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D^rk Territory 
Corruption of Blood 
@ D^rk Territory C^pt^in’s T^ble T^le 

By D^rKush 
	  
	  
	  
	   Captain	   Terrence	   Glover	   navigated	   through	   the	   bar’s	   raucous	   crowd.	  
He	   had	   been	   here	   before,	   though	   he	   couldn’t	   quite	   remember	   when.	   He	  
nodded	  to	  several	  people	  as	  he	  passed.	  The	   legendary	  Garth	  of	   Izar	  raised	  a	  
glass	   to	   him,	   and	   the	   equally	   iconic	   Rachel	   Garrett	   of	   the	  Enterprise-‐C	  who	  
was	  draped	  across	  Garth’s	  arm,	  a	  large	  drunken	  smile	  plastered	  on	  her	  face,	  
did	  likewise.	  	   	  
	   Glover	  passed	  by	  more	  luminaries	  as	  he	  made	  his	  way	  to	  the	  bar.	  The	  
first	   time	   he	   remembered	   gawking	   at	   times	   at	   some	   of	   the	   denizens,	  many	  
hadn’t	  been	  alive	   for	   centuries,	   and	   some	   from	  species	   either	  extinct	  or	   the	  
Federation	  hadn’t	  even	  encountered.	  	  
	   “Can’t	  believe	  they	   let	  you	  in,”	  Terrence	  smirked	  as	  he	  elbowed	  space	  
right	  beside	  a	  perplexed	  Captain	  Donald	  Sandhurst.	   “I	   can	  see	   it’s	  your	   first	  
time,”	  he	  said	  as	  he	  motioned	  for	  the	  barkeeper.	  
	   The	   confusion	   on	   Sandhurst’s	   face	   quickly	   turned	   to	   consternation.	  
“What’s	  going	  on	  here	  Captain	  Glover?	  Where	  are	  we?”	  
	   “Haven’t	   figured	   it	   out	   yet?”	   Terrence	   teased.	   Sandhurst	   had	   served	  
under	  Glover	  on	  the	  Starship	  Cuffe	  years	  before	  the	  Dominion	  War.	  Though	  he	  
was	  a	  passable	  chief	  engineer,	  Terrence	  thought	  it	  had	  been	  a	  mistake	  when	  
Sandhurst	   had	   been	   promoted	   to	   captain	   of	   the	   Gibraltar.	   Initially	   his	  
concerns	   had	   proven	   accurate,	   especially	   the	   mess	   Sandhurst	   made	   at	   the	  
Cardassian	   world	   of	   Lakesh.	   But	   after	   that	   debacle,	   in	   which	   many	   of	   the	  
Starship	  Phoenix’s	  crew,	   including	  Captain	  Awokou,	  Terrence’s	  mentor,	  were	  
severely	   injured	   or	   killed	   by	   insurgents,	   Sandhurst	   had	   earned	   his	   stripes,	  
though	  Terrence	  would	  never	  tell	  him	  that.	  He	  liked	  having	  someone	  he	  could	  
piss	  off	  every	  now	  and	  then.	  
	   The	  barkeep	  appeared.	  He	  was	  an	  elderly	   fair-‐skinned	  human,	  with	  a	  
white	  walrus	  mustache	   and	   an	   infinite	   twinkle	   in	   his	   dark	   eyes.	   “Arcturian	  
Fizz,”	  he	  said,	  producing	  a	   thick,	   frosty	  mug	  of	   the	  stuff	   faster	   than	  Glover’s	  
eyes	  processed.	  “You	  know	  the	  price,”	  the	  man	  said	  before	  he	  placed	  the	  mug	  
before	  him.	  
	   “Of	  course	  I	  do,”	  Terrence	  said.	  
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	   “How	  about	  you	   tell	   that	   to	  your	   friend,”	   the	  bartender	   said,	  his	   gaze	  
shifting	  to	  Sandhurst.	  “I	  don’t	  think	  he	  believed	  me	  when	  I	  told	  him.”	  
	   “Sandy	  can	  be	  a	  little	  dense	  at	  times,”	  Glover	  said,	  “I’ll	  explain	  the	  rules	  
to	  him.”	  
