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CHAPTER ONE
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Enora sighed, nestled in the back seat of the flying car headed out of Gwenael City. Her brother was at the wheel, still frowning, and her father was quiet. She wasn't sure what they were going to come up with, but she was worried.

Her eyes went from whatever was passing outside of the car window to the back of her father and brother's heads. She and Cleden had the same brown hair as their father. Cleden was thirty and the best older brother one could wish for – he had even married her best friend, Birgit!

As they headed for the mansion in the countryside, she pondered. Her father had been working on a dream for decades, and she might be able to see it come true.

Mikael ap Gwened was one of the richest and most powerful men on Gwenael who also had possessions on Wega, and – with his similarly wealthy best friends Irena de Bazlavan and Jakez ap Rigel – he had been dreaming of Gwenael's independence from Wega since he was a teenager.

Gwenael was a former Feline planet the Wegans had retrieved from the Reptilians and then colonized. Wega had grabbed colonies all over the galaxy as soon as the war between Felines and Reptilians was over, since they had the strongest war fleet, along with the Sylvanians.

Gwenael had been a colony of Wega for more than a century – since before the birth of the Federation of Humanoid Planets – and had been wishing to be part of that Federation for a long time. The Free Gwenael movement had been trying to get rid of the colonizers since Enora was a child.

And now Wega had finally reacted in the only way it knew – by sending the army to its rebellious colony. General Aloysius Dreeble had landed on Gwenael with an array of forces not seen since the conflicts between Humanoid planets that had led to the birth of the Federation seven decades earlier.

General Dreeble was a staunch Wegan who firmly believed that slaves and colonies should never be freed. It was therefore inconceivable that they would claim freedom, and ask to become part of the Federation in their own right.

For this reason Wega had sent its best general, Aloysius Dreeble, to track down and eradicate the clandestine movement Free Gwenael which was gathering more and more proselytes among the Gwenaelese.

Meanwhile he had imposed a military regime that Gwenael did not appreciate in the slightest. Enora and her father had just come out of the meeting with the pompous general.

"We are a colony, but we're not your slaves!" Mikael ap Gwened had protested. "You're treating us as if we were workers in a club on the Pleasure Planet!"

"You are," General Dreeble had replied with contempt. "You are a possession of Wega, and until the leader of the useless rebel movement Free Gwenael is handed over to us, we will maintain martial law."

The two men had stared at each other in silence for a moment. The fifty-something Wegan was a bulky man, with thinning dark hair and icy blue eyes. The Gwenaelese was slightly younger, thinner, but just as tall, with a brown mane and blue-green eyes full of challenge.

"Collaborate with us and we will leave as soon as possible," General Dreeble had snapped, breaking the silence.

Mikael ap Gwened had bowed briefly and walked away with pursed lips, followed by his son and daughter.

For the past ten years, Irena and Mikael had secretly financed the Free Gwenael movement, preparing Gwenael's secession with Irena's de facto husband, Alan Moriatry from Sirius, and Sarah Silvester, a Terran who had served in the Federation's Galaxy Police for several years until she had met the widowed Mikael and left everything to follow him.

Everyone had their own task: Irena dealt exclusively with politics, Jakez with the military aspect, Mikael with training. Officially he was just a rich landowner, unofficially it was he who guided Free Gwenael with Sarah. Jakez was still on Wega, serving, but would probably come back soon now that the Wegans had started the offensive.

Enora knew her father wasn't going to turn himself in to the bastard Wegan, but it also meant she and her friends would soon see some actual action. She wasn't afraid, and actually looked forward to it. She'd been preparing for it for at least a decade, even though she was only twenty-four.

The mansion wasn't far from the capital, and in less than an hour they reached it. The property was accessed via a set of electronic double gates, which opened onto a resin bonded driveway, with inset lighting leading to a sweeping turning circle at the front of the main house, as well as the triple garage and parking area to the rear of the property.

The house was set within acres of idyllic gardens which had been beautifully landscaped and included extensive lawns, box-hedging and a spectacular half-acre lake with a bridge to a central island with an artificial beach.

The flying car stopped in the parking area to the rear of the property, and they all got out as Cleden's phone rang. Enora followed him and her father to the house, listening to the brief, monosyllabic conversation.

Cleden hung up and looked at their father.

"Niall called. His brother has found the spy. They're taking care of it."
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The three young men stopped staring at the corpse of the young woman to look into each other's eyes. They were standing in a secluded corner of a public park, not far from a secondary entrance. Nobody was around to witness the murder that had just occurred.

Luring their victim away from the hustle and bustle of the city hadn't been hard, since she knew them. It had actually started as a date, interrupted by the two raven-haired cousins who had just saved their friend's life.

Envel de Bazlavan was the younger son of Alan Moriatry and Irena de Bazlavan. His parents had been denied a marriage license, so their sons bore Irena's surname, as they were born and resided on Gwenael.

