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In the distant future, all of mankind will face the greatest threat it has ever known. The balance

between good and evil will be tested, and the fate of the galaxy rests with a small group of

displaced time travelers who are racing to figure out who they are and what they are supposed

to do.Juno is a system on the verge of war with Nerin, a race of ultimate evil beings. They

believe to end their suffering is the genocide of all mankind. The crew of the Star Dancer,

having dealt with the Nerin



Karaka the Legend of JunoMichelle WilliamsCopyright © 2019 Michelle Williams and Lori

JansenAll rights reservedFirst EditionPAGE PUBLISHING, INC.New York, NYFirst originally

published by Page Publishing, Inc. 2019Printed in the United States of AmericaTable of

ContentsChapter 1Chapter 2Chapter 3Chapter 4Chapter 5Chapter 6Chapter 7Chapter

8Chapter 9Chapter 10Chapter 11Chapter 12Chapter 13Chapter 14Chapter 15Chapter

16Chapter 17Chapter 18Chapter 19Chapter 20Chapter 21Chapter 22Chapter 23Chapter

24Chapter 25Chapter 26Chapter 27Chapter 28For all the men and women who serve to

protect this Nation, we dedicate this book to you.PreludeA voice whispered to the four winds,

and the soul behind the soul stood on the highest point of Karaka, overlooking everything as it

was in the beginning.Children of the Light, hear my call…Death is a doorway……Light of my

lifeTime is the key……Heart of my heartHope is the answer……Soul of my soulLove will find a

way……Blood of my bloodPrologueSix hundred years from now, she would stand in the

endless valley, overlooking the dead planet. It would be much different; there would be no life or

soul, no rolling hills of green, and no clouds to block out the never-ending sunlight. Six hundred

years in the future, she would find only death. She would take her brother’s hand and walk into

her destiny, leaving behind the pain of life and death. Six hundred years from this day, the

planet would come to life for the very first time and give back life to all of those who would call it

home.How did it all begin? What offering could bring a planet to life? Six hundred years from

today, Angel would offer a dead planet the greatest gift of all, life. Time and reality would shift

and alter the future for an ill-fated crew.A lone blade would be the key; it would bite into her

wrists and thighs. She would turn the blade on her brother and make four even cuts to match

hers. Right wrist, the power of Earth; left wrist, the power of water; right thigh, the power wind;

and finally the left thigh, the power of air. The two would fall into each other’s arms whispering

the chant to bring life to even the dead, “Death is but the doorway, time is the key, hope is the

answer, and love will find a way.”They would lie on the blood-laced sands feeling their souls

slipping away. Then as the final breath of life was fading from their bodies, they felt the first

probes of a consciousness. Someone or rather something was taking their last day of life from

them.*****“What are you going do when we are through with this run?” Angel asked as she slid

the control chair into place.“I don’t know yet. I was thinking of taking a vacation. Maybe go

home and see Mom and Dad. I’m not sure, but I have three months’ leave time,” Kip answered

as he flipped several switches over his head.“So do I, but I was thinking of going to Earth

though,” she said looking at the screen in front of her. “Hey, do me a favor and scan the sector.

It looks like we may have another ship in our path.”Kip turned his seat so he could look over the

viewing screen. “Scans show nothing. I don’t see anything out here, why?”“Just a moment ago,

I swear I saw something.”“Your brain is mush. You have been out here too long. Why don’t you

go see your family? I can handle this for now.”“No, I’m cool. Besides, we only have four hours

left on duty. Curve and Hope can wait just a little longer.” She moved, looking at the screen

again. “There it is again.”Kip shifted in his seat looking at the screen, and this time, he saw the

blips on the monitor. “Looks like she is cloaked. Hold on, let me do a thermo scan.”Angel

nodded once, moving her seat into the pilot position and locking it into place. “Anything?” she

asked, looking back over her shoulder.“Angel, it looks like we have company. The scanner

shows four ships, and the reading says they are Raider Class. What the hell are Raiders doing

this far out. I thought this was a free zone.”“It is,” she said, turning to look out the cockpit

window. “Unidentified ships, this is the UFC Derelict. Identify yourselves please.”Angel started

flipping switches and pulled the yoke in front of her while she waited for her hail to be



answered.“Ah shit!” Kip called out, moving to the seat beside her. “It looks like they are

preparing to fire.”“Damn it, I need power to shields and divert main control to me. We can

