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Chapter 1
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The warning siren pulled Zana Blaze from slumber. “Not another one,” she grumbled, rising to pull on her clothing and body armor.

“Damn the Korg. I can’t even get a decent night’s sleep.” She grabbed up her blaster and her com unit from their charging stands in the kitchen, then holstered the weapon and slapped the com on her wrist as she headed out the rear door.

“Blaze, checking in. Where?” she barked into her com and jumped into the seat of her hoverbike.

“West Hollywood,” came Tony’s reply.

Damn, they loved raiding Tinseltown.

“I’ll be there in ten.”

She revved the bike to full and climbed just above the rooftops of nearby buildings. From the air, it was easy to see the rot and decay of the city below her. Buildings crumbling, roads blocked by debris. No one bothered maintaining anything anymore.

If the building you were living in fell apart, go find a better one. There were plenty of empty homes available. Why invest time in things here on Earth? Everyone was leaving.

Well, not everyone, but that was a completely different problem.

“Wilfred, checking in,” echoed over her com. “Meet up at the old Mak Center on Kings Road.” It was good to hear Arlo was also on his way. A solid soldier in his youth, the man had a good sense of tactics.

As she flew toward the rendezvous, others checked in. The Minutemen they were calling themselves, after some old legend from the northeastern part of the North American continent.

No one lived there anymore. Well, no one lived anywhere anymore except here in the Los Angeles district and the surrounding countryside.

She flew over the remains of Dodger Stadium and the massive starship resting there. Her salvation. Her ticket off this miserable rock. She just needed to live long enough and avoid capture by the damn Korg slavers that pillaged the remains of Earth’s population.

The Morning Star. This huge colony ship was part of the Destiny project to get Earthlings settled onto more habitable planets as far away from the Korg Empire as possible.

Zana had secured her seat on that craft by becoming one of the best astro-navigators left on the planet. She’d spent hours in the simulator honing her skills between time spent on her regular courier job and her volunteer work with the Minutemen.

Earth didn’t have a military anymore. Soldier types had been snatched up as security officers on the first seven Destiny flights, and Zana couldn’t blame them for taking the offered positions. She certainly wasn’t giving up her spot to someone less fortunate. There was no future here, that was for sure, and when an opportunity came to get off the planet, she’d jumped at it.

She could see the Korg ship hovering over Hollywood, spewing troops like turds out its rear as a large dropship settled onto Santa Monica Boulevard.

It appeared the Korg slavers would be hunting down hapless citizens in the Crescent, Sunset Strip, Norma Triangle, and Tri-West areas today.

“Not on my watch.”

She landed her cycle in the blown-out crater where a center for art and architecture once stood. Although the twisted wreckage of the buildings could...perhaps...be considered art, it would never be considered architecture. She parked beside two other hover cycles and a heavily armored anti-grav tank.

Arlo Wilfred stood with Craig Edan and Captain Tony Willows awaiting reinforcements before engaging with the Korg. All three men would be going with her on the Morning Star, with Tony Willows being assigned to Captain the ship.

Standing next to the captain stood a Manned Assault Vehicle (MAV)—a twenty-foot-tall robotic vehicle with a manned cockpit and a shit-ton of weaponry. The MAV towered over the group, but the cockpit was empty.

“Where did you scrounge up that?” Zana asked, pointing to the armor.

“As Captain of the Morning Star, I now have access to its stores. This unit hadn’t been crated up yet, so I absconded with it, as well as the tank,” Tony said. “I’m putting Arlo and Craig in the tank. Would you like to try out the MAV? I can’t have my chief navigator being blown up in some Hollywood back alley before launch day, can I?””

“Sure, but what about you?”

He held up a bi-phase neutron bazooka. “I can’t use this from the tank or the MAV.”

“I’m not going to argue,” Zana said, climbing into the cockpit. The scent of new vinyl and freshly extruded plastics titillated her nostrils. How long had it been since she’d smelled anything that was new?

She’d had simulator training in the rig but had never actually been inside one.

Over the next five minutes, another two-dozen people arrived, then the force moved out into the streets of Hollywood. In the distance, people cried out for help. The sizzle of Korg stun wands echoed from distant streets.

A group of three heavily armored Korg slavers rounded a corner, only to be surprised by the advancing force.

No mercy. Zana opened fire on them with her suit’s arsenal of weaponry. Bullets pelted them as small missiles exploded, tearing their armor and bodies to pieces.

Tony aimed his bazooka up at the Korg mothership hovering above and sent a blast skyward. “Let’s let them know Earth still can defend itself.”

