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        Sci-fi Paranormal Romantic Comedy

      

      

      He glows. She burns. Together, they’re impossible to hide.

      When Solar, a golden-skinned guard from the eternal daylight of Solarus, crash-lands outside Duskrock, Arizona, subtlety goes up in smoke. The catastrophically inept Galaxy Alien Mail Order Brides have blown his cover, UFO headlines are everywhere, and a black-ops outfit called Milano is already on the hunt. Then Solar meets Dani Ember, a fire dancer whose spark pulls him like gravity, and hiding becomes the last thing on his mind.

      Dani has always trusted flame more than people until an alien warrior explodes into her life, glowing like sunlight made flesh. Forced into hiding together, their connection ignites hotter with every touch. But with aliens Eclipse and Lunar also in Milano’s crosshairs, duty and desire collide. To save his companions, protect Earth, and give his divided world a chance at peace, Solar must make the one choice he never planned for… claiming the human who feels like home.

      __

      SOLAR BOUND is a steamy sci-fi paranormal romantic comedy with a grumpy golden alien and a sunshine fire dancer, forced proximity on Earth, sizzling open-door heat, black-ops hunters, and a guaranteed HEA with no cliffhanger.

      
        
        Book two 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!
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        Blaze
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        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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      Not on the Planet of Zorveya

      Solarestabinian wanted to go home. He needed sunlight, not the artificial light of the ship. Being trapped in the metal box lowered his energy levels, which in turn made him edgy.

      He hadn't been this angry since the Tyoe invasion of the southern mines. At least then the enemy had been worthy of his rage, not this incompetent crew of intergalactic matchmakers who couldn't navigate their way out of a nebula.

      Literally. The Galaxy Alien Mail Order Brides' crew had gotten lost in space more than once. If you could call Bob, Gary, and their trainee, Harris, a crew.

      "I am a warrior of the Solarus Elite Guard," he growled, pacing the length of the spacecraft's cramped cabin. Golden sparks of light trailed his movements, causing the ship's electrical systems to flicker in response. "I am not a mate-seeker. This mission is beneath me."

      Eclipsyionic, or Eclipse as their handlers insisted on calling him, sat calmly in the pilot's chair, watching as Harris fumbled with the controls of the landing pod. Bob and Gary had stayed behind on the main ship and gave them directives through the comms.

      "The Peacemaker Council believes this diplomatic initiative is our best chance for preventing war," Eclipse said. He lived in the twilight area of their tidal locked planet, the space between the permanent daylight where Solar and his people resided, and the eternal night of the others.

      "The council can take their initiative and shove it into a black hole," Solar grumbled, his skin pulsing brighter with his mounting frustration. A panel to his right began to smoke. "If they wanted peace, they should have sent actual diplomats, not a soldier and a shadow-crawler."

      From the darkest corner of the ship, Luniaren, now called Lunar, spoke without emerging from the gloom. "For once, I agree with the light-bearer. This mission is a waste of resources."

      "See?" Solar gestured toward the shadows. "Even the night-creeper agrees with me. This is a pointless exercise."

      "Your cooperation is not optional," Eclipse reminded them both. "The contract has been signed. The council was quite clear about the consequences of failure. Now dim your light before you fry the system."

      Solar's light dimmed slightly at the reminder. His council delegate had made their intent clear. Succeed in this absurd mission, or don't bother returning to Zorveya. He had family in the light zone, younger siblings who depended on his status as an Elite Guard. Exile was not an option.

      "I refuse to mate with a primitive Earth female," he declared, though with less conviction than before.

      "You don't have to mate," Eclipse clarified, not for the first time. "You simply need to demonstrate that you can peacefully coexist with humans and form a meaningful connection."

      "Connection," Solar scoffed. "What sort of connection could I possibly form with a species that can't even harness their own star's energy properly?"

      The ship lurched suddenly, throwing Solar against a wall. His instinctive flare of defensive light caused three more control panels to short-circuit.

      "Control your emissions!" Lunar hissed from his corner.

