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            About the Book

          

          LUNAR BOUND

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Sci-fi Paranormal Romantic Comedy

      

      

      He hunts in shadows. She shines a light he can’t resist.

      When three aliens crash into Duskrock, Arizona, empath and wildlife rehabilitator Poppy Jensen senses what no one else can—Lunar, a shadow-born operative from Zorveya’s night side, made to move unseen. He expects fear. She offers a hand. One touch sparks more than either imagined, and suddenly secrecy is impossible.

      Lunar never wanted to join Galaxy Alien Mail Order Brides on this ill-conceived mission, but his leaders gave him no choice. Now stranded on a strange planet and hunted by a ruthless black-ops outfit, survival depends on a woman who should never have been able to see him at all.

      On the run through desert nights and hidden caves, forced proximity fans their connection into something undeniable. Lunar speaks in actions, and Poppy understands every one. With hunters closing in and extraction running out of time, he must decide if protecting his mission is worth losing the one woman who makes the darkness feel like home.

      __

      LUNAR BOUND is a steamy sci-fi paranormal romantic comedy with a grumpy alien and a sunshine empath, shadow-walking danger, hunted lovers on the run, sizzling open-door heat, and a guaranteed HEA with no cliffhanger.

      
        
        Book three of the Bound Trilogy installment from the Galaxy Alien Mail Order Brides series.
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            Welcome to Galaxy Brides

          

          A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

        

      

    

    
      Dear Readers,

      For those of you familiar with my bestselling series, Dragon Lords, you’ve already been introduced to the Galaxy Brides Corporation and the services they offer lonely men and women of the future. What you might not have known is that Galaxy Brides (formerly aka “Galaxy Alien Mail Order Brides”) dabbled in taking grooms to destinations—namely Earth! Unfortunately, they found the alien males a little too hard to control once they landed on our surface.

      I hope you have as much fun reading this series as I’ve had writing it!

      
        
        Spark

        Flame

        Blaze

        Ice

        Frost

        Snow

        Eclipse Bound

        Solar Bound

        Lunar Bound

      

      

      Happy Reading!

      Michelle M. Pillow

    

  


  
    
      To My Readers,

      For always being willing to take that next adventure with me.
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      Planet of Zorveya

      Luniaren moved silently through the shadows of the transport bay, recording his thoughts in the privacy of his mind where they would remain untainted by the opinions of others. If this mission failed, which it would most assuredly do, he would not be blamed for it. He would not lose his ticket back home.

      

      Personal Log, Pre-Departure:

      This mission is a farce. A desperate ploy by a Peacemaker Council that has run out of rational options. I have been ordered to participate in this Galaxy Alien Mail Order Brides experiment, as if finding a mate on a primitive planet could somehow prove that generations of conflict between the light and shadow zones of Zorveya are merely a misunderstanding that can be resolved with goodwill.

      Let me be clear. I have no intention of mating with fleshy aliens. I find the possibility disgusting.

      My opposition has been noted and ignored. The punishments for refusal have been made clear: exile, the stripping of my family's land holdings in the shadow territories, and the dismantling of our ancestral research facilities. I go not by choice but by coercion.

      My traveling companions are no better than expected. Solarestabinian, Solar Bound as they now insist on calling him, is the typical Solarus brute, all flash and fire with no subtlety. He is the sole representative of the light-dwellers of our tidal locked planet. And Eclipsyionic, Eclipse Bound, true to his twilight existence between dark and light, is forever balanced on the fence between our worlds, pretending neutrality while clearly favoring the light-dwellers with his policies. At least he has the decency to appear as uncomfortable with this arrangement as I am.

      They call me Lunar Bound, which is an insulting designation. The Earth people use a surname to designate family. I will never be family to a light-dweller.

      The Galaxy Alien Mail Order Brides corporation's representatives, Gary and Bob, are incompetent to a degree that borders on criminal negligence. Their ship appears to be cobbled together from spare parts, their knowledge of interspecies relations is superficial at best, and their understanding of our cultural conflicts is nonexistent. Someone should investigate how they were selected for such a significant undertaking.

      I predict disaster. But I will observe. I will adapt. And I will survive, as those of the shadow have always done.

