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        Sci-fi Paranormal Romantic Comedy

      

      

      Crash first. Kiss later. Save two worlds if there’s time.

      When a not-so-mysterious flying object slams into Duskrock, Arizona, ex-journalist Rowan Clark expects hype, not a devastatingly calm alien diplomat with starlight eyes and a mission to stop a war.

      Eclipse comes from the Twilight Belt of Zorveya, where day and night are locked in endless conflict. He was sent for a discreet cultural exchange, but thanks to the catastrophically inept Galaxy Alien Mail Order Brides, secrecy combusts on impact. When black-ops Milano decides Eclipse and his companions Solar and Lunar belong in cages, diplomacy turns into survival.

      On the run with Rowan, Eclipse can’t ignore the magnetic pull that breaks every rule. She’s done chasing disasters. He’s sworn to duty. But in the shadows between danger and desire, their chemistry refuses to stay quiet. To keep Earth out of the crossfire and give his fractured world a chance at peace, Eclipse must decide if love is worth leaving behind everything he holds dear.

      __

      ECLIPSE BOUND is a steamy sci-fi paranormal romantic comedy with forced proximity, protective alien vibes, a skeptical human heroine, sizzling open-door heat, and a guaranteed HEA.

      
        
        Book one of the Bound Trilogy installment from the Galaxy Alien Mail Order Brides series.
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          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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        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

      Eclipsyionic stood at the edge of the Twilight Belt, where eternal day met endless night, and wondered, not for the first time, if their world was too fractured to heal. To the west, the gold-tinged brilliance of Solarus City shimmered. The never-setting sun refracted off crystalline spires like the sharpened edges of a weapon. Opposite them, to the east, stood the obsidian towers of Lunaris. They loomed in shadowed elegance, the blackened landscape drinking in perpetual starlight.

      And between them, the neutral territory.

      The Twilight Belt was a testament to compromise that neither side particularly wanted, but that both grudgingly had accepted. Eclipsyionic lived in the everlasting twilight of his home district and had spent most of his adult years in the Peacemaker Council's diplomatic center, dealing with ambassadors who liked arguing as much as breathing.

      Today, he feared that compromise was failing.

      Eclipsyionic had believed that if he stood in the middle long enough, he could hold both sides back from the brink. But lately, it felt like he was merely sinking between two tides that refused to retreat.

      He was tired of listening to the bickering and had put in for a transfer. Hopefully, with luck, this would be his last time dealing with delegates.

      Those in the Twilight Belt long predicted that war was coming between the light and dark. Drastic measures needed to be taken to stop it. The sides needed to find a way to work together.

      It was a long shot, but he had tried all the other shots.

      "I refuse to dim our towers," Solarestabinian snapped, his golden skin pulsing with suppressed fury. He stalked the conference room, trailing sparks of sun-fueled energy in his wake. "The light is our birthright. Our towers have stood this way for generations."

      "Your birthright is blinding half of my sector and giving my people migraines," Luniaren countered from his position in the darkest corner, the hint of his silhouette barely visible against the gloom. His pale skin seemed to absorb what little light reached him, and his darker, night-adapted eyes narrowed. "The new crystal arrays are reflecting directly into Lunaris territory. It's a deliberate provocation."

      Eclipsyionic suppressed a sigh. This was the fourth diplomatic incident this month, and it wasn't even halfway through the cycle. It was time to try something truly radical. He touched the data pad containing the latest proposal from Galaxy Alien Mail Order Brides Corporation, an idea so absurd it might actually work where centuries of traditional diplomacy had failed.

      Absurd. Ridiculous. Desperate. All apt descriptors. And yet...

      "If I may suggest—" Eclipsyionic began.

      "You may not," Solarestabinian and Luniaren said in unison, before glaring at each other for agreeing on anything.

      A gentle chime from the data pad drew Eclipsyionic's attention. The Galaxy Alien Mail Order Brides’ representatives were ready to deliver their proposal.

      "Perhaps," Eclipsyionic said carefully, "it is time to consider alternative solutions."

      "Such as?" Solarestabinian's golden skin flared brighter with his temper. "More endless talks while they skulk in their shadows plotting against us?"

      "We do not skulk," Luniaren said, his voice as cold as the eternal night. "We strategize. Though I wouldn't expect someone who solves everything with brute force to understand the difference. If you had your way, we would be throwing rocks at spaceships and would have lost our mines to the Tyoe. We saved your sparkly asses."