The explosion tore a hole in the craft. Not a debilitating one, to be sure, but one the crew most certainly felt. No doubt airlocks were being secured. But would it be enough to call the slaver force back from planet-side?

A warning claxon issued from the Korg dropship, and troops could be seen racing toward the vessel. Some had screaming hostages in their grasp.

Selecting one of the closer targets, Zana sent a seeker missile at him. The projectile connected with the Korg’s helmet and drove through the armor to explode inside. The body dropped, and the poor woman in its clutches scampered off.

One less slave of the Korg.

But what good did it do saving them? Earth already had too many people. The planet only had enough resources for a few more Destiny flights. Those that didn’t make it onto one of the colony ships would be stranded on this stinking planet with little hope of survival.

“Shit!” It wasn’t something she could do anything about. The Korg were the problem. The bastards had raped the planet of resources, then taken to space, leaving the rest of humanity to live off their scraps.

And these Korg slavers were just foot soldiers. The Korg masters stayed hidden in their shining cities built on private planets, untouchable by mere Earthlings.

Bah! The slavers are still Korg—part of the machine.

She’d kill every last stinking one of them if she could.

The Minuteman force fought its way toward the dropship.

“If we can keep that ship from taking off, we can rescue the hostages they’ve already taken,” Tony said over coms.

They hadn’t had much luck with that on previous raids. Usually, as soon as they approached the landing craft, it would take off and fly back to the mothership.

Tony fired another blast at the mothership.

There was little chance of bringing the huge craft down, but even knocking pieces off it could provide Earth with resources that could be recycled into additional Colony ships.

The drop ship would too, if they could capture it.

Zana was close enough and at a good angle to target one of the dropship’s engines. She checked her options. What is a bantha missile? That hadn’t been covered in her simulator training.

No time like the present...

The foot-long missile launched from a shoulder mount on her MAV, flying straight and fast toward the dropship. The resulting explosion sent smoke billowing up and shards of the shredded engine flying in all directions.

The Minutemen cheered as they rushed toward the craft.

It only took moments for the Korg mothership to start pulling away, rising into the atmosphere.

The slavers now abandoned on Earth quickly threw down their weapons and raised their hands.

Unlike the Korg, Earthlings still retained some sense of mercy. The slavers knew if they surrendered, their lives would be spared.

It wouldn’t be easy for them. The new way of dealing with Korg prisoners was to drop them in some remote region of the continent, probably Old Florida or Mexico, with a little food. From there they’d be forced to fend for themselves with no hope of ever making it onto one of the Destiny ships.

Zana, in the MAV, stood guard over the Korg prisoners while others gathered up their weapons and armor, secured the drop ship, and freed the prisoners.

Today had been a win. Too many other days hadn’t.

She tuned in Tony’s com for a personal communication. “I don’t suppose there’s any way I can keep this MAV, is there?”

His soft chuckle came back. “I wish, but sorry. It and the tank need to be stored away in the Morning Star. But I’ll make sure it’s earmarked for you when we reach our new planet. We’re going to need warriors like you.”
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Chapter 2
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Zana had showered and eaten a light breakfast by the time Arlo Wilfred knocked on her front door. She’d been expecting him.

“Coffee?” she asked as he entered.

Her coffee supply was dwindling, but Arlo looked like he needed a cup. And once she was on the Morning Star, it wouldn’t matter. She’d be able to drink all the coffee she wanted. And the fabricated stuff the food processors made was better than this low-grade swill she’d procured.

Still, it smelled like real coffee, and on days like this, the smell was half the experience.

“I could use a cup, thanks.” He settled into one of the stools at her kitchen counter.

A man of few words, he dove right into the meat of his issue. “You need to talk to her. She’s still refusing to leave.”

She was Dr. Kilby Dexter, probably the smartest person on the planet and one of Zana’s closest friends. A pre-eminent scientist with just about every degree still available to earn on this old rock, Kilby lived a life of research and isolation in her laboratory east of the city.

She was so wrapped up in her work, Zana was one of the handful of people Kilby associated with anymore.

Arlo was another, and the man was head-over-heels in love with Kilby, and Kilby was in love with him, though at times it was hard to see. She was so wrapped up in her work.

Zana set the cup of coffee in front of Arlo. “If you haven’t been able to convince her, why do you think I can? She loves you.”

Tears rimmed his eyes. “Not enough to leave her laboratory. But, of course, she gave me her blessing to go.”