	   “And	  Terry	  can	  be	  a	  pompous	  ass	  at	  times,”	  Sandhurst	  rejoined.	  Glover	  
mockingly	  winced.	  
	   “Ooh,	  learned	  a	  new	  swear	  word	  eh?”	  Sandhurst	  clenched	  his	  teeth.	  	  
	   “All	  right,”	  Glover	  laughed.	  “I’ll	  let	  up	  on	  you.	  You’ve	  earned	  the	  right	  to	  
be	  here,	  just	  like	  all	  of	  the	  rest	  of	  us.	  But	  you	  won’t	  have	  a	  good	  time,	  until	  you	  
know	  the	  rules.”	  
	   “What	   are	   you	   talking	   about?	  Where	   is	   this	   place?	   Is	   it	   some	   type	   of	  
holodeck?”	  Sandhurst	   looked	  around.	  “I	  see	  Starfleet	  captains	   from	  different	  
eras,	   along	   with	   Klingons,	   Andorians,	   Romulans,	   even	   pre-‐Reformation	  
Vulcans,	   and	   I’m	   not	   even	   counting	   some	   of	   the	   old	   Earth	   personages	   I’ve	  
seen.	  The	  only	  thing	  that	  seems	  to	  tie	  them	  all	  together	  is	  that	  the	  one’s	  I’ve	  
recognized	  all	  commanded	  some	  type	  of	  vessel	  at	  one	  time	  in	  their	  lives.”	  	  
	   Glover	  nodded.	  “Now	  you’re	  catching	  on.”	  He	  sipped	  his	  beverage.	  	  
	   “I’m	  more	  confused	  than	  ever,”	  Sandhurst	  complained.	  “If	  this	  isn’t	  the	  
holodeck,	  how	  can	  all	  of	   these	  people	  be	  here?	  This	   collage	  of	   captains	  cuts	  
across	   time	   and	   space.	   If	   this	   isn’t	   an	   illusion,	   the	   only	   being,	   or	   beings	  
capable	   of	   pulling	   something	   off	   like	   this	   is	  Q.”	  Donald	   frowned.	   Pell	  Ojana,	  
Gibraltar’s	  Diplomatic	  Officer,	  and	  a	  mutual	  friend	  of	  both	  men,	  had	  told	  him	  
about	   the	   Gibraltar’s	   encounter	   with	   a	   rogue	   Q.	   It	   hadn’t	   been	   a	   pleasant	  
experience.	  	  
	   “No,	  it’s	  not	  Q,”	  Glover	  wanted	  to	  put	  the	  man’s	  mind	  at	  ease.	  
	   “Then	  who’s	  behind	  this?”	  
	   “Well…um…I	  don’t	  know,”	  Terrence	   said.	   “This	  place	  defies	   logic.	  You	  
just	  sit	  back	  and	  revel	  in	  the	  presence	  of	  your	  peers.”	  
	   “Peers?”	  
	   “Yeah,	  all	  of	  the	  guys	  are	  captains,	  which	  I	  think	  you’ve	  started	  to	  figure	  
out,”	  Glover	  said.	  	  
	   “That’s	  not	  a	  satisfactory	  answer,”	  Sandhurst	  intoned.	  
	   “How	  about	  you	  take	  that	  stick	  out	  of	  your	  ass	  for	  once	  Donald,”	  Glover	  
snapped.	  “Sometimes	  you	  just	  got	  to	  go	  with	  the	  flow.	  Sometimes,	  most	  times	  
really,	  I	  don’t	  get	  what	  Pell	  sees	  in	  you.”	  
	   “Enough,”	   Donald	   shot	   back.	   “She	   sees	   enough,	   and	   that	   steams	   you	  
doesn’t	  it?	  Perhaps	  you’re	  jealous.”	  
	   Glover	   tried	   to	   laugh	   away	   the	   dig.	   “I’m	   a	   happily	   married	   man	  
remember,”	  he	  waved	  his	  wedding	  band	  in	  Sandhurst’s	  face.	  
	   “Not	  from	  what	  I’ve	  heard,”	  Donald	  replied,	  a	  grimace	  appearing	  on	  his	  
face	  seconds	   later.	  “I’m	  sorry…I	  shouldn’t	  have	  said	  that.”	  He	  reached	  out	  to	  
Terrence,	  but	  Glover	  pulled	  away.	  