      "Control your shadows!" Solar shot back, aware it wasn't his wittiest retort but too disoriented to care.

      Eclipse sighed the sigh of someone who had been mediating the same argument for far too long. "We're entering Earth's atmosphere. Please secure yourselves."

      "Chairs do not burn!" Harris announced cheerfully, as he pressed buttons seemingly at random. His malfunctioning translator had been a constant problem on the trip.

      The ship began to shake violently. Solar grabbed a restraint strap as warning lights flashed across the cabin. Harris began hitting the ship's control panel, causing renewed tension in the cockpit. Through the viewscreen, he could see the surface of Earth rushing toward them at an alarming speed.

      "Is this supposed to happen?" he asked, his golden skin pulsing with alarm. They pretended like they didn’t hear him.

      "Not to worry," Bob's chopped voice yelled over the comms. "This," the screen went black, "normal… worried," static, "first-time landings."

      "Did he say crash landings?" Solar demanded, trying to keep his anger in check. He was so close to setting this ship on fire.

      "First-time landings," Eclipse corrected.

      Solar didn't believe him for a second.

      "If we survive this," Solar vowed under his breath, "I'm going to melt Gary and Bob into puddles."

      "Not if I freeze them first," Lunar muttered.

      The comms went dead and Gary’s voice stopped.

      "We're coming in too fast," Lunar stated the obvious from his shadowed corner. “You should slow the ship.”

      "Do you think?" Solar resisted the urge to flare, but it was difficult. "I hadn't noticed with all the alarms."

      Something was very wrong with their descent trajectory. The ship began to vibrate, which made it difficult to hear.

      "What are the odds we will survive this impact?" Solar yelled over the noise.

      "Pudding," Harris declared with the help of his malfunctioning translator. "We die like brides!"

      "We're not brides," Solar shouted.

      "If we survive," Lunar stated, "I really will kill Bob and Gary. Harris will die from his own ineptitude."

      "Squish like pizza," Harris answered.

      "Not if I get to them first," Solar swore, though he wasn’t sure they’d survive long enough. This is not how a warrior was meant to die.

      The alien tour guides kept talking, but Solar blocked their words as he tried to brace himself. They clipped a tall red rock formation, and a piece of the outer ship tore away. The impact sent them spinning wildly. Alarms blared louder, as if they didn’t already know they were in trouble.

      "Brace for impact!" Eclipse ordered.

      The ship hit the surface hard, bouncing several times before skidding to a halt. Solar's restraints snapped, sending him crashing into the ceiling before he tumbled down onto Eclipse. Green smoke filled the cabin.

      "Stop glowing," Lunar yelled. "You're making the systems worse."

      The ship finally stopped. Solar illuminated a soft light from his place on the floor, trying to see in the darkness.

      An automated voice announced, "Warning. Atmospheric seal compromised. Emergency protocols initiated."

      Solar covered his mouth and tried not to breathe in the smoke. This is not how he was going to die, in the dark on a foreign planet.

      The ship creaked. Suddenly, the floor dropped out from beneath them.

      Solar fell through the opening, landing with a heavy thud on Earth. His skin flared brightly in response to pain and disorientation, temporarily illuminating the area around him like a small sun. Something caught fire next to him. When his vision cleared, he saw Eclipse and Lunar picking themselves up nearby, while Harris lay face down, apparently unconscious.

      "Magnificent arrival," Solar remarked sarcastically, rising to his feet. They had bounce-landed on top of a building, high above the surrounding landscape. "Truly, a grand entrance befitting honored representatives of Zorveya."

      A loud creak sounded, and he turned just in time to see the crashed spaceship rolling on the collapsing rooftop toward them.

      “Jump!” Eclipse ordered, grabbing Harris by the back of his clothing to carry him over the edge.

      Lunar slithered off the side of the building seconds before he would have been crushed. Solar surged, emitting heat to push the ship back in the other direction. Fire erupted around him, and the spacecraft rolled over the side, crushing trees.

