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To the loyal followers of the Crimson Alliance Universe (CAU)… welcome back, you beautiful chaos-loving legend. You’ve survived demon uprisings, ice-wing aerial battles, enchanted vaults, and more than a few tactical “we’ll wing it” missions. You’ve earned this detour. Well… sort of.

This may not be your usual full-frontal assault on evil, but Sunlight and Shorelines still brings the heat – just with a little more sunscreen and a lot more awkward spa appointments. If you've ever wondered what would happen if you dropped Adrian and Grilka into a couples-only resort and told them to “blend in,” you're about to find out. (Spoiler Alert: it's doesn’t go smoothly.)

To new readers: don’t worry if you’re not up to speed with soul forged swords or royal bloodlines. This story’s got sun, sarcasm, suspicious smoothies, and the occasional near-death escape. Basically, you’re in good hands… depending on how you feel about sarcastic pilots and, well… sarcastic everything else.

A big thank-you to everyone who helped bring this book to life. Whether you offered feedback, support, or just laughed then this one’s for you.

Now lean back, listen to the gentle waves (and maybe distant explosions), and enjoy the not-so-relaxing vacation.

 

~ K.A. Dunlap
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Character Preface: 
The Story So Far

 

Across the Crimson Alliance Universe, the galaxy is a patchwork of thriving worlds, hidden dangers, and secrets older than its stars. Empires rise and fall. Wars ignite and fade. But between the great battles and legendary victories are the quieter moments – the journeys, detours, and side missions that shape the people behind the heroics. These are their interludes… the stories that happen between the headlines.

 

Adrian Flynn 

Adrian is a star pilot with a knack for surviving the impossible… and occasionally causing it. Known for his quick wit, faster reflexes, and inability to follow a vacation itinerary, Adrian is the type of man who keeps one eye on the exit and one finger on the launch trigger. He’s been through more shootouts, double-crosses, and “it seemed like a good idea at the time” moments than most smugglers care to count. Under the sarcasm and scuffed flight jacket, though, beats the heart of someone who will always come through when it matters most – usually with smoke in his hair and a half-broken plan in his hands.

 

Grilka

Grilka is a green, six-foot wall of muscle, blunt honesty, and glorious orange hair. Once a championship wrestler on her homeworld of Valkorr – and in more than a few off-world arenas – she traded the ring for the battlefield, becoming an unstoppable force in the fight for freedom. Her humor is dry, her fists are heavy, and her patience is thinner than the stitching on a spider’s web. She’s not one for small talk, but she’s fiercely loyal to those who earn her trust… and deeply suspicious of anything described as “spa-friendly” or “relaxing.”


Prelude: 
The Codex of Ona

 

There are places in the galaxy where time slows down, where conflict dissolves into ocean spray, and where every breath tastes like citrus-scented calm.

Ona is one of those places.

Roughly the size of Venus, Ona is a lush, ocean-swept jewel tucked into the Inner Crescent – a destination planet transformed into a full-world resort. It offers every flavor of paradise imaginable, custom-built for couples who need nothing more than each other… and maybe a personal firepit, a champagne waterfall, or a bungalow that floats gently on a lavender lagoon. From thunderstorm suites where passionate tempests rage on schedule, to serene glass beaches that shimmer under a golden sun, Ona tailors luxury for every taste, mood, and partnership.

Its most popular continent, Elvarin, is home to the famed Twilight Shoreline resorts… where the sands glow faintly at dusk, the drinks are chilled to planetary perfection, and the air itself seems to hum with tranquility. Here, everything is curated for comfort. It is a place where spa music follows you like a gentle breeze, where itinerary prompts appear on discreet glowing tiles, and where every guest arrives as part of a pair.

Ona doesn’t just encourage romance. It expects it.

At the heart of the planet’s serenity are the Onari: tall, elegant beings native to Ona. With pearl-toned skin in hues of seafoam green, lavender-white, or molten gold, they move with a grace that borders on choreographed. Six-fingered hands deliver tension relief in a single touch. Their voices soothe, their expressions calm, and their presence alone is enough to disarm even the tensest of travelers. Whether myth or marketing, no one managed to start an argument within ten feet of an Onari.

Ona is a place built for harmony. For blissful stasis. For perfectly measured moments with the one you love or just to take an extended vacation on your own.

Welcome to Sunlight and Shorelines.

 


Chapter 1:
 Sun, Sand, and Slight Deception

 

Three months. That’s how long Lilith had given them. “Rest. Rebuild. Don’t come back until you remember who you are,” she’d said, in the kind of voice that didn’t invite negotiation. 

So, Adrian Flynn had done the only thing a half-broken ace pilot with unresolved issues and a healthy disrespect for downtime could think to do. 

He booked a vacation.

Adrian leaned back in the pilot’s seat of the Starlight Shadow, arms behind his head, feet kicked up on the console, a smug smile stretched across his face.

He was, for the first time in recent memory, going on vacation.