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	   “You	  guys	   just	  can’t	  get	  along	  can	  you?”	  Glover	  started	  at	   the	   familiar	  
raspy	   voice.	   Both	   men	   turned	   in	   their	   chairs.	   Captain	   Sabrina	   Diaz,	   their	  
former	   commanding	   officer	   on	   the	   Cuffe,	   stood	   before	   them,	   a	   glass	   of	   sky	  
blue	  wine	  in	  one	  hand.	  She	  handed	  it	  to	  Sandhurst.	  The	  man	  sniffed	  the	  spirit.	  
	   “Andorian	  Porte,”	  he	  said	  appreciatively.	  	  
	   “For	   you,”	   Diaz	   smiled.	   Sandhurst	   took	   a	   cautious	   sip.	   He	   nodded	   in	  
delight.	  
	   “It’s	  the	  real	  thing,”	  he	  replied.	  
	   “Of	  course,”	  Sabrina	  said.	  
	   “He	  was	  supposed	  to	  tell	  a	  story	  first,”	  Glover	  said,	  his	  voice	  tight.	  
	   “Sue	  me,”	  Diaz	  rolled	  her	  eyes.	  
	   “What’s	  this	  about	  a	  story?”	  Sandhurst	  asked.	  Diaz	  placed	  her	  hands	  on	  
Glover’s	  shoulders.	  She	  gently	  nudged	  him	  off	  the	  stool.	  
	   “How	   about	   you	   let	   me	   ease	   Donald	   into	   this?”	   She	   asked.	   “You	   go	  
mingle.”	   Terrence	   gave	   the	   woman,	   his	   former	   captain	   and	   adversary,	   a	  
skeptical	  look.	  He	  held	  her	  gaze	  for	  almost	  a	  minute,	  before	  he	  shrugged.	  
	   “Fine	  by	  me,”	  he	  grumbled.	  	  
	  

***********	  
	  
	   Glover	  walked	  around,	  joining	  several	  conversations	  along	  the	  way.	  He	  
clapped	  the	  backs	  of	  Captain	  Pike	  and	  the	  Klingon	  Commander	  Kaaj,	   shared	  
brandies	  with	  Captains	  Erika	  Hernandez	  and	  Robert	  Smalls,	  and	  played	  darts	  
with	   another	   old	   Earth	   captain,	   Michelle	   Howard	   of	   the	   Rushmore	   and	   the	  
Bolian	  Rixx	  of	  the	  Starship	  Sovereign.	  Terrence	  shared	  a	  somewhat	  quiet	  tea	  
with	  Captain	  Lian’ne,	  a	  former	  paramour	  and	  even	  had	  participated	  in	  a	  near	  
fatal	   game	   of	   dominoes	   with	   Commander	   Shran	   of	   the	   Andorian	   Imperial	  
Guard,	   the	   Klingons	  Klaa	   and	  K’Vada,	   and	   Captain	  Nandali	   Kojo,	   his	   former	  
Executive	   Officer.	   They	   hadn’t	   spoken	   to	   each	   other	   in	   years	   due	   to	   a	  
disagreement,	  but	  here,	  those	  things	  didn’t	  matter,	  and	  Terrence	  was	  glad	  to	  
catch	  up	  with	  the	  tempestuous	  Kriosian.	  	  
	   “Captain	  Glover,	  fancy	  meeting	  you	  here,”	  he	  turned	  at	  the	  sound	  of	  the	  
familiar	  voice.	  Captain	  Amaya	  Donners	  of	  the	  Agamemnon	  was	  smiling	  at	  him.	  
She	  grabbed	  his	  hand.	   “We’ve	  already	  got	  a	   table	   in	   the	   corner.	  We’ve	  been	  
waiting	  on	  you	  for	  some	  time.	  It’s	  not	  quite	  the	  same	  when	  you’re	  not	  there.”	  
	   “Really	  now,”	  Glover	  said,	  a	  bit	  perplexed.	  He	  could	  only	  faintly	  recall	  a	  
few	  of	   the	   times	  he	  had	  visited	   the	  Captain’s	  Table,	  but	  he	  didn’t	  remember	  
talking	   to	   Donners	   before.	   He	   mainly	   remembered	   the	   comely	   woman	  
because	  she	  had	  once	  been	  his	  father’s	  Executive	  Officer	  on	  Deep	  Space	  Five.	  