      Solar walked away from the flames and glanced down at the ground. Harris stood, wobbling as Eclipse pulled him to safety. Solar leaned down, grabbed the edge, and leapt to the ground.

      The roof blazed above.

      "Welcome to Duskrock!" Gary’s muffled voice greeted them with crackling cheer from the direction of the wreckage.

      Before they could reply, Harris stood as if everything was normal and scuttled toward the wreckage.

      “I detect a slight deviation from the planned landing zone, but nothing to worry about. The locals here are very receptive to unusual occurrences,” Gary’s voice continued, coming closer.

      Harris returned, holding a comm and carrying a bag. He wore what appeared to be a hastily applied skin suit that made him look like a deformed Earth child.

      "Quick, put on your skin suits," Gary’s voice ordered as Harris thrust bundles of fabric into their arms. "They go under the maintenance worker uniforms. It's the perfect camouflage. No one will suspect."

      “Extra pudding,” Harris said as if agreeing with his boss.

      Solar looked up. Smoke billowed from the structure. “This is too noticeable. We need to find shelter.”

      He reluctantly pulled the constrictive material of the skin suit over his glowing form, noting how the dull fabric dampened his natural radiance and blocked the sunlight from proper absorption. The uniform was ill-fitting, but it would have to do.

      "What about our supplies?" he demanded.

      "Slight complication there," Gary’s voice admitted. "The cargo hold release malfunctioned, and the ship is on fire. But not to worry. We've arranged temporary accommodations at a local establishment called Crimson Rock Inn. Very prestigious. We'll retrieve your full provisions once we secure the ship."

      "And how long will that take?" Eclipse asked.

      Harris' smile never faltered as he continued to hold the comm emitting Gary’s voice. "Hard to say. Hours? Days? The technical team is... well, Harris is the technical team, and he appears to require retraining."

      Solar fought the urge to incinerate Harris on the spot. Only the approaching humans kept him from doing so. The gathering crowd pointed devices at the crash.

      "They're recording us," Lunar observed quietly.

      "Harris, take them in the right direction. Follow Harris," Gary instructed, as Harris carried the comm toward a gap between the trees and the building. "Stay casual. Blend in."

      "Blend in?" Solar hissed, gesturing to his skin, which glowed visibly even through the uniform. "How, exactly, am I supposed to do that?"

      "Just act natural," Gary suggested, unhelpfully. "Take the local currency in the bag Harris is providing. Get settled, while Bob and I will sort out the ship situation. Harris, give them the communicator, then secure the ship before we get there.”

      Harris handed the comm to Eclipse and waddled off. Solar exchanged a glance with Eclipse, who merely shrugged. Even Lunar seemed at a loss.

      "I will not forget this humiliation," Solar promised as they slipped away from the crash site, ducking along the fiery structure labeled "Pete's Crystal Emporium."

      A human female organizing the chaotic crowd called out to them. Eclipse stepped forward, turning toward her with an expression Solar had never seen on the diplomat's face before. Perhaps Eclipse wasn't as immune to primitive attractions as he claimed. Now was not the time for this. Then again, the skin suit made it hard to decipher expressions.

      Before they could interact, another human female pulled the first one away, and Solar urgently herded them in the opposite direction.

      "Crimson Rock Inn is forward toward the blue tower," Gary’s voice insisted.

      "And where exactly are you and Bob?" Lunar asked suspiciously.

      "Managing the crisis from a strategic location," Gary answered.

      "Hiding," Solar translated.

      "Strategic location," Gary corrected. "Not to worry. Harris is onworld with you. Now, a reminder about your Earth names. You'll need to use them at all times in public."

      "We discussed this already," Solar growled. "I refuse to be called Solar Bound."

      "But it's perfect," Gary protested. "Solar is a common Earth name, and Bound suggests you're strong and powerful like a, uh, rivet. Plus, it's memorable."

      Solar didn't bother explaining that on Zorveya, "bound" was slang for someone caught pleasuring themselves while trapped in a vine patch. His new designation was both humiliating and inaccurate. He had never been bound in his life and had no intention of starting now.

