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To my wife and children.



A LOOK BACK
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CHAPTER ONE

Long Ago on Europa

The beautiful Europan woman stood at the window of the modest 
apartment, watching the turmoil engulfing Tyre, Europa’s capitol city. 
The eternally black sky—home to the foreboding sight of Jupiter—
pushed down against the dim lights of the city, and the small dwelling 
remained intentionally dark. She preferred it that way; she could watch 
the uprising from the shadows without any chance of being caught 
doing so.

From her vantage point, she could see the faint traces of heavy 
rioting among the crowded buildings in the distance. Firelight, 
streaming through the transparent ceilings of the pressurized habitats 
near ground level, danced against the walls of those towering structures. 
Most certainly, thousands of protesters filled the streets and open areas 
there—though she couldn’t see them directly. The conflict centered 
around the majestic Parliament building far on the horizon. Military 
craft descended on the location from all directions, though other 
military vehicles scoured the city on an outward trajectory too.
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The young woman would have laughed at the suggestion that 
Europa would someday rise to international prominence—as it would; 
that a lunatic would wield the incredible power of the coming Europan 
Empire to terrorize the whole solar system. No, Europa existed in the 
ashes of its former glory, a place of danger and incredible misery. The 
unrest overtaking the city had become commonplace in the post-Ceres 
Skirmishes era on Europa.

However, the danger had recently become much more personal to her.
Her striking beauty and pleasing form fell out of place among the 

shadows. The vixen had grown accustomed to being adored, to being 
the center of attention in the most affluent of venues, to luring only 
the most worthy suitors to her side. She had used her natural charm 
and grace to overcome the curse of her common blood, to secure what 
she wanted from life. She had even won the hand of a young, aspiring 
junior senator. The modest wedding ring she wore was a trophy of sorts.

Of course, the dark times had descended once again, and so she 
trembled among the shadows.

“Livia,” her husband unexpectedly called from behind her. She 
spun around, as he and his closest confidant hurried into the darkened 
apartment. Both men were dressed in nobles’ clothing, with her 
husband boasting his junior senators’ regalia. However, neither young 
man inhabited anything else suggesting true Europan nobility. No, 
living as commoners for so many years had permanently marked them, 
thus betraying their fledgling status.

Letting out an incredible sigh with her ice-blue eyes aflame, Livia 
rushed over to her husband, wrapped him in a tight embrace, and 
kissed him.

“I was so worried about you,” she cried, clutching him with abandon.
“I came as soon as I could,” he tried to assure her. However, his face 

betrayed his anxiousness. “It’s not safe to stay here anymore. We need 
to hurry.”

“To where?”
The other young man leaned in toward her. “It’s best that neither 

of you know.”
Livia recoiled and nervously searched her husband’s face in the 

sparse light. “What’s he talking about?”
“I’m going to take you to safety,” the confidant said.
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“But what about you?” she looked back at her husband.
“I have to go into hiding,” the man lamented, causing her 

countenance to fall that much more. “Though I doubt I’ll last the 
night.” Unable to bear the dread washing over her face, the young 
senator hurried to the bedroom. When both she and the confidant 
followed, he added, “My name appeared on an enemies list. The new 
Prime Minister is insane! I don’t know what the Mars Federation was 
thinking by appointing him to head up the new government.”

“They thought he’d be a puppet ruler,” the confidant grimaced, 
helping his friend lay out two empty suitcases on the bed.

“We don’t have much time,” her husband warned, stepping over to 
the dresser and opening one of the drawers. He threw a handful of her 
clothes from the drawer into one of the suitcases. “They’ll be here soon 
to arrest you and execute me.”

Livia, watching the two men hastily packing the separate suitcases, 
shook her head. “I’m going wherever you go.”

“That would be unwise,” the confidant barely looked up as the two 
men continued packing. “We need to get you to safety.”

“No, I’m staying with my husband!” 
However, the two men only worked faster. The closer they came to 

completing the task, the more anxious her face grew.
“You can’t leave me now,” she pleaded to her husband. However, he 

remained more than preoccupied with his packing. So she grasped at 
him, forcing him to stop and look at her. “I’m pregnant.”