      “And if we left it to you, we’d be strategizing how to turn down the Bevlon’s hostile takeover from the bowels of one of their lava pits. We saved your inky, spineless⁠—”

      A loud beep cut Solarestabinian off as Eclipsyionic activated the data pad's holographic display. A lurid advertisement flashed between the arguing representatives, showing smiling couples of various species embracing beneath a glittering alien logo.

      "What," Solarestabinian demanded, scowling, "is this?"

      "Galaxy Alien Mail Order Brides," Eclipsyionic explained. "They broker interspecies cultural exchanges."

      Luniaren pushed away from his corner, moving like a liquid shadow to stare at the hologram. "You cannot be serious."

      "Their success rate with difficult mating situations is interesting." Eclipsyionic scrolled through several case studies. "They recently succeeded in finding women for ash miners from Bravon⁠—”

      Solarestabinian slashed his hand through the hologram. “We’re not interested in women who would accept a Bevlon demon into their bed.”

      “He said Bravon, you stupid wormhole licker,” Luniaren snapped.

      “Blackhole bait,” Solarestabinian countered.

      “And,” Eclipsyionic interrupted, bringing up images of blue aliens next to smaller females, “they paired isolated ice warriors from Sintaz through a series of arranged marriages to Earth humans."

      "Earth?" Solarestabinian and Luniaren asked simultaneously, before they resumed glaring at each other.

      "A developing planet with no official knowledge of alien life," Eclipsyionic continued, showing images of the blue orb with changing light patterns. "Their society is chaotic, their customs contradictory, and their technological advancement limited. But their capacity for adaptation is remarkable. Plus, they’re not unpleasant to behold, as far as alien creatures go."

      "And?" Solarestabinian crossed his arms, sun-sparks dancing around his shoulders. Luniaren expanded a shadow toward him like a taunt.

      "Their atmosphere, food products, and local terrains are compatible with our kind," Eclipsyionic added. "Implanted nano-translators will take care of the language. Basic customs and information will be provided on the trip."

      "And?" Solarestabinian prompted, brightening his body to counteract Luniaren's encroaching darkness.

      The hostility was palpable. Eclipsyionic kept a tight hold on his energy, as he fought the urge to explode toward both of them.

      "The Peacemaker Council feels that since all other attempts at mediation have been met with resistance, we need to try a new tactic, one where both sides join in an offworld mission." He averted his gaze before clarifying, "A mating expedition.”

      They look at him like he’d grown another set of arms, but don’t speak.

      “If representatives from the opposing zones can successfully integrate into Earth society and create relationships with the natives, it would prove that cooperation between contradictory forces is possible." Eclipsyionic tried to hide his exasperation as he looked at them. Being here was like mediating children, not that he had seen children in a long while. There weren’t many on the planet outside of the designated spawning centers. "The Galaxy Alien Mail Order Brides corporation is prepared to facilitate this experiment."

      “No,” Luniaren and Solarestabinian stated in unison.

      “One unified goal. A symbolic peace,” Eclipsyionic insisted. “If the two of you⁠—”

      "Symbolism won't stop a war," Solarestabinian muttered. "This is an absurd proposal."

      The two men started bickering again, and Eclipsyionic blocked them out. The council had already signed the contracts. These two were going whether they wanted to or not. He just had to deliver the details.

      After sixty cycles of listening to both sides quarrel, he’d finally had enough. Raising his voice, he projected over the arguing. “The Peacemaker Council has decreed it necessary. If you refuse, you will be personally responsible for the council withdrawing our support of⁠—”

      “No, wait a moment,” Solarestabinian held up his hands, panicked. “There is no reason to be impulsive.”

      “Says the Solarian.” Luniaren's night-dark eyes narrowed further as he returned to the shadows. "What exactly does this decree entail?"

      “Do not withdraw support,” Solarestabinian insisted. Neither man would want to be responsible for such a thing. They’d be ostracized.

      "I'm glad you're both willing to listen to reason," Eclipsyionic said, though he knew better than to believe either of them was truly being reasonable. They were scared of the consequences. He pulled up pictures of the location to show them. "The corporation has arranged for a small compound in a place called Duskrock, Arizona. The planet is not tidal locked like ours, and this area has a good balance of light and dark. Apparently, the locals are quite welcoming of unusual visitors, which will make it easier to blend with the population."

      Luniaren and Solarestabinian frowned.