Not a mission disguised as downtime. Not a pit stop in enemy space with drinks. A real vacation. With no alarms, no explosions, and no one trying to rip his ship apart while shouting about smuggling protocols.

And it was long overdue.

The starfield beyond the viewport drifted lazily past, a scatter of white against the deep violet stretch of space. Far ahead, Ona was just a glimmer – a pale gold dot tucked in the arm of a blue-green nebula, promising warmth, quiet, and all the trouble Adrian swore he wouldn’t start.

Ona, he’d heard, was a paradise. Endless beaches. Gentle breezes. A sun that didn’t burn you alive. And most importantly… pampering. The kind that came with fruity drinks, ridiculous massages, and towels warmer than a sun-kissed blanket.

He’d picked the premium newlywed package – top tier, top view, no questions asked.

Well. Except for one question he hadn’t exactly asked his travel companion.

“Are you done staring at yourself or is this part of the itinerary?” came a gravel-voiced growl from behind him.
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Adrian

Adrian turned to see Grilka enter the cockpit, brushing a strand of bright orange hair off her cheek and carrying a duffel bag that looked like it could bench press him. 

She entered the cockpit ducking slightly under the frame despite the ship being built for tall species. Her solid frame filled the space in an instant, green skin catching the reflection of the instrument lights as she folded her arms in that way that meant she was already judging his flight plan.

Her duffel landed with a thunk that made one of the side panels blink in protest.

She flopped into the copilot’s seat, arms crossed.
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Grilka

“You’re sure this place doesn’t have training grounds?” she asked.

“It has hammocks,” Adrian offered. “And three spa tiers.”

“I don’t know what a spa is.”

“Oh, we’re gonna fix that.”

Grilka stared at the display. “Ona, huh?”

“You’ll love it,” Adrian said, casually tapping through the approach coordinates. “The whole planet’s basically a postcard. Coral bays. Crystal towers. Staff that speak seven languages just to compliment your outfit. And there’s this one beach where the sand glows after sunset… I booked us a dinner there.”

She narrowed her eyes. “Sounds… soft.”

“It is delightfully soft.”

Grilka squinted at the starfield. “Why me?”

“What?”

“Why invite me?” she asked plainly. “You could’ve gone with anyone. Nefertari. Rainstorm. Even Freija. They’d probably enjoy lounging in the sun more than me.”

“Freija would spend the whole time flying around in the air. You’d spend it glaring at the staff until they made our drinks stronger. It’s a win for both of us.”

Adrian shrugged. “And, besides… you saved my life… twice. You’ve never had a break. And deep down… you really need to learn how to sit still for five minutes without threatening a table.”

Grilka’s lips curled just a little. “Maybe I’ll punch a chair instead.”

“That’s the spirit!”

They fell into a comfortable silence, stars drifting by. The ship hummed steadily beneath their feet.

After a while, Grilka nodded toward the terminal. “What kind of room are we getting?”

Adrian hesitated a half-second too long. “Oh, just… standard resort fare. Nothing fancy. Private suite. Beach view. Mood lighting. And some package perk called Midnight Lagoon Serenade… don’t ask me what that is, but the brochure had fireworks, so I signed us up. Full couples’ itinerary.”

Grilka raised an eyebrow. “Couples!?!”

Adrian looked at the console. Then the window. Then the floor.

“I mean,” he said slowly, “it’s marketed… ummm…  you know, as a couple’s package. The resort doesn’t allow singles. So, to get the upgrade, I might have… possibly… checked a little box that said we were romantically bonded.”

Grilka stared at him.

Complete silence. The kind of stare where eye contact is the very last thing you want. 

“So,” she said at last, voice dangerously calm, “we are pretending to be a couple?”

“In public! Just in public!” Adrian lifted his hands. “No weirdness. No holding hands. No real touching unless there’s danger… or a camera… or they offer us something with chocolate. Totally professional charade.”

Grilka continued to stare at him. Her eyes did not blink.

“And what,” she asked, “exactly did you put on the forms?”

Adrian coughed. “Mr. and Mrs. Starfall.”

Grilka stood up so fast the copilot chair spun. She stormed out of the cockpit.

Adrian called after her, “It’s just a name! It has flair! Sounds like a fancy candle, right?”

She was halfway down the hall when she muttered something about dresses, table manners, and finding out if resort security allowed weapons at dinner.

Adrian leaned back, folded his hands behind his head again, and sighed.

“She’ll come around,” he muttered.

Or course, he had absolutely no evidence of that.

But hey… this was supposed to be a vacation.

 


Chapter 2: 
Welcome to Ona, Lovebirds

 

The descent into Ona was smooth, warm, and absolutely blinding. A blue giant sun filtered through the atmosphere like golden syrup, casting radiant halos over a planet that looked like it had been designed by a committee of poets, therapists, and furniture catalog photographers.

