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​​Chapter 1: The First Coronation
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Sitting on the plush red throne of the Senate chamber, with all the eyes of both houses of parliament and numerous dignitaries upon her, Svetlana Fujikawa did her best to maintain a smile through the ongoing coronation ceremony. The crown had been placed on her head some time ago, but pomp and ceremony meant there were still a few more speeches to go. The words were all very moving and optimistic, running through a common theme of Canada now looking towards space and the connections the new royal house brought. Really, it was quite a nice ceremony. Except for one little issue.

She had been busy with the ceremony for about two hours already, there were forty five minutes left, and... she kind of had to pee.

Thankfully she didn’t have to stand up again until the end of the current round of speeches, so all she had to focus on was maintaining a smile so that no one knew she was distracted. It would be unpleasant, but doable. Pulling on her experience in retail, she plastered on her customer service mode, knowing there was little chance of her face betraying her increasing discomfort. 

Trying to distract herself by actually listening to the content of the speeches failed to help distract her. She’d already heard pretty well everything during rehearsals, even if there’d been some minor last minute changes.

Plus, a lot of the speakers had rather boring voices. 

They were Canadian politicians after all. Not a group of people known for being exciting speach givers.

Shifting to a slightly different sitting position, she instead decided to let her mind drift off entirely. There weren’t any cues that were easy to miss and, well, she still had a lot on her mind from the recent chaos of her life.
[image: ]
The first thing, that still made her all giddy from time to time, was thoughts about how nice being able to be a woman was. Alien technology really was wonderful when it came to transitions.

Still, the five months that had passed since then was starting to make it feel so natural she barely remembered the vague haze she’d teetered on the edge of before. It was funny how in some ways it felt had to believe she’d actually spent over twenty years trying to be a guy.

Instead of memories that felt hazy and almost fake her mind mostly went to more recent matters. Like the fact she was married. To four different wonderful women, half of whom were aliens... plus all of them being in a relationship but technically not being married to two others (due to issues of succession surrounding immortals). Which didn’t really strike her as fair to O’tmyil or Thisbe. Even if androids and vampires apparently made certain legal matters complicated.

There was also a secondary matter that was sort of less recent than Svetlana’s transition, but also something she’d only found out later: Vivian, the first of her wives that she’d met, was pregnant. From just before Svetlana’s transition. Nearly six months in now, though the tall and handsome woman showed rather less than one might expect. Being nearly two metres tall had advantages.

Which meant Svetlana was going to be a mother soon. That was exciting. Even if she had no idea how to raise a kid, and also suspected a small army of royal nannies were going to get involved. 

Plus, there was all the travel ahead of her. She was going to have to go to the UK to sign some paperwork over the transfer of a certain properties between herself and the old royal family almost as soon as the ceremony ended. After that the politicians had decided to have her go on a grand diplomatic tour. Brushing elbows with proper royalty and whatnot.

Then, of course, there was the space stuff. With Plynx, Bokarza, and O’tmyil all being aliens, Svetlana was going to have to head into space at some point. That was exciting. So far all she’d done was a quick orbit or two in Plynx’s personal spaceship back when they’d been dating. Seeing the rest of the galaxy was—

Oh! 

People were clapping more than they’d been doing. Right. That was the Governor General giving her final speech, formally handing over all vestiges of her office to the ‘House of Fujikawa’ (a term that Svetlana still thought sounded a bit overly snobby... especially considering her parent’s place was a one floor 1960s bungalow in Hammer City). 

All the same, she stood, smiled, waved, signed the one document marking accepting the lease for Rideau Hall, and then she made a beeline out the door to the nearest washroom as soon as was acceptable. 

One of the perks of being the new Queen of Canada was that she had access to a private washroom, though even that only did so much to counter how awkward dresses were in the washroom. Either you had to fold up the skirt and be left awkwardly drowning in it, or you had to pull almost the whole thing off to pull it down... or maybe there was some trick to it that mothers normally taught their daughters. One that she’d missed with the whole being trans thing. Because none of the options she’d worked out seemed nearly dignified enough.

Whatever the case, she was done perhaps two minutes later, hands washed and now being swarmed by various wardrobe and makeup people who were all doing their best to erase any sign she was a being of flesh and blood that sometimes wrinkled her dress while using a toilet.

Popping out from being tucked in Svetlana’s bra, a clearly alien disc floated through the air for a few moments before flashing into the solid yet holographic form of O’tmyil.