“Oh, God, Arlo.” How could such a smart woman be so clueless?

He trembled with emotion. “Talk to her...please. She listens to you.”

Zana patted his hand. “She listens...she doesn’t always agree...and she rarely takes any of my advice. Will you leave if she doesn’t?”

“I have to. They made me chief engineer of the Morning Star.” He took a sip of coffee, perhaps to hide the sob that slipped out. The man was so broken.

He was right. He had to take the position. The Morning Star needed him, and there was no telling when or even if the next Destiny flight would be launching. Anyone who could get on the Morning Star, was taking the opportunity.

Everyone, that was, except Kilby Dexter.

Zana sighed. “Well, she does occasionally listen to me. I’ll talk to her.”

She’d do everything within her power to convince Kilby. The Morning Star might well be the last Destiny flight. And deep down, when they found their new planet, Zana wanted Kilby there with her. Leaving her friend behind would leave a hole in her heart.

Still, the damn woman could be stubborn.

***
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An hour later, Zana lifted her hoverbike over the rooftops and headed north-east toward Kilby’s lab. She had a box of provisions strapped to the back—her excuse to visit.

Kilby was on Zana’s regular delivery route, and the woman seldom noted the delivery schedule, so if this was a day early, she’d probably never realize...at least until Zana had taken the opportunity to talk with her.

Sunshine winked off the heavy metallic hull of the Morning Star, resting in the Dodger Shipyard. It wouldn’t be long now.

All of the Minutemen would be going with her. Some would be going into the cryo bay until a new planet was found, but most would join the security team. Zana wondered what those left behind on Earth would do without the force, but the team was a desirable asset, needed for the Morning Star’s mission and the colony they hoped to build after the flight.

The Korg could still attack them in space and would be a threat at least until they exited the solar system.

Their trajectory had them traveling along the rim of the galaxy, away from the major Korg worlds that lay closer to the galactic center. Still, there was always a chance of discovery, by the Korg or...by something else.

There hadn’t been any encounters with alien life forms, but scientists concluded they were almost certainly out there somewhere.

Smoke coiled up from the dropship they’d secured that morning and she could see the salvage crew hard at work dismantling the craft as she passed overhead.

Luckily, the Morning Star had all the parts needed for its mission, but this salvage would help ensure future Destiny flights. Engineers estimated that Earth had enough resources for three or four more missions—nowhere near enough for the rest of Earth’s population. They were also weighing the cost vs benifit of a mining mission to the Moon.

Mining Mars and anything farther out had already been ruled out as too risky. The Korg would undoubtedly discover the base and sack it. The bastards had no problem letting someone else do all the work, then stealing the results. Their greed knew no bounds.

Zana landed outside the ruined farmhouse with the gaping hole in its roof, then headed for the old, concrete block silo that Kilby had converted into her laboratory and home.

Hidden in plain sight.

Kilby had avoided the Korg slavers for years. Even if a solitary figure was spotted out here on Korg scans, it wasn’t worth dispatching a dropship for one person. There were richer targets to pillage.

But, how long could she hold out here?

“Good morning, Kilby,” she said, dropping the box of provisions on the kitchen counter.

Kilby looked up from her computer screen with a smile. “An active and somewhat productive morning, I’m led to believe.”

Zana chuckled. “Arlo left from here to join us?”

“The poor man is besotted with me, I’m afraid.” Dr. Kilby Dexter was a fit, forty-something with a short-cut head of brunette curls. What showed of her tawny skin was smooth, without blemish or wrinkle. A handsome woman on the cusp of beauty, though it wasn’t something she pursued with any makeup or frills.

Zana furrowed her brows, sending a glare at the woman. “And you don’t love him in return?”

A hint of shadow and pain crossed Kilby’s amber eyes. “I can’t afford to.”

“You can, if you accept the invitation to join the rest of us on the Morning Star.” There was no reason to beat around the bush. “Are you really willing to give up what you two have?”

“Zana, my dear.” Resignation drenched Kilby’s tone. “I love him. I love you as the sister I never had. But I can’t leave. I’m so close to a breakthrough.”

“Bring your project with you. Keep working on it. This can’t be the only place in the galaxy.” She’d heard Kilby’s argument, though she didn’t completely understand it.

“Of course, it isn’t.” Kilby shook her head. “But I can never find another nexus like this without Magda’s help.”

Magda Arnold, the old herbalist-wise woman, had died last year during a Korg raid. She and Kilby had been working together for years on this project—a convergence of science and mysticism. The two had started out rivals and become good friends.