      “The idea is simple. You will both travel to Earth and participate in the mating customs,” Eclipsyionic said.

      "Is our species even biologically compatible?" Luniaren asked doubtfully, though his tone hardly sounded like a question. "They look…"

      Luniaren frowned harder, his shadow essence contracting inward.

      "I'm told with our energy transformations, you will be able to perform in a way that… pleases…" Eclipsyionic tried to think of a delicate way of explaining what he'd been told, but it was difficult while he was being optically threatened by both sides. "That will pleasurably infuse a mate should it come to such an act."

      “Is there no other option?” Solarestabinian insisted. “Can you not arrange a marriage here?”

      “Since the few inter-marriages between both sides have proven problematic—” Eclipsyionic began.

      “Death is more than problematic,” Luniaren interrupted.

      “Only one died,” Solarestabinian countered.

      “Out of three,” Luniaren argued. "The others live apart."

      Eclipsyionic continued, ignoring them, "You will be working together, living among humans, learning their customs, attempting to find compatible friendships⁠—"

      "Friendships? You mean mates." Solarestabinian's golden skin brightened to near-blinding. "With primitives who probably haven't even mastered basic light harvesting?"

      "They have something called solar panels that convert sunlight into energy," Eclipsyionic offered, showing pictures of the panels.

      "Primitives," Solarestabinian repeated with disgust.

      "A species that adapts rather than evolves. Interesting," Luniaren mused, already calculating possibilities.

      “I didn’t mean to imply they don’t evolve,” Eclipsyionic tried to correct. “Just not⁠—”

      The two started arguing again.

      Eclipsyionic held up his hands. He was about two seconds from throwing them both in a lava pit and calling the mission a failure before it even started. “Whether you find brides is not a concern so much as you work together to complete this mission without harming or abandoning each other, and without alerting Earth authorities to your presence. The Peacemaker Council feels you need a common goal, one not rooted in fighting off planetary attackers on your homeworld. Mutually surviving alien territory is a good first step.”

      “How far is this Earth?” Solarestabinian interjected.

      “How long will this mission last?” Luniaren asked at the same time.

      They glared at each other.

      "The corporation's representatives will be here shortly to explain the details of your mission." Eclipsyionic checked the time, eager to give the two men over to their new handlers so he could go home. The representatives were late.

      As if summoned by his impatience, the conference room's door slid open with a grinding noise and a puff of smoke. Two short, stocky figures stumbled through, coughing and waving away the fumes. Their yellow skin looked pale, like a Solarian left in the dark for too long. Their spacesuits dripped with moisture, and they smelled like the dank waters of the night bogs.

      "Apologies about that!" the first one called out cheerfully. His mouth moved, but the words were a few seconds behind the motion. "Slight miscalculation with the transport coordinates. We went to a dark pool. Lovely spot if not for the large creature that ate our trainee Harris. I'm Gary, and this is Bob.”

      “Blessings from Galactic Acid Melting Your Rides, and organs are strewn in the spaces!" Bob announced, beaming at them. His translator made his words sound crackly.

      Gary smacked the back of his long hand against Bob’s thigh. “Forgive his damaged translator. He meant to say we're from Galaxy Alien Mail Order Brides, where we join hearts across the universes!"

      “We turn women into red soup,” Bob added.

      Solarestabinian and Luniaren exchanged a look that, for the first time in recorded history, held perfect agreement.

      Another puff of smoke clouded the entryway. A third alien appeared next to his coworkers. Green oozed from his cut head, contrasting with the yellow of his skin. Eclipsyionic lowered his head and sighed. This was not going well at all.

      “Harris!” Gary greeted, plastering on a strange smile for his customers. “We thought you were dead. Do try to keep up. Death is no excuse to skip out on your first sales meeting.”

      “Execrates are forthwith,” Bob added. “Phalluses rise at the dawning.”

      Harris tried to speak, but Gary cut him off.

      “Harris, give Bob your translator,” Gary ordered.

      As the two beings exchanged translators, Gary fumbled with a device cobbled together from spare parts. Water dripped from the unit, and he shook it. "Just let me pull up the presentation." He smacked the device against his palm several times until it sputtered to life, projecting a wobbly image onto the nearest wall.

      Wearing the new translator, Harris held his injured head. “Pudding.”

      "As you can see," Bob gestured to what was clearly an upside-down chart, "our success rate is outstanding."

      His words were clear, but the tone of his voice projected a few octaves higher.

      "That's the failure graph," Gary whispered. “You were supposed to delete that one.”