“Reports on media show that everyone who could have a positive view of you has had a positive opinion on the ceremony so far,” the blue-skinned alien android relayed, having apparently been tapped into communication networks. “The queens consort and Thisbe are waiting for you at the cars towards your new residence.”

“Right. New residence... I still can’t believe they’re making me move to Ottawa,” Svetlana mumbled as someone adjusted the tiara serving as her new primary crown.

It was very pretty, made by a Dené artist with diamonds from the North-West Territories. Of course it was also worth several times more than her parent’s home, let alone anything Svetlana had ever owned. Or, well, ever owned until recently. How was she supposed to feel comfortable with something like that on her head?

“It seems a nice enough city to me,” O’tmyil replied as they began making their way through the secure hallway towards the garage where others were waiting.

“If you like bureaucracy,” Sveltana mumbled as they walked, before remembering she was in the very heart of the nation’s bureaucrats. Parliament itself.

As such, she decided to keep her mouth shut for the rest of the walk. A walk that felt rather long, considering it was all in one building. Parliament had just been built to a slightly obnoxious scale, thanks to Victorian era egos. Or was it Edwardian by that point?  

Passing through hallways that were an odd mix of ornate and utilitarian, they at long last reached the entrance to the garage, where they found the others waiting.

“You’re behind schedule,” Augusta Fujikawa-Hozenberg-Lemonov-Bourange said, sounding mildly annoyed.

Her Franco-Austrian accent always sounded at least a little annoyed, however.

“There’s a whole army of moving parts, you have to expect delays,” the tall and ever dashing Vivian Fujikawa-Wong muttered, rolling her eyes.

“Well, it was more that I don’t have infinite bladder capacity,” Svetlana admitted, offering a slightly awkward little chuckle.

It didn’t seem to quite be enough for Augusta’s liking, but, thankfully, everyone else was rather more easily pleased.

“The crown looks very nice,” Bokarza said, leaning down to take a better look. She was also clearly happy to see Svetlana again, based on the way her clubbed tail was swinging (causing everyone near her to quickly step to safety). “Very delicate, but pretty.”

“It suits you-love very well,” Plynx added with a smile that showed just a little of her feline-like fangs while purring lightly. 

“The lack of any crucifixes or other religious symbols is very appreciated,” Thisbe added. 

Before they could manage any further conversation, however, various aids ushered them onto the convertibles set to drive them to Rideau Hall. As expected, O’tmyil returned to her disc form and was tucked back into Svetlana’s dress for security reasons while Vivian joined Svetlana in the front car. It seemed everyone saw her as Svetlana’s ‘primary wife’ due to both being the only other Canadian legally in the new royal family and her being pregnant. A baby on the way did wonders to improve the public’s feelings towards both Svetlana and her dashingly handsome wife. Even with the polycule, aliens, and trans factors. People just loved babies.

Meanwhile Plynx, Augusta, and Bokarza rode in a second convertible. Svetlana did not envy the driver or other aid who were stuck sharing a car with those three. All had been born royalty, Plynx and Bokarza’s people having been in a low level war until recently while Augusta was... Augusta. Raised in a family with a number of claims but no actual throne, she'd been taught to put on airs before she could walk to make up for it. So the only way to prevent an argument between the trio would be if none of them spoke.

And then Thisbe would ride behind in one of the security SUVs with tinted windows, both to protect her from the sun and view. While Svetlana thought it was unfair to Thisbe she couldn’t really deny that there was a reason vampires had a bad rap and it was fair to try to keep the petite woman tucked away on coronation day. 

Pulling out of the garage, they had a few moments to adjust to the light before reaching the crowds lining the street. Under normal conditions it would be maybe a ten minute drive, but they were instead going to be going only a little faster than walking speed so that Svetlana could smile and wave at the crowds along Wellington and then Sussex. 

“My arm is going to get tired,” she whispered through a smile as they finally passed the Hotel Laurier.

“You’re using your wrist too much,” Vivian replied through an equally well maintained smile.

Svetlana nodded slightly, double checking her technique against Vivian’s. 

That managed to save her, letting her handle the rest of the almost thirty minute crawl to her new official residence. All the same, when they finally reached the garage and were once more tucked away from news cameras she let out a sigh of relief. It had still felt like a bit of a work out to keep her arms up that much.

