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Learn the origins of the Endurance.
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Terra, Luna, Mars, the Belt…war rages, while Terra’s environment slowly fails.

Torill Darya will sacrifice her marriage, her health, even her life, 

in order to see her work on humanity’s generation ship completed, 

for it is the one hope left to mankind.

Discover the heartbreaking truth of how the Endurance left Earth.  

Get a copy of Forever, free.

See details at the end of this book.


 

About Breaking Point

For years, she’s played to win. This time, the stakes are her heart—and her son’s life.


Luciana Hume has spent thirty years building her Capitolino market empire, one deal at a time. She’s clever, determined, and far too busy for romance—until a chance encounter at the Tankball Association’s glittering annual soiree tangles her life with Brice Falcon’s. 

Brice is a shipwide hero turned reclusive president of the Association, scarred by tragedy and impossible to ignore. Their fiery attraction is undeniable, but both know better than to expect a future.

When a catastrophic arena disaster rocks the ship, Brice must bring someone to justice. All evidence points to Luciana’s brilliant, arrogant son—making her the enemy in his fight to save the game he loves. As public outrage boils over, Luciana and Brice are forced into the same corner. The choice between love and loyalty has never been so dangerous…or painful.

Breaking Point is part of the science fiction romance series readers are calling “gripping,” “superb” and “fantastic.”  Written by award-winning SFR author Tracy Cooper-Posey, it is set aboard the marathon-class vessel Endurance, a generation ship a thousand years from its destination.  If you like the smart, romantic SF of authors like Linnea Sinclair and Anna Hackett, you will love the Endurance series.

Dive into this thought-provoking science fiction romance series today!
__

This book is part of The Endurance SFR series:

0.5 Forever*
1.0 Greyson’s Doom
2.0 Yesterday’s Legacy
3.0 Promissory Note
3.1 Quiver and Crave
3.5 The Endurance Box One
4.0 Xenogenesis
5.0 Junkyard Heroes
5.1 Evangeliya
6.0 Skinwalker’s Bane
6.5: The Endurance Box Two
7.0 Mongrels United
8.0 Breaking Point
8.1 5,001
9.0 Echo Genesis
10.0 Wild Seed
11.0 The End of Endurance

(*Only available to Tracy’s subscribers)

Also (only from Stories Rule Press):
The series Special Bundle
Tracy Cooper-Posey’s Super-Bundle

A Science Fiction Romance Novel.



 

Praise for the Endurance series.

I am so glad that this author finally got around to writing SF cause she's great at it.

To all SF fans out there, I highly recommend this be on your reading list. To the author, PLEASE keep giving us these amazing stories.

I cannot wait to read more in this series and learn more about the people that live on the Endurance as it travels through space.

Wow, what a fantastic read!!!

Another superb series.

I highly recommend this new wonderful series.

It is not just a journey through space, but through the beautiful landscape of human emotions with all its wonderful spectrums.



 

About the Author

Tracy Cooper-Posey is a 2024 Aurealis Award finalist for best SF Novella and the author of over 200 published titles that blend romance, suspense, science fiction, fantasy, and historical intrigue. She writes across multiple pen names—including Cameron Cooper (space opera) and Taylen Carver (fantasy, also an Aurealis finalist)—and has collected a long list of accolades, including the Emma Darcy Award, the SFR Galaxy Award, and fourth place in Hugh Howey’s SPSFC#2.

An indie juggernaut and genre chameleon, Tracy has been publishing since 1999 and running her own one-woman fiction empire since 2011. Her stories range from sweeping sagas to bite-sized thrillers, and she’s as comfortable writing tangled political intrigue as she is crafting a killer space opera saga. She’s a strategist at heart—an INTJ with a sword-sharp mind and a whiteboard full of fictional worlds. A former magazine editor and romance writing instructor, she now writes full-time in Edmonton, Canada, where she lives with her husband and creative partner, Mark Posey. 

She runs on Irish Breakfast tea, dark chocolate, and a fierce love of genre fiction—from Frank Herbert and Mary Stewart to Murderbot, MacLean, and McCaffery. 