Envel had bonded with Killian Kervahuet in his teens. They'd been inseparable since, and Killian's cousin, Mael Kervahuet, had joined them after the Wegan Academy all three of them had attended.

All three were the same age and part of Free Gwenael with other young Gwenaelese, on the orders of Mikael ap Gwened. Envel and Killian were also the hackers of the team. although it had been Mael who had tipped his cousin off to the fact that Envel's crush might actually be a Wegan spy.

The bitch was ready to kill Envel after he had told her who his "boss" was, but Killian had found him just in time, thanks to their special bond that had nothing to do with sex or romantic love.

"Let's go," Mael sighed, holstering the gun.

"How did we come to this?" Envel complained. "Killing one of our former Academy classmates!"

"You've always had a soft spot for Fiona Vadim and you almost screwed all of Free Gwenael," Killian retorted. "In case you didn't notice, Wegans are now our enemies!"

"Did you want to be deported to Wega for Fiona's beautiful eyes?" Mael added.

"Well, in a sense we are Wegans too," Envel insisted. "And what can I do if General Dreeble torments us?"

"And what can I do if Fiona obeys General Dreeble?" Killian mimicked him.

"She was ready to kill you," Mael added.

"She never cared about you," Killian concluded. "Miss Vadim was far too superior to us poor Gwenaelese!"

"You have Rozenn," Envel grumbled, returning to look at the dead young woman at their feet. "I hoped she had changed."

"Some people don't change." Killian shrugged. "Let's get out of here before a Wegan patrol shows up and catches us in the act."

He turned his back on the corpse and headed towards the flying car, suspended in an open space a little further away, followed by Mael, then by Envel.

"I'll drive," the latter said.

Killian shrugged.

"Take me to Rozenn's house," he said, heading for the passenger door with Mael.

"We go straight to the base," Envel retorted, scowling at him from above the roof of the car.

"No, I want to take Rozenn with me," Killian insisted. Things were getting dangerous and he wanted to keep his girlfriend close.

"A civilian! Killian, are you out of your mind!" Envel protested.

"We're not at war and officially we're civilians too. Take me to Rozenn's house, Envel," he snapped, letting Mael in onto the two-door car before settling on the passenger seat.

"Mael, tell him!" Envel groaned, turning on the engine.

"You know my cousin is more stubborn than you." Mael shrugged from the back seat.

"Okay, but you can explain this to the boss." Envel snorted, driving away from the parking position.

"I don't think there'll be anything to explain if you don't crash somewhere," Killian replied, holding on as Envel made a reckless U-turn on the empty street.

"I know how to drive," Envel replied, pressing the accelerator.

"Maybe." Mael sighed, holding on too. "If we still had the old cars, you would have left half the tires on the tarmac with your clever maneuver!"

"We don't have wheels and it's funny to leave in a cloud of dust," Envel replied with a chuckle.

"Poor Fiona, buried under a cloud of dust," Killian teased. "Thanks to your bold move, they will never find her!"

"Shut up," Envel snapped, glaring at him.

Killian turned to look at his cousin who smiled and shook his head. Killian rolled his eyes. Sometimes Envel was really a spoiled, rich brat!
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CHAPTER THREE
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"Stop," Enora ordered. The automated cab pulled over gently. "Wait," she added, getting out of the vehicle.

She had noticed a battered-looking young man, with a half-bloodied face. He looked like he had just come out of a fight, and the passers-by gave him a wide berth, as if they wanted to avoid trouble.

"Do you need a ride to the hospital?" she asked him, determined.

"No, I'm fine," he replied feverishly. "Damn Wegans. I wish I knew where Mikael ap Gwened lives!"

"Why are you looking for him?" she asked sharply.

"They say he has the right contacts to join Free Gwenael."

"Who says that?"

He shrugged. Beneath his blood and a couple of bruises, Enora noticed that he was very handsome, and his face vaguely familiar.

"Mikael ap Gwened is a public figure," she insisted. "What makes you think that he's linked to Gwenael's resistance?"

"I heard some rumors," he replied vaguely. "And he has the means. I would like to join his revolt."

"What's your name?"

"Brieg Sussunio, and you?"

"Enora. Get in the cab and let's see what can be done."

"Don't take me to the hospital, I don't want any questions," he warned.

"You will have to answer some if you want to join Free Gwenael." She smiled. "But don't worry, the Wegan authorities won't know."

Finally he decided to get into the automated cab. Enora sat next to him, commanding, "Go," and relaxing into the comfortable seat.

She had gone to the family's city penthouse to grab the last of her things, since her father had told her to get away from the capital for the time being. She'd been expecting the order after the meeting with General Dreeble, and she was ready.

Soon enough the automated cab was filled with Brieg's smell.

"You need a bath, Brieg," she said.

"I know," he replied. "And new clothes. But I couldn't stop by the house."

"What exactly happened?"

"A Wegan officer had his eye on my girlfriend."

"I understand."

"No, you don't understand! She rejected him and so he decided that if he couldn't have her, no one would have her," he snapped.

