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Sharan never wanted to be fleeing for her life on a foreign planet. But when Arnoldson leads a mutiny and takes over the ship, that is exactly where she finds herself. 

She never wanted to betray Polity Force Protocols either — only, in order to survive, she doesn’t have a choice. While Arnoldson attempts to become a god, Sharan assists the rebels fighting him. Will they be successful? And even if they are, will Sharan ever be able to go home again? 
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In her earliest days, Sharan Armsgiver came to her people as unknowing as any child






Sharan plunged through the woods with the blind panic of someone who knew that her pursuers would murder her on sight if they caught up with her. The trees on this world were both more brittle and spongier than she was used to, and she left a clear trail of bent branches and shattered twigs in her wake.

If Arnoldson decided to take up the hunt himself using the ship’s tech, she wouldn’t have a chance even without leaving a trail. He could track her with everything from sniffers to orbital reconnaissance. The bastard had all the power of the starship Hesperides and her AI at his disposal.

But right now, it was the locals here on the planet of Bonificium with their bronze-bladed spears and square shields who wanted her blood. If they found her, she’d be just as dead from their ancient weapons as she would be from an orbital burn. At least she had a better chance of escaping them, since they didn’t have starship technology.

She crested a low rise at a dead run. Just as she reached the peak, she lost her footing, and the ground slipped away from her like a steep bank on a winter lake back home. She started sliding down the hillside and through the mud. 

Mud? It was the dry season on this planet. It must be some kind of trap. Sharan grabbed for traction, only to have a sandaled foot slam down painfully on her fingers.

A woman with deep brown eyes and miserably ragged hair stood over her, wielding a long, crude knife. But instead of using it to slice Sharan’s throat, her captor laid a finger across her lips and faded backward into the leaves and shadows just below the side of the trail, gesturing Sharan to follow her.

She decided she had a better chance with this strange woman than with the men who were after her. Already, she could hear their shouts and pounding feet. Sharan scrabbled for purchase in the muddy trough where she’d fallen, only to smack her head hard on a thick root sticking out of the earth above her. There was nothing for it but to lie low and scoot up against the earth in hope they didn’t see her — or notice that the trail of destruction she’d left behind in her mad flight had ended where she skidded off the path.

The first of the running feet were now directly above her, but no one seemed to have seen the spot where she’d slipped. Moments later, she heard a series of startled yelps. Crackling swishes and thumps ensued, followed by blood-curdling yells in a dozen or more voices, mostly female.

Sharan kept her head down, waiting out the grunting and the meaty blows and the cries of pain. In less than a minute, it was over. Blood seeped into the mud near her cheek.

Then the sandaled foot was back, followed by the deep brown eyes. The woman’s face had been slashed so deeply that Sharan could see muscle and fat beneath the sharp lip of the wound. “Ki en tu?” the other woman asked in the strange, archaic tongue of this unlikely, forgotten colony, ignoring her wound. There was no mistaking the harsh tone.

Sharan had shut off her earbud to keep Arnoldson at bay, but she could puzzle out some of the local patois on her own. It was a dialect which had obviously developed out of one or more Romance languages from Earth, from the time when these lost colonies had first been founded. 

Who are you?  

“Sharan,” she said. “Ayo apell Sharan.” My name is Sharan. She wasn’t sure about the verb form, and she suspected her accent was dreadful, but she hoped it wouldn’t identify her as etolliyen, “star man.” Since Arnoldson had allied himself with the Adyanii, being from off-world tended to be a death sentence among those who were fighting them. From the looks of her, this woman didn’t do nuance.

Much to Sharan’s surprise, the wounded woman smiled and extended a hand. “Ayo se apella Nowrie. Vallan swee. Vit, vit, vitasei max.”

Sharan didn’t need that translated — they had to move fast.

She took Nowrie’s hand and scrambled to her feet. Then they were off on another lung-burning run through the strangely puffy trees, this time in the company of half a dozen battle-worn women. The largest of the bunch carried a bulging burlap sack which dripped blood as it bounced across the leather straps criss-crossing her back.

At the grisly sight, Sharan wondered if these women really were preferable to Arnoldson’s tender mercies.
