      

      A flash of golden light interrupted his thoughts as Solar strutted into the transport bay, trailing energy sparks like a careless child. Lunar retreated deeper into the darkness, his night-adapted eyes narrowing against the unwelcome brightness.

      "Ah, lurking in the shadows as usual," Solar called out, his voice deliberately loud. "Come into the light, Lunar. It's good for the complexion."

      Lunar didn't dignify the taunt with a response. Solar knew perfectly well that extended exposure to his level of light output was harmful to shadow-dwellers. It was a petty provocation, designed to establish dominance before their journey even began.

      What Solar didn’t seem to realize was that deep space was dark. This ride would not be enjoyable for him. It might even be painful.

      Lunar suppressed a smile at the thought.

      Eclipse arrived next, his presence marking a balance between them as it always did. "Are you both prepared for departure?" he asked, placing his modest luggage beside the entry ramp.

      "As prepared as one can be for a mission doomed to failure," Lunar replied quietly.

      Solar scoffed. "For once, we agree. This is beneath my station as an Elite Guard. I should be overseeing the plasma cannon installations on the eastern border, not playing matchmaker on a backward planet."

      "The council feels this diplomatic initiative has merit," Eclipse reminded them. "And our compliance is not optional."

      "The council," Solar mimicked with a sneer, "hasn't set foot outside the Twilight Belt in generations. What do they know of the real tensions between our peoples?"

      Lunar found himself in the uncomfortable position of sharing Solar's sentiment, if not his crude expression of it. The Peacemaker Council, with their compromise solutions and moderate stances, understood neither the depth of the shadow-dwellers' grievances nor the extent of the light-bearers' aggression.

      "The ship is prepared for boarding," Bob announced, appearing suddenly at the top of the ramp. His yellow skin looked sickly even to Lunar's eyes, and the ill-fitting uniform he wore did nothing to inspire confidence.

      The Galaxy Bride crew consisted of three short, strange alien creatures with oversized heads and eyes. Their energy signatures were all but nonexistent. Logic said that a head that size would hold vast knowledge. Lunar didn't think logic applied in this situation. Their hosts' heads seemed to be filled with empty space.

      "We're just finishing the final checks on the navigation systems," Bob continued.

      "By we, you mean the trainee who didn't have the sense to keep out of the night bogs, don't you?" Solar asked, his light pulsing with suspicion.

      "Harris is fully qualified," Bob assured them unconvincingly. "Mostly. He's completed nearly sixty percent of his certification."

      Lunar exchanged a glance with Eclipse, whose expression mirrored his own concern.

      "I've updated my final arrangements," Solar announced with theatrical gravity. "In the event of my death during this mission, my belongings are to be distributed among my siblings, with the exception of my ceremonial blade, which should be used to stab Bob repeatedly."

      "Always with the jokes," Bob laughed nervously. "Come aboard, come aboard! We have a schedule to maintain."

      They boarded the ship in silence, each lost in their own thoughts. Lunar noted the shabby interior, the mismatched control panels, and the lingering smell of something burning. This vessel had seen better days, probably centuries ago.

      "Your quarters are through here," Bob guided them to a small compartment with three narrow sleep platforms. "Cozy, isn't it?"

      Solar immediately claimed the platform nearest the external wall, where a small porthole would allow him to absorb light during their journey. "I require this position," he declared, daring them to challenge him.

      Lunar took the platform farthest from Solar's, in the darkest corner of the compartment. Eclipse, predictably, settled for the middle one with a resigned sigh.

      “I will require something to block light,” Lunar stated, glancing at his glowing bunkmate.

      "Excellent!" Bob clapped his hands together. "Now, we've prepared information packets about Earth culture, mating rituals, and appropriate conversational topics. You will have plenty of time to absorb the information during the flight. Did you know humans consider discussion of bodily functions to be taboo in many social situations? Fascinating species."

      "When do we see our potential mates?" Solar demanded. "I want to review my options."

      "Oh, the matchmaking process happens on Earth," Bob explained. "Our new proprietary compatibility implants work best in proximity to the subjects. You'll be matched with females whose biorhythms complement your own unique energy signatures."

      They did not need implants to tell them what they would know naturally. Matching energies was a science. Either they did or they didn't.