The treadmill continues to go unnoticed.
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The Endurance Timeline

Ship Years 210 – 219
The events of Greyson’s Doom

Ship Year 313
The events of Yesterday’s Legacy

Ship year 381
The events of Quiver and Crave

Ship Year 402
The events of Promissory Note

Ship Years 499-501
The events of Xenogenesis

Ship Year 526
The events of Junkyard Heroes

Ship Year 533
The events of Evangeliya

Ship Year 535
The events of Skinwalker's Bane

Ship Year 635
The events of Mongrels United

Ship Year 715

The events of Breaking Point

Ship Year 735
The events of 5,001

Note:  This is the chronological order of events aboard the Endurance.  To fully enjoy the series and avoid spoilers, it is recommended you read the series in series order.




Chapter One

When Devar touched her arm and discreetly pointed toward the group of tables at the back of the ballroom, Luciana’s plans for the evening abruptly changed. 

“Remarkable,” Devar said with his precise pronunciation. “I thought nothing short of a hull breach would eject him from his ivory tower.”

Luciana watched Brice Falcon shaking hands around the big table where all the extra special guests were seated. He leaned over the table to do it, while gripping the handle of his cane. She guessed that he would rather lean over burning candles and vases of flowers and risk dipping the edges of his suit jacket into plates of food than take the effort to walk around the table, because for him that would actually be an effort. 

“I’d forgotten about the cane,” she murmured, as Brice Falcon settled carefully on a chair that a waiter had scurred to provide. “It’s not in his photo on the Forum.”

“I guess it’s a thing for him, the cane,” Caelen said. She seemed to be just as interested in watching the President of the Tankball Association arrive at his own soiree. “Didn’t he hurt his leg in a tankball game, and that’s why he retired?”

Luciana liked Caelen. She wore a pretty dress in a deep green that made the most of her eyes and offset her dark hair. She was young, yet smart. Her personality dovetailed with Devar’s in a way that had made her son quietly content for the few weeks since they had met. That anyone could made Devar content was as remarkable as Brice Falcon attending the Tankball Association’s wildly popular annual soiree. 

“It wasn’t a game that destroyed his leg,” Devar said. “It was a pod collision on the Artery. They put his leg back together, but a lot of muscle and function was lost.”

“Ouch,” Caelen murmured. “And he was a groundsman, too.” Groundsmen needed all the muscle they could build to play in up to two gees of gravity at the bottom of the tank. Caelen was a tankball fan, while Devar was not. He just remembered things. Small things, big things. 

Luciana sipped her champagne and returned her attention to Brice Falcon, her mind moving into business mode. She always came to the soiree purely to enjoy herself. It was one of her few indulgences. Only now that Brice Falcon was here, that changed things. 

This was an opportunity she should not let pass, because trying to deal with Brice Falcon was next to impossible. He was surrounded by too many layers and besides, he didn’t want to deal with her. At least, the total silence and lack of response she got from his official channels of communication had demonstrated that he did not want to talk to her. 

She had been trying to start a conversation with the man because he owned, among other things, five stalls in the Capitol market space that she wanted to buy. If she could acquire them, she would become the largest stall management company on the Endurance. 

Besides, the five stalls were smack in the middle of the group of stalls she already managed. She wanted to remove the blight. Falcon’s stalls were not well managed. The displays of products and produce were badly laid out, and under-equipped, the signage poorly designed and the artisans selling their wares generally surly or too busy doing whatever it was behind their tables, instead of stepping out to greet potential customers and talk to them. 

Yes, she wanted to change that. She would make them viable, well-producing stalls inside a month, even if she had to train the sellers and artisans herself. 

And now the man himself was here, sitting barely thirty meters away. Luciana narrowed her eyes, wondering how she could wrangle an introduction. Should she go bold, and walk up to him and ask him for a dance? No, no, the cane…he didn’t dance. 

“Uh-oh,” Devar said. “Mother, you’re wearing that look again.”

“What look?” Caelen asked. 

“She’s thinking about money and hatching plans.”

“I am not,” Luciana protested. “Well, I’m not thinking about money. But I am trying to figure out how I can talk to Falcon. Do you know him, Devar?”

Devar’s smile was self-aware. “Why would I know him?”

“Well, you are the new head coder for Aventine through-feeds,” she said. 

Devar’s smile grew. “Almost right. Code Director for Aventine In Feeds. Through feeds don’t exist.”

while Caelen laughed, Luciana waved her hand at him. “I was close!”

