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Selaynia paused as she stepped out of the shuttle and into the security airlock. “You ready?” she whispered.

:Yes, Shadowmist’s answer came in her mind. 

“Good, because I’m not sure I am.”

She rubbed at the large Canthralian Wolf’s ears as he pushed against her hand. :I’m just not sure I will be able to find our contact. Wyverns are hard to read.

“In more ways than one.” She took a deep breath. “Let’s go.”

There were only a few people on the shuttle and Selaynia made a point to lag behind them as they moved through security. Shadowmist’s telepathic abilities had gotten them past any number of security checkpoints in the past, but the fewer minds he had to deal with the easier it was. There was a trick to waiting and not making it look like she was deliberately trying to hesitate going through security. Fortunately, it was a trick she was good at. She needed Shadowmist to be focused on getting them past the scanners, not worrying about covering suspicious behavior on her part.

She heard the weapon’s alarm sound and ignored it as she continued past the guard who looked at the scanner and then shut the alarm off. “Another malfunction. This piece of junk is giving us a weapon notification every three or four people and then not showing anything,” she heard him tell the other guard.

“I thought the maintenance chief took care of it yesterday,” the other one said.

“That’s what he said. But, it’s back to doing the same thing.” He kicked the machine and Selaynia grinned at the string of curses he muttered.

She ducked into the crowd of people moving through Athena Station Twelve, knowing Shadowmist would keep anyone from remembering very clearly what she looked like—if they even noticed her at all. Now all she had to do was find Shyreth and convince him to help her get out of Alliance territory, across Confederation lines and to Wyvern. And, she had to make sure he believed her reasons for doing so.

Shadowmist whined as they passed one of the food vendors. She followed his gaze to see a Wyvern with brilliant red scales and gold hair sitting at one of the tables with a human in an Alliance uniform. “Drop the mental fog,” she whispered.

:You want them to be able to remember you?

“Shyreth needs to be able to recognize me and I believe the person he’s with is my other contact—even if he doesn’t know it yet.”

The wolf nodded his head and she followed him as he led the way through the crowd to the table.

“My apologies for disturbing you gentlemen, but I need to speak to Shyreth,” she said when she approached the table.

“Please join us,” the human said.

She smiled and she saw interest in his dark blue eyes, but this was not the time. “I wish I could, Lieutenant McKeon, but this is a private matter.”

The lieutenant’s eyebrows lifted and she saw his eyes narrow slightly. She knew she had gotten his interest in other ways. A private matter to discuss with a Wyvern; now that his planet was officially part of the Confederation and the Centauri Alliance was at war with the Confederation. However, he only nodded and offered his hand.

“Well, it was a pleasure to meet you Miss...”

“Selaynia. I should be around for a few days. Perhaps, we will meet again,” she said taking his hand.

“I hope so.” He kissed her hand lightly before releasing it.

Shyreth stood up and motioned toward the door. “We can talk in my office.”

Selaynia nodded then smiled again at Lieutenant McKeon before following the Wyvern out of the café.

~ * ~

Shyreth gestured to one of the two chairs as they entered the small office. Selaynia sat down and watched as his clawed hands activated a privacy shield.

“Now, why are you and the fleabag here?”

Shadowmist growled and took a step toward the Wyvern. 

Shyreth hissed then grinned showing his sharp teeth.

“Shadow! Enough!” Selaynia put a hand on her partner’s neck and the wolf stepped back.

:I. Hate. That. Nickname. Shadowmist’s voice echoed in Selaynia’s head and from the expression on Shyreth’s face, she knew he had heard it also. She would have a headache for several hours because of the power Shadowmist had used to force his thoughts into the Wyvern’s mind.

“I want to defect, and I was hoping you could help me,” she said.

“Why?”

“I’m tired of the hypocrisy of the Alliance. They preach one thing and yet they let groups like Omega, and we’re not the only one, subvert the laws and what they stand for—all in the name of the greater good. At least the Confederation doesn’t lie about their methods.”

Selaynia waited as Shyreth watched at her. :He’s not sure he believes you, Shadowmist’s voice whispered in her mind.

Selaynia scratched the wolf’s head lightly and continued to wait as Shyreth studied her, his amber eyes not moving, only staring at her for several minutes. He kept his face neutral. A practiced expression Selaynia was quite familiar with herself. 

Shadowmist yelped as Selaynia tugged one of his ears. “Sorry, Shadow,” she whispered to the wolf. Looking up at Shyreth, she asked, “Do you think you can help me?”

“I’ll see what I can do. In the meantime do you and Shadowmist have a place to stay?”

“Not yet.” 

“Stay here. I have a small room in the back, which will serve for the few days it will take to make some arrangements. I think that might be safer in case any of your associates show up looking for you.”