outrun them. Plot a course toward that planet—we can use the magnetic disturbance to hide

from their scans.”Kip was already diverting power to the shields as she barked out

commands.“Red alert,” she called out as the screen lit up with inbound missiles. “This is not a

drill! All hands to battle stations.”“Impact in one minute,” he called out, securing his body to the

chair.“Options?” she asked.“We could blow the cargo barge in tow. It would give us more

time.”The ship jerked and buckled as the first missile hit the barge in tow. Angel was looking out

the porthole to see the explosion. “Kip, damn it I got to jet it. They’re gaining, and we’re never

going make it. I’m blowing it now.”“Angel, blow it! Now!” Kip’s words finally echoed through the

cockpit. He turned, looking out the porthole, and his face grew grim. He was launched forward

as another explosion rocked the ship.“I can’t hold it, damn it! Pull up, pull up you beast!” Angel

screamed, trying to hold course.Kip moved, taking the yoke with Angel, and pulled as hard as

he could.“Can’t. Pull. Out,” she cried as the ship hit the planet’s atmosphere at an odd angle.

Angel was thrown forward, slamming her head on the console. She looked over to Kip as blood

cascaded down her face. She jerked the controls one last time before the console above her

head came crashing down. She was thrown from the chair, landing face-first on the floor, and

from behind her, she could hear sounds of small explosions.*****“Angel, wake up, come on, get

up,” Kip said, tapping her shoulder.“What happened?” she mumbled, lifting her head. She

couldn’t see through the smoke. She tried lifting her weight from the floor, but the pain

prevented her from moving farther.“They’re all dead, Angel,” Kip’s strained voice took hold, and

he seemed to snap out of shock.“What,” she was confused by his words. They couldn’t be

dead. The ship could handle the crash. She looked back, half dazed, to see a long shard of

metal sticking out the back of her leg.“We’re the only ones left. We plowed a trail over 1.2 miles

long. Come on, you’re alive, and we need to get you out of here and make a base camp.”“Kip,

there were over two hundred souls onboard,” she said in disbelief. “Holy hell.”“Don’t think about

it, let’s just get you out of here. You look like you were broken pretty bad.”“I have seen better

days,” she mumbled, watching him take hold of the shard. Her scream echoed through what

was left of the cockpit before she passed out again from the pain.When she finally came to,

she was lying on her back under a canvas. “Kip,” Angel called out, searching for him. Several

hundred yards before the tent was what was left of the ship. Angel’s heart sank and nearly

stopped. The once-great ship was now splintered into thousands of smaller pieces. No one

outside the cockpit could have survived. Looking at the shattered remains of the ship, she

knew she was going to die here. She turned away from the carnage and held in the tears. Her

husband, Curve, and her daughter, Hope, had been onboard. Her whole life ended in this

moment scanning the sands.“Angel, good you’re awake.”“Awake, aye, but I wish I wasn’t.

Report,” she said, not really wanting to hear the answer.“Everyone is dead, the radio doesn’t

work, and the best I can tell, we are alone on this rock.”“Go on,” she said, closing her eyes.“We

have enough water and food for a week, if we don’t push it.”“What options do we have?”“There

are none as I can tell.”“So we are stuck here, and there is no hope for us?”“I’m sorry, sister, I

can’t find any.”“There was so much I wanted to show Hope. I wanted to take her to Earth and

show her where we came from. I wanted her to see the sunrise from the Gulf Coast. I guess

there is only one thing to do. Find us a place, somewhere where we can spend a quiet

moment.”“It is not your fault, sister. I had plans as well. I was going to ask Maggie to marry me.

Do you remember when we got into this business? Do you remember the joke we used to

have? The one about if we were ever stranded without hope, well, looks like it is no longer a

joke. I will find us a cool place. I only wish we had more time together.”“Me too, brother,” she



said, looking down taking his hand. “We had a good life, right?“Yes, we did. Rest now. I’ll be

back soon enough.”*****As the twins’ blood trickled down through the sands, the very core of

the planet welcomed it. The offering was so pure it did not know how to handle the gift. The

planet woke from a long slumber and did the only thing it could do. It spun with the life the twins

offered. It took from them all that was good and virtuous, and learned what life was. The core

spun faster and faster with each new memory until finally, a rift on the surface spread across

the planet, sending the twins and the debris from the ship through time and space.The planet

looked out into the stars for the first time, knowing life would one day come back. The planet

waited for the day the twins would once more walk upon the surface, bringing renewed life to it

again.Chapter 1The Mines of Mars 3“Gragaron, there are so many topside.” Nemus turned to

address the leader, “It looks like they are invading. What are we going to do?” His voice caught

the attention of everyone gathered.An older man with day-old scruff walked through the crowd

before stopping several feet in front of Nemus. His hand rose, slowly, silencing the whispers.“I

am aware of the growing numbers topside. After careful thought and consideration, I think we

should not jump to conclusions. We should hear what they have to say, and not interpret the