      "And if no suitable matches are found?" Lunar asked, speaking the question that had been troubling him since this mission was announced.

      Bob's smile faltered slightly. "Well, technically, the contract requires good-faith participation in the matching process for a minimum of one Earth month. After that, if no connections have been formed, we can discuss alternatives."

      "Meaning we're stuck there for at least a month regardless," Solar concluded darkly.

      "Think of it as a cultural exchange," Bob suggested brightly. "A chance to experience new customs, new foods, new social structures."

      "I think of it as exile," Lunar said softly, though only Eclipse seemed to hear him.

      The ship's engines rumbled to life, vibrating through the floor in a way that did not inspire confidence in their structural integrity. A voice that must belong to the trainee Harris crackled over the communication system.

      "Preparing for departure. Please secure all personal items and fasten safety restraints."

      Solar muttered something uncomplimentary about Harris' parentage as they made their way to the main cabin for takeoff. The chairs were mismatched, as if salvaged from different vessels, but they all appeared to have functional restraints.

      As Lunar secured himself in the chair farthest from the viewports, he caught sight of the Peacemaker Council representatives watching from the observation deck. Their grim expressions were solemn. Not the look of officials sending diplomats on a hopeful mission, but of jailers dispatching prisoners to a remote colony.

      Lunar realized the council didn't expect them to succeed. They were removing them from the equation to prevent them from influencing the upcoming conflict.

      The implications were troubling. If the council believed war was inevitable, this mission wasn't a peace initiative. It was a convenient way to eliminate three influential figures from opposing factions before hostilities began.

      The engines roared louder, drowning out Bob's cheerful commentary about the wonders of interstellar travel. The ship shuddered as it lifted from the platform, lurching sideways in a manner that suggested Harris' nearly sixty percent of certification was being generously rounded up.

      "Is this normal?" Solar demanded as the vessel banked sharply, sending loose items sliding across the floor.

      "Absolutely!" Bob assured them, though his knuckles had turned a paler shade of yellow as he gripped his own restraints. "Just a bit of turbulence. Very common during orbital departure."

      Lunar closed his eyes, focusing on the techniques his people used to remain calm in crisis. The shadow-dwellers had survived centuries of hardship by adapting, by finding advantages in situations others considered hopeless. He would do the same.

      When he opened his eyes again, they had cleared the atmosphere, and the blackness of space surrounded them. Here, at least, he felt more comfortable. The darkness between stars was familiar territory.

      "Now then," Gary appeared from the pilot's cabin, looking harried. "Let's discuss the finer points of your Earth experience. We've selected a location called Duskrock, Arizona, which is known for its spiritual energy and openness to unusual visitors."

      "Meaning they won't immediately report us to authorities when we display non-human traits," Eclipse translated.

      "Exactly," Gary confirmed with disturbing cheer. "The locals have a long history of believing in extraterrestrial visitation. Many of them actively seek it out. You'll blend right in. We believe this will greatly increase your chances of mating. Unlike some of the more troubling locations we tried in the past."

      "With this?" Solar gestured to his golden, light-emitting skin. "How exactly?"

      "We've prepared skin-suits for public use," Gary explained, producing what appeared to be thin, flesh-colored membranes from a storage compartment. "The latest models. Almost completely convincing unless examined very closely."

      Lunar accepted the skin-suit with distaste. It felt unpleasantly organic between his fingers, designed to mask his natural shadow-absorption capabilities with a dull, human-like exterior. The thought of wearing it made his skin crawl, but he understood the necessity.

      "And our accommodations?" Eclipse inquired.

      "We will secure lodging at a local establishment," Gary said. “I hear the room is very nice.”

      "One room?" Solar's skin flared so brightly that Lunar had to shield his eyes. "For all three of us? That will not do."

      "Budget constraints," Gary explained with an apologetic shrug. "The corporation's profit margins have been tight since the Killian incident, and your council did not authorize the added expense of multiple dwellings.”

      Lunar's spirits, already low, sank further. Sharing quarters with Solar meant enduring constant light exposure, which would drain his energy and impair his abilities. But arguing was pointless. The decision had clearly been made without consideration for their biological needs.