      "Ah, yes." Bob quickly turned the device over and changed the screen. "Much better! Now, about our matching process⁠—"

      "Your matching process appears to be broken," Solarestabinian interrupted, pointing to the projection where two Killians were attempting to stuff a protesting human female into a suitcase.

      "That was an isolated incident," Bob assured them. "We've since implemented strict no-suitcase policies."

      “Peccadillos pudding,” Harris inserted, not making sense.

      "Very strict," Gary added, pushing Harris behind him. “Bob, turn that off. This is the wrong presentation. And we only lost track of those Killians for a few days. Barely even made the Earth news, and all females were recovered and their minds erased. They're fine.”

      Eclipsyionic felt a pain forming in his head. "Perhaps we should focus on the diplomatic benefits of the⁠—"

      "Oh yes!" Bob brightened. "We have an excellent package deal. Three trips to Earth for the price of two, plus complementary skin-suits and internal sound translators for blending in with the local population."

      “Three?” Eclipsyionic shook his head in denial. “No. There are only two delegates.”

      "Skin-suits?" Luniaren's voice dropped dangerously low with disgust. "You want us to look like the Earth humans?"

      "Just a precaution," Gary said quickly. "Though the last batch did melt a bit in the sun. We're still working out some kinks, but if that happens, just tell the locals you were disfigured in a vat of acid accident. No problems. Some Earth women like deformed monsters. Just hand those women a book."

      “We arranged for two transports,” Eclipsyionic insisted, gesturing at his two companions.

      Bob and Gary shared a look.

      “The signed contract said—” Bob began.

      “We are not supposed to say the contract was already signed.” Gary frowned. “They need to think they had a say. Remember, they’re delicate beings.”

      Solarestabinian and Luniaren share a look. No one had ever accused anyone on the planet of Zorveya of being delicate.

      “Well, that ship has flown out of the quadrant, am I right?” Bob laughed. He returned to the device and scrolled through more pictures. Eclipsyionic watched as images of various aliens chased terrified Earth women, others proudly held them flailing upside down by their ankles in front of a body of water, and a wormlike creature with a mouth full of razor-sharp teeth tried to bite off a woman’s head.

      “Look in my direction,” Bob ordered.

      A device flashed. Solarestabinian sparkled. Luniaren grunted and lifted his arms to block the light.

      Eclipsyionic didn’t move. He had a bad feeling about this whole situation. This simple assignment was spiraling, and he could feel the edges of control slipping through his fingers like fractured starlight.

      “There we are,” Gary said, smiling. A photo of Solarestabinian appeared on alien documents. Sparkles shone around his eyes like surprised fireworks. “We have already set up the necessary paperwork so you can assimilate easily into Earth culture. Your human name will be Solar.”

      “My earned name is Solarestabinian. It means the great warrior of the light guard who fights for the external truth.”

      “It means wormhole licker,” Luniaren muttered under his breath.

      “Convenient, right? The Earth humans have a similar name. Solar, of the sun,” Gary said. “Very prestigious.”

      “And popular,” Bob added. “Interesting fact, on Earth, you need what they call a surname, a second name belonging to your related family, so you do not mate with a biological replicant. Your surname will be Bound.”

      “Solar Bound,” Gary interjected with excitement. “I picked it myself.”

      Luniaren smirked. “That sounds accurate.”

      Eclipsyionic grimaced. Bound was slang for a man caught self-pleasuring in the vine forest.

      The image changed to Luniaren’s face. His eyes were closed, and his face was scrunched from the harsh flash.

      “Meet Lunar Bound,” Gary announced.

      “No,” Luniaren stated.

      “Yes,” Gary insisted.

      “No, I am not family to him,” Luniaren’s voice hardened in anger. A wave of energy came off him, and the shadows followed him as he aggressively challenged Gary.

      “M-moving on,” Gary stammered, cowering from the sudden dark cloud looming over him. “Bob?”

      “Eclipse Bound,” Bob fumbled to change the picture.

      Eclipsyionic looked at his face transposed on the Earth documentation in horror. No part of him wanted to go on this trip. “That is not necessary. I will not be traveling to Earth. I⁠—”

      “The contract says three,” Bob stated. “We’re to abduct any who do not go willingly.”

      “You are the mediator who will report on the trip,” Gary said. “Your council was very clear about that. They would not sign the contract otherwise.”

      “If we must go, you must go,” Solarestabinian smirked.

