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      If you think alien abductions should be more romantic and fun, with a protective alien hero, buckle in.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT SAVED BY MY ALIEN HUSBAND

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        "Let go of my wife if you want your species to survive."

      

        

      
        DELPHINE:

      

        

      
        Earth is dying, and the only bright spot in my life is not real—an irresistibly gorgeous alien prince who claims he’s coming for me. My dreams take me to his ship, where his presence feels as vivid as the heartbeat he ignites in me.

      

        

      
        But in the real world, it couldn't be farther from the truth. Me, saved by an alien prince? No chance. My mandated therapist says he’s just a fantasy created by my mind to avoid the vulnerability of intimacy, and that I have an unhealthy obsession with cats. She may have a point… after all, he does have a tail and a textured tongue.

      

        

      
        When his spaceship appears outside our protected dome, I realize it's all true, and my life is about to get a lot bigger than anyone ever expected it would be.

      

        

      
        HAVEN:

      

        

      
        Delphine may not believe I’m real, but that won't stop me from loving her. The Eldrin were on a mission to save our genetic ancestors—the cats—from extinction, when her mind bonded with mine across the stars.

      

        

      
        The moment I laid eyes on her, I knew she would be my princess.

      

        

      
        Now, I’ll save the human race—for her. Or at least, the humans she thinks are worth the effort.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENT GUIDE

          

        

      

    

    
      Saved By My Alien Husband features themes of abandonment, as well as loneliness, bullying, murder, prejudice against class systems, a dying Earth and threat of extinction, and has explicit sexual scenes including knotting and unique alien anatomy.

      

      Reader discretion is advised.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          DELPHINE

        

      

    

    
      Ten Years Ago

      “Princess, we are too young to get married,” Haven said, his round, moss-green face pinched at the thought.

      “I'm not too young. I'm thirteen. And it’s just a kiss,” I replied, attempting to act nonchalant as my heart beat so hard it felt like it was trying to escape my chest.

      “Exactly,” my alien friend replied. He held my gaze with an expression that implied this was a serious matter, but his green skin looked a little brown, as if he too had red blood flushing his cheeks, but it reacted differently to his skin tone.

      I crossed my arms, sitting down on the floor of his spaceship with a plop, my brown hair covering my face in embarrassment. My lips turned down, and I blinked back tears.

      “Shouldn’t my imaginary friend listen to me?” I said to myself, throat tight. I had been looking forward to going to sleep all day so that I could ask him, curious what his textured face would feel like versus kissing my soft human hand.

      “It hurts my feelings when you call me that,” Haven said, sitting beside me. He played with the hem of his pants, not looking in my direction. He claimed he was part of the Eldrin, a species of alien traveling the stars, but I didn’t believe him.

      “I forgot. I’ll try not to. Sorry, Haven,” I said with a sigh.

      My imaginary friend was just as sensitive as me, which made sense. I won’t hurt his feelings by saying it anymore, even though it’s true. That’d be like hurting myself. He’s been my friend for a few months now. Whenever I sleep or nap, I find myself with Haven. Usually, he is in his room on the spaceship, or he is in some sort of meeting in a big room, but there is also a garden on the ship. I much prefer it in the gardens than having to go to meetings with him. Why does a thirteen-year-old-alien-imaginary-friend need to go to meetings? It's not like that was something I wanted to do. I guess that was part of the prince fantasy. I read about princes and princesses in history class, how a country named England had something called a monarchy. Then Haven came into my life, a green alien prince.

      Finding him during a meeting was few and far between, since I didn’t nap as much. Mostly, I’d find him in his room at night, and we’d talk or play games. Or we’d just sleep next to each other until morning, when I’d wake up in my own bed again. Alone.

      But why would I reject myself and hurt my own feelings? I sniffed, brushing a tear away.

      “Why are you crying?” Haven asked.

      “Alex had her first kiss and won’t stop talking about it,” I said with a huff. “I wanted to see what she was talking about.” It was very annoying of my roommate to talk about kissing so much, as if getting someone to smoosh their face on yours was a big deal. It wasn’t. Well, maybe it was, but I wouldn’t tell her that.