Donners	  pulled	  him	  forward.	  
	   “Come	  on	  Captain,	  I	  don’t	  want	  to	  miss	  the	  end	  of	  Leza’s	  story.”	  
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	   “Leza?	   Who’s	   Leza?”	   He	   asked	   before	   relenting	   with	   a	   shrug	   at	  
Donners’s	  scowl.	  He	  shrugged.	  “Lead	  the	  way.”	  	  
	   Glover	  wound	  up	  wheedling	  inestimable	  time	  at	  the	  table	  Donners	  led	  
him	   to.	   Some	   of	   the	   captains	   he	   had	   never	   seen,	  while	   others	   remembered	  
from	  one	  of	  his	  previous	  visits	  or	  had	  met	  them	  sometime	  during	  his	  career.	  
Sitting	  around	  the	  table	  were	  fellow	  commanding	  officers	  Ridgeway,	  Akinola,	  
Hobson,	  Astar,	  Aurelia,	  Owens,	  and	  Shelby.	  As	  usual	  Shelby	  was	  sitting	  a	  little	  
too	   close	   for	   comfort.	   Every	   few	   seconds	   he	   would	   have	   to	   remove	   the	  
woman’s	   hand	   from	   his	   knee,	   eliciting	   a	   naughty	   chuckle	   from	   her	   in	  
response.	   Eventually	   even	   Sandhurst	  made	   his	   way	   to	   the	   table,	   guided	   by	  
Liana	  Ramirez,	  a	  woman	  Glover	  recognized	  as	  the	  Gibraltar’s	  XO.	  	  
	   “I	   know	   you	   were	   thrilled	   when	   your	   promotion	   came	   in.”	   Glover	  
replied.	  He	   looked	  at	  Sandhurst	   to	  gauge	  his	  reaction.	  The	  man’s	  expression	  
was	  stoic,	  but	  his	  face	  was	  florid	  with	  exasperation.	  Terrence	  decided	  to	  stick	  
the	  knife	  in.	  “I	  bet	  you	  couldn’t	  wait	  to	  get	  off	  Sandy’s	  barge.”	  Ramirez’s	  glare	  
was	  supernova	  and	  her	  smile	  was	  actually	  more	  of	  a	  snarl.	  Terrence	  liked	  her	  
immediately.	  	  
	   “At	   least	   he	   didn’t	   lose	   two	   ships	   under	   his	   command,”	   Ramirez	  
riposted.	   The	   response	   quieted	   the	   entire	   table.	   Some	   of	   the	   captains’	  
expressions	  wavered,	  their	  eyes	  filling	  with	  an	  old	  sadness,	  their	  revelry	  now	  
fringed	   by	   old	   haunts.	   Donald	   winced.	   He	   reached	   out	   to	   blunt	   Ramirez’s	  
remark.	  	  
	   “A	  lost	  ship	  is	  probably	  not	  the	  best	  thing	  to	  bring	  up	  around	  a	  table	  of	  
commanding	  officers.”	  	  
	   “No,”	  Glover	   said,	  with	  a	   smile,	   though	   it	  was	   far	  more	  plastic	   than	   it	  
had	  been	  seconds	  before.	   “I	  did	   lose	   two	  ships,	   the	  Cuffe	   and	   the	  Aegis	  both	  
went	  out	   in	  valiant	  service	   to	   the	  Federation.	  Not	  on	  some	  scrap	  heap	   like	   I	  
heard	  is	  in	  Gibraltar’s	  immediate	  future.”	  
	   Both	  Ramirez	  and	  Sandhurst	   tensed.	  Liana	   looked	  at	  him,	  but	  Donald	  
didn’t	   meet	   her	   gaze.	   Instead	   she	   turned	   back	   to	   Terrence.	   “You’re	   an	  
asshole,”	  she	  replied.	  Aurelia	  snickered.	  	  
	   “Yeah,	   I	   know,”	   Glover	   said,	   gesturing	   for	   them	   to	   sit	   down,	   “Which	  
reminds	  me	  of	  a	  story….”	  	  