      “I vote we throw him and find our own way,” Lunar suggested.

      Eclipse pulled the comm closer and shook his head.

      Gary gave them directions and guided them through the streets. Solar couldn't help noticing how bright everything was. The sun here was weaker than on Zorveya, but it bathed the landscape in a pleasant golden glow that reminded him of home. Anything was better than the ship hull. The humans barely glanced at them, too busy with their own activities to notice three aliens in maintenance uniforms.

      “What kind of creature is that?” Lunar asked, gesturing to a figure in a silver suit with a lizard head.

      Eclipse frowned. “Biosignature says Earth human.”

      “He has an unfortunate face,” Solar observed.

      “It is a biological female,” Eclipse corrected.

      "Here we are," Gary announced, stopping them in front of a two-story building with a sign depicting a large red rock. "Your temporary home until we can arrange more suitable accommodations."

      The prestigious Crimson Rock Inn turned out to be a basic shelter with primitive amenities. Eclipse made them hide as he went to procure keys. He then led them to a room with two beds, which Solar would apparently be sharing with Eclipse and Lunar.

      "One room?" he demanded, sparks flying from his fingertips. "For all three of us? This is worse than the ship."

      "We’re lucky to have it. They were at capacity until Bob destroyed the transport of a gigolo from California," Gary explained with a nervous laugh. "But look at the bright side, you'll have plenty of opportunity to practice peaceful coexistence. Won’t that be exciting?"

      “Gigolo is a better name than bound. It sounds regal. I will be Solar Gigolo.”

      “Stop grumbling,” Eclipse snapped. “Our Earth papers say Bound. Do not make things more difficult.”

      Solar's skin flared so brightly that Lunar had to shield his eyes.

      "Bob and I will check in tomorrow with more details about your mission. There's currency in the bag for necessities, and a pamphlet reminder about local customs. Remember, your objective is to blend in, observe humans, and identify potential compatible mates. Exciting, right?" the alien matchmaker said. “I'll let you get settled.”

      "A good mating would probably help that one's temper, he's what the humans call a pain in the…" Bob's voice sounded far away, and Solar was sure that it wasn't meant for their ears.

      “Wait,” Eclipse tried to stop Gary from signing off, but the comm went dead.

      Solar frowned, surveying the cramped room with disgust. “You should have let me incinerate him when we had the chance. This is intolerable. I refuse to share sleeping quarters with a shadow-dweller."

      "The feeling is mutual, light-leaker," Lunar replied coolly from the darkest corner.

      Eclipse positioned himself between them, as usual. "We need to make the best of this situation. The sooner we complete our mission objectives, the sooner we can return home."

      "And how exactly are we supposed to find compatible mates in this primitive settlement?" Solar demanded. “The lizard head might be Lunar’s type, but⁠—”

      “I will snuff you and leave your pile of ash in the desert for them to autopsy,” Lunar warned. “Then you won’t have to worry about a ride home.”

      "Mates are not our immediate concern," Eclipse replied. "First, we need to adapt to Earth customs and establish our cover identities. The mating aspect can wait."

      Solar snorted. "Easy for you to say. You've already found your biorhythm match."

      Eclipse's expression remained neutral, but Solar didn't miss the slight change in his energy pattern. "I don't know what you mean."

      "The female at the crash site," Solar pressed. "The one organizing the humans.”

      “Your energy signature fluctuated when she spoke,” Lunar added. “I felt it."

      "That's irrelevant," Eclipse said firmly. "Our mission⁠—"

      "Is a farce," Solar interrupted, "but if we must participate in this charade, I intend to excel at it. I will find the most compatible, most impressive Earth female and form a connection so meaningful it will make the council regret ever doubting me."

      "This isn't a competition," Eclipse sighed.

      Wrong. To Solar, everything was a competition. And he never, ever lost.

      He moved to the window, pulling aside the flimsy fabric covering to let more sunlight in. Lunar immediately hissed in discomfort, retreating further into his corner.