      “We’re kids, we shouldn’t be kissing,” Haven said, always the voice of reason.

      “Stop calling me a kid,” I protested. Alexandra was a year older and very snooty. She kept talking about what she would do with her life when she was a savior.

      As if she could pick being a savior.

      Alexandra said I was more server type than savior, so we shouldn't be friends. “Deli, why should I be friends with you when we won't be in the same circles?”

      “Don’t worry, Delphine,” he said, calling me by name. He rarely did that. His feline-like, black-pooled eyes stared at me. “I’m on the way to you. You won’t have any reason to cry once we are together.”

      He often claimed that he was on his way. I wished it were true.

      The course of my life was already set, and escaping with an alien imaginary friend was how my brain wanted to fix that. But really, I'd go to school, they'd test me, then decide whether I was a savior or a server. After that, sometime in the next twenty years, I'd die.

      They don't like to talk about it, but the adults sometimes don't notice when we are around and talk too freely. Earth doesn't have much time left.

      Sighing, I leaned my head on Haven’s shoulder. He wrapped his arm around me, tucking me into him.

      Maybe when I died, I could stay with him forever.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          1

          DELPHINE

        

      

    

    
      Seven Days Left On Earth

      Getting an education was pointless when you knew you were likely to die before you turned thirty-five. Pulling on my backpack, I walked out of the classroom that shared useless information simply for the sake of keeping the youth busy until they received their work placements. AKA, babysitting.

      I turned twenty-three last week, which meant I was aging out of our boarding school—or holding cell, depending on how you looked at it—and going into the work system. Whoever decided that age was an asshole. How am I supposed to start my life now? I couldn't even feed myself properly.

      Yet, my aptitude test was complete, my personality scan was that afternoon, and then it was just a waiting game. Within the next day or so, the Organization would decide if I fit in the savior class or serving class. My mandatory therapist, Selvill, would call me in to share the results.

      Those who lived through Earth's volatile decades took on the responsibility of either saving the world or assisting those who did. The selection committee chose the saviors based on the supposed tests, but it was clear favoritism played a role. As did the revenge plots. If you weren't a savior, you were a server. They raised us with the belief that we were the last generation to survive Earth. Everyone had a part in that.

      Especially perfect fucking Alexandra. She was right, of course, about being a savior. The memory of her dismissive statement, that she'd never bother being friends with a server, has stayed with me. Bitch.

      Trying to fix the damage we'd done over a millennium was futile, but we had to occupy our time somehow. The probes sent to find a new home to inhabit, the supposed plan B, hundreds of years ago, never came back. Now we don’t have the tech to create new probes. Now we preoccupied ourselves with trying to make the world more habitable for longer.

      Hence the boarding schools, training classes, and small housing units that surrounded the science labs. All were enclosed in a series of domes. One dome was specifically used for farming, while the other two served as housing units, space for those training classes, and science labs. Humans, some sheep, fish, and a few bird species were saved, but not much else survived. Those, and the cats. Few animals could handle the world we had to adapt to, but cats seemed to adapt to everything. They even had to create a system to make sure the cat population didn't grow too large for the existing habitat. There were some creepy mutated bears that ate everything and anything it could find, outside the dome, but we tried not to think about them.

      It was said that the generation that lost the dogs was the saddest.

      My upcoming personality scan worried me the most. Everyone knew that if you weren't a team player, a genius, or popular, you were likely to be assigned as a server. Other factors could come into play, like the comparison to the personality scan I took at ten years old with the one I’ll take now. If they see certain patterns between the two scans, that informs some sort of sophisticated algorithm on what kind of worker I would be. But who knows, how much could you really judge about someone when they are ten?

      I’d make the best of it. If I had to serve entitled saviors for the last few years of my life, I’d make them miserable in retaliation—the mean ones anyway. The nice ones I might fuck for fun.