	  

**********	  
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	   “Rough	  translation,	  she	  just	  called	  you	  an	  asshole	  sir,”	  Lt.	  Commander	  
Erik	  Rydell	  said	  with	  mock	  solemnity,	  a	  devilish	  gleam	  in	  his	  eye.	  	  
	   “Are	   you	   sure	   that’s	   what	   she	   said,”	   Captain	   Terrence	   Glover	   looked	  
skeptical	  as	  the	  blue-‐skinned,	  glittery	  exotic	  dancer	  stared	  at	  him,	  licking	  her	  
ridiculously	   long	   tongue	   at	   him	   before	   resuming	   her	   dance.	   “Whatever,”	  
Glover	  shrugged.	  “If	  she	  thought	  I	  was	  going	  to	  spend	  all	  of	   these	  credits	  on	  
her,	  she	  better	  continue	  smoking	  whatever	  she	  inhales.”	  
	   “Well,	   we	   are	   supposed	   to	   play	   the	   part	   of	   shady	   traders,”	   Rydell	  
replied,	   leaning	   close	   enough	   to	   Glover	   so	   that	   only	   he	   could	   hear.	   “And	  
criminal	  entrepreneurs	  are	  known	  for	  their	  lavish,	  extravagant	  ways.”	  
	   “I	  guess	  I’m	  the	  first	  miserly	  mobster	  then,”	  Glover	  joked.	  
	   “Actually	  that	  would	  be	  incorrect,”	  Ensign	  Lomar	  began.	  Glover	  quieted	  
the	  Kelvan	  with	  a	  sharp	  hand	  gesture,	  rolling	  his	  eyes	  afterward.	  
	   “Remind	  me	  why	   I	   let	   you	   accompany	   us	   again?”	   The	   captain	   asked,	  
only	  half	  jokingly.	  
	   “Comic	   relief,”	   Dr.	   Rieta	   Cole	   quipped,	   the	   vocoder	   attached	   to	   her	  
larynx	  not	  quite	  masking	  her	  British	  accent;	  which	  was	  at	  odds	  with	  her	  harsh	  
Antican	  guise.	  Glover	  wore	  a	  similar	  disguise.	  So	  shortly	  after	  the	  war,	  he	  was	  
afraid	  his	  face	  might	  be	  too	  known	  in	  this	  part	  of	  space	  based	  on	  his	  actions	  at	  
the	   Cardassian	   world	   Loval,	   in	   addition	   to	   his	   heroics	   at	   the	   Battle	   of	  
Cardassia	   Prime,	   which	   had	   received	   Federation	   News	   Service	   mention.	  
Lomar’s	   bland	   human	   appearance	   was	   already	   a	   change	   from	   his	   natural	  
tentacled	  form.	  Only	  Rydell	  was	  sans	  makeup.	  He	  looked	  shifty	  enough	  to	  fit	  
in.	  	  
	   “That’s	  what	  I	  brought	  you	  along	  for,”	  Glover	  shot	  back,	  with	  a	  grin.	  He	  
was	   actually	   glad	   to	   have	   both	   Cole	   and	   Lomar	   with	   him.	   Their	   expertise	  
would	  be	  needed.	  However,	  he	  was	  concerned	  about	   them	  both.	  Cole	  was	  a	  
doctor,	   she	   saved	   lives,	   but	   this	   mission	   might	   require	   her	   to	   take	   a	   life.	  
Lomar,	   despite	   being	   older	   than	  Glover	   and	  perhaps	   everyone	   aboard	   their	  
starship,	   was	   still	   green	   when	   it	   came	   to	   Starfleet	   procedure.	   And	   a	  
misapplication	   of	   procedure	   in	   a	   deteriorating	   situation	   could	   get	   someone	  
killed.	  Rydell,	  Aegis’s	  Operations	  Officer	  could	  handle	  himself	  in	  a	  fire	  fight.	  	  