      "Turn that down," the shadow-dweller commanded.

      "Make me," Solar challenged, absorbing the sunlight with deliberate showiness. His skin brightened, and the room's electronic devices began to flicker in response to his energy output.

      "Both of you, stop," Eclipse ordered. "This behavior is exactly why we're here."

      Solar ignored him, focusing instead on the view outside. Humans moved about their business, oblivious to the three extraterrestrials observing them. They seemed so fragile, so unaware. How could any of them possibly be a match for him, Solarestabinian of the Elite Guard?

      Then he spotted her, a female with hair the color of flames, moving with a grace that belied her species' general clumsiness. She was performing some kind of ritual in an open space near the building, spinning objects that trailed fire through the air.

      For the first time since landing on this primitive planet, Solar felt a flicker of genuine interest.

      "Perhaps this mission won't be a complete waste after all," he murmured, watching as the fire-spinner executed a complex maneuver that sent spirals of flame dancing around her body.

      Eclipse followed his gaze. "Solar, whatever you're thinking… Don't."

      But Solar was already formulating a plan. She resonated with his energy signature in an unexpected way. If he had to find an Earth female to connect with, it might as well be one who understood the power and beauty of fire energy.

      Solar smiled, his skin pulsing with renewed energy. Earth might be primitive, and this mission might be beneath him, but he was a warrior.

      And warriors always found a way to triumph.
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      Crimson Rock Inn, Duskrock, Arizona

      Solar hated Earth sleeping platforms. The soft, yielding material provided inadequate thermal contact for proper energy transfer. He'd spent the night cycle tossing on the lumpy surface, unable to achieve proper regenerative stillness. The constant hum of Earth devices didn't help, nor did Lunar's occasional shadow manipulations from his makeshift nest in the human bathing chamber. Thankfully, his roommate had disappeared into the night and had yet to return.

      Nighttime was like being locked in a shadowland prison.

      When Earth's sun finally appeared, Solar positioned himself by the window, absorbing what meager rays made it through the transparent barrier. The radiation here was weaker than on Zorveya, having been filtered through a thicker atmosphere and emanating from a less powerful star. Still, it was better than the oppressive darkness of space travel.

      His skin tingled as it absorbed the sunlight, golden particles activating beneath the surface. Much better. Now, if only the primitive dwelling had proper nutrition. The continental breakfast mentioned on the information card had proven disappointing, consisting primarily of carbohydrate-rich substances with minimal energy content, called cinnamon rolls and bagels.

      Eclipse had gone out in the night to make contact with the human female he'd shown interest in at the landing site. His energy stone indicated she controlled accommodations that were much better suited to their needs. Solar would have protested the exposure, but he needed out of the quarters shared with Lunar.

      Eclipse had left them again to meet with the woman. He said her name was Rowan. Strange, but then anything was better than Bound. Solar had doubts about trusting a primitive species with matters of interplanetary diplomacy, but Eclipse seemed unusually invested in this particular human.

      "Her biorhythms are calm," Eclipse had explained, as if that justified everything. “We can trust her.”

      Solar understood the concept. Even he had felt an unexpected resonance with the fire-manipulating female he'd observed yesterday. But that didn't mean he was ready to form a meaningful connection with an underdeveloped species. He was a warrior of the Solarus Elite Guard, not some desperate lunar shadow crawler seeking companionship in dark corners.

      Speaking of which, Lunar had vanished during the night and still hadn't returned. Probably skulking around, terrifying the locals with his creeping shadow routine. Or worse, making contact with potential mates without proper protocols.

      Not that Solar cared. If the shadow dweller wanted to fail the mission by traumatizing Earth females, that was his problem.

      Solar straightened, feeling his energy levels finally reaching acceptable parameters. Time to begin his own reconnaissance. If he were stuck on this planet for a month, he might as well gather useful intelligence. And perhaps locate that flame-haired female again.

      For mission purposes, of course.

      He examined the Earth garments Eclipse had purchased for them to blend in. Crude fabrics in drab colors, designed for functionality rather than status display. No sign of rank insignia or house markings. How did humans identify their social hierarchies without proper attire indicators?

