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CHAPTER ONE

Trajan

The beautiful woman followed the servant down the main hall of 
the lavish residence, keeping a reassuring arm around her seven-year-
old son walking at her side. With ice-blue eyes that churned uneasily, 
she took in the extravagant dwelling in awe, and her anxious thoughts 
returned to that fateful day eight years earlier when she had fled Europa.

Her journey through the capitol city had not assuaged her concerns. 
Nothing had really changed in Tyre since her escape. Of course, some 
things had changed. The rioters were long gone, as were the many 
problems that had fueled the unrest of that era. A tenuous peace 
blanketed the city instead, and its citizens went about their business 
as if those turbulent days had never occurred. She even sensed an 
emerging pride among the people, a nationalism the Jovian moon 
had not seen for some time. The dark times that were coming upon 
Europa—and all of Terrae Solaris—were still far into the future.

But for her, everything had already changed for the worse.
The servant led them to a beautiful mahogany door and opened it.
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“Sir,” the man called into the room behind the door, “The visitors 
you were expecting are here.”

“Send them in,” came a familiar voice from inside, causing the 
servant to step aside and gesture for her and the boy to enter.

With her arm still draped over the young lad, she took a deep, 
anxious breath and escorted him inside. At first sight of the man garbed 
in his ranking senators’ regalia, she forced a warm smile. Not that she 
was unhappy to see him again. No, not at all. Just the sight of him 
brought to mind fond memories and deep emotions.

But what lay ahead troubled her so.
“Livia!” he greeted as she crossed the large room. Taking in her 

countenance, her striking features, and pleasing form, he smiled a 
familiar smile. “I never thought I would see you again.” But his eyes 
looked immediately to the seven-year-old, and his face beamed.

The senator’s relishing smile did not assuage her trepidation. 
Coming to stand in front of her husband, she saw the nervousness 
building in her son’s eyes; the boy had such an intuition about him. 
So she offered an assuring smile. “Trajan, I’d like you to meet your 
father”—when the boy looked up at her in defiance—“… your real 
father.”

“Hello Trajan,” the senator greeted him, kneeling and taking in the 
sight of the lad with such pride. “I’ve waited so long to meet you. I’ve 
seen your pictures, but they don’t do you justice. You’re a handsome, 
young man—and very capable, I’ve heard.”

However, young Trajan simply stared back at the stranger.
“Trajan,” Livia goaded the boy, “Greet your father.”
Trajan remained nervous but defiant as he stood eye to eye with the 

strange man. Finally, he said, “Hello, Sir.”
“Hello, Father,” she corrected him.
The senator shook his head at her and smiled back at the boy. 

“Sir is good enough for now. I’m sure this is a lot for you to take in all at 
once.” He gestured to the expensive toys heaped atop a table at the far 
end of the room. “Those are for you.” Though young Trajan looked 
at the toys with a gleam in his eyes, he stayed beside his mother. 
“Go ahead.”

Trajan hesitated, until curiosity got the best of him. Mustering his 
courage, he set off for the table and indulged himself in play.
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Watching the lad fall under the spell of the many trinkets, the senator 
offered a contented sigh, stood, and gestured for Livia to join him at 
the observation window. When they came to stand there together, he 
beamed with pride once more. “What do you think of the view?”

Livia looked out at the city of Tyre stretching all the way to the horizon, 
particularly taking in the sight of the Parliament building in the distance. 
Jupiter hung prominently in the pitch-black sky, as if keeping watch 
over the city. “It reminds me of the view from our old apartment—
though this place is a far cry from that broken down efficiency.” She 
fixed her gaze upon him once more, the warmth growing in her eyes—
though her trepidation remained. “I read the announcement of your 
appointment to ranking senator. Now, no one can question your status 
as a noble.”

“Certainly not the outcome I was expecting when we parted so 
long ago.”

They traded sentimental gazes in silence, taking in the years of separation 
and the subtle changes in each other’s appearance.

“Did you ever remarry?” she asked after a nervous hesitation.
“No, I always had too much work to do—and no one could match 

your memory.” He let his words linger. When sadness crept into her 
gaze, he pressed, “What about you? Was your Terran husband good to 
you?”

“Yes … but he wasn’t you.”
“Was he a good father to Trajan?”
Livia turned and watched the boy playing on the far side of the room. 