Kilby had been devastated by Magda’s death.

Zana pulled out all the stops. “Do you want to die on this worthless rock like she did?” She pointed at the ceiling. “We need you up there with us.”

Kilby had been offered the chief science position on the Morning Star.

She chuckled and shook her head. “Nice try, but no, you don’t. You’ll have the latest and best technology Earth can deliver. I’m comforted that you, Arlo, and the rest will be going to a better place, a whole new world. I wish you all the best. But I can’t go with you.”

“Why?” Zana’s frustrations boiled over. “Explain it to me in simple terms, so I can understand.”

Kilby shrugged. “Imagine this: Teleportation across the stars. I’m close to discovering a technology that could get everyone to another world without a starship. I—”

“Dr. Dexter?” A man staggered through the open doorway. “Please. They said you could help me.”

Zana recognized him.

Hugo Moss lived near Anaheim, where the Korg had raided two days ago. The Minutemen had arrived too late to stop the capture and enslavement of over two hundred people.

Kilby rose from her computer desk and rushed to the man. “I’ll help if I can. What do you need?”

“They took my Susie.” Tears streamed down his face. His eyes had sunken like he hadn’t gotten a minute of sleep in the past two days. He probably hadn’t.

“You loved her?” Kilby asked. “Deeply? And she loved you too?”

How was this relevant? If the woman had been taken by the Korg, she was gone. There was nothing anyone on Earth could do.

Kilby glanced at Zana. “I won’t have to explain my work to you. I’ll show you.” She guided Hugo into her lab.

“You can do it?” Hugo’s voice quavered. “You can bring her back?”

Kilby shook her head as she positioned him on a blue glowing circular panel on the floor with a golden pentagram inside. “I can’t promise you anything, but I will try my best. But there is a chance of reuniting the two of you.”

She moved to a nearby bank of equipment and adjusted some knobs and switches, then motioned Zana over. “This is what Magda and I found together. Most people, though not all, have a mystic connection to another—a force that pulls them together.”

Zana huffed. “You mean, like a soul mate?”

Kilby nodded. “Don’t laugh. I didn’t believe it either until Magda showed me how to identify and display the link. It’s real. Look.”

On the display screen, Hugo’s form was overlaid with colorful bands that shimmered and undulated around him. From his chest, a bright purple line extended up, off the top edge of the screen.

Kilby pointed to the purple line. “That’s his link to...someone. I can’t be sure it’s Susie but, in a world of millions of people, something brought these two together. With this machine I’ve built, I can lock onto that person and transport them instantly here.”

Zana shook her head. “That’s not possible.”

Kilby pushed a button. “Watch.”

The light around Hugo intensified. There was a hiss then a pop, as a burst of light filled the room.

Zana blinked against the brightness. When her vision cleared, two people were standing on the disk.

Hugo’s eyes went wide. “Susie!” He threw his arms around the slight figure with wavy blonde hair. His eyes filled with tears.

Zana pulled in a deep breath, then slowly let it out, all the while shaking her head.

Kilby put her hand on Zana’s shoulder. “Believe it.”
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Chapter 3
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Kilby checked the monitor, initiating a full body scan on Susie. Everything appeared normal, and considering she’d probably been pulled here from somewhere out in the depths of space, that was saying something.

But once again, her theory had proven true.

Zana confronted her. “How the hell did you do that?”

How indeed?

When she’d first met Magda, Kilby had assumed the woman was a charlatan like so many other religious wackos that seemed to pop up to create cults and mega-churches rigged to skim funds from their conned congregations. But Magda was different. She never sought out people. People sought her out for her healing and wisdom.

Magda was a prolific writer, mostly about all things metaphysical, and it was this writing that brought her to Kilby’s attention. The woman was kind and genial, offering her time to Kilby freely, over many cups of coffee, even though they’d generally disagreed and debated countless points at first.

Somehow, in their ramblings, they got on the subject of connections, and Kilby still remembered the conversation that sparked her inspiration.

“Almost everyone has a connection to one other person that is unique and tends to draw these two individuals together,” Magda had said. “It’s as if some divine influence is working to bring the two together. Mostly, but not always, this connection is a love match—a romantic connection to one’s life-mate.”

Kilby had chuckled. “I guess I must be one of those few who aren’t connected to somebody.”

Magda’s eyes had gone unfocused for a few seconds. “Oh, you’re connected all right. You’re just very good at fighting the attraction.”

“And you can see these connections?”