Legion’s presence as a threat to us. I have already sent an envoy to meet with them and find

out why they have come after all these years.”“They are Legionnaries! We all know they do not

come in peace!” an angry voice echoed from the far end of the meeting hall.“Faith! Faith is

what we need,” he began. “How can any of us be sure they are here to attack? We can’t! We

can only go on what has transpired in years past. The Legion has not fought with us in many

years. I strongly believe time is the key. Let’s give them time and talk with them,” Gragaron said

as he eased his hands to his side.“Maybe.” Nemus glanced to the man to his left. “But at the

first sign of trouble, I will be the first to fight.”“That is your right, Nemus, but I have a feeling that

in the end, a solution will present itself in the calmest manner.”Many of the men nodded their

heads and broke up into smaller groups. Again hushed voices began to fill the room with

debate.Gragaron spotted a figure entering the rear of the hall. Walking over to him, he rested a

hand on his shoulder. “It’s good to see you, old friend,” Gragaron said, relief evident in his eyes.

He turned around to address the crowd again.“This man is a loyal friend of the Mole-People.

He has experience with the Legion, and we will hear him speak.” Gragaron watched as all eyes

turned to Mel.“Whatever the outcome of this visit,” Mel began, “we must keep in mind that Mars

3 was founded on the belief that there could be peace. Three hundred years ago, our

forefathers came here from Juno.” He nodded. “They came from the very planet these men

come from now. They are brothers and sisters to us.” He walked among the people slowly. “We

should listen to all sides before we judge them. I have to agree with Gragaron. I don’t think

these men are here for war. I think they come in peace, to negotiate a new contract.” He walked

through the crowd, touching a few people he knew rather well before returning to Gragaron’s

side.Nemus digested Mel’s words before knowing what he needed to say. His fear was too

great to believe any of the words they were saying. He knew a war was coming; it was all he

could see. “By their words,” he said as he motioned to Mel and Gragaron, “it seems the plot has

already begun. I think we should think of the future and the fight ahead. We cannot trust them! I

say we have lived in the dark long enough.”“Steady yourself, Nemus,” Gragaron’s voice

silenced the crowd. “We have stood on this threshold before, many times over the years.

People come here to trade with us, not to make war. I do not believe we should close the

doorway too soon from our brethren. In times past, perhaps, the Legion may have taken from

us, but now we offer the mine’s riches openly. There is no need to fight. Not yet.” The leader of

the Mole-People began to move around the room as he spoke. “Fear is the true killer. As I look

into your eyes, I see fear hiding in each of you. As your leader, I’m telling you we will wait.”“Tell



me, Gragaron, how you will protect us.” His hand motioned to the crowd. “Tell me the words you

will use. Tell me about your acts of trade you will offer to protect us?” His voice lowered, “No.

The time has come for us to make a stand! I will not have my son,”—Nemus paused as he

motioned to the small boy near the doorway—“Dalicad, grow old in these mines and die as a

slave in the service of the Legion.”Frustrated with Nemus’s attempt to undermine his rule,

Gragaron paused to think of how to handle the questions. “For over three hundred years, we

have traded openly with Juno without loss of life. Why would they elect to invade now? No, I

say let’s hear them out.” Gragaron turned to the crowd, justifying his decision. “Let us hear

them out, let us see what they intend, and if it is slavery under the Legatee,”—he balled his

hand into a fist and raised it above his head—“then I will take up arms against them and free

our people.”“Words!” Nemus snapped. “Nothing but hollow words from a man who fears

bloodshed. I will stand no longer for these empty assurances of yours, Gragaron.” Nemus

turned and walked away from the crowd.Mel motioned to the back of the room. Silently, the pair

walked among the men and women until they were alone.“Why does he hate you so?” Mel

boldly asked.After some thought, he finally knew how to answer. “He is angry with me over the

death of his wife. I believe he thinks I did not dispense enough justice.”“What happened to

