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He’s going to the moon, but if he has his way, it won’t be single man.

Charlie loves being an astronaut. He lives for the thrill of the ride, the science involved in exploration and the celebrity status that comes with the job—but his life isn’t complete. He’s tired of being single. When the space company decides to put him on a dating show to increase attention for the space program, he realizes he’s in a world of trouble—unless he can convince Luna to come to the rescue. 

Luna is the only woman who can ground this astrogeek. She can’t stand seeing the man she once loved on a dating show. She still loves him, but the memories of their breakup are hard to overcome. 

Can her intrusion on the show and in Charlie’s life prove to be enough to salvage what they had of their relationship or is he destined to be Single in Space?
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Charlie gritted his teeth. He’d never understand where he’d thought signing over his rights and likeness for promotion to Space Co. was a smart idea. But he’d done it. We need a hook, they said. A reason to get eyeballs tuning into the liftoff, they told him. Wasn’t the mission to the moon enough? Sure, humans had been there a few times, but had the mystery really worn off? Already?

He sat backstage in the flimsy mock spacesuit and waited for the trio of women to arrive. A bachelor type show, promoting space and relationships. That’d get eyeballs...and him laughed out of the company. Jesus. 

Space Co. had done two other television shows about the mission, had a web series about prep for the liftoff and even a contest for civilians to ride along on the mission. They didn’t need a dating show. He’d never meet the woman of his dreams on a dating program.

The guy with the headset ducked into the room. “Two minutes to air. We’ll be live.” He grinned and adjusted the mic. “How’s it feel to be Single in Space? Cool?”

“No.” He hated it. “I wasn’t trying to land a date.”

“None of them are.” He flipped through the pages on his clipboard. “It’s all a setup to make money. The girls get a chance at being the main character on the next season and money. You get spotlighted for the space program and that sweet ride. Did you like the ‘Vette?”

“I have a nice car.” He loved his Jeep, but the Corvette was nice. 

“So? Now you have two.” The production assistant nodded. “One minute.”

“Can I back out now?” He wasn’t cut out for this. He’d been called too shy for his own good. He was hungry to fly and visit space. He didn’t need to find a girl. He’d had one and she’d dumped him because she swore he loved flying more than her. 

She’d been wrong. She’d been his first and only love. Flying was his obsession, but she was his love. Big difference. 

“And...we’re live. When I point to you—go to the center of the set. There’s a couch and a set of stone steps. You can sit or stand. Just stay in that area.” The assistant producer opened the door for him. “Go.”

Or I could leave. “Sure.”

“Most of the other guys cannot wait to get out there,” the assistant muttered. 

“I’m not most guys.” He waited for his cue, then trudged up to the steps. He couldn’t sit if he tried. The suit would rip and the façade would be gone. Jesus. He spied the three women he’d been told to choose from. Each woman was pretty and dressed in an evening gown. Not bad, but none were his type. The women might not be fake, but the situation? Yeah. Totally fake.

The announcer, a man with slicked blond hair and a form-fitting suit held onto a mic. He babbled away, describing the premise of the show. Moments later, he introduced the women. Kenzi, Marigold and Lisa. 

“Which one of you will tame the Single going to Space?” the announcer asked. He held the smile until the assistant with the clap board signaled the commercial break. The announcer groaned. “We’re clear. So first, girls, introduce yourself. Quick. We have exactly four minutes.”

Kenzi stepped forward first. Her deep blue gown accentuated her breasts and tiny waist. “I’m Kenzi. Twenty-three, I graduated with a degree in communications. I want to work with kids. Oh, I don’t know anything about space or flying, but I like to ride in planes. Sorry.”

“Nice to meet you.” He sighed. She wouldn’t work. He needed a girl who care about his job and would want to hear about his career. Not her. 

Marigold stepped up to him and trailed her fingers down his chest. “I’m Marigold. I’m a junior at CSU and I’m super excited to meet you.”

Lovely. Super... “Same here. Are you interested in space travel?” he asked. 

“Nope. I don’t believe we’ve ever walked on the moon,” she said. “Look at your suit. It’s fake, just like your mission.”

Well, damn. She wouldn’t work, either. He turned to the final girl. She looked familiar and he could swear he knew her. “Hi. Lisa?”

“I am.” Lisa smiled, but the joy didn’t light in her eyes. “I’m not here to marry you. I don’t even like you. I want the money. Plain and simple, pick me and we split the winnings before going our separate ways.”

“I know you, don’t I?” He’d seen her before. 