At least the rest of the day was going to be a party. Well, there was one last photo op session, then the concert would start, held on the grounds of what was set to be labelled her new ‘palace’ soon enough. It really did baffle her just how much land the governor general had had... but it made for a good amount of space to host a party.

“I still have to ask what you ate. Your breath smells horrid,” Augusta said as the second car tucked into the garage a short distance from Svetlana.

“It was merely the tuna-fish,” Plynx replied.

“Oh, hey, good work you three, managing to keep from fighting on camera,” Svetlana said with a grin.

“It’s your day. We didn’t want to ruin that, chérie,” Augusta replied.

“Indeed, indeed,” Plynx added with a happy nod.

For her part, Bokarza shrugged. “I know I can scare humans, since you’re so little as a species, and a panicked crowd is very bad. So I tried not to move.”

The group exchanged a little more light conversation while they waited for Thisbe’s ride to pull in. Once everyone was assembled it was time to pull out O’tmyil and then go meet up with the various artists who would be performing that evening. As they made their way through the large home both Svetlana and Bokarza found themselves helping Vivian out, the long day apparently starting to tire her out when combined with the pregnancy. And, well, those two were the only ones who were tall enough to really offer her much support.

It only took a few minutes to reach the main hall where the various artists were waiting, however. Even better, there were chairs and couches available, Vivian finding a seat. After some reassurance from Vivian that she was fine, Svetlana reluctantly drifted over towards the large crowd of artists, managers, and other hangers on. Once again she plastered on her customer service smile.

The performers were quite the eclectic mix. Most were Canadian, and a few were firmly not Svetlana’s style (three different country music groups), but there were also two alien bands present. One was mostly made up of the lynx-esque Issiod’rians like Plynx, while the other had a couple of Kobaroians like Bokarza (who were perhaps best described as a mix between fantasy orcs and those sabre-toothed deer from China, though there was the matter of the horns and the clubbed tails to make that not quite accurate), but there were also a couple of blue Lanthoneans (the species O’tmyil’s default appearance was based upon) and one other artist who’s species Svetlana couldn’t identify off the top of her head. 

The human artists mostly seemed more excited to talk to fellow musicians from elsewhere in the galaxy than they were to meet the new queen, but Svetlana could understand that. Learning what music was like in the rest of the galaxy had to be even more exciting for musicians. The alien musicians, however, were rather more excited to meet Svetlana at the moment. Perhaps because her technically being empress of a good chunk of the galaxy was more impressive than being queen of Canada... that part of her newfound royal status still felt so abstract, however.

All the same, she took photos or holographic captures with each group (it likely not being hard to guess which type of artists did which) and it was all going quite nicely if a bit stiffly. Until she reached the one artist she was genuinely somewhat excited to meet, due to their status as a Canadian queer icon. 

“Ro Valenti! It’s very cool to get to meet you,” she said, smiling and offering the currently masculine singer a handshake.

“The excitement is all mine, getting to play at a coronation, and for the first trans monarch of Canada? Excellent stuff... also, though... have we met before?” they asked, looking Svetlana over. “Because you’re oddly familiar.”

“I don’t think so,” Svetlana muttered, even if she had recently learned that her former roommate’s girlfriend had apparently sort of known Ro for years. “If we did I probably would have looked rather different anyhow. Only got zapped recently, after all.”

That caused Ro’s eyes to light up, followed by excited waving of a pointer finger. “Right! Right! That one... I think it was a Mongolian place in TO? You and a friend were in the washroom and I changed... and then I maybe flirted with you.”

Blinking, the memory hit Svetlana in a moment. She’d definitely remembered someone changing sex before her eyes with just a splash of water, but she’d told herself afterwards she’d had to have imagined it. That was just too anime to be real. In fact a very specific anime... but, no. She had learned later that apparently cursed springs that caused sex changes were real, they were just in Türkiye instead of China like the anime said.

“Right, you did...” Svetlana replied, finding herself giving Ro Valenti a quick once over.

One that the highly attractive and gender-bending pop star was matching.

“Alright, yeah, no. That’s enough of that,” a brunette with a sharp bob said, sliding between the two of them.

“Hey! Rachel!” Ro protested.

“Indeed,” Augusta added, slipping in to add extra space between the Svetlana and Ro. “It is time for the photos and then the artists must prepare for their performances, mon amour.”

“R-right,” Svetlana mumbled, posing for a couple of pictures with Valenti and the rest of the Fire Hearts before being pulled away by both Augusta and Plynx.