Lilith?”“There was a slide in the lower tunnels, and she was killed. Nemus is under the

impression I knew the chamber was unsafe and still sent a crew down there. While it’s true I did

know several of the shafts were weak, I did not know about Number Ten. I had been there days

before inspecting, and my team did not find any flaws to the structures.” Gragaron rubbed his

forehead. “If I had any clue it was about to cave in, I would never have allowed a single person

into that area.”“I see.” Mel shook his head. “They say time heals all wounds,” he added as an

afterthought.“I hope so, my friend. Otherwise, Nemus will be a thorn in all of our sides. Do you

have time to visit, or are you off again?”“I must be off. The Legatee wishes me to survey a

small planet on the edge of Delta Quadrant. There are reports that tri-cap has been detected

there. You know these science types of people always trying to find a better source of fuel. I

sometimes think I’m Bradon’s personal go-boy.”Gragaron laughed. “As I recall, you were the

one who took the position as his Head of Scientific Research Department. Or was that

someone else who looks and acts like you?”“I could say it was my evil twin, but one of me is

enough to keep up with. I bid you a fond farewell, my old friend.” Mel touched Gragaron’s

shoulder as he nodded. “I don’t think you have anything to fear from the Legion. I bet you they

will offer a nice settlement for the crystals.”“I’m sure they will, they always do. Now if I can stay

the peace until the contracts are signed.” He shook Mel’s hand. “Please don’t be a stranger to

us here. Zeal misses you and those crazy stories.”“Tell her the next time I come, I’ll bring her

something.”“She’ll be mad she didn’t see you, but I’ll relay the message. Promise me you won’t

bring her any more pets.”“Pets?” Mel feigned an innocent look. “I can’t promise what I’ll find out

there, but I’ll keep in mind the incident of the Ariana Lizard.”“Good journey, my friend,”

Gragaron called out.*****Zeal looked into a pool of water admiring her reflection. Lirpa had

made her a new outfit, and she was tickled by the way it looked. She didn’t feel eight years old

anymore; instead, she felt like one of the older children. She knelt beside the pool to look

closer. A small amber-colored crystal caught her attention. Amber was the most precious of the

gems they mined.“What are you doing?” a strange voice broke the silence.Zeal quickly hid the

stone in her pocket. She recognized the uniform the young man was wearing. He was from the

Legion and as far as she could tell, much older than her. “I’m not doing anything. You know you

shouldn’t be down here alone. The shafts aren’t safe in places. Are you lost?”He smiled. “No,

I’m not lost. I was exploring the cave system when I saw you. What were you doing?” the young

man asked, peeking over her shoulder to the pool of water as though it held some interest to



him. He took several steps toward the water’s edge.“I wasn’t doing anything, not really

anyways. I come here sometimes to be alone. This is my private place.” Zeal rocked on her

toes. “My father lets me come down here sometimes.”“It’s quiet here.” He nodded in agreement

with her. “I’ll have to tell my dad about this cavern.”“Who’s your father?” Zeal asked on impulse.

She was quite impulsive at times. Her father said she would one day outgrow the incisive

questioning.“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you. No one ever believes me.” The older boy

sounded sad and distant, a world away with his statement, as though speaking to someone far

away.“How do you know I wouldn’t unless you tell me?”The young man knelt at the edge of the

pool, not answering her question. “What are those?”Zeal stepped closer to look into the water.

“Those are systal deposits. That’s what we mine here. If you look closer, you’ll see different

shapes and colors. Some are blue, some are green, some are even amber, but most are clear

like that. The clear ones are the most mined. The amber ones”—she reached into her pocket

—“like this one are the rarest of them all.” She opened her palm to show it to him.Gently taking

it from her hand, he studied it. “It’s beautiful. It almost looks like a rosebud.”Zeal studied it

again. “Sometimes when they cut through the rock, the lasers make funny shapes. I know my

uncle has made many animal shapes for me when I was younger. But I don’t think I have ever

seen anything like this.”“It is a unique and wonderful treasure.” But the older boy’s eyes were on

the young girl, thinking the same thing of her as well.Zeal couldn’t help but look at the boy. She

felt some connection to him. It was a different feeling; it was almost as though they had been

friends for a long time. “Here, I want you to have it. I’m sure I’ll find another one.”“I couldn’t take

this,” he offered, motioning his hands in front of her.“It’s a custom among the Mole-People to