“Duh. We were in the same flight class. Lisa Rappaport. You made it into the program and I got locked out.” She sneered. “It wasn’t fair.”

“We’re coming back in twenty seconds,” the announcer said. “And...we’re back to Single in Space.”

The music played and Lisa stepped back from Charlie. He remembered her now. She’d gotten caught cheating on an exam and tossed out. The program required discipline. Charlie tensed. None of these girls would work and Lisa wanted blood. He forced a smile and debated his exit. 

“Charlie, these girls are great. Which one would you like to take on a date tonight?” the announcer asked. 

Was he serious? “In this suit?”

“I’ll help you out of it,” Marigold said. “And into my bed.”

“Yeah,” Lisa added. “Why not remove it? Then we can see the whole package.”

Kenzi simply grinned. 

He’d whored himself out enough for the mission. Other astronauts didn’t have to go on dating shows for their missions.

“Charlie?” The announcer smiled. “Is it getting a bit too hot in your suit?”

“Nope.” He nodded once. “It’s stifling.” But he sure as hell wasn’t going to strip in front of these women.

“Yay! Take it off,” Marigold said. She applauded. “Take it off.”

“I’m out.” Charlie strode off the set. Fuck this. He wasn’t going to be a puppet. He made his way into the dressing room and locked the door. When he turned, he caught his reflection in the mirror. He didn’t know himself anymore. He wasn’t with the woman he loved and at this rate, he’d be going to space as a single. Shit. 

The phone rang and Charlie’s heart squeezed when he saw the name on the ID screen. Luna. He hesitated before answering. He’d told her them being together was fated and she’d laughed. No one was fated. Every time he said the word moon, he thought of her. He braced himself and answered. “Hi.”

“Do you need saving?” she asked. 

Ah Luna. She could be so blunt. “No.” He pinched the bridge of his nose. “I signed paperwork saying I’d do whatever it took to promote the space program and mission. This is part of my requirement.”

“A cheeseball dating show will help promote the mission?”

“It’s not a lie. I’m single and heading to space again.” He sank onto the stool. He should put the call on speaker so he could get out of the damn fake space suit. 

“Charlie.” Luna sighed. “This isn’t you.”

“Nope.” He put the call on the speaker setting and wrangled himself out of the suit. The seams ripped and one of the fake hoses fell off. “It’s not me, but I have no choice. I signed the contracts.”

“You don’t have to do this.”

“I don’t?” He crumpled the suit in a ball and left it on the armchair. “I signed contracts. I can’t get out of it. I’ll have to swallow my pride and go back out there.” Without his suit.

“What are you doing?”

“I just finished undressing.” He returned to the stool. “Why?”

“Who are you undressing with?”

“You.” He snorted. “Christ.”

“And I’m on speaker.”

“How else would this work?” He wasn’t good at removing his clothes and doing anything else at the same time. Hell, he’d surprised himself by not falling down while removing the suit. He froze as someone thumped on the door. He snatched the phone from the counter and returned it to the regular setting. “Shit. They found me.” He massaged his forehead. “I never should’ve signed on for this bullshit.”

“You’re trending,” Luna said. “Charlie, by leaving that show, you’re a sensation. The publicity is working.”

This wasn’t how he’d wanted anything to work. “So?” Trending? What did that mean?

“You’re a publicity dynamo.”

He shook his head, knowing she couldn’t see him, and stepped into his loafers. A trickle of sweat cooled on his back. “I don’t want to do this. I don’t want those girls.”

The pounding increased. 

“I know,” Luna said, her voice soft. 

“I want you.” He should’ve kept those words to himself, but he couldn’t help how he felt. “I need to go. I’ve got to escape this mess, even if only for a little while.”

“Wait. Charlie?”

He stopped short. “I’m sorry. I should’ve kept my mouth shut. You hate me and I’ll get over you. I know.” He’d never get over her, but whatever. 

“No, you won’t.”

“No?” She’d pushed him away. How dare she tell him how he was supposed to react?

“You won’t like I didn’t get over you,” she said. “I lied.”

“You did.” How could she do that to him? And she still had feelings for him? If she hadn’t, she wouldn’t have called, but still. “So?”

“Give me a few minutes. Stall,” she said. “Please?”

“Stall? For what?” He didn’t understand.

“Do you trust me?”

“You know I do.” He still wasn’t sure what she had in mind, but he’d let her show him. When she disconnected the call, he tucked the phone in his back pocket, then opened the door. “I quit.” Not much of a stall, but what did she expect?

“You quit?” The announcer had followed him to the dressing room. The camera man stuffed the lens in Charlie’s face. “You can’t quit
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