      We all had to have our hobbies. Mine were meaningless sex and sleeping. Sex to distract during the waking hours, then pining over Haven while I was asleep. Sex was a hobby for most of the people in the dome, if I was being fair. When your pseudo-government gives you a designated fuck buddy every year, most people take advantage.

      Haven understood that about me. At least he said he did. Sometimes I wasn’t too sure, but everyone disagreed with their imaginary friends every once in a while, right? I am well aware that I'm really messed up in the head.

      Walking across the bridge to my designated dorm, I fed my cat and plopped my bag on the floor. Daryl, my roommate for the year, wasn't back yet.

      Laying on my bed, I petted the gray-striped cat beside me. Our dorm mom named her Parvati after the goddess of fertility. As if that would somehow give us luck and increase birth rates.

      There were a few cats on every floor, but Parvati only liked me. I'm glad I got to win at something.

      As laughable as it is that the cat will bring me luck in pregnancy, it's not as funny as my parents naming me Delphine, after the goddess of the earth. There were a lot of goddesses around here for a god-forsaken world.

      If the deities ever existed, they abandoned us years ago.

      Focusing back on my nap, little Parvati purring loudly beside me, I closed my eyes. Usually, I changed my clothes or fixed up my hair since my dream-self always matched how I looked in the real world, but my end-of-day grime would have to do today. I had two hours until my scan, just enough time to see Haven. I didn’t want to waste a moment.

      Almost instantly, I was in Haven’s room on the spaceship. It had a deep black interior, with white swirls outlining the edges of doors and rooms like a strange crown molding. His bed was a heap of shaped moss, always cool to the touch. He added extra blankets at my request, one placed under us like a sheet and the other on top. He used to sleep on the bare moss, but he got used to how we laid down together, so our blankets were always on his bed when I arrived. I rarely saw the navigation systems of his ship—Haven wasn’t often in that room. Maybe my lack of understanding of space travel kept me from scrutinizing the details.

      However, any of the dark expanses of his room could show the stars. All he had to do was press his hand to the wall and a multitude of dying suns would appear on the surface.

      “Hello princess,” he said before I spotted him. I turned, finding his smiling green face as he  stood up from his desk. It looked similar to ones I would see in history books, made of wood, but his had vines and foliage surrounding it. It was like everything was alive except for the ship itself. Wood was scarce on Earth, but not in my imagination.

      I wished my imagination would listen to my wants more often.

      “Haven,” I said with a sigh, my shoulders releasing their tension as his name left my mouth.

      “You always do that,” he commented as he turned around with a tilted head, trying to understand.

      “Do what?” I asked, looking into the face I wanted to get lost in.

      “That sigh, like you weren’t sure you’d find me, but you always do,” he explained, pulling me into his arms like I belonged there. His long tail, as textured as his hands, ran up and down the backs of my legs as he held me.

      If only this was real.

      “I’m just happy to see you,” I replied.

      He still hadn’t kissed my lips, but he held me at any opportunity he could and gave me little forehead and cheek kisses. And when he licked me? Dear god, that was all I wanted. He only licked around my neck and wrists, but it was enough to send my whole body into overdrive. Especially with his perforated tongue.

      Maybe my therapist was right when they said I had an unhealthy relationship with my cat.

      Haven had these gorgeous eyes with enlarged pupils, loved licking, had a tail, and the rough tongue of a cat, but his body was certainly not feline. There wasn't a single soft or smooth part of him, other than his lips. He also had no hair other than his brows and eyelashes.

      Haven had a distant dad and deceased mother because then he was like me, alone. At least, that’s my amateur psychological guess.

      I stopped talking about Haven in therapy a few years ago, when Selvill suggested I get on medication to make him go away. I refused to let that happen, even if he wasn’t real. Instead, I would often use metaphors or blame my thoughts on Parvati and Daryl. I was lying through my teeth every session. But it was nice to have someone to talk to about how lonely I felt while I was awake. Thankfully, my therapy notes don’t go into my placement file.

      “Whatcha doing?” I snuggled closer into his arms. He was warm and smelled like the breeze right after rain.

