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"SIGN HERE, HERE, AND initial here."

"Of course." Connor followed the nurse's instructions and handed the clipboard back with the pen sticking out of the clip, just the way it was handed to him. "Is there anything else?"

"You're all set." The nurse smiled while she scanned the form to make sure everything was correct. "You've passed all the medical clearances, you're in great health, and you've read through the manual, correct?"

"Yes," He said, smiling at her. "Twice."

"Good man." When she stood up, her sensible shoes squeak on the waxed floor. "Follow me to the showers. You can get prepped however you like." She hands me a file. "Here's a refresher on your match for today with some additional details to make the introductions go smoothly."

"I made sure to read the file I was given initially." Connor followed the nurse out of the waiting room and down a long hallway of examination rooms all closed up tight with other human candidates going through the process of the interspecies mating program. Connor had been trying to get in for a year and had studied the file of his match very carefully.

"Oh, I don't doubt it, sir." The nurse turned to give him a bright smile, her cheeks showing smile lines Connor found comforting. "Don't take it personally. We just need to make sure the best chances for compatibility for every match made." We stop at a locker room and the nurse hands me a sealed bag with clothes inside. "When you're all clean, you can wear these. They're really comfortable but you sadly can't keep them."

"Is this the type of thing where people usually keep a souvenir?"

"You'd be surprised what people try to sneak out of here. Clothes are the least interesting ones."

Connor didn't envy her job. Who knew what crazy stories she had to tell since she worked at a Center for Preternatural Being Mating Services? He had his own crazy stories as a conductor on public transit.

The locker rooms were more like a spa in a fancy hotel. 'I guess they want people to feel as comfortable as possible.' Connor thought, marveling at the array of fancy soaps and lotions available to him. Before he picked anything, he checked the file to see if there were anything his match would prefer.

The file had a bunch of pictures of the demon he matched with. He had human facial features but his skin was deep green and he had tiny horns on his forehead. He went by the name Cyril in this world. A lot of demons and the like chose a new name as their original name was either a spell to control them or not meant for a human tongue.

Other than his skin and horns, Cyril looked like a tall human who worked out a lot.  Connor liked to think he was in good shape but Cyril's body was something he'd only seen bodybuilders and movie stars attain, and that was unhealthy to maintain for long. 'It must be an incubus thing so they look appealing to whoever they’re feeding from.' Connor skimmed through the notes and smiled. 'Good thing I checked. He doesn't like heavy scents since his sense of smell is so acute.'

He closed the file and went to his assigned locker, which already had a fluffy robe and towel. Connor undressed and folded his clothes and carried the robe into the showers. He was the only one there so, no need to be modest.

The unscented products were way in the back of the collection and Connor didn't want to waste any time getting ready; washing as quickly as possible and slipping into the provided clothes. They were as soft as they looked. No wonder the nurse mentioned people trying to keep them. For a simple t-shirt and sweatpants, they were a dream to wear. 'Maybe I can get the manufacturer's name?'

Connor waited on the bench outside the locker rooms and read the file until he was called. 'Cyril is probably doing his own preparations.’ He thought as he flipped through the pages. 'He likes chess? I hope he doesn't ask for a game.' Connor's best friend suggested putting chess on his application to look smarter but he had no idea how to play.

"Connor, we're ready if you are." The nurse waved to get Connor to follow her further into the facility through several doors accessible by a fancy key card and palm print reader.

"Uh, how would I get out in an emergency?" Connor tried not to sound panicked but he couldn't help but wonder what would happen if something as mundane as a fire broke out.

"We have several ifrits, fire elementals, and pyrokinetics, as well as several types of water and stone paranormals as guests here." The nurse maintained her jovial attitude. "I have every contingency in place to ensure everyone's safety."

"Sorry to sound nervous," Connor didn't want to end up booted from the program last minute.

The nurse laughed, and Connor could tell it was genuine. "We have so many different types of creatures here and they have been amazingly cooperative. Even without our extensive countermeasures, our guests balance each other out. Besides, they volunteered to be here and want this mating program to work."

Connor only nodded and followed without asking any more questions. He didn't want to annoy her and end up getting axed from the program last minute.

"Here we are." The nurse knocked on a large door and in no time, it opened. "Good afternoon, Cyril!"

"Hello, Joyce!" Cyril was so much more impressive in person than in the pictures in his file. His skin gleamed under the fluorescent lights and his eyes were gold, emitting a small amount of glow to make the black slits of his pupils catch your attention. The white button-down shirt and black slacks made him look like a teacher or accountant, save for the fact his feet were bare. Cyril had long nails on his hands and feet so shoes would probably be uncomfortable. "How are the kids?"

"Driving me crazy, as always." She let Cyril shake her hand as if they were good friends. "This is Connor. I'm sure you're familiar with what was in his application."

"A pleasure to finally meet." Cyril offered his hand and Connor found his grip to be strong but gentle. "I hope you're not nervous."

"Thank you." Connor smiled. "Not so much nervous but excited."

"I'll leave you two to it." Joyce waved to them both and went back down the hallway. "Just hit the buzzer when you're done and we'll escort you back to the locker rooms to wash up."

Cyril welcomed Connor inside and once he had the chance to look around, Connor saw this room looked like a decadent one-room apartment. It even had a more updated kitchen than Connor had at home.

"I think they like the open floor plan to make it easier to watch us." Cyril pointed to the cameras in the corners. "This way, they don't have to use so many cameras in multiple rooms."

It didn't bother Connor that they would be watched. That was one of the first things addressed in the application. "I guess they log everything for research."

"They do love to collect their data," Cyril motioned to a soft couch. "I know they don't want humans to get drunk but one couldn't hurt."

When Connor stepped forward, he saw a decanter with two glasses already set up but they were right next to what he'd feared: a chess set.

"Oh, that?" Cyril poured them both a healthy splash of what looked like expensive liquor. "I saw you liked chess in your file. I thought if you wanted to break the ice, we could play and get to know each other."

'I guess I better come clean.' Connor sat in front of the dreaded chess set and drink and sighed. "Honestly, I just put that on the application to sound more impressive. I have no idea how to play."

He felt his face heat up when Cyril laughed, a deep and warm sound. "Oh, thank goodness! I only had them bring me one because I thought you would like it. I had to look up the game on the internet and I was worried I'd be a disappointment."

Joining in on the laughter, Connor let his back fall against the soft cushions in relief. "I think I aged ten years in those few seconds."

"Here's to never using this chest set." Cyril held out his glass with a smile filled with sharp teeth.

Connor picked up his glass and tapped it against Cyril's before taking a long sip. "That will teach me to be completely honest from now on."

"Little lies like that are common on applications." Cyril sat opposite Connor and pushed the chess set to the side. "The agency would have
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