      Solar selected the least offensive garments—a dark covering for his lower extremities, known as jeans, and an upper body wrap in golden hues that complemented his coloration. The skin-suit went on first, dampening his natural luminescence to levels that wouldn't immediately reveal his extraterrestrial origins. He hated the sensation, like being wrapped in wet sand, but accepted the necessity.

      The final look was tolerable, if undignified. He looked like a low-ranking maintenance worker rather than an Elite Guard, but at least the shirt mimicked some of his natural radiance that wasn't allowed to shine through.

      Solar consulted the information device Eclipse had left. It contained primitive maps of the settlement and instructions for accessing the local currency system. According to the device, the area called "Uptown Duskrock" contained the highest concentration of social gathering places and commercial establishments. A logical place to begin his search.

      The corridors of Crimson Rock Inn were quiet as Solar made his way toward the exit. Most humans were apparently still engaged in their sleep cycle, despite the sun having risen.

      Inefficient creatures.

      Outside, the morning air was cool but pleasant. The distinctive red rock formations glowed in the early sunlight, their mineral composition creating interesting energy patterns that Solar's enhanced perception could detect. At least this planet had interesting geology, if nothing else to recommend it.

      He followed the information device's directions, moving with purpose toward the commercial district. Humans he passed gave him curious glances, but didn't seem alarmed by his presence. Perhaps Gary and Bob had been right about this settlement being accustomed to unusual visitors.

      Solar absorbed the unfamiliar sights and sounds, cataloging them for later analysis. He felt a pull of energy and naturally followed it. Earth vehicles rumbled along paved pathways. Strange flying creatures made repetitive noise patterns. Humans consumed liquid stimulants at outdoor tables. All were so primitive, yet functioning in their own limited way.

      A sudden flare of energy caught his attention. Across an open area came a flash of familiar movement. The fire-manipulating female from yesterday was setting up some kind of display. Her distinctive red hair shone in the sunlight, and her actions had the same fluid grace that had first caught his attention.

      Solar changed course immediately, drawn toward this potential source of compatible energy. As he approached, he could see she was arranging metallic objects on a cloth covering. Small implements that gleamed in the sunlight, alongside the fire-spinning tools he'd observed her using before.

      The female looked up as he approached, her eyes a unique green color. They narrowed slightly. "Can I help you?"

      Her voice had a pleasant resonance frequency. Solar felt his own energy signature responding, his skin brightening beneath the restrictive skin-suit.

      "I observed your fire manipulation yesterday," he stated, seeing no reason for deception. "It was adequate."

      The female's expression shifted, her mouth tightening. "Gee, thanks, mister. Always nice to hear my art is adequate."

      Solar frowned. Had he used the wrong Earth term? His translator should have selected an appropriate descriptive.

      "Your technical execution exceeded basic competency parameters," he clarified.

      The female stared at him for a moment, then laughed. The sound created interesting harmonic vibrations in the air between them.

      "You're either the worst flirt I've ever met or you're not from around here," she said, returning to arranging her implements. "Either way, I'm busy setting up."

      "I am not from around here," Solar confirmed, stepping closer to examine her tools. "These are your flame projection devices?"

      She glanced up again, studying him more carefully this time. "Yeah. Fire poi, staffs, fans. I do performances at the Crash Zone on weekends, and I sell handmade fire tools here during the day."

      "You create these implements yourself?" Solar was genuinely impressed. Manual crafting was rare on Zorveya, where most items were produced through automated molecular assembly.

      "Every single one." Pride entered her voice. "I'm Dani, by the way. Dani Ember."

      "Em-ber," Solar repeated, recognizing the term from his Earth language data packet. "A particle of fire that remains after the main combustion event. An appropriate designation."

      Dani tilted her head, her green eyes narrowing again. "And you are...?"

      "Solar Bound," he replied, using his humiliating Earth name despite his distaste for it. He waited to see if she'd recoil.
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