The old woman had nodded. “Clearly, when I concentrate on them. But then, I know what to look for. Your connection is very much a love match, and you’ve already met him. The two of you have already been drawn together. You just need to act on the attraction.”

She’d taken a sip of coffee, her eyes bright, then continued. “You don’t want to be in love right now. I can understand that. You have many things you want to accomplish, and a romantic entanglement would get in the way of many of those things.”

Kilby had been stunned for a moment but she’d managed to bring the conversation back to the special connections between other people, and away from her personal life.

Yes, she’d felt a pull toward Arlo Wilfred. There was something about the man she found compelling and disrupting to the life of research she craved. Could there be some kind of mystical bond between them?

***
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Susie, her eyes still filled with tears, hugged Kilby. “I don’t know how to even begin to thank you.”

Kilby brushed that off. “You were an unwitting subject in one of my wild experiments. If anything, I should be thanking you.”

Hugo leveled his gaze at her, shaking his head. “You’re the best, Dr. Dexter. If there’s ever anything I can do for you...”

“I’ll let you know.” Kilby bid Hugo and Susie goodbye and returned to her conversation with Zana.

“Those two are a love match. They have a cosmic connection, the source of which still remains a mystery to me. Still, with Magda’s help, I have been able to identify and quantify it. I’ve developed a procedure that allows me to pull on the connection and bring the two people together in the same place. A warping of the time/space continuum causes a rift in reality, and instantly teleports one to the other.”

Zana’s eyes glazed. She shook her head. “That...that’s amazing!”

Kilby held up a finger to pause her. “But it only works...” She pointed down to the floor. “...right here. On this spot...well, and a few others around the world...if I could find them.”

“I don’t understand.”

Kilby still wasn’t sure she completely understood either. “There’s a mystic force that surrounds the Earth. Magda could see it. Magda could see a lot. I was never able to determine how.”

The woman had to have been deeply in tune with the metaphysical. Kilby, with all her technological knowhow had only been able to glimpse a small part of that world.

“Right here, on this farm, there is a conjunction of what Magda called ley lines with naturally occurring resonance from the Earth’s magnetic field. This phenomenon only occurs at about two dozen other points on the planet. Magda and I discovered this place together. Only here can my machines detect the mystic bonds between people and pull them together like we just did with Hugo and Susie.”

Zana paced, her eyes wide, her mouth open as if to express a thought that refused to be pushed into words.

Kilby forged on. “My goal is to develop a way of making the same kind of connection between two machines and using it to teleport people between two places no matter what connections they already have. And I’m close. I just need to isolate a few more conditions and translate the metaphysics into practical physics.”

“But you have a way off the planet now,” Zana pleaded. “They want you on the Morning Star. You have a spot. Most people would kill for that.”

People had killed for that. The push to get off the Earth before the Korg pressed the remaining population into slavery had been overwhelming.

“If I can finish my work here...maybe set up a transport station in the city, then take the next Destiny ship out...everyone could teleport away. You know Earth doesn’t have the resources to build enough colony ships for everyone. Maybe I can save the rest.”

Zana rounded on her. “Or maybe you end up spending the rest of your life working in some Korg mine on a distant moon. Are you really willing to risk that?”

Kilby had considered the possibility. Everyday Earth got more dangerous for everyone living here. But could she take the safe route? Could she leave all this behind, potentially dooming so many people to Korg slavery? This project could be the only hope for thousands...maybe millions...of people who would be stranded here.

“I can’t go, Zana. And that’s final.”
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Chapter 4
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“Damn stubborn woman,” Zana grumbled as she landed her bike outside her home. But she couldn’t fault the woman’s integrity or compassion.

Still, she would miss her friend.

Her com buzzed with a message from Tony.

“They’ve finished all the bridge instrumentation and want us to test it out. Can you meet at the Morning Star in an hour?”

Zana smiled. At last.

Delays had plagued the construction phase of the ship. The original timeline called for beginning tests of the ship’s controls over a month ago.

“You bet,” she answered quickly, then added, “...Captain.”

She could no longer call him Tony. He was Captain Willows now. Her superior officer.

And they couldn’t have selected a better man.

He’d flown in the celebrated Dark Angels assault group, joining that when he was only seventeen years old, and he’d racked up twenty-seven kills against Korg missile drones before the last Earthforce fighter jet was mothballed due to low fuel availability and no replacement parts.

After that, he’d become a leader in the movement to migrate America’s remaining population to the West Coast and the initiation of the Destiny project.