	   But	   following	   Starfleet	   regulations	   and	   adhering	   to	   Federation	  
principles	  was	  the	  bigger	  hurdle	  for	  the	  former	  Maquis.	  He	  had	  been	  released	  
early	   from	   prison	   and	   his	   status	   reactivated	   due	   to	   the	   massive	   loss	   of	  
Starfleet	  officers	  during	  the	  Dominion	  War.	  Rydell	  had	  served	  with	  distinction	  
on	  the	  Mashuda	  and	  Glover	  couldn’t	  find	  fault	  with	  that,	  though	  he	  still	  didn’t	  
quite	  trust	  the	  man.	  He	  had	  hoped	  that	  his	  wife	  Jasmine	  would	  take	  the	  Ops	  
seat,	  but	  she	  had	  refused,	  and	  Rydell	  had	  been	  the	  most	  qualified	  person	  on	  
his	  list.	  	  
	   “Are	  you	  sure	  your	  contact	  was	  correct	  about	  this	  guy?”	  Glover	  asked,	  
his	  fake	  canines	  uncomfortable.	  
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	   “Sure	   I	   am,”	   Rydell	   replied	   smoothly.	   “He	   wouldn’t	   lie	   about	   these	  
things.”	  
	   “He’s	  a	  criminal,”	  the	  captain	  retorted.	  
	   “He	  was	  a	  patriot,”	  Rydell	  shot	  back.	  “But	  his	  patriotism	  didn’t	  stop	  him	  
from	  making	   a	   profit	   every	  now	  and	   then.	  And	   that	   pursuit	   allowed	  him	   to	  
meet	   all	   types	   of	   traders	   and	   brokers.	   Renk	   was	   one	   of	   those.	   My	   friend	  
assures	   me	   that	   if	   those	   eggs	   passed	   through	   this	   system,	   Renk	   hand	   his	  
hands	  on	   the	   transaction	  or	  knew	  someone	  who	  did.”	  While	  he	  was	   talking,	  
the	  Ops	  Officer	  constantly	  shifted	  his	  eyes	  around	  the	  room.	  Glover	  thought	  it	  
was	  a	  good	  practice.	  He	  definitely	  didn’t	  want	  to	  be	  taken	  by	  surprise	  in	  this	  
dump.	  
	   For	  the	  most	  part,	  the	  denizens	  of	  the	  bar	  were	  paying	  more	  attention	  
to	   their	   drinks	   or	   the	   dancers	   gyrating	   on	   several	   stages	   than	   their	  motley	  
band.	  Glover	  hoped	  it	  stayed	  that	  way.	  	  
	   “Remind	   me	   why	   we’re	   doing	   this	   again?”	   Cole	   asked,	   sidling	   up	   to	  
Glover.	   Terrence	   wanted	   to	   pull	   away,	   but	   thought	   that	   might	   attract	   the	  
wrong	  attention.	  The	  closeness	  and	  warmth	  of	  Rieta’s	  body	  was	  making	  him	  
feel	  things	  he	  shouldn’t	  as	  a	  married	  man,	  especially,	  when	  his	  marriage	  was	  
on	  the	  rocks.	  	  
	   “You	   know	  why,”	   the	   captain	   replied	  more	   harshly	   than	   the	   question	  
warranted.	   But	   he	   wanted	   to	   send	   a	   message	   to	   the	   doctor	   that	   their	  
relationship	   was	   platonic,	   despite	   the	   mutual	   attraction.	   “I	   don’t	   need	   to	  
repeat	  it.”	  
	   “Of	  course	  sir,”	  she	  curtly	  replied,	  stepping	  away	  from	  him.	  Glover	  was	  
both	  relieved	  and	  ashamed.	  	  
	   “Don’t	   call	   him	   sir,”	  Rydell	   hissed,	   prompting	   a	   glare	   from	   the	  medic.	  
Rydell	   ignored	   her	   as	   he	   made	   his	   way	   to	   the	   back	   of	   the	   club.	   In	   a	   large	  
booth,	   with	   a	   long,	   curving	   seat	   sat	   Renk.	   The	   corpulent	   Varno	   was	  
surrounded	   by	   several	   nubile,	   half-‐naked	   dancers	   of	   different	   species.	   Two	  
vicious	  looking	  bodyguards,	  a	  Varno	  and	  a	  Phalkerian,	  aimed	  their	  shoulder-‐
strapped	  weapons	  at	  the	  approaching	  group.	  	  
