein as long as everything got done. He wouldn't mind if I went for a dive during work hours. It was practice, I supposed. And I'd found mentions of an underwater cave on an old map of the island that I wanted to explore. I'd thought I'd seen all the caves in the island's vicinity, but I almost hoped I'd missed one. I loved the thrill of diving to a place very few had ever seen before. 

      I examined the map one last time, then put on my wetsuit and grabbed my equipment. For a moment, I wondered whether to take the camera, but at the last moment I took it with me. Yes, I’d filmed hundreds of hours of diving along the reef, but you never knew when you’d see a rare species of fish or something unpredictable below the waves.

      When I stepped outside, I crashed into a wall of green alien. I jumped back with a shriek, almost dropping the diving cylinder. Green skin. Muscles as far as the eye could see. No clothes except for a leather wrap around his waist. Short black hair with an emerald tinge. Algae hanging from his shoulders, hips, legs. Webbing between his toes. And, strangest of all, gills at the side of his neck. 

      It was him. The guy I'd been ogling from afar. And he seemed even taller this close. 

      "I apologise," he said in a deep voice that reminded me of the depths of the ocean. 

      "No... I should have been more careful."

      I almost had to crane my head to look up at him. He was smiling at me, exposing rows of sharp, pointy teeth. Definitely not human. His gaze swept down my body as if he was seeing me for the first time. Maybe he was. This was the closest we'd ever been to each other. I wished I hadn't put that wetsuit on. It didn't leave anything to the imagination. My hips were wide at the best of times, but in the wetsuit, they looked humongous. 

      I turned away from him, suddenly very self-conscious. "I have to go."

      "What is that sound? Is that music?"

      I had to focus hard to ignore the sound of my heart beating in my chest and instead listen to the song that had started playing on my little speaker. And of course it had to be a song that needed some explanation. 

      "Yes, it's music," I said simply, facing him again.

      The alien smirked, as if aware that I was purposely taciturn. "If all Earth music is like this, I will start listening to it myself. She is singing strong words. Finding a new home. Readying to fight. Leading others. Tell me about it."

      I sighed. I should have just left. But I couldn't. "It's called 'Stand up' by Cynthia Erivo. It features in a movie called Harriet about the Underground Railroad. She was an amazing person. A hero. But I don't have time to explain. Look it up if you want. I'm sure you can access our internet."

      His smirk only grew wider as he studied me. Those sharp teeth made me think of a shark considering its prey. He wasn’t supposed to be here, not when I was by myself.

      "I'm going for a dive," I said firmly when he kept on staring at me. "Have a nice day."

      Before I could change my mind, I tightened my grip on my scuba equipment and walked away from him, down to the beach.

      "Careful, there's a storm coming," he called after me. 

      A storm? It was a beautiful day. A light breeze tousled the unruly strands of hair that had escaped my bun. The sun was high in the sky, heating up the sand. There was no storm coming. He just wanted attention. 

      I resisted the urge to look back.
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      Cerban

      I couldn't get her out of my mind. I was supposed to focus on the upcoming meeting with the Hot Tatties Dating Agency, but instead, my thoughts centred on the little Peritan... no, human. The agency had made it clear that we should use human terminology in order to fit in better with the locals. Peritans were humans and Peritus was Earth. 

      My brothers and I had already acquired a basic command of one of their languages, English, while travelling here, but now lessons were compulsory for all finmen on the island. Yes, we had translator implants that could do the job, but they weren't always completely accurate. Something always got lost in translation. I'd noticed that during our long journey to this planet. Not all the finmen on the Tidebound came from the same country as my clutch-brothers and I. Kelon, our former, now disgraced leader, had hired crew members from all over Finfolkaheem. There had been at least one violent argument born from a simple misunderstanding that could be put down to the implants not understanding the finer nuances of language and culture. 

      The accommodation building came into view, and I fastened my steps when I saw Rainse was on guard duty outside. My other clutch-brother, Fionn, was away with his mate, taking the Tidebound and half the crew with them. In the absence of the captain, the two of us were in charge. It was laughable. All three of us were simple guards. Yes, we had been trained as warriors, but Rainse was the only one who had seen real fighting action. That was before he'd been thrown out of the navy for arguing with his superiors. I couldn't help but grin. My clutch-brother had always had an issue with authority. And now he was one half of the authority. The irony was immense.

      He raised a hand in greeting. "Ready for the meeting?"

      It took me a moment to remember what meeting he was talking about. My head was full of the human female. And I didn't even know her name. Maybe Rainse knew. He always seemed to be chatting with humans.

      "Not really. Why do we need yet another meeting?"

      Rainse chuckled. "Because the first batch of test results is going to come in any sunpass now. The agency wants to make sure that this won't cause chaos among the finmen. Kelon's behaviour has made us look like unpredictable brutes. Pam and the others are worried the rest of us will behave similarly."

