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      Repossessed...

      Kendall Haven's life turns upside down when she's taken from her fueling dock home by thugs. Her gambler father used her to cover his losses. Treated like cargo, she's sold to the highest bidder--an alien bride procurement agency.

      Landing on a primitive planet on the far edge of the universe, she has no intention of fulfilling her father's contract--even if that contract includes marriage to a very handsome, very sexy, very intense barbarian of a man. He might be everything a woman fantasizes about, but he wants more of her heart than she can give.

      

      Possession...

      Dragon-shifter nobleman Lord Alek has not been lucky in finding his life mate. Resigned to a lonely life, he attends the bridal ceremony out of familial duty. Then the impossible happens--Kendall. Nothing goes according to tradition, but he can't let that dissuade him. She is this dragon noble's only chance at happiness and he's not going to let her get away.
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        "I was rooting for Alek to get his girl from the first chapter...Another great addition to the Dragon Lord series!" 

        Megan, Jeep Diva Reviews

      

      

      
        
        5 Stars!

        “Michelle has again given us a winner with this story. She grabs your attention and gives you a story that has your emotions going through the range of emotions as you read.”

        Lydia, BookBub

      

      

      
        
        5 Stars!

        “This is by far my most favorite one yet!”

        Kristin Chontelle, One Woman’s Opinion

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            New to Dragon Lords?

          

        

      

    

    
      Dragon Lords books 1-8 follow a concurrent time line. The fun of this is that the events you read in one book might be examined from a different point of view, sometimes with overlapping or expanded scenes, sometimes with events you might have wondered about in another book. You might even discover secrets as characters interact with each other. I recommend reading them in order to get the full effect. However if you bought the books out of order, no worries, each book is technically a standalone story for the hero and heroine.
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      Dragon Lords Books 1 - 4

      The dragon-shifting princes have no problem with commitment. In one night, they will meet and choose their life mate in a simplistic ceremony involving the removing of masks and the crushing of crystals. With very few words spoken and the shortest, most bizarre courtship in history, they will bond to their women forever. And once bonded, these men don’t let go...

      Too bad nobody explained this to their brides.

      

      Dragon Lords Books 5-8

      The noblemen brothers aren’t new to the sacred Qurilixian bridal ceremony. After several failed attempts at finding a bride, it’s hard to get excited about yet another festival. No matter how honorably they try to live, it would seem fate thinks them unworthy of such happiness—that is until now.

      With very few words spoken and the shortest, most bizarre courtship in history, they will bond to their women forever. And once bonded, these men don’t let go...

      Too bad nobody explained this to their brides.

      

      Dragon Lords Book 9

      Before four princes and four noblemen found their brides, before the death of the Var King Attor and the threat of the Tyoe miners, there was a time of peace on the planet of Qurilixen. It was not a strong peace, but it had lasted for quite some time between the cat-shifting Var kingdom and their northern neighbors the dragon-shifting Draig. It lasted because both sides had very little to do with each other.

      This was the time before the great war came to rift the planet apart—dragon against cat. The only battles were skirmishes along the borderlands over territory and drunken brawls that erupted to prove which shifter side was of superior strength. It is here the dragons found their queen.

      

      Spin-off Series

      Dragon Lords is the first installment in the multiple bestselling  romance series.  As of this publication, there are nine Dragon Lords books.

      The series continues with the Lords of the Var® series, Space Lords series, Dynasty Lords Series, Captured by a Dragon-Shifter series, Galaxy Alien Mail Order Brides series, and Qurilixen Lords series.

      There will be more books and more series to come. They can be read alone, but the author recommends reading books in order of release.

      For details please visit www.michellepillow.com
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      X Quadrant Roaming Fueling Station

      Registered Deep Space Port X-65J

      “Let me free!” Kendall Haven kicked her legs, violently trying to loosen herself from the grasp of her would-be kidnappers. Though they lifted her off the ground, she’d managed to wedge her feet and hands against the metal door frame to her office. They had tried to heft her into the corridor head first.

      “What do you think you are doing? There are security cameras all over this vessel. You won’t get away with this.”

      It was a lie. The security cameras were nonfunctional and she’d been unable to fix them. Well, saying they were nonfunctional was just a polite way of describing what had really happened. Her father had lost a key part to the circuitry to some traveling casino workers in a game of chance.