exchange gifts when meeting a new friend. So please take it.”“It would be wrong of me not to,”

he finally said. “It is very pretty. Thank you, Miss?”She could have laughed at herself. In all the

time they were talking, she never once said her name. “I’m Zeal. It’s my pleasure to meet

you.”“I’m—”“What are you doing in here?” a stern male voice broke the conversation.Zeal

looked over her shoulder to her Uncle Palin. She felt her cheeks turning red. “Uncle, we were

just looking at the systal shards in the pool.”Palin walked closer. He has seen the young man

earlier in the day with the emissaries from the Legion. He was supposed to be on tour with the

group, and it concerned him the boy was now on this level with no escort.“Zeal, I think it’s time

you head home. Your father must be looking for you by now. It’s late.” He didn’t leave her any

choice. It was an order to go home.“But, Palin,” she started to protest. “Yes, sir,” she reluctantly

said before turning to her new friend. “It was nice to make your acquaintance, and I hope we

will meet again in the future as friends.” Zeal bowed her head and quickly left the chamber.She

knew her uncle would tell her father about finding her deep in the mine. She was going to be in

trouble.Palin waited until Zeal had left before turning to the young man. “You shouldn’t be in

here, Marko. This chamber isn’t safe.” He looked to the roof and then quickly around the walls.

“I’ll take you back to the group. I trust my niece didn’t bother you much?”“Palin, I have to say

she was a refreshing change after listening to the talks earlier. I can’t place it, but she reminds

me of someone.”“I wouldn’t presume to know who that could be. I will say she is a handful at

times.”“All I will say is that she has the makings of a great politician.”“How is that?”“She offered

me this.” He removed the stone from his pocket and showed it to Palin.Palin stopped walking

and inspected the gem. “Zeal seems to have an understanding beyond her years. This is a

great gift she has given you. Amber is the highest quality of systal.”“I know. She told me earlier.

I have a feeling the talks tomorrow will go well,” he added, replacing the stone.“Have you

spoken to your father recently?”“Not yet, but I plan to just as soon as I get back topside. Darius

sent me a message that Bradon requests my presence as soon as I get done with the tour. I

actually left the tour to head back when I got lost.”“I’m glad I came along when I did. Otherwise,



you would have been there all evening.” Palin laughed, thinking about Zeal and her persistent

questioning. If she had known who the young man was, she would have detained him all night

long.“Ah, here we are.” Palin opened a door for Marko. “You can follow this shaft straight to the

landing dock. I look forward to seeing tomorrow, Marko.”“Thank you for your help, Palin.” He

started to walk away when he turned around. “One question before I go. This gift Zeal gave

me…what would I give her in return to honor the friendship?”“There is nothing on this world

that would equal this gift. If you wish to match it, you should keep the friendship between you

open and honest. Now I must attend to some last-minute business before tomorrow.” Palin

bowed his head and walked down a secondary shaft.*****Bradon was sitting at his desk as the

moonrise started. He had been distracted from his nightly duties and was awaiting the return of

his son. He walked to the window overlooking the courtyard below when he heard footsteps

behind him.Marko joined Bradon at the window.Bradon laid his hand on his son’s shoulder.

“There is a slight problem growing among the stars, and we will level it, Marko. I’m entrusting

you to attend to Mars 3 and learn of its ways. Not as my son, but as a Legionnaire. I’m sending

my Huttan with you tomorrow. If you ever wish to lead the people, you must first understand the

people.” Bradon watched as the moon settled in the night sky. “This trip will allow you to

understand what we are dealing with. Keep in mind, not everything is as it appears. In life, you

find deceit and trickery at all junctions.”Bradon knelt so he was the same height as Marko. His

once carefree face took a stern look. “There has been a plot to kill me. I will not stand for this. I

take threats upon my life or the life of Juno very seriously.” He placed a hand on either side of

Marko’s face. “The only thing important to me is the mines. There is nothing else on this moon

that matters to me or to Juno. Do you understand?”Marko nodded.“You will learn to rule Juno.

