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About the Biogenesis War™ Universe

	 

	Humanity has reached the stars. 

	
With colonies established throughout the Sol System, explorers hungry for new ventures traveled beyond its borders to colonize nearby Alpha Centauri. 

	
At the same time, a brave pair of ships set their sights a bit farther afield—on the binary stars Procyon and Sirius. Those who settled there called themselves the Geminate Alliance. 

	
Such distances made interaction prohibitive. Even with the Scharnhorst drive’s ability to triple the speed of light, travel between the colonies was measured in months, if not years. 

	
In the mid-twenty-fifth century, that all changed. The Geminate Alliance stunned the known worlds with the invention of the Calabi-Yau Gate. The gates folded space, enabling instantaneous travel between star systems. True interstellar commerce became a reality.

	
In general, humanity prospered, but it wasn’t perfect. In certain pockets within the settled worlds, organized crime carved out a foothold. Free speech allowed dissenters a voice, yet some weren’t content with the results that came from such a platform. In other places, dictators flourished. 

	 

	Then one man committed a crime so heinous, it united all the star nations. Putting aside their squabbles, they came together to bring him to justice. Yet at the eleventh hour, he slipped through their fingers, never to be heard from again.

	 

	One refused to give up the hunt. One, who needs the service and sacrifice of another, also willing to go to hell and back… to bring Asher Dent to justice. 



	



	 

	EPIGRAPH 

	 

	 

	“The best weapon against an enemy is another enemy.”

	 

	~ Friedrich Nietzsche

	 

	 


 

	ONE:
UNEXPECTED ENCOUNTER
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	Humboldt Space Elevator

	St. Clair Township, Ceriba

	Geminate Alliance (Procyon System)

	 

   

	The cabin of the space elevator came to a full stop as it touched down on the surface. A green light flashed, and the elevator’s SI announced. “Welcome to St. Clair Township, capital of Ceriba. Please be careful when retrieving your belongings, as they may have shifted during our descent. Enjoy your stay.”

	Elodie Cyr unwebbed and reached beneath her seat for the carrier that had indeed shifted, though entirely on its own. Small paws shoved against the carrier’s soft, screened sides as she hefted its strap over her shoulder and stood, waiting patiently for the passengers in front of her to disembark. 

	Her own passenger wasn’t nearly as patient—or as quiet. {No likey. Lemme out! Lemme out! I be good.}

	Ell resisted the urge to laugh at the mental voice that had popped into her head, courtesy of the evanescent wire embedded in her brain. {Uh huh. Remember what you did the last time one of us fell for that line? Thad had to shell out a lot of credits to cover the trinkets you stole from that woman’s craft booth.}

	The ferret inside the carrier chittered. {Was shiny.}

	Like that was an excuse.

	The line started moving and Ell slipped into the flow. Once inside the station proper, her gaze immediately went high, drawn out of habit to areas within the spaceport that would make a good sniper’s hide.

	Old habits died hard. Ell quashed the thought the moment it floated to the front of her mind because in truth, it wasn’t accurate. Good training died hard, especially those seared into the gray matter of one’s brain by the two Ds—discipline and drill instructors. 

	But Ell’s days as a special forces sniper were over. Her hand reached for the point above her knee where surgeons had attached a bioidentical leg. The original had been mangled beyond repair. 

	Though Ell had a clear memory of events leading up to the explosion, everything that followed was fuzzy. They’d been on a covert extraction deep in Alpha Centauri’s Sargon Straits. The mission was a success, all packages accounted for, but the timing had been rushed. All indicators pointed to things heating up, but nothing had suggested a coup. But apparently, the Akkadians hadn’t read the same memo. 

	Damn Akkadians. 

	Things had hit a flashpoint just as they’d hustled the Geminate Consulate out the back door. Ell had gone high to cover their six, so she was last to retreat. An Akkadian assault ship had hit the airlock right as Ell entered it. 

	From that point on, all she had were vague impressions. Shouting. Rough hands pulling her inside the ship. Hard acceleration. Shock and pain and then blessed numbness as their medic knocked her out. She’d awakened with a leg that wasn’t her own. A different kind of pain was now her constant companion, every moment of every day. 

	The complex network of artificial nerve fibers grafted into her own nervous system were made of the same SmartCarbyne that formed her military endoskeleton, which had never given her any trouble. But the protective shell that reinforced bone, organs, and sinew during high delta-v maneuvers was made to protect parts of her body. These artificial nerves replaced them. 

	Unfortunately, she was one of a rare handful of people whose bodies did not respond well to the transplant. In Ell, they caused a painful feedback loop, a transient neuropathy that never truly went away. She’d been to the best surgeons in the Alliance; every attempt to resolve the issue had failed. 