      “Sorry, Girl One Haven, this is a legally sanctioned repossession,” said the man struggling with her feet. “If you stop resisting, we will set you down and let you walk.”

      “Repossession? I’m not a blasted spaceship.” She kicked harder. The fact that the two men wore dingy-gray salvage uniforms didn’t help calm her fears. “I owe no debts!” Then, seeing her father’s pale face in the corridor, hope filled her. He wouldn’t let these crazy men attack her.

      The fueling dock was her home. She’d never lived anywhere else. The large ship circled the X quadrant at regular intervals to service nearby planets when not stationed at Deep Space Port X in docking lot 65J. Even docked, she rarely left the vessel unless it was to check fuel hoses or work the occasional fueling shift when a worker skipped out on his job. The space port was nothing more than a giant docking lot filled with a variety of ships. Travelers came to her home vessel for food, lodging and fuel. That was the extent of her socializing. This was all she knew.

      “You are now casino property,” the man at her head explained.

      Her father swayed lightly and blinked his liquor-addled eyes as he mumbled, “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. Forgive me. I’m sorry. I thought I could win you back. It was such a good hand. I shouldn’t have been able to lose. At least I didn’t give them Margot. She’s too young. You would have told me your sister is too young.”

      For a moment, Kendall froze in shock, and the two men were able to carry her through the doorway into the corridor. As they neared her father, the man at her feet reached into his pocket to hand him a slip of paper. “Here is a copy of your receipt, Debtor Haven, don’t lose it. There is no electronic copy. Thank you for turning her over. The casino will resell the property and you are liable for any remaining debt. If the property sells for more than the debt, you will be issued space credits at the Larceny Casino Ship in the extra amount minus a processing fee. This does include the virtual gaming tables if you cannot make it onboard the ship.”

      Her father actually seemed to smile for the briefest of moments as he took the paper in his shaking hands.

      She didn’t think, merely acted out of fear. Taking advantage of the man’s distraction, Kendall kicked. She somehow managed to free herself from the repossession workers’ grasps by twisting and jerking. Her hip hit the metal floor first and she pushed up, half-running, half-limping toward freedom. She didn’t know where she was going, or how she would get off this floating space dock, but right now that didn’t matter. She would find a place to hide until she could grab Margot and get out of here. Or until she could figure out just how much money her father had lost. There were still things of value on the ship, things she’d hidden from her father, things she didn’t want to sell but could.

      One of the men growled in frustration. The sound of their footfalls never reverberated behind her. They didn’t give chase. When she neared the platform grate that would take her down a level, she glanced back. She saw the blast of a tazer seconds before feeling the jolt of electricity inside her body, burning its way down to her feet. Her lips parted to scream and she began to pitch forward. She saw the metal steps coming toward her but couldn’t make her limbs move to block the fall as the world went black.
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      Sometime later…

      Bright lights flashed against Kendall’s eyelids, jerking her brain to consciousness. Her skin tingled with a familiar sensation, but she couldn’t readily determine the cause of the feeling. Streaks of warmth snaked across her flesh, her naked flesh, completely naked flesh. Stiffening, she gasped as she opened her eyes. A barrier blocked her face and she lifted her hands in automatic defense. Her fingers struck the blockade, her hands as trapped as her head. When she bent her knees and kicked her feet, the same thing happened. Green lasers flashed and slid over her body. Awareness pierced her confusion. She was in a medic unit getting a health scan. What had happened? Why did she need a medic? It must have been a serious accident for her father to have allowed for the expensive treatment.

      Kendall started to call out for her father and little sister but stopped when she remembered what had happened. He’d turned her in to pay his gambling debts. So instead, she kept quiet and reached to the side, trying to find an opening to the unit. Her fingers found the cool of outside air and she wiggled them to feel around the small opening. The release latch wouldn’t move. She was locked inside. Desperate, she called out, “Hayo?”

      No one answered her hoarse greeting. Instead, a needle pierced her back. Heat released into her body before blackness consumed her once more.
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      Draig Northern Mountain Fortress, Planet of Qurilixen

      Marriage was the last thing Lord Aleksej, Younger Duke of Draig, wanted to think about. He didn’t want to take time out of his work to put on a fur loincloth, hide his face under a mask, only to stand in line looking at eligible females—women that would never be his. Like the preceding years, he would wait for the sacred crystal around his neck to glow to signify he’d found his true mate, all the while knowing it probably never would.