To do this, you must first learn what Juno is. The people out there”—he waved his hand over

the city—“are Juno. The foods you eat are Juno. The ships that protect this planet are Juno. If

you ever wish to be a fair leader, you must keep in mind that life is not easy and is often cruel

to those who would live it.”“I think I understand, Father.”Bradon laid both hands on his son’s

shoulders. “Be mindful, Marko. Life is precious in all forms. Just remember, even the smallest

grain of sand can tumble a great tower. I want you to learn of the ways of the mines, and bring

the crystals back to me—no matter what the cost.”“As the Legatee wishes.” Marko

bowed.*****Nemus returned from the landing dock and waited outside the meeting hall until the

time was right. He watched as the women and children retired for the evening. He stayed

perched until he spotted Gragaron return with Palin at his side. They seemed engrossed in

conversation. Nemus waited until the hall was clear. Using his cutter to give the appearance he

had been attacked, he stumbled into the meeting hall and collapsed to his knees. “They took

Dalicad.” He gasped, frantically looking toward the crowd. “They do not come in peace. They

have taken my son. I blame you and your wishes of peace, Gragaron. If they harm him, it will

be your blood spilling this night.”“Nemus, calm down.” Gragaron placed his hand on Nemus’s

shoulder for support. “Palin, send word to the guard and alert me when they arrive.” He turned

back to Nemus. “We will get your son back, and soon.” He patted his shoulder.“Lirpa, gather

the children and take them into the deep mines. Make sure they are protected, and report to

me if any other children are missing.”Gragaron looked baffled. He had trusted the words and

plans made hours before. He looked around the meeting hall.“If it is war they wish, then by all

means, it is war they will have.”Gragaron surveyed the room one more time before retreating to

the mines. “If the Legatee of Juno thinks he can take children to get what he wants, than he is

mistaken. This Legatee will find his death by my hands,” Gragaron mumbled as he walked

away.Gragaron did not sleep. He paced the hallways, positioning men at critical locations in

case a fight ensued the next morning. He finally sat down to rest when Lirpa brought word the



children were secured in the lower mines; he was relieved to hear there were no other children

missing. He relaxed and started to drink his morning coffee; he should have known the peace

he felt in his heart in that moment was going to end.Palin rushed into the chamber. “They’re

coming down the shaft now. I counted twenty in all.” Done reporting, Palin retreated back to his

position behind Gragaron and Nemus.A squad of armed Huttan entered the room lining up two

by two. The captain of the guard and a young man walked to the center table.The captain

stepped forward. “We bid good day to you, Gragaron.” Gragaron looked over his shoulder to

Palin before glancing to Nemus. He couldn’t believe the audacity of the captain. “You have

intruded into my domain. What trickery brings you here? Do you intend to take more children

from us?” Gragaron said, standing slowly. “I suggest you leave the mines and return the child if

you would like to continue these talks peacefully.” He looked back to Palin and noticed Zeal had

entered through the far door. “Take word to the Legatee, not a single crystal will flow from this

mine if the child is not returned. I will not deal with cutthroats and thieves.” Gragaron faced the

captain.Zeal had seen the look in her father’s eyes and turned to leave, but something in

Nemus’s hand caught her attention. She walked slowly through the crowd until she was

standing just behind Palin.“The Legatee does not take children unless the child is offered to

him,” the captain protested. “The Legatee has heard of a plot to assassinate him when he

came here to talk of buying more crystals from the mines.” The captain glanced between the

men. “We cannot let a threat like that go uninvestigated which is why we are here now.”“Lies,

more and more we hear the lies of the Legion. Before you is the father of the child who was

taken.” Gragaron motioned to Nemus. “I will hear no more of talks of assassination. We

welcomed the Legatee to our world with peaceful intentions. There is no meaning in your

words, no reason for us to speak with you until the boy is returned to his father!” Gragaron’s fist

slammed against the table. The cup he had been drinking from rattled and spilled its contents

all across the table. “There will be no negotiating here.”“Are you threatening the Legatee?”

Marko asked as he stepped up next to the captain. He wrapped his arms around his back,

assuming a peaceful stance as he addressed the leader of the mole people.“No. I am

demanding the return of this man’s son. It is a scandalous thing to kidnap a child in hopes of

swaying the mines’ profits. The Legatee is the lowest of men.”“The Legatee would not stoop as

low as this,” the captain protested. He nodded to his men. In a single move, all came to full

attention.Nemus knew his plot was unfolding, and there was only one thing left to do. He

inched closer to Gragaron.Zeal watched from behind Palin, feeling as if time had slowed; she

would remember every word, every action, every sound. She saw the laser come to life behind

her father’s back. She watched Nemus’s face as the cutting tool found warmth in her father’s

spine.“No!” The scream erupted from her lips as she pushed past Palin. She didn’t hear the

screams or notice the commotion as she caught her father just as his knees buckled.“Here is

the traitor to the Legatee! A gift from me to you!” Nemus shouted.Palin’s knife moved across