      He retreated into his thoughts, focusing on the one aspect of this mission that held any interest, which was the opportunity to observe an unfamiliar species in their natural habitat. Lunar had always been a student of behavior patterns, finding that understanding others' motivations gave him an advantage in negotiations and conflicts. Perhaps he could use this forced exile to expand his knowledge.

      The journey to Earth would take several cycles, during which they were expected to study the information packets and practice their human mannerisms. Lunar intended to use the time more productively, analyzing the ship's systems for weaknesses and mapping escape routes through the stars in case the need arose.

      As Solar and Eclipse engaged in yet another pointless argument about sleeping arrangements, Lunar slipped away to the small viewing port at the rear of the vessel. Zorveya was already a distant point of light, its distinctive half-bright, half-dark appearance lost among the stars.

      He placed his hand against the cold surface of the port, a rare moment of sentiment for one of his kind.

      

      Personal Log, Departure:

      We are now committed to this path. I have left instructions with my family regarding the protection of our territories in the event of hostilities escalating during my absence. They will do what is necessary.

      I do not expect to find a bride on Earth. The concept is absurd. I have read what they have given us about the women. What human female would willingly bind herself to a being from the shadows, one whose natural state would terrify her delicate senses? But I will participate in this charade as required, if only to ensure my eventual return.

      My true mission, self-assigned, is to gather information. Earth may be primitive, but all species have strengths that can be leveraged. Perhaps they possess resources or technologies that could benefit the shadow territories in the coming conflict.

      And if, as I suspect, this mission is merely a convenient exile to remove us from Zorveya during critical negotiations, then I will use the time to prepare for what comes after. The council has underestimated me if they believe distance will reduce my influence.

      The shadows reach everywhere, even across the stars.

      

      He turned away from the viewport, composing his features into the neutral mask he typically wore. As he moved back through the ship, staying close to the walls where the lighting was dimmest, he noticed something peculiar.

      A small, metallic object had fallen from Gary's pocket during the turbulent departure. It was a data storage device of some kind, its design unfamiliar. Lunar retrieved it silently, slipping it into his own pocket without breaking stride.

      Information was power, and he intended to acquire as much of it as possible before this mission reached its inevitable, disappointing conclusion.

      When he returned to the main cabin, Solar was demonstrating his combat techniques to an uncomfortable-looking Bob, while Eclipse mediated yet another misunderstanding about luggage allowances. None of them noticed Lunar's brief absence, which was exactly as he preferred it.

      The shadow-dweller settled into his seat, watching and listening as he always did. Patience was the virtue his people valued above all others. He would wait, observe, and adapt.

      Earth might be a primitive planet, but every world had secrets worth discovering. And Lunar was very, very good at discovering secrets.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      Crimson Rock Inn, Duskrock, Arizona, Planet Earth, One Earth Month Later…

      Pure darkness did not exist in this human dwelling.

      Lunar stood in the corner of the hotel room where the shadows were densest, but even here, light leaked in persistently. It came in the form of sunlight from the window that Solar refused to cover, in the artificial illumination from the blinking devices, and even the glow from Solar's skin as he basked near the window like a hatchling in its first light cycle.

      What did he do to deserve this Earth hell?

      The room was basic and crude. Two sleeping platforms, draped in synthetic fabrics, occupied the space. The walls, made of thin material, offered no defense against attacks. A humming cooling unit, used for food preservation, emitted a frequency that could drive shadow-dwellers into madness. Most unsettling of all, there were no private areas where true darkness could be found.

      
      Personal Log, Earth Arrival:

      We have survived the incompetence of Galaxy Alien Mail Order Brides and their trainee pilot. Our landing was catastrophic by any reasonable standard. The craft is damaged beyond repair by my assessment. Our supplies are all but lost. Our communication with the corporation representatives is intermittent at best. I suspect this was by design rather than accidental.

      Earth is brighter than I hoped. Even their night cycle offers minimal relief with artificial illumination scattered throughout their settlements. My energy reserves are already being depleted from constant exposure to light. I estimate I can maintain full functionality for approximately seven Earth days before requiring deep shadow immersion.

      Eclipse has secured temporary accommodations at a structure known as the Crimson Rock Inn. The name is misleading as it is not crimson, nor is the building made of rock. Solar has claimed the area nearest the window, maximizing my discomfort. Eclipse mediates as usual, accomplishing nothing.