Even his best friend fell idle at the surprising news. The stunned 
junior senator gazed at her for a long moment. Finally, he cracked a 
pleasing smile and took her by the thick of her arms. “Really?”

“Yes. I just found out today. You’re going to have a son.”
With tremendous joy overcoming him, the young man embraced 

her, even picking her up and spinning her around a few turns. “This is 
wonderful!”

However, his friend, watching from the side, never cracked a 
smile. Instead, his sober expression only intensified. “This changes 
everything.”

The comment brought the unexpected celebration to a sudden 
end. Never letting go of his wife, the young man returned the serious 
gaze and reluctantly nodded in agreement. “What do you suggest?”
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“Hiding Livia on Europa is no longer good enough. According to 
Europan law, a son inherits his father’s succession rights. That makes 
him a threat to the ruling party. If word leaks back to the Prime Minister 
and his thugs that she’s pregnant, he’ll hunt her down and execute her. 
And if she escapes and carries your son to term, the Prime Minister will 
never stop looking for the child.”

Livia’s face filled with dread. “No.”
Still holding his wife, the junior senator traded sober looks with his 

friend. When the confidant offered a sympathetic nod, the young man 
waxed endearingly at his wife, who began turning her head side to side 
in an urgent fashion. When her eyes welled up, he forced a smile. “It’s 
time to say goodbye, my dear.” 

“No.”
“There’s no other way. You must go into hiding far away from here: 

Make a new life for yourself … and find a father for my child.”
Livia kept shaking her head desperately, her eyes filling with tears.
“A group of Terrans are visiting Callisto,” the confidant offered. 

“They won a contract to build a new space station for the Callistan 
government … rich, young men far away from home. I can take you there.”

“Yes,” the young senator said with a bittersweet zeal. “Terran men 
are very traditional—and gullible.” He put his hand to her cheek and 
smiled. “Blend in with the Callistans: Change your name and don’t let 
anyone know you’re Europan.”

“I can get her a forged identity,” the confidant interjected.
“Yes,” the husband nodded and turned back to his wife. “Find a 

suitor from an affluent Terran family … win him over as you did me. 
With your beauty and feminine wiles”—taking in her ice-blue eyes, 
striking features, and flowing, jet-black hair—“a young man so far 
away from home won’t stand a chance. Let him think the child is his 
so he’ll marry you—Terran men are like that. Let him take you back 
to Earth States where you’ll be safe. No doubt, he’ll use his family’s 
influence to establish a Terran identity for you.”

“Do you really want me to do that?” she pleaded, searching his 
eyes.

He hesitated, his face turning sober. “You don’t have a choice. 
You’re not only doing this for me, but for all of Europa. The Prime 
Minister can’t take away the privileges and titles I earned for our family. 
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If I and the other resistance leaders are killed, our son may be the only 
hope against this rising tyranny. So take him to Earth … give him a 
Terran name … and a Terran life.” Then he looked her squarely in the 
eyes. “But raise him to be Europan—and a noble at that—so that at the 
right time, he can come back here and fulfill his destiny.”

The confidant, carrying her suitcase, had withdrawn toward the 
door. He gestured toward Livia. “We have to go.”

The junior senator gazed longingly at his wife, who radiated such 
angst. So he brought her head to the curve of his neck and stroked her 
hair in a reassuring fashion. Feeling his own angst building within him 
as he held her close, the young man reached in and kissed her one last 
time—not easily parting from her. With a cracking voice, he said, “Go 
with him, my dear.”

Livia held on to him for dear life, fighting as the confidant wrestled 
her out of her husband’s grasp. Finally, she let go—though never 
parting her gaze from him. With the confidant still pulling her toward 
the apartment door, she cried, “I love you!”

“I love you too!”
Livia looked at him through tear-filled eyes from across the room. 

Finally—with the confidant still pulling her out of the apartment—the 
young woman left.