She rather smiled. “Yes. He never knew Trajan wasn’t his child, and so 
he focused all his attention on him.” The uneasiness returned to her 
face once again, and she looked him straight in the eyes. “That’s the 
problem … and that’s why I had to bring him here.”

But the senator’s face sobered. “You shouldn’t have—not right now 
at least. The Prime Minister still holds power, despite all my attempts to 
expel him from office. If he figures out how to disgrace me, I become a 
fugitive again. You’ve put Trajan in danger by bringing him here.”

“I had no choice. Look at him. Life on Earth and his surrogate father 
is all he knows.” She paused, her face filling with regret. “He’s a Terran. 
If something isn’t done soon, there will be no turning back for him.”
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The senator fixed his gaze upon the boy, who remained preoccupied 
and at play at the table out of earshot. The man kept that way for 
some time. “Yes, I noticed that vile accent in his voice—and that weak, 
Terran demeanor.”

“He has a softer side. That’s my fault.” After watching Trajan through 
an awkward silence, she turned back to her husband. “How could he ever 
exercise his right of succession? Europan law forbids such a transfer of 
nobility to him. No, he must become Europan.”

“But why didn’t you send him here with someone else? Why did 
you put yourself in danger? And me in such a difficult position?”

Livia dropped her head and fell silent for the longest time. 
She leaned in close to him too, even taking hold of his arm while fighting 
the strong emotions washing over her. Finally, she lifted her eyes, which 
swam in the first of her tears. “He doesn’t need me anymore. He needs 
you.” She looked at him with such longing, and her mouth twisted 
into a sentimental smile. But her countenance fell. “And this matter 
between you and me … it needs to be settled the Europan way—a way 
that will assure Trajan’s right of succession.”

The senator’s face filled with dread. “No.”
“You have no choice, my love. That’s why I came here myself.”
Withering under her resolve, the senator waxed pensive and joined 

his wife in watching their son play in blissful ignorance. “I’ll protect him. 
I’ll keep him out of the public eye—isolated from my wait staff too. 
No one will even know he’s my son until the time comes for him to 
take his place. He’ll be Europan. I promise.”

Livia, the tears trailing down her cheeks, took him in her arms and 
kissed him with such passion. Even after parting, she held him in a 
long embrace and whispered, “I never stopped loving you.”

“I can’t do this,” the man shook his head, keeping her in his arms. 
When she tried to pull away, he only tightened his grasp.

Nevertheless, she pushed away from him. “Delaying won’t help.”
From where he stood off to himself at the table, young Trajan 

remained deeply engrossed in the many toys holding his attention. 
Some of the toys sparked a familiar enthusiasm: His father—not the man 
across the room—had already given them to him as gifts. Other toys—
strange toys, the likes of which he had never seen—lay among the 
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more familiar ones. Those toys struck his curiosity, so he could play for 
hours. He almost forgot where he was.

“Trajan,” he heard his mother calling from behind him. He didn’t 
want to turn. No, he was too preoccupied. And that name—he hated it. 
Trajan was an unfamiliar name—an odd name—that she only started 
using the day she took him from Earth.

“Trajan.”
Reluctantly, he turned. Young Trajan beheld his mother wiping tears 

from her eyes. With the sight cutting him to the quick, he rushed over 
to where she knelt, paying no attention to the strange man walking over 
to the desk behind him.

“I have to leave you now,” Livia said haltingly, taking Trajan into a 
tight embrace.

“Take me with you.”
She patted him on the back when he locked his arms around her. 

“It’s okay. I’m leaving you here with your father. He’s a good man, 
and he’ll teach you so much about who you really are.” Withdrawing 
from young Trajan’s defiant grip, she took his hands in hers and looked 
him straight in the eyes. “Promise me you’ll listen to him.”

“I want to go with you. I want to go home.”
“This is your home now.”
The seven-year-old, tears running down his cheeks, looked up as the 

strange man came to stand over him. Trajan noticed just how unsettled 
he appeared, despite the reassuring smile shooting down at him.

“Promise me you’ll do whatever your father tells you,” Livia pressed. 
When Trajan offered a reluctant nod, she waxed over in a warm smile. 
“I’m so proud of you.” She took his small hand and placed it into the 
senator’s free hand. “I love you so much; never forget that.”

When Trajan looked up, he spied the pistol in the man’s left hand. 
The young boy assumed it was another toy for him to play with.

He didn’t know the pistol was real.
Neither did the boy know his mother would die just minutes later—

when young Trajan intentionally fired the fatal shot that would kill her.