      He had actually thought about it quite a bit. With all the planets and space stations in all the universes, what were the odds that his true mate would find her way here? What if her ship had crashed on her way to him, and he would never know about it? What if she’d died in a childhood accident? What if her lifespan had yet to start and he wouldn’t find her until he was hundreds of years old and close to his own death? How could he be expected to believe his fifth attempt would turn out differently?

      Oh, right. Fate. The will of the gods.

      Alek used to believe in the will of the gods, but somewhere along the way his faith had wavered. How could it not? He lived honorably. Over the past four years he had gone to the bridal ceremony, hoping, praying, only to come home alone. He was ready for the pain to be over. He was ready to accept his fate of solitude and duty.

      Alek did want a wife. He wanted one terribly. But the disappointment and loneliness had been hard lessons to live with. Just because he was willing did not mean he would find her. His older brother, Bron, the high duke, faced his seventh attempt. Mirek faced his fourth festival. The youngest of them, Vladan, prepared for his first. For some reason, the gods had not seen fit to bless any of the brothers with a life mate.

      Glancing down at his neck where the dormant crystal hung from a leather strap, he frowned. Only when he saw his future bride would the crystal glow, an unmistakable sign of destined fates. Perhaps their crystals were tarnished, or broken. Then again, perhaps the gods did not think them worthy. No answer satisfied his honor. No amount of praying brought him answers.

      “Lord Alek?”

      Alek blinked in surprise and looked up from where he stared at the rounded belly of the pregnant ceffyl, stirred from his thoughts of the upcoming festival. The beast was nearing her time and it was his duty to make sure she made it to term. As Top Breeder, a very important position on his planet, his whole life focused around mares and steeds. His animals supplied the soldiers, helped the farmers, provided planetary travel and, in extreme times, meat. The animal opened its mouth, hissing as a long tongue slithered from between her lips. Ceffyls had the eyes of a reptile, the face and hooves of a beast of burden and the body of a small elephant. And, with a three-year gestation period and only about fifty percent live-birth rate, it was a resource that could not easily be replaced should something happen.

      “She’s close,” he answered Cenek, one of his best trainers. “I hate to leave, but I cannot miss this festival. My cousins are attending for the first time, and I must go to support them. Let us hope the princes are more blessed than we. Prince Ualan, especially. As the future king, it is he who should find love first.”

      Cenek nodded, not commenting on the four princes’s attendance. He had found his wife after one attempt, but then, he’d already met her beforehand at a space station where he’d escorted Mirek on an ambassadorial trip. For him, the ceremony had been a mere formality.

      “She will be fine.” Cenek reached out a callused hand to pet the pregnant animal. “I will sleep nearby and check on her hourly while you are gone. The Breeding Festival is only for one night. Perhaps this will be a blessed year and you will come home with a wife.”

      Alek stood, dusting off his hands. He had nothing to say to the words of encouragement, for he did not feel their truth and he refused to lie for the sake of politeness. He patted the beast a couple times before leaving the stables. As the fresh air hit him, he let himself wonder for the briefest of moments what a woman would think of his home. Surrounded by steep mountains, narrow passes and rocky crags dotted with lush plant life, the castle stood out against the elements like a timeless fortress. His mother, before her death, had loved the mountains. Sometimes, in the quietness of dusk as people settled into their homes, he imagined he could still hear her laughter ringing out over the valleys.

      Unlike most other civilizations, the Draig chose to live simply. Even though they had the ability for deep-space travel, they normally only used it when ambassadorial duties demanded. Otherwise, they hid their technology in an elegant façade of stone and wood, choosing to do for themselves. Why have a food simulator materialize a meal when the earth could provide fresh vegetables and strong livestock? Why let machines serve when your own hands could do a better job? If they let technology do everything, society would become lazy. If that happened, an alien species would surely swoop in and take over the lucrative ore mines.

      The castle nestled in the valley next to a jutting peak, a mere front for the homes hidden within the mountain’s core. That was where Alek lived, as did his three brothers. Here the earth was red with streaks of gray through the stone. When they traveled south to the ceremony, near the Draig palace at the base of the mountains, the ground would become a dark red and the trees so large a home could fit comfortably within a single trunk.