Nemus’s throat in one swift move. The blood spilled over Zeal and her father.Shouts and laser

blasts stampeded the confusion as Zeal kneeled over her father. “Dad…no, please no.”“Go”

was Gragaron’s final word as his heart stopped beating. His limp body fell completely into

Zeal’s arms.Marko rolled out of the way of stray laser fire and landed next to Zeal. He looked

into her eyes. “Go, little one, before you are hit. This is no place for a child.”Zeal kissed her

father’s forehead tenderly and laid his body on the cold floor. She looked at her blood-soaked

hands and watched as the blood ran down her forearm until it finally stained the white cloth

shirt. She fell back on her hands in shock. Her hand brushed something at her side. She looked

down and cupped her crimson fingers over the wretched laser Nemus had used. In her rage,

she lashed out.A watchful Huttan grabbed Marko and pulled him back, but not fast enough.



The edge of the laser sliced through his shoulder, spilling blood across Zeal’s face a second

time.A moment later, the back side of the Huttan’s hand landed across Zeal’s cheek, sending

her spiraling toward the floor again. She scrambled to her feet, but Palin caught her by her

shoulders, dragging her to the door. He pushed her forward just as a stray blast hissed through

the air near her right ear.“You have your answer! Now leave our planet!” Palin’s icy voice

threatened just as the blast doors closed and the echoes of chaos faded behind him.Chapter

2Changing Times“Tell me again, Captain, why I have to dress like this,” Marko asked, gazing

incredulously at the ridiculous toga.“I have been instructed to tell you it is tradition,” Captain

Martha Kelley said mechanically.“I think it will be one of the first things I change as the new

Legatee.” Marko nodded. “Tell me, what’s the first order of business today?”“I believe they have

captured another spy from Mars 3.”“Another spy, another assassin, it is always the same,”

Marko said as he walked into the open court. “Summon the guard and let me see this traitor to

Juno.” The Legatee’s voice carried over the crowd bringing silence. He appeared bored with the

affair, as though this had become routine. He sat on the edge of the chair and started to count

tiles on the floor.“Yes, sir,” the young guard called out quickly as he scrambled to retrieve the

prisoner.A young girl appeared at the far end of the court. Her hands were bound in front and

her feet shackled. A tall Huttan standing to her side moved intentionally, causing her to trip. The

girl tried to catch her weight, but the bindings hindered her movement, and she landed hard on

her knees. Gritting her teeth, she attempted to hide the pain, but the echoing whimper flooded

the chamber.A smug smile slipped from the Huttan’s face when he noticed Captain Kelley

looking sternly at him.The woman stood up slowly. She locked eyes with the guard before

being prodded forward. The Huttan escorting her threw her forward, hard. This time, her head

hit the floor, and a cracking sound vibrated through the room. She glared at him as a thin trickle

of blood ran into her eye.“So this little thing is the traitor?” Marko laughed. “She looks”—he

fumbled for words—“like a child stripped from her mother’s arms. Oh, do tell me of the deceit

this one has caused.” He laughed again, not believing what he was seeing.“Legatee, she is

from Mars 3. We have been tracking her for months. She is the one called Amber Death, the

one who has led the rebellion there. She is responsible for the deaths of at least fifty of our

Legionnaires.”“I see.” He looked ready to take his advisors more seriously. “What shall we do

with this child? Should we kill her and allow her death to make her a martyr? Or use her as an

example to the others?”Marko stood slowly, pushing the arms of his chair as he rose; he slowly

circled the girl before finally kneeling in front of her. Quickly he grabbed a handful of her raven

locks and snapped her head back at an odd angle. Staring intensely into her eyes, he seemed

to search her mind for answers.“Tell me what your name is.”The young woman clenched her

manacled fists and narrowed her eyes. Still tasting the coppery tinges of blood, she spit in his

face.The guard standing behind her jerked her chain and flipped her on her back.For a split

second, she saw stars. An intense pain began to radiate through her skull. She wanted to cry

out in pain, but she wouldn’t let her enemy know how bad she felt. Slowly she rolled on her

side and retook her position kneeling in front of the Legatee.Marko wiped the spittle from his

face and resisted the urge to send her backward again. “I’m going ask one more time so they

can mark your grave correctly. What is your name?”“Zeal! I am Zeal, firstborn daughter of