	   Rydell	   held	   up	   his	   hands.	   “Renk,”	   he	   smiled,	   “Pierson	   sent	  me.”	   Renk	  
grunted.	  The	  men	  didn’t	   lower	   their	  weapons,	  but	   they	  did	  step	  aside.	  Renk	  
gestured	  Rydell	   forward.	  The	  human	  took	  the	  proffered	  seat.	  Glover,	  Lomar,	  
and	  Dr.	  Cole	  remained	  standing.	  Renk	  didn’t	  make	  a	  similar	  gesture	  to	  them.	  	  
The	  captain	  preferred	  to	  be	  on	  his	  feet	  anyway.	  	  
	   “So,	   you’re	   looking	   for	   the	   eggs	  huh?”	  He	   said,	   pausing	   to	   snort	  what	  
appeared	   to	   be	   some	   purplish	   powder	   spread	   across	   one	   of	   the	   dancer’s	  
ample	  chest.	  Maraji	  crystals,	  Terrence	  realized.	  The	  Aegis	  had	  been	  assigned	  
to	  the	  Lamenda	  System	  in	  large	  part	  to	  help	  shut	  down	  the	  trade	  in	  the	  illegal	  
narcotic.	   It	   was	   helping	   to	   fund	   the	   raging	   Cardassian	   insurgency,	   not	   to	  
mention	   ruining	   hundreds	   of	   thousands	   of	   lives	   across	   both	   the	   Alpha	   and	  
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Beta	  Quadrants.	  Renk	   looked	  up,	   a	   smile	  on	  his	   face,	   but	  his	   reddened	  eyes	  
were	  impatient.	  
	   “Yeah,	  Pierson	  confirmed	  that	  you	  would	  be	  able	  to	  supply	  us	  with	  the	  
eggs,”	  Rydell	  said.	  	  
	   “For	  once,	  Lynn	  was	  wrong,”	  Renk	  sneered.	  “I	  didn’t	  pilfer	  those	  things.	  
I	  merely	  fenced	  them.”	  Rydell	  frowned.	  
	   “So,	  you’ve	  already	  gotten	  rid	  of	  them?”	  	  
	   “Didn’t	   I	   just	   say	   that?”	   Renk	   grated,	   causing	   the	   dancers	   and	   his	  
henchmen	  to	  laugh.	  Glover	  tensed,	  expecting	  trouble	  any	  second.	  	  
	   “Who	  did	  you	  sell	  them	  to?”	  Rydell	  asked.	  	  
	   “That’s	  none	  of	  your	  business,”	  Renk	  replied.	  	  
	   “Perhaps	  I	  can	  make	   it	  my	  business,”	  Rydell	  reached	  inside	  his	   jacket,	  
prompting	  the	  bodyguards	  to	  aim	  their	  weapons	  at	  him.	  “I’m	  not	  carrying	  any	  
weapon,”	  Erik	  said,	  with	  practiced	  nervousness.	  Renk	  regarded	  him	  for	  a	  few	  
seconds,	   and	   then	   grunted	   again.	   The	   guards	   turned	   their	   weapons	   back	  
toward	  Glover,	  Lomar,	  and	  Cole.	  	  
	   Rydell	   took	   out	   the	   datapad.	   He	   tapped	   it	   several	   times	   and	   then	  
handed	   it	   to	   the	  Varno.	  Renk	   swiped	   it,	   his	   eyes	  bulging	   seconds	   later.	   “I’m	  
sorry;	  I	  can’t	  renege	  on	  a	  deal	  even	  for	  this	  amount.”	  
	   “I’m	   not	   asking	   you	   to,”	   Rydell’s	   smile	   was	   almost	   as	   sleazy	   as	   the	  
Varno’s.	   “I’m	   willing	   to	   pay	   this	   amount	   for	   the	   name	   of	   the	   person	   who	  
purchased	  the	  eggs	  and	  for	  your	  discretion	  of	  course.”	  
	   “Of	   course,”	   Renk	   said,	   though	   his	   eyes	   were	   still	   on	   the	   monetary	  
figure	  displayed	  on	  the	  datapad.	  “Your	  secret	  is	  safe	  with	  me.”	  