      Qurilixen had three suns—two yellow and one blue—and one moon, which made for a particularly bright planet. Female children were rare due to the blue radiation from those suns. Over the generations, it had altered the men’s genetics to produce strong male warriors. Only once in a thousand births was a Qurilixian female born. In the old days, they had used portals to snatch foreign brides from their homes and bring them back to Qurilixen.

      There were rumors that the Draig species had originated on the human planet Earth and actually traveled through some magical portal to capture women, but there was no proof that was true. Just as there was no actual proof that their dragon-shifter ancestors had actually flown when in shifted form.

      The fact they had nearly no women of their own was why the services of corporations like Galaxy Brides were so invaluable to them now. In return for women willing to marry a stranger, the Draig men would mine the rare ore found in their caves. Alek’s family oversaw the mines, not Alek directly, but his brothers. The mines were a longstanding family duty. The last he’d heard reported from his brothers, there was a surplus of ore. That had to be a good omen. Perhaps this bridal ceremony would show a surplus of brides.

      Who was he fooling? This year felt no different than the others. There would be no wife to show this place to, no woman in his bed, no heart to beat with his own. The hopelessness was perhaps the hardest part to face, coupled with the realization that he and his brothers were destined to be forever lonely. There had to be a reason none of them had found love, year after year, when so many others had.

      Alek sighed, turning his attention from the towering castle to the large rectangular structure of the stables. He would do best to focus on his work. “A quick trip down and back. That’s all this is. An ambassadorial trip to support my princely cousins, nothing else.”

      The sound of his own voice did little to comfort him, so he did not speak again as he went about his work.
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      Repossessed. Drugged. Sold. Re-sold. Re-drugged. And all that was just the things Kendall had been vaguely awake for. There was probably some steps in-between those. She wasn’t sure which was worse—the things she could recall, or the things she couldn’t. As she found herself trapped on a ship owned by the Galaxy Brides Corporation for the last month, it seemed her captors had one last stop they wanted her to make on this nightmare of a journey—a Qurilixen marriage ceremony.

      Kendall remembered waking up in a medic unit in some bumpy transport, crammed into a tight storage box and in a stasis chamber. She supposed it could have been much worse. Maybe it was much worse. She didn’t know how long she’d been unconscious, or how many days had passed by under the exchanging hands of her keepers. It wasn’t like people aged in stasis, but to keep a person under for too long risked a horrible death. The last she’d heard the medical alliance was unable to cure stasis sickness.

      What if they had done something to her while she slept? With a medic unit to fix her, she wouldn’t be able to tell. What if her father lost Margot in the same way? What if her little sister was trapped in a transport box?

      Each thought caused her heart to beat faster until the fear choked her and her world spun. How long had she been unconscious? No one would tell her. Maybe they didn’t know. Maybe they just didn’t care. The second her father had signed her over, she had become property, and everyone she met treated her as such.

      She forced a deep breath and then another, trying to calm herself so she could think. The one date she’d managed to discover wasn’t one she could understand without access to a conversion chart. On the fueling dock they’d not had much use for measuring time like those who lived on worlds. Sure, her family kept record of days in their own way, but with so many travelers using so many different types of record-keeping, and with computers so readily available should a conversion be necessary—which was never really the case—she had never bothered to memorize intergalactic date-conversion charts. Until now, the idea of actually uploading millions upon millions of tedious charts into her brain had seemed about as worthless as uploading hand-cooking techniques. Not once in her thirty years had she needed to convert time, or cook without aid of a food simulator.

      Her situation was unbearable, yet she had no choice but to carry on and do what she was told. It wasn’t as if she’d eject herself into deep space with only a life pod and no sense of where she was.

      The same thoughts had swirled through her brain, ever since she’d woken up on the luxury spacecraft. She vaguely remembered hearing of the primitive planet of Qurilixen in her fuel-ore studies. Everything else had been uploaded into her brain by the corporation, and she couldn’t help but wonder at the accuracy of those facts—after all, they were a business with the sole purpose of trying to sell brides to grooms. Located in the isolated space of the Y quadrant, the far-flung world was a veritable prison populated by warrior men whose genetics didn’t seem to include propagating females. The Draig weren’t star voyagers, and for all Kendall knew they wouldn’t have access to spaceships.