As she was led away from the room, she noticed Ro and their one amazon-like bandmate talking to Vivian. What about she had no time to find out, however. Her two wives seemed to decide that moving Svetlana away from that hall was of vital importance.

“Wait, is this because Valenti is engaged to four people?” Svetlana asked as the pair of... well, they were no longer merely princesses, but that was still how Svetlana’s brain sorted them... as her two wives stopped pulling her along at last as they arrived at... another plush room that probably had some kind of fancy name. Because homes as big as her new official residence needed specific names for rooms to avoid confusion.

“Yes,” Augusta explained. “It is precisely because of that.”

“We love you-dearest very much, but everyone agreed it would be a dangerous idea to let you and Valenti-singer spend too much time together. You both have... what was it called again?” Plynx asked, turning to Augusta.

“Harem anime protagonist energy,” Thisbe said, causing everyone to jump as they hadn’t realised she’d followed them. “The romantic chaos that could potentially ensue was deemed concerning. Even Agent Lee agreed to that. You cause enough trouble on your own.”

“I’m not that bad,” Svetlana protested.

“Do we need to remind you-dearest of what happened with Bokarza-wife?” Plynx asked. “It is unclear if your heart or what you do to the hearts of others is more powerful, but the effect is undoubtedly most significant.”

She couldn’t exactly argue, but Svetlana still felt like everyone was overreacting a little. 
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​​Chapter 2: All Around the World


[image: ]


Staring down from her overly plush suite in a London hotel, Svetlana was tired. A mix of jetlag and an incredibly awkward meeting with the British king had left her rather drained. Though it wasn’t just the royalty. It seemed everyone she dealt with had needlessly strict rules of interpersonal etiquette when dealing with her. Just because she was technically royalty...

In her daze she found herself staring at nothing in particular across the grey expanse of sky.

“I’ll be glad to leave for the continent,” Augusta muttered, standing just behind Svetlana. “English weather is miserable.”

“I don’t mind it,” Thisbe replied in full honesty.

“The lack of sun is better for you than the rest of us, Thisbe-dear,” Plynx said as she walked over to lean against the window sill beside Sveltana, looking down at the street below. “Who are all those angry people-strangers with the signs down on the street?”

Looking down, Svetlana had seen them earlier when returning to the hotel from her meetings, but she wanted to confirm there hadn’t been any change in the crowd. It looked to be about a dozen protestors, a few were almost certainly the same people who’d been there all day.

“I think that’s about half the terfs in England,” she replied, smirking because what else could she do? “At least, the ones that aren’t in parliament.”

Grabbing hold of Svetlana’s arm and leaning forward, Thisbe gave them a quick appraisal. “You know, it has been a while since I’ve had a fresh meal...”

“And it’ll be a long while until you do again,” Svetlana replied. “Sorry, but if you get caught that’ll just be too much media outrage. We’re lucky Agent Lee and the rest of them buried all the old reports listing you as a suspect.”

“Well, not all the reports,” Augusta said, sounding like she’d sat down.

“I still can’t believe the Belgian royal family refuses to meet with Svetlana just because we’re dating,” Thisbe muttered, causing Svetlana to blink.

“Wait, you’re the reason they won’t meet with me? I’m not exactly upset about having fewer stuffy rich people to meet with, but why on Earth does the Belgian royal family have a grudge against you?” she asked.

“Er, well... it’s a bit of an old story,” Thisbe mumbled, before starting to explain.

-
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The food in Naples was nice in Plynx’s opinion. Pizza was overrated (too much bread, and the Italian versions did not have nearly enough meat), but there was lots of seafood to be found, and she had to admit she was fond of that.

Plus, there was lots of sun to be had, and so the Issiod’rian woman found herself soaking in the rays beside the pool while Svetlana headed off on various meetings. Human diplomats seemed to think that Svetlana held more political sway over off world traders than she did, while many still seemed a bit nervous to deal with aliens at all. It was somewhat amusing for Plynx, though she did not envy how tired Svetlana seemed to be most of the time. At least Augusta had also been busy since they’d left Britain, so Plynx had to see less of her.

Even after realising she was a lesbian Augusta was still... not Plynx’s favourite.

Ah, but spending time with Vivian was good. Since Thisbe was being nocturnal again with the brighter Italian sun that meant Plynx and Bokarza were the main ones helping Vivian out. Though the tall and handsome woman was mostly handling her pregnancy quite well.