She stared at him.

"Are you sure it wasn't you he wanted?" she asked.

He seemed to hesitate.

"Okay, I admit it, it's me he wanted and he got rid of her to take me by force," he said.

"Why didn't you immediately say so?"

"Because I'm embarrassed by all this adoration towards me," he replied sulkily.

"I really don't understand why they should come after you," she said, looking at his messy looks with a skeptical air.

His teeth flashed briefly on his face, a hint of a dazzling smile.

"Wait until you see me cleaned up," he whispered in her ear, trying to hug her.

"Whatever, but now keep your hands to yourself," she retorted, pushing him towards the opposite end of the seat.

The trip to Mansion ap Gwened never felt so long with a stinky passenger sitting next to her.

"Wow!" Brieg said, impressed, exiting the cab in front of her house. She'd been born here, but she knew strangers could be overwhelmed at first.

"Welcome to Mansion ap Gwened." Enora smiled as she headed towards the staircase.

"Of course, the gentleman owns a historic home," Brieg commented.

Enora smiled and didn't answer.

In front of the house, stone steps rose to a set of oak double doors, which opened into a welcoming entrance hall. To the right of the entrance hall, there was a lovely, dual aspect study, with detailed cornice work, a fireplace and fine views over the lake.

Brieg followed her into the room that was also her father's office. He recognized Mikael ap Gwened because he was a rather well-known face who often appeared on TV, especially since Wega had imposed martial law under the orders of General Dreeble.

He waited silently as Enora told her father he wanted to join Free Gwenael.

"Welcome, Brieg," Mikael ap Gwened went to shake his hand. "You don't mind if I do a check before giving you the information you ask for, right?"

"No, of course," Brieg assured him.

Enora watched her father fiddle with his laptop and noticed that Brieg was holding his breath. But in the end Mikael ap Gwened smiled at him.

"You're exactly what we're looking for," he said. "Sorry, but I just caught a Wegan infiltrator and I had to check your credentials. Welcome to Free Gwenael. Take him downstairs, Enora."

Enora led the way again. In the past thirty years there had been an addition to the mansion – an extensive basement with no actual windows, which could be accessed from within the main house. This incredible space had a lounge area, a well-equipped gym, a couple of simulation rooms and a stunning home cinema room, with a concealed projector and eight reclining chairs.

The extensive basement was where she and her friends trained for the upcoming revolution. It had been expanded with a few more guest bedrooms and access to a driverless train that led to the private spaceport on the premises.

Enora took Brieg to one of those guest bedrooms so he could clean up before meeting the team.

"I was right, then," Brieg said. "He's the leader of Free Gwenael."

"There are three of them," she corrected. "Him, his best friend Jakez ap Rigel, and Sarah Silvester, from Earth."

"A Terran?" he asked, incredulous. She nodded.

"She was commander of the Galaxy Police," she explained. "She contributes the Federation's techniques to our training. Commander ap Rigel, on the other hand, is a veteran of the Wegan army. We all went to the Academy on Wega."

"Me too," he said. "Maybe I'll find some of my former classmates?"

"Probably." She smiled. "Almost all of the best have already been recruited."

"Mr. ap Gwened seems to have full faith in you, even though you are so young," he said. "Are you lovers?"

She flashed him an amused smile.

"No, he's my father," she replied.

Mikael ap Gwened might be famous, as was his heir, but she was mostly unknown to the public, which was fine with her. She could be the invisible fly on the wall.

"It's Sarah who took my mother's place," she continued thoughtfully.

"And how does a Terran handle our culture?" he asked.

"She's doing just fine." Enora smiled. "She says that we are the good part of Wega, much like Sirius is for Earth, and therefore we deserve the same independence."

"I can't wait to meet her," Brieg concluded.
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Sarah Silvester sighed, turning away from her laptop. Her eyes were starting to hurt. She had worked enough for today. She stood up and stretched. It was time for a chat with the team. The spy had been caught, but it was better to reiterate certain security rules.

Sarah Silvester was forty years old and she had never been much of a beauty. Dark eyes slightly protruding, auburn hair, Sarah had managed to make a career in the Galaxy Police thanks to her skills with weapons and computers. That's why she had the necessary background to complete the team's education as required by Mikael ap Gwened.

For now it was just a small group of youths between twenty-five and thirty, tough local children – Mikael's own offspring, Enora and Cleden, and some of their friends – but they had plans for expansion. Heck, Mikael wanted to start the Gwenael Academy as soon as possible!

Sarah entered the lounge area and took them in in a long, panoramic gaze. They were all thirsty for independence, eager to become free citizens of the Federation and not colonists as they had been up to that point.

Cleden ap Gwened, a thirty-year-old younger version of his father, was in a corner with his wife Birgit, a Wegan who had been Enora's best friend since childhood. She had always been in love with Cleden and she was the only pure Wegan ready to die for the freedom of Gwenael. They made a beautiful couple, both with brown
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