Adrian Flynn shaded his eyes as the Starlight Shadow swept low over aquamarine waters. The ocean below wasn’t a single shade but a shifting mosaic turquoise shallows bleeding into cobalt channels, each framed by rippling sandbars that glowed faintly in the sunlight. A chain of floating villas stretched out over the ocean like lazy steppingstones, their white roofs glinting like seashells, each one swaying ever so slightly with the tide. 

Farther in, the crescent-shaped island rose from the water, its shore a clean ribbon of white sand, curling around clusters of open-air domes and glowing walkways framed in coral-colored glass. Wisps of seabird flocks wheeled lazily overhead, their wings flashing silver as they caught the light. 

The entire place shimmered like a dream… too perfect, the sort of beauty that felt rehearsed, as if the sky itself had been told to put on its best smile.

“Alright,” he said to himself with a satisfied sigh. “Let’s call that ‘approach with style.’”

From the copilot seat, Grilka grunted. She had one arm resting on the bulkhead, the other still gripping the frame like she expected turbulence, pirates, or a chance to punch something mid-atmosphere. Her towering green frame was wedged into the seat like an armored boulder. Her orange braid had been coiled back tight… ready for battle, vacation be damned.

“This is where we’re staying?” she asked flatly.

Adrian glanced at her, sunglasses perched on his nose, grin in full smirk mode. “That’s the idea. Sun. Sand. Silence. They bring you fruity drinks, call you by your first name like they’ve known you for years, and pretend to care about your childhood trauma. It’s great.”

“No guards? No gates?”

He gestured toward the glowing welcome arch hovering over the landing pad, its curved frame etched with shifting patterns that rippled like sunlight on water. Beyond it, a cluster of bald Onari staff waited in flowing robes, each in shimmering tones of pearl and seafoam, smiling like this moment was the high point of their month. The path leading from the pad glowed faintly under the sun, pulsing in slow, rhythmic waves toward the main resort.

“No need,” Adrian said, leaning back in his seat like the picture of relaxation. “This is Ona. Nothing bad ever happens on Ona. They build the place around the idea that even trouble feels too lazy to show up. That’s half their branding.” He tilted his head toward the arch. “See? That’s not just decoration, it’s a ‘Welcome Aura.’ Subtle mood enhancers, scent diffusers, sound harmonics tuned to make you want to smile. By the time we hit the lobby, you’ll either be relaxed or mildly concerned you’re being hypnotized.”

Grilka muttered something about security risks and tightened her boots.

The Starlight Shadow settled with a purring whine, heat shimmer dancing like a mirage around it. Adrian powered down the systems, ran a quick diagnostic, and stood up with a luxurious stretch.

“Alright. Time to relax.”

“I’m watching for traps,” Grilka said, cracking her knuckles.

“Perfect. I’ll sip something pink while you bodycheck the bellhop.”

As they disembarked, a soft applause began.

A row of Onari awaited them – tall, bald, and elegant, with smooth shimmering skin in hues of seafoam, pearl, and lavender. Their robe-like uniforms looked tailor-made from mist and ocean breeze. One stepped forward, bowing gracefully.

“Welcome, Mr. and Mrs. Starfall,” she said, voice serene. “We are honored to host your romantic escape. Congratulations on your recent bonding!”

Grilka’s eyebrow twitched.

Adrian nudged her. “Thank you! Still glowing from the ceremony.”

Before anything could be said, a different figure approached from the side path. He was another Onari, but taller and more solidly built than the others. His skin was an opalescent pale blue, his bald head catching the light like smooth stone. His robes bearing the resort’s emblem, an intertwining wave and sunburst.
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Soran

“Guests of the Seafoam Embrace?” he asked, his voice rich and calm. “I’m Soran, one of the guests experience managers. I’ll be ensuring your stay is as tranquil and fulfilling as possible.”

He bowed slightly, making direct eye contact with Grilka – not intimidated, not patronizing. Just… aware. Observing.

Adrian extended a hand, which Soran shook with gentle firmness. “Pleasure,” Adrian said.

Soran turned to Grilka. “And you must be Mrs. Starfall. It’s rare we receive a warrior-class couple. Your presence adds strength to our harmony.”

Grilka blinked. “I punch less on vacation.”

Soran offered the faintest smile. “We encourage balance. There are private strength gardens if you need a... more kinetic form of peace.”

Adrian leaned in elbowing Grilka. “See? They’ve got everything.”

The original host resumed with a scroll in hand. “As newlyweds, you’ve been upgraded to the Seafoam Embrace Suite on the 6th floor. The view is tailored nightly to match your mood compatibility, and your romance concierge awaits.”

Grilka leaned down. “You said couples’ package.”

“I did,” Adrian whispered. “Didn’t say how fresh the couple had to be.”

She hissed, “You’re sleeping on the balcony.”

“Again, please wait until after the welcome drink.”

Their personal escort – another bald Onari male with sea-glass eyes – guided them along a glowing path of polished stone. Every step pulsed softly underfoot. The air smelled like citrus and dreams.

They passed heart-shaped float pods, couple’s hammock bridges, and a suspicious number of floral
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