Better than the waiter who had just taken Plynx’s order for octopus and then received Vivian’s, apparently.

“I recognise that it’s a crime against Italian cuisine,” Vivian said, “but I’m pregnant. It’s a craving. I will likely demand several more culinary crimes against other cuisines over the next couple of months.”

“Either way... pickles on a pizza? That... that is not... the chef will be offended I would even mention such a thing,” the waiter said, shaking his head.

“You-Neapolitans have one pizza already named for the queen who ordered it, no?” Plynx asked.

“I... yes?” the waiter replied with clear confusion.

“Well, Vivian-wife is also a queen. You can name the pizza after her and tourists-American will definitely order it to feel very fancy,” Plynx explained.

That was one thing that was common to tourists from many places. Stick the name of a celebrity on something and they wanted to try it. Royalty was a great way to make state sponsored celebrities and was about 80% of the reason any royal families still existed in the galaxy. Once you removed any political power from them and cut down the expenses enough they more than paid for themselves.

Though, sitting across from her, Bokarza represented the primary exception to that rule: high level positions in bureaucracy or military command structures being turned into family businesses. Again, they were subservient to elected officials, and generally saw intensive training combined with an in-clan meritocracy to keep up competence, but Plynx still saw the idea as dangerously close to the idea of authoritarian monarchies like the First Dynasty had been.

Ah, but that wasn’t the primary matter at the moment. Instead it was watching the waiter’s face as he seemed to go through all the stages of grief before realising both that: Vivian and Bokarza were much bigger than him, which clearly intimidated him; and that Plynx had been correct. A new royal pizza type, unique to the hotel, would sell to tourists. Whatever they put on it. Especially American tourists, who still came in significant numbers despite the whole... situation over there ever since their dealings with aliens had been revealed.

“Very well. I shall make your arguments to the chef, but I can not make any promises,” the man said, still managing to hold onto some dignity in showing his disdain for the concept.

“I’ll have the parmesan eggplant, please,” Bokarza added, causing the waiter to let out a sigh of relief.

It took a fair while for the man to return, this time accompanied by a chef who had apparently become rather too irate to manage to speak English. Unfortunately for him, his aggressive hand gestures were apparently misinterpreted by security as threatening and a number of agents emerged from their surroundings to form a barrier between him and Vivian, O’ktaubr (O’tmyil’s brother and Bokarza’s armour) in holographic form having joined them. After Bokarza and Plynx calmed the security down the chef was apparently frightened into making Vivian’s order.

A few minutes after that the trio were eating, Vivian sending her compliments to the chef for managing to incorporate the pickles so well. Though the look on the waiter’s face and the way he whispered to himself after leaving human earshot left Plynx rather certain he saw that as rubbing salt in the wound and so he was not passing it on.

Whatever the case, Vivian was voracious and devoured her pizza before either alien managed to finish their meals. A fact that proved deeply fortuitous as Svetlana strode into the room, her eyes sparkling with excitement. Well, more specifically due to the fact that Svetlana was being followed by her mother, father, and her father’s parents.

“Wife-family! It is a surprise to see you,” Plynx said, standing up to give a polite tap of her ears in greeting. 

Bokarza also stood partial up, only to have her tail get caught in her chair and then have Svetlana place her hands on the larger woman’s shoulders to keep her seated. Whether that was because Svetlana saw standing as unneeded formality or to keep Bokarza from damaging the furniture Plynx could not say.

“Of course I brought them. I couldn’t go to Italy and not invite my grandmother,” Svetlana said.

“Which is very appreciated, dear,” Svetlana’s grandmother said on her walk over to the table, “though I do—well, first, I wish to repeat that I fully accept your being a woman now, so that is not the issue, but... must you really continue to wear such low cut tops and dresses? Not only are you my granddaughter, but you’re also royalty now.”

“My chest is just so brand new, I’m still excited about it, nonna,” Svetlana mumbled while she pulled the chair out for her grandmother to sit.

“I suppose you’re allowed that, especially after all those years accidentally living as a boy,” her grandmother replied with a small nod.

Clearing his throat slightly, Svetlana’s grandfather also took a seat at the table. “I hope you don’t mind if we order some food now, even though you three lovely young ladies are nearly done your meals?”

“Oh, not the at all,” Plynx said.

