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In the far future, humanity has spread out across the universe, colonised every corner of the galaxy and formed the Fifth Human Empire. It should have been an age of greatness and glory, the pinnacle of human achievement. But instead it was an age of misery and injustice, an age where the wealth of humanity was concentrated in the hands of a small clique of aristocrats and corporations, an age where freedom only meant the freedom to starve, an age where the Empire stood not for peace and justice but only for fear. Until one day, a scattered band of rebels came together to overthrow the Fifth Human Empire. These are their stories.
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The rebel world of Pyrs spun through the black
vastness of space, a cold rock orbiting a dying star.

Once, Pyrs had held deposits of rare minerals,
gallium, germanium and indium, gold and platinum, even diamonds. So
humans had come to the inhospitable world to harvest the precious
minerals. And then, once they had taken every last grain of ore,
every last raw diamond, every last nugget of gold from the ground,
they went away again, leaving behind a gutted husk of a planet,
crisscrossed by a warren of tunnels and mine shafts. And so Pyrs
was just another dead rock hanging in space again. Until the Rebels
came and made it their home.

The Rebels no more liked Pyrs than the miners
had. It was simply too cold, too dark, too far from its own
faltering sun, let alone the galactic core. However, the Rebels had
even less choice about living on Pyrs than the miners. For if you
had a death sentence on your head everywhere in the civilised
galaxy, Pyrs was the only place left for you to run.

Holly di Marco, former mercenary and currently
one of the two thousand five hundred and sixty Rebels on Pyrs, was
currently headed for the lone bright spot on that cold, dark lump
of rock. It was called the greenhouse, a dome of glass collecting
the rays of Pyrs’ fading sun, bundled and amplified by a cunning
arrangement of mirrors. This meant that the greenhouse was the only
place on Pyrs that got a bit of daylight for six hours a day, about
as much as other worlds received on a grey and cloudy day.

The miners had used the place for recreation,
an oasis allowing them to soak up the meagre sunlight. The Rebels,
not having the advantage of regular supply ships, had given the
greenhouse over to food production. The yield wasn’t much, but
anything that spiced up the monotony of all protein sludge all the
time was more than welcome.

Born on a planet that was only marginally more
hospitable than Pyrs, Holly did not have much use for the
greenhouse. Plants, particularly in larger numbers, tended to make
her nervous. That much green just wasn’t natural.

As it was, Holly had only one reason for
visiting the greenhouse and that reason was Ethan Summerton. Lord
Summerton, to be precise, for Ethan had inherited the title by
default after the Empire had murdered his father and brothers along
with the rest of his family, leaving Ethan the sole survivor of a
once numerous clan.

Holly had saved his life, which meant that she
was stuck with him now, by decree of Arthur Madden, leader of the
Rebellion, himself. Apparently there was an old Earth saying which
claimed that once you’d saved someone’s life, you were
automatically responsible for that person until the end of their
days. Personally, Holly thought it was all just a load of bunk, but
her objections had been overruled. So for the time being, she was
stuck with Ethan, Lord Summerton.

Not that she minded much. For someone who had
been born with the proverbial silver spoon in his mouth, Ethan was
surprisingly non-annoying. He didn’t even insist on being addressed
by his title. On the contrary, he said that whenever someone called
him “Lord Summerton”, he always had to turn around, expecting to
find his father standing behind him. And since his late father —
either heroically killed in the service of the Reb [...]
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