“A lot closer than you’ve ever got so far.” Devar’s smile was warm—the little smile he seemed to keep just for people who were close to him, which was too few in Luciana’s estimation. Most people found her son off-putting. In that regard, he was too intelligent for his own good. He had no tolerance for stupidity, and even less patience for ignorance. As ignorance and stupidity were common commodities, he moved through his days growing increasingly more frustrated because everyone else failed to keep up with his speed of thought and leaps of reasoning. 

He was a good man, all the same. Even though their hands were below the table, Luciana knew Devar was holding Caelen’s small clever hand in his. And this new promotion at the organic coding institute seemed to suit him. It at least challenged him a little, enough to hold his attention. 

She wasn’t entirely sure what he did. It sounded important, only she didn’t care. To see him happy was enough. She didn’t need to know anything else. 

“I thought that because you’re dealing with Aventine feeds,” Luciana said carefully, “that you might have met tankball people, as the arena is right here in the Aventine.”

“I have met many Tankball Association people,” Devar said. “Brice Falcon is out of my league. I’m just a coder.”

“A code director,” Luciana corrected him. 

Caelen laughed and rested her hand briefly on Devar’s shoulder. “She got you.”

Devar chuckled, too. 

“Why do you want to speak to Falcon, Luciana?” Caelen asked. 

“Do you know him?” Luciana said.

“I don’t think anyone knows him, much,” Caelen said. “He leaves all the PR and communications stuff to his general manager, um…”

“Bronson Summitt,” Devar supplied. 

“Bronson Summitt,” Caelen went on, with a quick smile of thanks at Devar. “Falcon just directs everything and everyone else sees that it gets done.”

“He does a bit more than that,” Devar said. “There was a time when tankball games were lucky to have a dozen people watching them. Now you have to fight for tickets to a game—I’ve watched you do it. Capacity crowds at every game…the Endurance comes to a halt whenever there is a game on.”

“Hardly,” Caelen said, with teasing tone. “It will take the Endurance a hundred years to slow to a halt.”

“Engineer,” Devar accused her. 

“Coder,” she shot back. 

They smiled at each other. 

Luciana sipped her champagne, a glow of pleasure warming her. Her son was happy. 

She was almost tempted to forget about business tonight, even with Brice Falcon sitting right over there, and soak in the sight of Devar and Caelen enjoying each other’s company. 

Devar stirred, and pulled his attention back to Luciana. “Anyway, when there is a game on, everything inside the Endurance halts. That’s unprecedented in the history of the ship. And that change happened when Brice Falcon took the president’s chair. So he might stay locked in his tower, but he isn’t doing nothing.”

“And I thought you hated tankball,” Caelen teased. 

“I don’t hate it,” Devar said, his tone serious. “I just find it…irritating. Too much is decided by chance. The gravity of the ball at any one time, when the gravity changes—it’s too many random factors. Chess, now…that is pure logic and reasoning.”

“Isn’t what your opponent plays a factor of chance?” Caelen asked, before Luciana could point it out. 

“It’s just new data, which can be incorporated into calculating your next move,” Devar replied. 

“That’s exactly why I like tankball,” Caelen said. “You never know what will happen next. It’s exciting. Thrilling, even—especially in the finals. Upsets are some of the best games!” 

Devar shook his head sadly. “It’s a good thing I love all of you.”

Caelen laughed. “All of me but especially my brain.”

Devar’s smile had a touch of wickedness. “Not, that wasn’t it…” he said, and scratched his chin as if he was straining to remember. 

Caelen slapped his arm. 

Luciana got to her feet, which took a bit of effort, as her ballgown had a dozen layers underneath the red and black fabric. It was an outrageously exotic and over the top gown, one of the most elaborate in the room. That was part of the fun for Luciana. This was the only night in the year when one could wear such a garment. 

“You’re going to talk to him?” Devar asked, sounding both surprised and alarmed.

“Stars, no. I want to talk business with him. Strong arming him into a confrontation will just make him resent me and kill any business we might do.”

Devar looked relieved. 

“I’ll be back in a minute,” Luciana told them. She headed for the washrooms, which were inside the arena, while the ball itself was held in front of the building, in a securely roped off area that was shielded, here and there, with screens holding flowers and greenery. Anyone standing out in the Aventine could glimpse the attendees dancing and drinking through the gaps in the screens. 

Many of the images that appeared on the Forum in the days after the ball were taken through those gaps. 

It just seemed to drive the popularity of the ball even higher. 