      However, that wasn’t the worst part. Not only would she be stranded on the planet with these warrior men, without money, without means, without anything but the clothes on her back, she was expected to marry one of them so the company could recoup her father’s debt and make a profit. Turning her head toward the metal corridor wall as she walked passed, she stared at the bold words that read, Galaxy Brides Corporation—Joining Hearts Across the Universes.

      “Hearts,” she repeated softly. “This cargo ship has nothing to do with hearts.”

      Kendall was a business transaction. Plain and simple. The Draig men of Qurilixen needed women to produce children. They were the buyers. She was the merchandise. Galaxy Brides was the broker. As she saw it, the fate was almost as bad as if they’d sold her into bondage on a pleasure ship. Only, this way, she would be expected to please one man, not many.

      “What happens when I can’t please him?” she whispered. Growing up on a fueling dock, she had plenty of experience dealing with any number of alien species during the course of her work. The problem was no one had really stayed around long enough to even begin a long-term relationship. Kendall had never been comfortable with the idea of sleeping with a man she didn’t know, so the few boyfriends she had had were fueling dock regulars who’d came through on shipping runs. Instead of nurturing those mediocre sexual relationships, she’d buried herself in her work, in her school and in taking care of Margot.

      School. There was another thing she wouldn’t be able to finish, and she was so close to getting certified by the Exploratory Science Commission as a Fuelologist and Station Engineer. It had taken her nearly six years of virtual-class time to get as far as she had.

      Round and round her mind spun—Margot, school, home, marriage to a stranger. She’d been all over the high skies in her lifetime, yet she wasn’t that worldly. She had grown up on a fueling dock, traveling, but never staying for too long in one place, and she normally only saw planets from a small window.

      A knot formed in her stomach. Life on a planet. She used to dream of it, but now it terrified her. One planet. One place.

      “What about Margot? She won’t know where I am.” The sound of her own voice was oddly comforting, more so than the overly excited voices of her travel companions echoing from the ship’s beauty parlor. The rest of the prospective brides were getting ready for the official docking later that evening.

      “I’m Aeron, not Margot,” a woman answered. The long length of her black hair was pulled away from her reserved face. “I don’t think we’ve met.”

      “Kendall.”

      “Are you excited for the ceremony, Kendall?”

      Kendall blinked, nodding in agreement as she pulled her arms around her waist and looked at the floor to hide the fact she was lying. It wasn’t that she didn’t like the woman. Kendall just had nothing to say to any of the women on the ship. When she didn’t elaborate on her answer, Aeron hurried past, leading the way to the expansive beauty parlor. Kendall followed behind, watching the other woman’s heels.

      As far as Kendall could tell, she was the only one forced to be on the ship. The other brides were being well compensated for their participation. They had answered an advertisement and chosen to be here. In fact, they all seemed to think it was some sort of grand vacation. They had spent the last month being pampered and primped for the coming night—the Qurilixen Breeding Festival. Looking down at her toes, she saw the permanent pale-pink color on her nails. It was just one of the many things they’d done to her. She’d had medical scans, health checks, cosmetic dentistry, permanent hair removal, a body-enhancing lift. Running her tongue over her teeth, it felt weird there was no longer a chip in the canine.

      “I wish I could be so ambitious. I’m afraid I didn’t watch a single one of those boring uploads.”

      Kendall glanced up at the sound. The women were talking about marriage, as usual. Seeing an empty chair in the shadowed corner away from the others, she sat down. The beauty droid automatically activated and went to work on her hair. Those around her were in various stages of completion.

      Whoever spoke referred to the uploads in the ship’s computer. If you weren’t used to them, they could give a wicked migraine, but Kendall had utilized them for her schooling. They were great for uploading factual information directly into the brain, such as cultural information or a new language. They weren’t so good when it came to practical applications. Why hadn’t she just paid the extra fee for the conversion-chart uploads?

      “Don’t look so worried,” Trinia said, pausing on her way past. None of the women seemed to know Kendall’s name, but she knew theirs. “I’ve been married over thirty times. There’s nothing to it.”

      Kendall said nothing. Marriage wasn’t the only thing Trinia had done over thirty times. The woman’s shiny skin looked as if it had been over-enhanced to the point of plasticity.