Shyreth stood up and offered his hand to Selaynia, who smiled as she took it and stood. “You realize I will have to clear this with my associates and they will want proof you really have decided to betray the Alliance.”

Selaynia nodded. “I understand.”

Shyreth entered a code into his computer console and a panel on the wall slid open. “You can get in or out using this,” he handed her a small data crystal then pointed to a small port on his desk and another on the other side of the wall. “What will the orders of those following you be?”

Selaynia took the crystal, stepped into the room and looked around at the clutter and the small bed in one corner before answering. She turned around slowly. “Maximum sanction.”

Shyreth’s amber eyes glowed golden then he nodded once as Selaynia closed the door to the room.

~ * ~

Lieutenant Bobby McKeon activated the privacy shields on his office then opened a communications channel to Alliance Intelligence on Mimas. He waited as the computers on the other end verified his identity and clearances. Once he was acknowledged he began a search for all information on Selaynia. That she had managed to get an energy pistol through Security and then wanted a private conversation with Shyreth was enough to raise alarms. The fact she hadn’t been seen anywhere on the station since she left with the Wyvern was another concern. There was something going on and that worried him. 

Information was very limited on the woman. All he found was that she and her partner, Shadowmist, a Canthralian wolf, had been with Alliance Intelligence for over fifteen years. Apparently recruited after they infiltrated a group stealing wolf pups from Canthralas. One of the people she had worked with was Conrad Nolan. He knew Conrad well; he was the same operative who had tried to recruit him into Omega at one time. From the rumors he had heard, Nolan was now running Omega. Apparently, they had worked together for some time. If Nolan was running Omega there was a chance Selaynia was part of that organization.

He needed more information than he had here. At least now he understood how she had brought the energy pistol on board. Shadowmist had hidden it from the minds of the security guards. He really needed to find at least one telepath to work on the station in security.

For a second, he thought about contacting Conrad directly, but decided it wasn’t worth owing Omega a favor at this point. He started to clear the information then stopped when static filled the screen. When it cleared, Conrad Nolan’s face was looking at him. The dark brown eyes and hair that was always in a bit of disarray; the nose that had been broken a few times and the scar on the left side of his neck.

“You’re looking into things you shouldn’t be, Bobby,” Nolan said.

“Just following up on something.” He kept his voice neutral as he watched Nolan.

“Look, I know she’s on Athena Station Twelve, and I know you know it—so let’s dispense with the chit-chat and the games.”

“What games? I’m just trying to find out who she is.”

Nolan frowned. “Since you’re already in Intelligence records, I think I can assume you already know who she is.”

McKeon didn’t say anything only smiled.

“Yes, she’s one of mine. Now, what have you heard about why she’s there?”

“Nothing. She showed up. Managed to get an energy weapon through security, then vanished with Shyreth.”

Nolan frowned. “Shyreth—that’s your resident Wyvern isn’t it.”

“He is. We believe he was part of their intelligence community, but here he runs a small gambling establishment and seems to have cut his ties with the Confederation. I do keep an eye on him though.”

“A Wyvern!” Nolan pounded his right fist into his left palm. “Damn it, that proves it—she’s gone rogue. She was carrying sensitive information and was to meet with someone there. Now it looks like she is trying to get to the Confederation with that information.”

McKeon sat up. “What kind of information.”

“Sorry, classified. Need to know and all that. I have another operative on the station. Don’t interfere with him. He will take care of Selaynia and Shadowmist—nothing else.”

“I’ll need to know who he is if you don’t want me to interfere with him.”

“Actually, Bobby, no you don’t.” Nolan paused.

McKeon waited as the silence stretched between them. “Okay what else are you not telling me? I know about your organization and you’ve managed to use me in the past. Even if I disagree with your methods, you know you can trust me.”

Nolan stared at him for several minutes and McKee felt like those eyes were looking straight through him. Nolan finally nodded once and sighed. “You’re right.” Another long pause. “Admiral Ganelon is making an inspection tour of the fleet in that area and will be stopping at Athena Station. He is also the person she was supposed to meet.”

“Admiral Ganelon? He’s head of Tactical Operations.” 

“That’s why I’m traveling as part of his security detail.”

“What do you need me to do?”

“Stay out of our way.” The screen went blank.

“Damn.” He leaned back in the chair. McKeon took a deep breath the leaned back in his chair. 

~ * ~

Selaynia walked along the upper level of the business area of the station. Like most of the outposts and stations in the Alliance, once they had been around awhile, they became cities in their own right, with various types of shops offering all kinds of services to those living there. In times like this, they were even more important than they realized. A touch of normalcy in what was quickly becoming a nightmare for many people. She only hoped she wouldn’t be adding to that nightmare—too much.

She studied the layout of the area, also watching as Shadowmist trotted ahead of
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