      I growled softly. Kelon had betrayed us all when he'd kidnapped a human female who hadn't been matched to him. It had all had a happy end - she was mated to Fionn now and Kelon had been sent back to Finfolkaheem to be punished - but it had left a bad taste not just with the dating agency, but also the rest of us. We'd come to Earth to find mates with the help of a human-run dating agency, not to take females by force. Kelon was a stain on our reputation that would be hard to rub out.

      The female danced into my mind again. Did she think that we were violent brutes? Was she scared of us?

      She hadn't seemed scared, just irritated. She hadn't enjoyed my presence. If she'd known that I had been standing outside her building for a while, listening to her music, watching her sway to the rhythm, she would have been even more upset. Let's hope she never found out. 

      "Cerban?" Rainse looked at me strangely. "Are you alright?"

      "Yes, just thinking. Do you know... never mind. Can you show me how to access Earth's outernet?"

      "Internet?" He laughed. "It astounds me every time just how bad you are with technology."

      I flicked his greenskin in response. 

      He flinched but kept laughing. "Yes, I can show you. What do you want to search for?"

      "A song. A beautiful song about a female."

      His smile faltered somewhat. "What are you up to, brother? You know we aren't supposed to be alone with females on the island, not until we have been matched by the agency."

      "It's hard to avoid when so many of the staff are female," I grumbled. "Anyway, just show me how to access this internet."

      "I will. After the meeting. I need you to focus. don't want to feel like I'm the only one listening."

      I checked my holoband. I had just enough time for a snack and a piss. No time to look up that song again or find out the female's name. Fuck. It would have to wait. I had to be a responsible adult male for once.

      Rainse sniffed the air. "There's a storm coming."

      "I know. Can't see it yet, but it's coming fast."

      As was that damned meeting.
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        * * *

      

      Pam looked perfectly put together as always. She was an older female, but she oozed authority. She was used to telling others what to do - especially males. In the absence of both Fionn and Paul, the human resort manager, we were joined by Eneda, a female I'd only met once before. I dimly remembered that she was responsible of the island's finances, or something similarly dull. She was younger than me, with thick eyeglasses hovering on the tip of her nose and hair the colour of seashells. 

      Rainse looked her up and down, then exchanged a look with me. Not his mate. I gave him a barely noticeable nod. Nor mine. 

      It had become a custom among finmen on the island. Whenever we met a human female, we would wonder, was this her? Had we finally found our mate? So far, Fionn had been the only one to be that lucky. 

      "What news?" Rainse asked after greetings and formalities.

      Pam smiled widely. "We have finally heard from the lab after submitting all your finmen's DNA samples. They've been analysed and compared to the women's DNA markers that we have stored in our database. I got the results two hours ago." Her dramatic pause drove me crazy. Was this the moment I'd been waiting for? My greenskin tightened at the thought.

      Next to me, Rainse had his fists balled. His gills were fluttering ever so softly. 

      "There are two matches," Pam continued. I stopped breathing. "Neither of the two women was part of the contingent we sent to the island, so it will take some time to contact them and bring them to you. But we will work as fast as we can, of course. We know how desperate you will all be to meet your matches."

      I almost growled at her. Couldn't she just give us all the information at once?

      "Who are the two males?" I asked, forcing myself to keep my voice neutral.

      Pam checked her notes. "Pli'th and Hournn. It is your choice if you tell them now or if you wait until the women are on their way."

      "Hournn is away on the Tidebound," Rainse said. I didn't have to look at my clutch-brother to know of his disappointment. I felt it too. Yet another setback. Another spark of hope extinguished. 

      I took a deep breath. "I think we should wait until he's back and then tell them both at the same time."

      Rainse nodded. "I agree. They will be frantic once they find out. Let's not risk the peace on the island until we know for sure that the two females are on an air vessel."

      "Air... Ah, you mean a plane," Eneda said, speaking for the first time. "I tend to agree. Paul is back tomorrow and I'm sure he will want to organise some activities for the lucky couples, introducing them to each other slowly. I know you finmen will want to rush into it, but remember, these women don't know that aliens exist. It will be a shock to them. Elise handled it remarkably well, but we cannot expect everyone to behave like that. I certainly didn't."

      She chuckled at the memory but didn't expand further. 

      Pam and Eneda continued to chat, but I couldn't focus on their conversation. 

      No mate for me. 

      When we had submitted our genetic samples, we'd been so full of hope. The Hot Tatties agency had a vast database of human females. Surely there had to be a match. And there had been, for three of us. But none for me.

      For some reason, my mind wandered to the diving instructor again. Her smooth black hair that I wanted to run my fingers over, her beautiful brown eyes that seemed to sparkle around the pupil, her tiny body that would fit so perfectly against my own...

      No. She was off limits. Pam and Paul had made it very clear that staff on the island, especially the females, were to have as little contact with us as possible. After what had happened with Kelon, we'd have to earn their trust again. 

      After the meeting, I'd get Rainse to play that song for me on the humans' internet. And then I would go for a swim in the storm. It wouldn't be long until it hit the island. And there was nothing better than surfing the frenzied current brought up by a storm.
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