      “I’ll tell you a secret,” Trinia continued, lowering her voice. She leaned close to Kendall’s ear. Kendall stiffened to feel the woman’s breath on her skin. She smelled of liquor and spicy meat. “If you don’t like them, divorce them and keep the presents. Or don’t let them ask you to marry them. If they don’t ask, you can’t get into trouble for saying no. Then Galaxy Brides will give you a ride to the next planet if you want. If you do it right, you can travel the universe for years until they catch on.”

      Kendall didn’t answer. Trinia laughed, flinging her hand carelessly as she sauntered away.

      “This is not my life,” Kendall whispered, desperately wishing she was back on the fueling dock.

      Thanks to the uploads her captors had forced on her, Kendall’s head was filled with Qurilixian facts. Indeed, she still had a small headache from the rush of information. They were classified as a warrior class, though they had been peaceful for nearly a century—aside from petty territorial skirmishes that broke out every fifteen or so years between a few of the rival houses. The planet was on the outer edge of the Y quadrant, inhabited by primitive males similar to Viking clans of Medieval Earth—not that she knew what those were. The Qurilixian worshipped many gods, favored natural comforts to modern technological conveniences and actually preferred to cook their own food. They called their wedding ceremony a Breeding Festival and it was only allowed to happen at night. The planet only had one night a year and it would begin in a few hours.

      The only interesting fact was that their mines were one of the only mineral-rich sources of the galaxa-promethium in the known universes. It was a semi-radioactive element that not only had stable isotopes, but whose components could be harnessed to fuel long-voyaging starships. The resulting fuel was so expensive that her family didn’t bother to stock it. Normally, only very trivial amounts of the element could be found in nature. Qurilixen was loaded with it.

      “I tried on my gown this afternoon,” Gena, another bride, said. The woman pushed up her generous chest beneath the robe. “They are gorgeous, but I think I am going to go get my breasts enhanced again—just a little bigger—and I’m going to have my nipples enlarged. Those princes won’t be able to resist me. Maybe I’ll marry all four of them, just for fun.”

      “How will you know who the princes are?” a blonde asked from across the room. The women were obsessed by the fact royalty was going to be at the ceremony looking for wives. “I’ve heard that all the men wear disguises. You could end up with a royal guard.”

      “Or a gardener,” offered a brunette with a laugh.

      “I hear they wear practically nothing at all,” added a woman with flaming red hair and sparkling green eyes the color of emeralds. “Except the mask and some fur.”

      “You can’t miss royalty,” Gena said with a kittenish smile of excitement. It was hard to miss Gena. She made sure everyone knew her name. “You’ll see it in the way they move.”

      Kendall looked down at her own robe and pulled it tighter across her chest, trying to hide her new body. Since she was bought and paid for, the company had automatically put her through certain procedures. The new breasts were real, just genetically altered for perfection.

      Her beauty droid pulled her hair and she was forced to look back up. Their spacecraft was outfitted with the best accommodations and services the star system had to offer. Personal droids were assigned to each passenger, and cooking units in each of their quarters could materialize almost any culinary delight without straying from the strict mineral diets the corporation had them on. Even the doctor was mechanical.

      As the droids finished, the prospective brides began to slowly make their way back to their personal quarters to dress. Kendall had been assigned a later appointment in the ship’s logs and would be one of the last to finish her treatments. Closing her eyes, she waited as many of the women left the beauty parlor. She let loose a nervous breath and wished it would all just go away.
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      Run.

      The command made absolutely no logical sense and yet Kendall could do nothing else. Her instincts said run and her feet obeyed. The dark red soil passed under her as she made her way from the Galaxy Brides’ ship. The tight black of her clothing clung to her new body like a second skin, helping her to blend in to the darkened surroundings. Dusk swept along the reddish-brown earth, shadowing oversized leaves on thick branches. The foliage began to droop, as if resting after a long year of light, as darkness finally came to Qurilixen.

      Run faster.

      Kendall ran faster. Somehow she’d managed to sneak off the ship while the other brides were getting dressed for the ceremony. Dumb luck. That’s what it had been. Dumb luck that the beauty droid needed a repair and had reported to maintenance, leaving Kendall unattended. Dumb luck that the docking plank had been opened for the ship’s staff before the brides were ready to descend into the campground. Dumb luck that the locals weren’t around to catch her as she sneaked down the plank. And perhaps simply dumb that she now ran through an alien forest to escape the fate of marriage.
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