“I was thinking about ordering a bit more, actually,” Vivian added. “Being both tall and pregnant, I think I might need at least three servings... they simply don’t fill the plates like you do, grandma Fuji—wait. I’m a Fujikawa now. What should I call you two?”

“Grandma Fiamma or nonna both work for me, Vivian dear,” the older woman replied. “The same is true for the rest of you... as strange as it is to me that Svetlana married all of you.”

“And Grandpa Ken or jiji work plenty well for me,” her husband added. “Now where’s that waiter?”

“Probably giving us space so you can rethink your plan to eat only risotto while you’re here,” Fiamma muttered to her husband as Svetlana and her parents found their seats.

“I recommend the polpo, Ken-grandfather,” Plynx said with enthusiasm, hoping to help the man not order risotto due to that being a poor choice for... unclear reasons.

She simply hadn’t ordered it because it had far to much in the way of grains.

“Pol—oh yes! That is a good—” he started to say, before his wife interrupted him.

“Try something a little less Japanese, dear.”

“... alright, alright. I’ll need some time for that,” the elder Fujikawa said softly, before dropping to a whisper Plynx suspected no one else at the table could hear. “I hope spaghetti isn’t too close to ramen for her.”

“Could I order the polpo, mother?” Svetlana’s father asked.

“Of course, sweety,” Svetlana’s grandmother replied.

Vivian, Svetlana, and Svetlana’s mother all seemed to be doing their best not to laugh at the dynamics of the previous generation of the Fujikawa family.

-
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Boarding yet another plane, Svetlana did at least have to admit she’d thoroughly enjoyed Thailand. The weather was nice, the food was great, and the populace were very welcoming to her. 

It was also nice to know there was only one more stop on her current tour, which was both the most exciting yet most nerve wracking: Japan.

-
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One advantage to not officially being part of the royal family was that Thisbe had somewhat more freedom to travel on her own. Sure, she wasn’t allowed to hunt anymore (even though her strategy had always been to fight in self defence), but it did mean that she was allowed to head out in the Akihabara electronics district on her own. 

It was the place for retro games. Which was so much better than a fresh meal.

After a few stores, gathering a couple of rare games, she reached a store that was playing some sort of evening interview tv. The show was apparently very popular, everyone in the store having gathered around to watch.

Curious, Thisbe leaned in to see, and was amused to discover it was Plynx being interviewed. It was clear she had not been prepared for how popular she would be as a cat girl from an alien warrior culture in Japan. Every time her ears twitched the gathered shoppers leaned.

-
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While Vivian was the one who was nearly seven months pregnant, it was Svetlana who was being dramatically emotional. Laying on her stomach on the very large executive suite bed, she hadn’t spoken for a several minutes. At a few points Vivian hadn’t been certain she was breathing at a few points.

“It didn’t go that poorly, did it?” Vivian asked.

Svetlana mumbled something into the mattress.
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“Pardon?”

Turning slightly, Svetlana raised her head a little. “I utterly botched it.”

“How? You were just exchanging some pre-agreed to pleasantries,” Vivian replied.

“I froze up and forgot every single Japanese word I know... I’ve embarrassed the entire Fujikawa family name,” Svetlana said. “How do I recover from doing that in front of the Emperor of Japan? He’s not even just a king. He’s an emperor.”

“And you’re an empress. Of the galaxy,” Vivian pointed out. 

That didn’t seem to be enough to improve Sveltana’s mood, so Vivian turned the tv on to watch Plynx’s interview. Which had, somehow, turned into Plynx doing an obstacle course, the entire studio audience going wild over her cat girl energy as she scrambled and dodged across the gaps.

Blinking, Svetlana sat up to watch for a few moments of silence, before some sort of hope seemed to wash over her.

“Right. I could do that sort of stuff... I should show off O’tmyil’s armour form too,” Svetlana said, before a flash of realisation hit her and she pulled out O’tmyil’s disc form to wake her up.

“Yes?” O’tmyil asked, now in hologram form and sitting in the nearby plush chair. 

“You can speak Japanese, right?”

“はい,” the blue woman replied. “Of course.”

“Can you use your form shifting abilities to pretend to be me for the meetings tomorrow?” Svetlana asked, hands clasped together in mock prayer.

“That would not work. It would be detected by security sweeps,” O’tmyil replied.

“Ohh... right,” Svetlana mumbled, staring down at her crossed legs for a few moments, before then getting excited again and turning to O’tmyil once again. “What if I mildly electrocute myself so we swap again?”