      
      "Are you planning to lurk in that corner all day, night-crawler? Even humans will find that suspicious." Solar's voice intruded on his thoughts.

      "I am observing," Lunar replied, not bothering to emerge from his position. "Our mission requires understanding Earth customs before interaction. Perhaps you should try it instead of glowing like a distress beacon desperate for attention."

      Solar scoffed, his skin brightening in irritation. The electronic devices in the room flickered in response. "I'm absorbing energy. Unlike you, I require light to function properly."

      "Both of you, lower your voices," Eclipse cautioned from his position by the door. He had been examining the primitive locking mechanism with undisguised concern. "These walls are not secured. Anyone could be listening."

      Lunar had already determined the room's vulnerabilities within minutes of arrival. The door lock could be bypassed with minimal effort. The window latch was equally inadequate, not that it would take much to breach the glass. The ventilation system provided multiple access points for surveillance devices. Humans apparently lived in constant exposure to both elements and to one another.

      "I require darkness," Lunar stated flatly.

      "Not happening," Solar replied. “Unless, Eclipse, we can inject him into deep space?”

      Eclipse sighed, the sound familiar after cycles of the same argument. "We need to adapt to local conditions. According to the information packet, humans typically sleep during their night cycle and are active during daylight. We should attempt to follow this pattern to blend in."

      That sounded like a horrible idea.

      "Adaptation?" Lunar moved deeper into his corner as Solar deliberately flared brighter. "How am I to adapt when sharing quarters with a living light source? You cannot expect me to walk around in constant light."

      Instead of answering, Eclipse picked up a small rectangular device left in the bag by the handlers. He activated it, revealing a primitive data display. "This will give us directions and provide access to electronic currency. We should acquire necessities before establishing contact with potential mates."

      "I'm not sharing a sleeping platform with the shadow," Solar declared, gesturing to the two beds. "He'll probably try to smother me in my sleep."

      "If I wanted to eliminate you," Lunar countered, "I wouldn't wait until you were sleeping."

      Eclipse moved between them, holding up his hands. "No one is eliminating anyone. We will construct a sleeping arrangement for Lunar in the bathing chamber where it's darker."

      He found the compromise acceptable. The bathing chamber was the only partially tolerable space in the dwelling, a small room with no windows where Lunar might find relief from constant illumination. Well, except for the blinking red light on the ceiling device. Regardless, sharing such confined quarters with Solar would be insufferable.

      "I will conduct reconnaissance," Lunar announced, pushing away from his corner. "This settlement must have areas of adequate darkness."

      "You can't go wandering off alone," Eclipse protested. "We need to maintain a unified presence."

      "I will not be detected," Lunar assured him, already moving toward the door. His shadow-walking abilities were unmatched even among his own kind. On this primitive world with its inadequate security systems, he would be virtually invisible.

      Solar snorted. "Let him go. Maybe he'll find a cave to hide in. More room for us."

      "Lunar," Eclipse's voice took on its diplomatic tone, the one that normally preceded unwelcome compromises. "At least wear the skin-suit if you leave. Your natural appearance will draw attention."

      The skin-suit was repulsive. The thin membrane was designed to mask his shadow-absorbing skin with a dull human-like exterior. Wearing it felt like being wrapped in a layer of congealed oil.

      With reluctance, Lunar retrieved the skin-suit from the travel bag. He retreated to the bathing chamber to apply it, wanting privacy for the undignified process. The mirror reflected his true form, tall and lean, with skin that absorbed light rather than reflected it, creating a perpetual shadow effect around his body.

      The skin-suit covered this distinctive feature, transforming him into a dull, ordinary-looking human. His shadow-walking abilities would be diminished while wearing it, but not eliminated entirely. Still, it was a necessary compromise. He pulled the baggy one-piece over the skin.

      When he
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MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/lunarbound.jpg
GALAXY ALIEN MAIL ORDER BRIDES SERIES -
Y

A QURILIXEN WORLD NOVEL -
INTERGALATIC DATING AGENCY

“MICHELLE M. PILLOC"

* " NELU VORK TIMES & USA TODAY BESTSELLING-AUTHOR