      “Yes,” Luniaren agreed. “As you said, the fate of our planetary peace depends on it.”

      This was what these two finally agreed on?

      Eclipsyionic looked between the men. A star journey trapped with them?

      Perhaps it would be better if he just jumped into a lava pit. It would make for an easier end.

      "Wonderful!" Gary beamed. "So it's agreed."
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      One Earth Month Later…

      "Have you tried hitting it again?" Bob suggested helpfully from the ship's communication screen.

      Eclipse gripped the safety restraints as their vessel shuddered through Earth's atmosphere. The ship's stabilizers had failed twenty minutes ago, shortly after Gary's voice had assured them that minor turbulence was perfectly normal. Now the entire control panel flashed with warnings that Eclipse couldn't read because someone, probably their pilot Harris, had set the display to something other than the star language.

      "I do not believe additional hitting will help," Eclipse said through gritted teeth. He sat next to Harris with Solar and Lunar locked in chairs on opposite sides of the small landing craft.

      "Perhaps if you let me—" Solar tried to reach for the controls, trailing sparks of agitation.

      "Touch nothing," Lunar snapped from his chair. "Your light energy has already fried half the systems."

      "At least I'm trying to help instead of lurking in the shadows like a⁠—"

      The ship dropped suddenly, and Eclipse’s stomach lurched toward his throat. The communication screen flickered. Bob's yellow face became distorted. Bits of metal rattled around them.

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

      "Did he say crash landings?" Solar asked.

      "First-time landings," Eclipse corrected, though he was beginning to wonder if there was a difference in Galaxy Alien Mail Order Brides' vocabulary.

      Harris’ communicator had only worked for about five minutes on the trip, not that the trainee seemed to know much about what was going on. He smacked the controller. Alarms started blaring in warning, and smoke curled from the console.

      Through the flickering viewscreen, Earth's surface rushed up to meet them. A cluster of red rock formations loomed ahead, their jagged peaks less than welcoming. Eclipse could make out small structures below, gathered around what appeared to be a circular landing dock.

      “Is the ship cloaked?” Eclipse demanded, pushing frantically at the controls. The cloaking indicator light didn't blink.

      "That's the yoga retreat we were telling you about with the bendy females," Gary's voice crackled through the speakers. "Try not to destroy too much of it. Earth insurance paperwork is worse than actual murder."

      The comms went dead.

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

      "Do you think?" Solar's golden skin flared with sarcasm. "I hadn't noticed with all the alarms."

      Eclipse ignored them both, focusing on the rapidly approaching ground. The ship's landing dampeners refused to deploy, and the steering controls felt like they were filled with comet dust. Harris kept hitting buttons that made everything worse, including one that triggered a screaming music track to play through the speakers.

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

      "Pudding," Harris declared, his translator still malfunctioning. "We die like brides!"

      "We're not brides," Solar shouted.

      Eclipse yanked the controls hard to avoid a particularly tall red spire. The ship responded by spinning, giving them all a nauseating view of ground-sky-ground-sky in rapid succession.

      "If we survive," Lunar said calmly, "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.

      Eclipse didn't try to mediate their argument. He was too busy watching a group of humans in strange spacesuits scatter from the docking area below. Most of them had thin, colorful mats rolled under their arms as they ran.

      "Remember," Gary announced cheerfully, "the local culture welcomes unusual events. They will think this is entertainment."

      “Pudding!” Harris cried out.

      The ship clipped a rock formation, and something important-sounding tore away from the hull.

      A new alarm joined the chorus. This one sounded distinctly like a countdown.

      "Brace for impact!" Eclipse ordered, though it was unnecessary. They'd been braced since entering the atmosphere.

      The ship overshot the docking lot like a meteor, bounced once, twice, three times before skidding sideways. Solar's restraints snapped. He slammed into the ceiling, trailing sparks of indignation, before falling against the back of Eclipse’s head. Eclipse tried to grab hold of him, but Solar was flung out of his reach.

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

      The ship finally ground to a halt, tilted at an awkward angle. The viewing screen remained dark. Solar illuminated a soft light from his place on the floor, allowing him to see more easily. Green smoke filled the ship’s interior with a strange smell.

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

      "What emergency protocols?" Eclipse demanded.

      “Beautiful stinkbug?” Harris responded.

      The ship creaked, and then, suddenly, their restraints released and the floor dropped out from under them.

      "Pudding!"
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Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
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TERMINATION
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