Gragaron and ruler of the Mole-People of Mars 3. You can kill me if you wish, but it won’t stop

the future from coming.” There was no hesitation in her voice, her eyes glaring death into the

Legatees, fury and hatred for those who warred against her people, claiming their lives.An

eerie silence fell over the hall as the Huttan stepped back from her. There were whispers

among them, most knew the name and knew it meant something evil.Marko nodded to one of

the guards behind her. He showed no outward sign that her name affected him in any way. “Kill



you? No, I have something else in mind for you, my dear little one.”The Huttan guard

immediately kicked her, causing her to land face-first at Marko’s feet.Marko opened his mouth

to give orders, but a sudden chill on his neck forced him to rethink as he approached her,

cautiously. He looked down at her as if trying to figure out what should be done. By rights, he

should behead her here and now, putting an end to this war by killing the girl who had kept it

going all these years. Instead, his orders would surprise all who heard them. “Clean her up and

bring her to my chambers.”“Aye, sir,” the Huttan said, snapping to attention.*****Marko was

sitting behind a thick wood desk as Zeal entered the room. He nodded to Captain, dismissing

her, and waited until she left the room before turning back to watch Zeal being brought in.The

guard escorted Zeal to a chair in the center of the room and tied her hands tightly to the

chair.“Leave us,” he commanded before circling Zeal like a vulture circling a dead carcass.The

guard disappeared just as quickly as he had appeared.“Do you know who I am?” Marko

asked.“Does it really matter who you are?” Zeal turned to watch him.“I’m the Legatee of Juno,

and your master,” he said finally before kneeling so he was at her eye level.“Ah, yes, the Great

Legatee of Juno. Am I supposed to bow down and honor you now? Or do you wish me to act

like one of your puppets on a stick?” She growled through gritted teeth, “release me, and I will

show you how I wish to honor my master.” She tried lunging at him, but the bindings held her in

place.“In due time.” Marko laughed and began circling the chair again.“Why did you bring me

here?” She noticed the room was his private chamber. She glanced at the window before

noticing a door at the end of the room. She was planning an exit just as soon as she was

loose.“I have a proposition for you, Zeal. The outcome of your decision will affect Mars

3.”“There is nothing you can say that would interest me, nor is there anything you could say

that I would trust. You are, after all, the Legatee of Juno, and we both know the Legatee can

never tell the truth or keep a promise. In fact, why don’t you just kill me now so I won’t have to

hear any more of your political mumbo jumbo?”“Perhaps I was wrong about you, Zeal. I

thought you were a great leader of your people. The reports were wrong. You are nothing but a

spoiled little child trying to fake her way as an adult. Or is this an act?”She inhaled deeply

several times until she was at complete peace inside and out. “I’m listening.”“I believe the war

between us has gone on long enough. I propose a truce between our peoples.” He brought his

fingertips together as he continued to circle her. “I’ve decided you will be the dowry for this

truce.”“What do you mean by a dowry?” Zeal asked.“A dowry is a form of payment, and in this

case, it will serve as a show of faith to all of Juno. You will remain here with me, and I will

remove the Legionnaires from Mars 3.”“What’s the catch?” she asked, hesitantly.“You will be

bound to me until my death as my body slave.”She turned her attentions from him to the

massive window she had been facing. Several awkward moments passed as she mulled over

his offer. “And if I say no?”“Then I will be forced to launch the full garrison against your home

world.”“You can’t do that. Over half the men and women would die in such an attack.”“Why

would you care? You will be dead long before the first wave attacks the planet.”Zeal sat quietly.

Her mind thought through every possible outcome until there was only solution. “You leave me

no choice.” She protested, “I cannot allow you to kill any more of my people.”“Then is it

settled?” he asked, kneeling.“Yes,” she whispered, looking down as she fought a wave of tears.

She knew she had just sold herself to the enemy. “Tell me what it is you wish of me, Legatee,”

Zeal added through clenched teeth.Marko leaned forward and released the bindings before he

walked to the door and spoke to someone unseen. “I want a Legionnaire uniform, size…” He

looked back at Zeal. “Size two.”“I may have agreed to this, but make no mistake, Legatee. You

do not own my soul.” She remained in the chair plotting her next move. She judged the distance

to the door at the far end of the room and then thought about how fast he could overtake her.



She decided to stay in the chair.“I do own you though,” he said indifferently.
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