      “I’m coming to get you,” he said, brushing my hair behind my ears.

      “You always say that,” I mumbled.

      “Crossing galaxies takes a while. Don’t worry, I’m almost there, princess,” he said, his penetrating eyes pouring into mine.

      A building in my core pulled me from his eyes and I flushed, looking at his chest. I knew what it meant: Daryl was back in our dorm, bringing me back to reality. I didn’t want to go, but watching Haven while it happened was a unique experience.

      “Something wrong, princess?” he asked, but he had seen me in this situation enough times to know. Haven hated Daryl. What fake fictional alien boyfriend wouldn’t be jealous and possessive?

      But he never asked me to stop fooling around with other guys. I wasn’t serious about any of them, and it’s not like I could be exclusive with my imaginary friend, but I appreciated that he didn’t judge me for it. He once said he didn’t understand how intimacy was shared so freely in my culture, but I dropped the subject at his request.

      “Hm, princess?” he asked again, hands moving up and down my arms. I shivered against him.

      I ate it up every time he called me that. When someone treats you like you matter, like you are special, it leaves an impression that stains you for life.

      Sure, it was me saying I was special to myself, but I didn’t like to focus on that. Like I ignored a lot of things.

      “I’m fine,” I squeaked, positioning myself so my pelvis leaned into his. His bulge was monstrous.

      “You smell more than fine to me,” he said and growled, leaning in to sniff and lick my neck. My long brown hair fell to the side as I leaned forward. He nuzzled my neck and my legs gave way.

      “Oh god,” I whimpered when he picked me up and dropped me in a heap on his moss bed.

      “There is none, princess, I checked the heavens for you. Praise me instead,” Haven said, leaning over me.

      When he hovered over me, I could pretend it was him bringing these delicious feelings to my body.

      I moaned and shivered again, angling my hips up and gasping as my skin met the cold air. My body reflected on what was happening in the real world, and Haven knew it too. Looking down, my pants and underwear were gone. Haven noted it, his black eyes growing impossibly darker, like black holes threatening to consume me.

      “This is the last time he touches you, princess. Make it a good goodbye,” he told me, his voice thick with promise, fingers gripping my chin. His hands had a ribbed, rough texture, like the rest of him. “You’re mine, princess. Don’t forget that.”

      I crashed into an orgasm, jolting awake.
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      My eyes snapped open and, as expected, Daryl was between my legs. We hated each other’s guts, but he was a good fuck.

      He looked up, his dark beard covered in my juices. For a Goody Two-shoes, his smile with my come on his face was devilish. The Organization encouraged the males to make sure their assigned female roommate for the year got regular orgasms, as it made pregnancy more likely. And Daryl was diligent at his duties.

      “You finally woke up, huh? Looking for more?” he said and thrust a finger into my quim, curling up.

      “Keep going,” I said with a gasp, grating my hips into his palm.

      Daryl undid his waist tie and pushed his linen pants down with his other hand, freeing his engorged cock. Sure, I’d had sex with all my bunkmates since I was eighteen, but Daryl was the best at it.

      With everyone on the North American continent fitting into three domes with room to spare, it was no surprise the Organization prioritized birth rates. If we weren’t all going to die, I’d have wanted a child eventually, but it all seemed sad in the world I lived in now. They take children away from their parents at age ten to go to boarding school. They teach and train us there until we are twenty-three. After that, all efforts needed to be focused on Earth’s salvation.

      I think about my parents sometimes, but I try not to. I see them walking around, it’s hard to avoid them, but their priority was the mission. After I no longer needed them and my school wardens could take over, they believed their task was done. Daryl was a lot like them, mission-driven. That's why we didn't get along.

      Every citizen got a bunkmate of a different sex that changed yearly, unless you got pregnant. If you only liked same-sex company, it wasn’t compulsory to fuck your bunkmate, but they certainly hoped most people would.

      If you become pregnant, they will keep you with that partner for two years before asking you to try with another. Parents could still sleep around. Having a kid didn’t mean you had to be monogamous in that two-year period, but they didn’t officially assign anyone to you. Changing your partners is optional for those chosen in the savior class, of course.