She replayed the little conversation she had left, the way Caelen and Devar teased each other, the ongoing jokes. It all sounded so…normal. Her son was happy. Luciana hugged the knowledge to herself, letting it warm her and make her happy. 

Screw Falcon. At least for tonight. 


 

Chapter Two

Brice disentangled himself from the three or four conversations that people tried to take up with him, and head for the arena without someone hanging onto his arm. He’d only been here a few minutes, and he already wished he hadn’t given into Bronson’s insistence that appearing at the soiree would be a good thing. 

Every time he appeared in public, it was like this. People surrounding him, talking at him, pawing at his arms. Smiling and laughing with a false charm that made his teeth ache. They all wanted something. That was the worst of it. Above their smiles, their eyes gleamed with ruthless calculation. 

“You’re a celebrated groundsman, a former tankball player, and you’re the youngest man to ever sit in the President’s chair, plus you’ve achieved amazing things while you were in the chair. It’s natural that people want to rub against you, and maybe learn how you did all that.” Bronson spoke variations of that speech every time he wanted Brice to make a public appearance. 

“All I did was love the game and say so in public,” Brice would growl back. “I can’t help it if people listened to me.”

That was his standard counter argument, which Bronson would pull down and disintegrate before sending Brice off to whatever public function he thought Brice should attend. And usually, Bronson was right. 

Although this time, Brice thought Bronson had miscalculated. He’d been sitting at the table for barely three minutes before he spotted the error. 

Everyone was dancing. 

An activity that was beyond him and his cranky leg, so why the hell was he here? He’d already told four women ‘no’ when they’d suggested he dance with them. The fourth one had looked offended as she stalked away, the fine gauzy fabric of her gown almost snapping behind her. Perhaps he’d put too much emphasis on the “no”. Stars above, what did they think the cane was for? Picking his nose?

He moved into the arena and over to the first gate down into the tank area itself and stood at the top of the steep stairs, looking down at the gleaming walls of the tank, and the rows of empty seats. A sturdy, waist-high gate barred access to the seats that slid into the wall during games. He rested his cane against it and crossed his arms.

Five minutes of alone time. That would have to do. 

He scanned the seats. He could recall without effort hundreds of games with every seat filled, and everyone in those seats screaming their support for their team of choice. The roar when a team scored. The screams of delight or sorrow when a game was decided. 

The cheers and the pummeling on the walls when a favourite player executed a crowd-pleasing acrobatic move, or saved the play with a desperate but skilled comeback. 

There were just as many games he could remember from inside the tank, watching the crowd respond to everything he did. 

Brice drew in a slow deep breath and picked up his cane. He couldn’t stand here forever. Nor could he stay here until the ball was over. 

He turned and stepped out into the main gallery and rammed straight into a women hurrying back to the ball. 

The woman was tall, yet light. She made a shocked, gasping sound and staggered sideways. She was going to topple, Brice judged. He’d watched too many people trying to manipulate themselves in zero gee and heavy gee. Normal gee was just as ruthless if your center of gravity was thrown off as hers was. 

That all passed through his mind as he staggered back himself, and got the cane back under his weight, propping himself up. He threw out a hand to grab her arm, only she was too far away. 

Then she did the smartest thing anyone could do in that situation, that required thinking instead of reacting. She crouched, and thrust out her hand to push against the industrial carpeting. It saved her from sprawling on her stomach. 

The voluminous layers of her dress spread around her, surrounding her in rich reds and black patterns. It wasn’t flowers, which many of the dresses he’d seen tonight had printed on them. And it wasn’t a glimmery plain color that outlined a woman’s body a bit too obviously—especially as some of the bodies wearing the shining dresses shouldn’t be.

“Oh, holy cow bells!” the woman said. Her voice was deep for a woman’s. Nice. 

“Holy what?” he asked, startled into a near laugh. “I’m sorry, that was my fault. Here, let me help you up.”

She looked up at him. She had masses of pale blond hair that was nearly white, all piled on the top of her head, with little wisps escaping to brush her face and her neck. A thin face, and a high forehead. Straight brows, the type that looked as though they were drawn together a lot. A straight nose over full lips that weren’t pushed into an artful rosebud. She had a generous mouth…but she was not smiling right now. 

“Can you help me up?” she asked with a candid, interested tone. 

“I do have one good leg,” he told her and held out his hand. 

