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Chapter One
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Taking the contract on Caleta hadn’t been a hardship. He would have come anyway. With friends on Caleta, how could he stay away? Adar sighed. The poor battered planet needed all hands on deck to help it regain a future. The enormity of the devastation meant both the Foundation, and the Union loosened up a few rules and regs until they had Caleta stabilized. 

What he hadn’t counted on was running a training class for a few new people who had recently signed on with the Union. It made no sense. The greenhorns he now tutored would face basic later. Why the bullshit now?

Ruket Remse of the Life Foundation suckered him into this one. The bastard hadn’t mentioned that two of the life forms in the class happened to be telepaths. One was a female feline of a race he’d never encountered before. Her mate, a young male, and a telepath as well, had a protective streak as wide as a universe wind belt and a short fuse when it came to the female. 

How would those two make out when faced with the reality of the basic training the Union insisted on? For damn sure, the kid would wind up dead a few times before he qualified. The implications of a telepath bonded with another one and going through basic? Adar shuddered. Thank all the gods it wasn’t his problem to worry about. Nor would he tell either if them this class was an assessment of their capabilities and little more. 

The feline female learned quick. She had to have had training before. Ruket said she suffered brain damage from an old injury and had no memories of anything but the recent past. The one she shared with her young mate. 

Cat, he figured they could have found a better name for the creature, was lean and would be lethal with her claws and fangs in hand to hand combat old style. The kid, CoDee, guarded her like a planetary treasure. Adar had to make a choice. Rather than come to blows with the kid, he figured it best to teach her about some of the available weapons easily adapted to her shorter, broad digits. 

He got the feeling the kid wanted warrior training to better protect the female. He grinned. Cat’s personality reminded him a lot of Yselda. His smile got broader. He planned to drop in on his Winter World woman once the Mercenaries Union let the short timers go. 

That thought brought him back to the immediate problem. A legal type on some frontier planet called Estevan, a man he’d been trying to contact for over a full earth week, had finally sent him a message. The gems the man posted for sale, luster orbs, were all gone. 

A frown creased his forehead. Sebe said the last one sold, and no others would go up for bid. The man didn’t know when, if ever, any more gems would ever come on the market. That irritated him. He’d felt a calling. Adar suspected Yselda’s goddess might have put it on his mind to get one for Yselda. It bothered him to find out they were all gone. 

Why in the seven hells didn’t the man have others for sale? He’d seen pictures of them and didn’t believe a picture did the things justice. There were no holo’s. His research after that message came to a jolting halt. One hundred and fifty Pacifica years ago, a retired trader on the planet put a batch up for sale and when they were gone, no more came on the market until recently. 

One hundred and fifty years between finds. That didn’t make an iota worth of sense. A mystery existed he might have tried to solve had he not taken this contract. 

He slapped a hand against his thigh in irritation. As he neared the holo training deck, Adar did his best to put aside his frustration. When dealing with Cat and CoDee, he needed to keep things calm. He’d accidentally brought out the black male cat in the young captain and it took Cat a long time to get the kid to back down. 

Ruket explained the couple had run into some trouble while their ship sat in the yard on Greenhouse II. The Life Foundation official didn’t go into detail, but Adar got the gist of it. Whatever happened, it pushed the kid over the edge. He understood the urge to protect one’s mate. 

The problem arose when he tried to spar with the female. Which was another thing he didn’t quite understand. Just looking at her, he would have thought her race must have a warrior class. For all her teeth and claws, Cat didn’t seem to have a killer instinct. 

She could spar well enough, he experienced it. Never once did he suspect her of losing control. Adar shook his head. He’d puzzled over that one quite a bit. He suspected she could probably use her telepathic talents to disable an adversary if necessary. 

With a grin he erased as he neared the door, Adar acknowledged his attempt to make her let go and show him what she could do is what led to the kid’s anger. Justified, he supposed, but he had to rein the kid in. CoDee Nellis couldn’t go around killing off other life forms because they gave his female a look he didn’t care for. 

Adar acknowledged that might be an exaggeration—somewhat. 