      You’ve got to keep the potential saviors of the world happy, right?

      My parents never changed partners after having me, and they eventually got married, but I didn’t have any siblings to commiserate with.

      Daryl pushed into me slowly, leaning so his head didn’t hit the top bunk. Groaning, he said, “It feels so good being with you when you are sopping wet like this. God, so good.”

      I gasped when Daryl’s pelvis bone hit mine, leaning into it so my clit had more friction.

      “Oh God,” I said again, thinking of Haven’s response.

      I checked for you.

      Imagining Haven set me over the edge, bursting for a second time.

      Daryl’s rhythm changed and I knew he was almost at completion. Three punishing hip thrusts later and his seed was in my pussy, looking for a home. It wouldn’t find it. Many of the girls in my building agreed to take a special brew to prevent pregnancy. It was illegal, but with many people having difficulty getting pregnant anyway, it went undetected.

      I pushed back into him, using the muscles I’ve built up in my vaginal wall to hold Daryl’s pulsing dick in place as my body milked the last drops out of him. Even if I didn’t plan on getting pregnant, he couldn’t know about it, and the penis grip strategy was something all the health teachers taught as they claimed it helped conception. That’s the only reason so many men got good at giving orgasms, that also encouraged pregnancies, and you got a terrible reputation if you didn’t follow those health class guidelines.

      I’m not willing to bring kids into this hell, even if the saviors claimed they were close to a breakthrough.

      They said that every year.

      We caught our breath, joined for a few moments more as his hands caressed my ass. When our heartbeats settled down, he pulled out, and I stayed in bed. He climbed up to the top bunk, not bothering to put his clothes back on. We never talked unless we were having sex. He was a little older than me, already assigned to his duties as a soldier.

      No one wanted to say it to their faces, but in a world where the only dangers were the elements and rabid bear-like creatures that came out at night outside our sanctuary, we didn't need soldiers. There weren’t many conflicts within our walls. Most of the time, the soldiers sat around, but occasionally someone was depressed enough about the end of the world to cause a brawl.

      It was a waste of a savior title, but when he got off of his boring duty watching the dome, he liked to fuck. I didn't mind that.

      He'd move on soon, our year was almost up.

      Parvati meowed at me in disapproval from a tall shelf across the room, in perfect sight of everything we’d just done. I ignored her.

      Laying on my back, I closed my eyes again and reached for Haven in the space between dreams. I had gotten pretty good at falling asleep on command; Haven’s presence was a motivator.

      “Did you say goodbye?” Haven asked. I was naked in front of him, seed slipping out of me.

      Sometimes I would show up naked while Haven was talking to other people. Even though no one else could see me, he’d still blush and ask his company to leave. “My princess is here,” he would say. It was like only I mattered.

      The first few times I showed up bare by mistake. There was a lot of embarrassment while I figured out these imaginary friend rules, but Haven never made me feel like my body was less than, or something to hide. Now, I walked straight up to him, Daryl’s drippings sliding down my leg.

      “You should tell him for me,” I said, standing chest-to-chest with him, breasts pressed against his shirt.

      “Maybe I will,” he said, searching my face as his hand gripped my waist. “He may have kept you warm for me, princess, but once you are home with me, there will be no others. I’m almost there.”

      His persistent reminder that he was coming sent a stab through my heart. He wouldn’t be. I’d be alone. And in under an hour, the Organization would conduct a brain scan and determine my place in the world.

      I had no more time for games and daydreams. Tomorrow, my life would no longer be my own.

      “Prove it,” I said desperately, grabbing the supple cloth of his shirt. “Prove that I’m yours. Kiss me.”

      He bit his lip, considering. I hadn’t asked him since that day ten years ago. I tempted him as often as I could, coming here naked and responsive, begging for his licks, but that kiss became an intimate calling left unsaid.

      If he told me no again, I don’t know how I'd be able to survive it.

      “I should deny you for a little while
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