A war hero...and an all-around great guy, Tony Willows had easily recruited Zana to the Minutemen. It took only one drink with him and one gaze into his intense blue eyes.

Yeah, he was on the dreamy side, with his chiseled features and imposing stature.

He looked even better in a uniform.

Zana arrived at the Dodger Shipyard fifteen minutes early so she could take the nickel tour of the ship’s status. Surprisingly, they were now ahead of the schedule posted the previous week.

Arlo, who would be the ship’s chief engineer, gave a rundown of what still needed completion to the group assembled on the bridge of the Morning Star. The list was not as long as Zana expected. “We’re laying in provisions and the gandasol tanks are almost full. We still need to fine tune the engines and power up the main reactor, but we’re close. With a bit of luck, you can expect a call to quarters sometime next week.”

By the galactic gods...next week!

She tamped down the excitement that threatened to bubble over. They’d missed deadlines before.

***
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To her surprise, Tony...Captain Willows invited her out for dinner after their practice session on the Morning Star bridge.

“I’m impressed with your skills,” he’d said. “Navigation is an important station, and I’d like to discuss further what I’ll be looking for from you.”

Then he paused, smiling. “Who am I kidding. I just want to spend a little time with you before I have to go all captainy and start ordering you around.”

“Captain, I—”

He cut her off. “Please, just for tonight, can I be Tony again?”

She chuckled. “I have missed him lately.”

They arrived at Pipa and Jose’s bar and grill, a restaurant close to the Dodger shipyard, and were greeted by Pipa Rodriguez herself.

“Welcome to our humble establishment. We are honored to have such distinguished folk with us tonight.”

Pipa was a sharply dressed Hispanic woman in her mid-forties. She spread her arms wide in welcome, speaking so loudly, others in the restaurant couldn’t help but hear.

Zana huffed, “Pipa, we come here all the time.” It was one of the places the Minutemen celebrated their victories and consoled their defeats.

“Ah,” Pipa retorted. “That was before you became Destiny officers. You give us all hope. Even those of us not so fortunate to be going with you on this flight.”

She clapped her hands. “Juanita, the best table in the house. We will give these two a good meal before they are confined to ship’s food for the next five years.”

Juanita Lopez, an attractive twenty-something, offered a big smile and led them to a table with a not-horrible view of what was left of Downtown Los Angeles.

With the night creeping across the land, the piles of debris and skeletal structures of destroyed buildings took on a hint of something more organic and fantastic. The sun setting behind the husks of some of the taller buildings occasionally winked color through broken glass that remained in some of the higher windows.

The area had been raided countless times by Korg troops, and also pillaged by the remaining Earthlings for materials to build the Destiny ships. No one lived or worked there anymore unless they were salvaging resources.

There was a tear in Juanita’s eye as she seated them. “We’re going to miss you guys around here.”

Tony nodded. “I’m going to miss you guys too. I was afraid you’d all be angry at us for leaving you.”

“Oh, no. We appreciate all that you Minutemen have done to keep us safe these past years. You’ve earned your chance at freedom. The rest of us...we’ll have to step up now. Jose has started training in firearms and defensive tactics for all the staff, and he’s converting some of the nearby empty buildings so we can live closer to work if we choose.”

With the Minutemen all leaving on the Morning Star, the defense of Los Angeles would be weakened. It was nice to hear others were stepping up to fill the void.

“Maybe you’ll all get on the next flight,” Tony said. “And you’ll settle a planet near the one we find, close enough that we can fly over for dinner and drinks.”

The chances of that, of course, were astronomical.

Juanita chuckled. “Well, they did get pigs to fly that one time.”

Zana laughed. It had been the April fool’s joke heard round the world way back in 2067. “That poor animal.” 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
\}STINY:

Morning Star





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg
Also by S. C. Mitchell

Heavenly War XiForce

Sonof Thunder 2ot
DagiterafDarkss Phaze
LagacyfLightning wylde

Danceof Reelation e

Destiny Demon Gate Chronicles

Destin: Clowd st ThersNoSuchThing s Werewoves

Destny: Morning Star The Forsaen Templar
Sedsof Revelation
Destiny's Legacy Instramentofreachery
The Barmling Dienma
Pinssofthe DarkNebula Heroes of Harth
Captivesoftheratzen At e Falln God
Behvcen Vs and Mars
Stand Alone Books

artifical Insaity
reGenesis: Darkwakening





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
\=

Lake Scrawls
PUBLISHING





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
/<





OEBPS/d2d_images/image004.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