She took the hand, and he pushed the tip of the cane into the floor behind him, bracing himself. She pulled against his hand, clearly needing his assistance. Then she let it go, with no lingering or stroking that some other women—and some men, come to that—might have done, to take advantage of the moment. 

She brushed at the wisps, then brushed off the hand she had planted on the floor. “Thank you.” 

Brice looked her over. In the five minutes he had been in the ballroom he had seen a bewildering number of ballgowns, and all of them seemed to be designed to show off the female form with low cut necklines, or strapless things that barely seemed to stay up, slashes up thighs, and cut away sections that displayed handfuls of gleaming flesh—to the point where he wondered why they were bothering to wear the dress at all. It revealed more than it hid, and the word “indecent” had flittered through his mind. 

This woman’s dress was none of those things. It had a high neckline, right up under her chin. There were no sleeves, which displayed well-toned, slender arms and a bracelet with red and black gems in it. 

The body of the dress did cling to her, yet it covered her from the neck down to her hips. She was slender, with a graceful inward curve at the waist and down to her hips. 

The full layers of the skirt started at her hips, not her waist, with gave the dress an intriguing shape. There seemed to be more fullness behind her than in front, too, and the hem touched the ground, holding the dress out more than the layers beneath did. 

He pulled his gaze back to her face and frowned. “Do I know you?” The face, now she was standing and looking directly at him, tugged on a memory that wouldn’t form.

“You do not,” she replied. “I don’t like tankball.”

He felt his lips part in surprise. Clearly, she knew who he was. “Then why are you at the ball?”

“The social event of the year? When I can wear this…?” She turned, displaying the dress. 

“I thought the Endurance picnic next month was the social event of the year,” Brice muttered. 

“If you like grass stains, you might think that way.” Her smile was full of knowledge. Then it turned impish, which was astonishing, for the woman was not young. She was his age…perhaps even a bit older, although her smooth skin was deceptive. “Besides,” she said in a conspiratorial tone, “I can’t dress like this at the picnic.”

“You could, if you wanted to.”

“I prefer to be taken seriously.” Her smile didn’t fade, yet he sensed that she was speaking a flat truth. She waved toward the main doors of the arena, where other ball attendees were moving in and out, heading for the facilities, or returning to the ball. “I should return to my table before my son starts to worry.”

She was here with a son, not a lover. He absorbed that information. “Go ahead. And again, I’m sorry.” Over her shoulder, Brice spotted someone hovering, clearly waiting for him to be done with his conversation so the man could leap and grab his attention, and paw and dig for whatever it was he wanted. “I don’t suppose,” Brice said, “you could walk back to the ball with me?”

Her eyes widened. Then she shook her head the tiniest bit. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“It’s just that there’s a man hovering behind you, waiting to talk to me.”

“And you don’t want to talk to him?” Her tone was sympathetic. 

“I shouldn’t have come here at all, but…”

“But you’re the president of the association putting the whole thing on, so you had to make an appearance,” she finished. 

He stared at her. “Who are you?”

“No one you need to know here and now,” she replied. 

And that didn’t intrigue him at all. Was she doing it deliberately? There was something a bit odd in the way she had said it, too. 

“I do want to go back,” she added. “You’d better walk with me, then.” She turned toward the doors. He walked alongside her. “Although I doubt that me alone is enough to hold off the hoards.” 

He nearly laughed again. “You’re enough if he thinks we’re….” He couldn’t shrug, not using the cane.

“You’re a little young for me.” Her tone was amused. “I have a grown son who can only be fifteen years younger than you.”

“I’m older than I look,” he said, ruffled. “All that healthy sports when I was younger.”

 He suspected she was shortening her steps for his sake, for she had long legs that could probably match him stride for stride…if he could stride anymore. They moved passed the man in the tuxedo, who had the good sense not to try to waylay him, and moved out through the doors of the arena and into the roped-off corridor back to the ballroom area. 

“Is your son alone at your table?” Brice asked her. He couldn’t think why else she would be so anxious to return.

“He invited a friend, who I like a lot.” The woman smiled. The smile wasn’t for Brice. Her gaze was far away. Back at the table where her son and his friend were, Brice guessed. “I think they’re in love.” Her smile grew even warmer. “Which, if you knew my son, you’d understand how extraordinary that is. He…doesn’t make friends easily.”
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