“Svetlana, don’t do that to yourself just to give a better impression to some old guy who can’t even affect the rest of your life,” Vivian said.

“I just don’t—it was so embarrassing!” she protested, flopping back onto the bed. After a few moments of silence she spoke up once again. “Imagine if you forgot Chinese while meeting some important Chinese... uh, person.”

“Well, that just wouldn’t happen,” Vivian replied smugly. “My parents forced me to go to weekly Cantonese lessons until I was 18. Whereas about seventy percent of your Japanese exposure was anime and monster movies. With the rest being karate lessons.”

Sitting up, Svetlana seemed to have run out of arguments, but clearly didn’t want to accept that she had lost. As such she had pulled out her best puppy eyes, aimed right at Vivian.

“Alright, your majesty, let’s change the subject so you’re a little less sad,” Vivian said, leaning in to kiss her wife. 

The hunger with which Svetlana responded to the kiss reminded Vivian just how busy she had been lately, unable to spend much quality time with any of her wives. Vivian was more than glad to make up for some lost time, even if she knew the pregnancy meant she had a little less energy than usual. Allowing her hands to move down Svetlana’s body once she’d pinned the shorter woman against the bed she managed to get a satisfying whimper from her wife... and O’tmyil, who she’d slightly forgotten was in the room with them in the heat of the moment.

The whimper from O’tmyil was not meant as an awkward reminder of her presence, however. It was driven by the mental bond the alien AI had with Svetlana due to her technically primary function of serving as protective armour for the galactic monarchs. 

Reaching over to where the other woman was seated one hand, Vivian pulled her onto the king sized bed as well. When she had access to both of them at the same time Svetlana and O’tmyil made the most delightful noises in stereo, which was very fun. At least in Vivian’s opinion.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​Chapter 3: Plans and Preparations
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Flopping into the back of the obnoxiously oversize stretched-SUV that was now the standard for her road travel, Svetlana let out a bit of a sigh.

“I never thought I’d actually be happy to be back in Ottawa,” she mumbled as the others filtered in. 

“Wherever I’m allowed to rest for a bit is good to me,” Vivian said, lightly holding her belly as the vehicle started moving. She was actually starting to be visibly pregnant at this stage. “I have had enough travel.”

Svetlana nodded, leaning across the plush seats to place her own hand next to Vivian’s. It still excited her so much to feel the movement in there. They really were going to need to come up with a name soon. The baby would be out in the world in only a little more than a month.

Those thoughts were interrupted as she realised the concerned looks on both Plynx and O’tmyil’s faces, however. Sitting up to focus despite her slight jetlag after flying from Tokyo, she tilted her head.

“What are those faces about?”

“Well... we-two are merely concerned that Vivian-love said she does not wish to travel when there is another trip ahead of us,” Plynx replied.

“Another—I’m giving birth in a month,” Vivian said. “Where in the world are you planning to drag me?”

“She does need rest,” Thisbe said, clearly doing her best to help diffuse the tensions she could feel stronger than any of them.

“We-off-worlders are planning to drag you-loves nowhere in this-Earth world,” Plynx replied.

“She means that we wish to take you to space,” O’tmyil explained. “There is an entire galaxy that wishes to see you, Svetlana... and you, as the first Empress-consort, Vivian.”

“And, as I just said, I’m about to pop in a couple of weeks,” Vivian protested.

“Exactly why it is important!” Plynx replied, half jumping to her feet before the SUV took a turn onto a new street and she sat back down for ease of balance. “Earth doctors-butchers are not to be trusted!”

“That may be a touch harsh on terrestrial medical sciences, Plynx,” O’tmyil said, before turning back to the three Earthlings in the car. “But the point does stand. It would be much safer and significantly more comfortable for you to deliver the child on another world, Vivian.”

“I... how much more comfortable?” Vivian asked, once her jetlagged brain caught up with the information.

“As much more comfortable as a sex-swap ray is compared to Earth bottom surgery,” Plynx replied. “Perhaps more.”

“Neither of those are really things I’ve experienced,” Vivian said, turning to Svetlana for some input.

“Well, vaginoplasty has a pretty long recovery period from what I’ve read. Like, a month of barely being able to walk due to pain,” Svetlana replied. “While my zap just sort of tingled a bit and I’ve heard the actual clinics are so good you barely even feel it.”

Nodding, Vivian
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