	Had it been just the pain, she might have found a way to gut it out, but the carbyne nerves had a funny way of dropping signal strength without warning, causing her leg to collapse. That meant that Ell-the-sniper was a liability to the Special Reconnaissance Unit where she served.

	It had been a devastating blow. Being an SRU sniper wasn’t just Ell’s career; it was her life, her identity. But a certain someone wouldn’t allow her to just give up. And damn it, she was too used to following whatever orders Captain Thad Severance gave to fight him. So, when a ‘friend from the NCIC’ showed up and offered Ell a job as a special agent, she knew better than to turn it down. 

	Naval Criminal Investigation Command might not be sexy or glamorous like the special forces, but it would pay the bills.

	She’d soon come to realize that the skills she’d mastered as a sniper applied here, too. Keen observation, the ability to blend in with her surroundings, situational awareness, and intense focus were just a few of the traits she’d mastered as a sniper that carried over to her new position. 

	Then a recent case had turned everything on its ear. Ell was in the game once again—and she was back with her old unit. More accurately, she’d been pulled into a conspiracy that spanned all inhabited space, and them along with her. 

	Ell shoved the memories aside, annoyed that she’d allowed her thoughts to wander when she should have been monitoring her surroundings. She gave the area a good scan, her head on a practiced swivel just casual enough to not look studied. 

	Everything was as it should be. The area was filled with passengers coming and going, some running to catch connecting flights, others busy corralling excitable kids or heading for baggage claim. 

	The only baggage Ell had was tucked into an inside pocket of the ferret’s carrier. Unlike many around her, this trip was routine, part of Ell’s standard commute. 

	Ordinarily, she wouldn’t be taking work home, but the intel she’d just been given had piqued her interest. She’d wanted more time to study it, but Quinn had gone into mother hen mode and shamed her into going home ‘at a decent hour for once.’ 

	That was when she’d found out he’d volunteered her to babysit the furry little pickpocket slung over her shoulder. She’d tried to get out of it, but her words had fallen on deaf ears. 

	On a resigned sigh, Ell exited the spaceport. It was a perfect spring day, the sky a brilliant blue and the breeze soft on her exposed arms. The carrier lurched, causing her to widen her stance to stay balanced.

	{Ooo pretty. Wanna climb!}

	She didn’t have to look to know what the ferret had seen. A new art installation by one of Ceriba’s premiere sculptors had recently been added to the spaceport’s grounds. Ornate brushed silver swept elegantly aloft, as if the sculpture’s two abstract arms were trying to touch the sky. And yes, it was shiny.

	{This, right here, is why you’re in a carrier,} she scolded mentally, flagging down the nearest air taxi. {If I let you out, I’d never see you again. And that would break Sam’s heart.}

	{Sam-Sam, nice doctor. No make her sad.}

	{Then behave,} she said as an autonomous aircar stopped in front of her. 

	Half an hour later, the vehicle started its descent. Ell’s destination was Montpelier, a suburb south of the city. Its trendy retail district was a few blocks from Ell’s townhouse, and home to Ceriba’s famous Restaurant Row. 

	The cab touched down, and its fee popped up on her evanescent wire. Ell transferred the credits over and exited the vehicle, accompanied by the excited chittering of a ferret ready to explore new places. 

	“Just hang tight a little longer. I need to grab both of us something to eat, and then we’ll head home.”

	The smells wafting her way made her stomach grumble. A boulangerie was up ahead, and Ell knew from experience that it also had a nice assortment of meats and cheeses to go with its fresh-every-morning croissants. She headed for it at a brisk walk.

	Ell was halfway there when the itching sensation of someone watching hit her hard. She glanced casually around, checking faces, window reflections, shadows in unexpected areas, anything that might indicate a malicious presence. She found nothing. 

	The owner of the boulangerie was an acquaintance; he nodded cheerfully at her as she entered. Normally, she would linger over the wealth of choices. Not today. 

	She grabbed food quickly and paid over her wire, then waited for the counter to clear before approaching the proprietor.

	“Would you mind terribly if I used the facilities?” she asked in a low tone. 

	The boulangerie had one of those ‘no public restrooms’ holosigns posted out front, but the owner had been there the night a man had been killed outside his shop. He’d seen Ell racing toward the threat, not away from it. And he’d never forgotten. 

	“Of course. It’s in the back.”

	“Thanks, Bruce.” She gave him a brief smile, then slipped down the corridor… and out the back door. 

	Her SDR was complex enough that it should have caught anyone shadowing her—but at the end of the surveillance detection route, she came up empty. There was no one there, yet the feeling persisted.