To add to his problem, the kid was an engineering genius. His skills were in demand on Caleta and Adar wasn’t to injure CoDee so the kid couldn’t function. Ruket made that clear. 

He suggested a night flat on his back in a healing bed wouldn’t do the kid any harm and got told to forget it. A private conversation with Ruket gave him something else to think about. If he wanted to see Cat in action and ready to reduce him to dead meat, hurting CoDee would give the desired result. 

Mentioning that he wouldn’t mind seeing that was best kept to himself. Her talents on the hospital ship were only a little short of miraculous per Ruket and the upper echelon of the Union. No exploration of her capabilities allowed. Period. 

Adar acknowledged both the human, and the feline were valuable commodities and not to be messed with. They were both enigmas, and he didn’t like not knowing their limits and strengths. 

He’d had charge of too many missions to be happy with two crew members he didn’t know like the inside of his glove. It bothered him. Like an old-fashioned juggler, he tossed around the pros and cons of disobeying orders. 

If he pushed it and found out what he wanted to know, what in the seven hells would they do to him, anyway? Dock his salary? So what! He didn’t need the credits and had only negotiated the best deal possible out of habit. 

Adar slapped his thigh again. He had a deep-seated urge to push those two to the limits and see what popped out. It rolled around in his gut, almost begging to be cut loose. Suppressing his curiosity was hard. 

The female anomaly had limits, and he wanted to find them.  

At his voice command, the door opened, and he stepped in to find someone had already activated a program. 

Blue light engulfed the inside of the training room. The damn place looked like an old junkyard. From out of nowhere, Cat barreled into him and Adar found himself on his behind. A gurgling half laugh, half growl kept him from trying to stand. 

The kid swept past him at a run hot on the Cat’s trail. It dawned on Adar. They were involved in a game of chase. “Damn the seven hells and all the demons in them! That’s enough, you two. Holo program end!” he shouted. 

The program dissolved and over in a corner; the kid had the female pinned to the floor. Using his arms and legs over the female, he had Cat immobilized. 

CoDee stood and pulled Cat to her feet. He grinned at Adar. “You were late. We thought it would be a good thing to warm up.”

He came to a snap decision. Since the other three members of the class were no-shows, he’d deal with them later. This was it. It was time to find out what gave with these two. Admin be damned. He wanted answers. 

Arms folded across his chest; legs spread, Adar turned his best officer glare on them. “You two have a strange connection. I’ve been told not only is Cat a telepath, but you are, too.” He stared at CoDee for a minute. “Just how connected are the two of you? I don’t give a shit about your sex life, but I want to know how you work together on a battlefield. If you can’t tell me, show me.”

They exchanged a look Adar assumed meant they were in communication. A voice entered his mind, and he stiffened for a moment. 

It was the feline female. Since no one else is here, if you lock the portal, we can show you. We would rather no one else witnessed what you want to see.

Adar replied with a thought of his own. I agree. He turned and secured the portal, walked back, and waited to see what they planned to demonstrate. 
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Chapter Two
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CoDee already knew Cat planned to show the man the dance. They had perfected it over several sessions while on the way to Caleta. Now he could instigate it if the need arose. 

He realized after the third time; it had become a craving. He needed to experience it. Cat said it would become imperative in a time span correlating to her ovulation. 

To even it between them, CoDee now used a knife when they danced together. A small folding knife with a blade six centimeters in length usually sat in his pocket. CoDee pulled it out, unfolded the blade and commanded the holo program to project the junkyard under lesser moon light. 

The illumination turned gold instead of the bright blue of the greater moon. CoDee held the knife in his right hand. His thumb on the spine of the blade shortened it to no more than the length of Cat’s claws. 

He said he didn’t care about our sex life. Are you sure you wish him to see this?

The man had some interesting thoughts before he entered. We will discuss them later. There are depths to him hidden from others. When we finish, he will understand us better and we will have him on our side here. A good thing. 

I was not listening for his thoughts before. I gather you heard something of interest, but why were you listening?

Later, I will explain all. This one is a formidable warrior, dear one. You should
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