	The townhouse was in an upscale neighborhood with good security; the street was tidy and well lit. It made it hard to keep to the shadows. Still, she figured she’d be just fine as long as no nosy neighbors came out to ask why she was skulking around in their bushes.

	When she slipped inside her foyer, Ell set the carrier down, drew her weapon, and cleared each room. By the time she was done, she had begun to feel a little foolish. There was literally nothing to indicate she was being watched or followed. 

	Ell holstered her pistol and backtracked to retrieve the carrier. “Maybe Quinn’s right. Maybe I do need a vacation,” she muttered. 

	She stepped into the foyer and froze. There, standing over the ferret’s carrier, was an Akkadian assassin. 


 

	TWO:
OLD ACQUAINTANCES
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	Townhome 

	Montpelier, Ceriba

	 

   

	Ell shifted into a stance that would allow her to respond to any move from the Akkadian but made no aggressive moves—yet.

	The assassin’s bronzed skin and brown braids blended almost seamlessly into the foyer’s coffee-colored walls. There was only the barest flash of color, beads woven into the braids, that caught the light at the turn of a head. 

	Ell tensed, recalling what Quinn had told her about those. One bead, one kill. 

	And then the assassin spoke. “I didn’t think you had a pet.” 

	The words were husky, spoken with an accent some might consider exotic. 

	“I don’t, unless you count begonias.”

	“The one in the kitchen needs watering.”

	“They like it dry.”

	The assassin laughed. It sounded like genuine amusement, but with the Dagger, you never could tell. 

	“It is good to see you again, zhídé de duìshǒu.”

	Zhídé de duìshǒu. Worthy opponent. 

	“I’d like to say the same, Dacina, but…” Ell let out an exasperated breath and relaxed her stance. “What the hell are you doing here on Ceriba? And why didn’t you go through channels?”

	Dacina’s brow rose at that, and Ell realized two things—one, her comment had been pretty stupid, and two, Dacina never had been a woman of many words.

	Funny, because most folks said the same thing about Ell. She wasn’t entirely comfortable drawing that comparison, either.

	“Okay, fine, I know. Even though our countries are no longer on a war footing, it’s not like they’d let you come down and say hello.” Ell wrestled briefly with the thought of inviting Dacina in. She’d clearly been through the residence, so what would it hurt to formalize it. “Come on in. I see you’ve met Snotface.”

	“Yes. He is… talkative. But Snotface?” Dacina lifted the carrier and stepped forward, transferring it to Ell’s outstretched hand. 

	“I didn’t name him. He came that way. And yeah, he’s talkative. Sam thinks it’s because he was born deaf. When they implanted a wire, well… the experience was so novel, he went overboard. Or maybe it’s just because he’s a ferret. Who knows?” 

	She unsealed the carrier and lifted the ferret up until they were nose to nose. “You behave, you hear me? No hoarding shiny objects. If you see something you like, you bring it to me and ask first. Understood?”

	The ferret blinked and washed his whiskers with one paw. {See shiny, bring to Ell, yes yes.}

	That felt too easy, but Ell’s experience with the pair of ferrets, usually housed at the orbital base or the military research facility nearby, was sketchy at best. “Okay then. Your food and water will be in the kitchen.” She set him down and he scampered out of sight. 

	“Is that the chiral one?” Dacina asked from behind her.

	Ell pivoted to face her…

	Her what? Adversary? Partner? Her co-conspirator on their last mission?

	“No, Sneaky Pete’s with Sam. The chiral animals never leave her care.”

	“Doctor Travis is well. And her captain, too.” 

	Those didn’t sound like questions. Ell wondered if that meant the Geminate Alliance still had intel leaks they needed to plug.

	“They are,” she replied, not seeing the harm in giving that much away. She headed into the kitchen, wondering if she should notify Thad and the others about Dacina, then decided against it. The assassin would surely pick up her transmission. She wouldn’t know what was being sent, but the active comm signal would be a dead giveaway. She’d be doing the same if their positions were reversed. 

	Ell gestured to a bar stool at the kitchen island, then walked around to the other side where she’d left her food purchase on the counter. Thankfully, she’d bought enough to feed both herself and her unexpected guest. “Have a seat. How is your general these days?” 

	Dacina glided over to the chair and sat in it, the dagger in her hand materializing as if by magic. She set it ceremonially on the stone surface between them, pointy end sideways. It had to be some sort of Akkadian ritual. She made a mental note to ask Quinn; he would know. 

	What Ell did know was that General Che Josza’s Fierce Dagger was a woman not to be underestimated—ever.

	“The general is well. He and
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