	   “All	   right!”	   A	   voice	   boomed	   over	   the	   din.	   “Everyone	   freeze!”	   Glover,	  
along	   with	   everyone	   else	   in	   the	   bar,	   looked	   toward	   the	   bar’s	   entrance.	   A	  
formidable	   dark-‐skinned	   human	   male,	   dressed	   in	   a	   Starfleet	   issue	   parka,	  
stood	  in	  the	  doorway,	  a	  phaser	  held	  high	  in	  the	  air.	  Flanking	  him	  were	  a	  red-‐
skinned	  Orion	   and	   several	  more	   nondescript	   Starfleet	   officers.	   “I’m	   Captain	  
Akinola	  of	   the	  Starship	  Bluefin.	  We’re	   looking	   for	  Danthro	  Renk,”	  he	  said.	   “If	  
everyone	  cooperates,	  we’ll	  get	  out	  of	  your	  hair	  shortly.”	  
	   “Damn,”	  Glover	  said.	  “Starfleet	  Border	  Patrol.”	  	  
	   “Fire,	  you	  goons,”	  Renk	  hissed.	  He	  was	  already	  slowly	  pushing	  the	  girls	  
out	  of	   the	   seat,	  his	   eyes	   locked	  on	   the	   rear	  exit.	  Rydell	   grabbed	   the	  Varno’s	  
wrist.	  	  
	   “What	  about	  the	  deal?”	  	  
	   “Some	  other	  time,”	  Renk	  said,	  yanking	  his	  arm	  away.	  	  
	   “Not	  good	  enough,”	  Rydell	  said.	  “Tell	  me	  or	  I	  alert	  those	  border	  dogs.”	  
The	  threat	  prompted	  the	  previously	  frozen	  bodyguards	  to	  turn	  their	  weapons	  
back	  on	  Rydell.	  	  
	   “Don’t	  worry	  about	  this	  human,”	  Renk	  rasped.	  “I’ll	  take	  care	  of	  him.	  You	  
create	   a	   diversion	   and	  we’ll	   meet	   at	   the	   safe	   house.”	   The	   two	   turned	   back	  
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toward	  the	  Border	  Patrol	  officers.	  Captain	  Akinola	  was	  methodically	  making	  
his	  way	   through	   the	   bar,	   checking	   every	   denizen.	   The	   goons	   took	   aim,	   and	  
Glover	   took	   action.	   He	   drove	   into	   the	   bodyguard	   nearest	   him,	   pushing	   the	  
man	   into	   his	   partner.	   The	   three	   men	   fell	   into	   a	   heap.	   Lomar	   immediately	  
splashed	  onto	  the	  grappling	  trio.	  Cole	  pulled	  her	  Talarian-‐made	  disruptor,	  but	  
the	  woman	  wasn’t	  quite	  sure	  who	  to	  aim	  it	  at,	  so	  she	  kept	  turning	  back	  and	  
forth.	  	  
	   “What	   are	   your	   people	   doing?”	  Renk	   gasped.	   The	   girls	   began	   to	   dash	  
from	  the	  table,	  drawing	  the	  attention	  of	  Akinola	  and	  his	  team.	  
	   “Damn,”	   Rydell	   said.	   He	   flipped	   his	   wrist,	   and	   a	   fold-‐out	   blaster	  
emerged.	  He	  aimed	  it	  at	  the	  Varno.	  
	   “I	  thought	  you	  said	  you	  were	  unarmed,”	  Renk	  sniffed.	  
	   “I	   lied,”	  Rydell	   shrugged.	   “But	  you	  better	  not	   lie	   to	  me	   if	   you	  want	   to	  
continue	  breathing.”	  
	   “Drop	  your	  weapons,”	  Akinola	  bellowed.	  Rydell	  ignored	  him.	  
	   “A	  name,”	  he	  said.	  	  
	   “Why	  should	  I	  tell	  you	  anything,”	  Renk	  said.	  “I’m	  about	  to	  be	  arrested	  
anyway.”	  
	   “What	  if	  I	  told	  you	  we	  could	  get	  you	  out	  of	  here?”	  	  
	   “If	  you	  can	  do	  that,	  you’ll	  get	  a	  name.”	  	  
	   “This	  is	  your	  final	  warning,”	  Akinola	  said.	  The	  man	  and	  his	  team	  were	  
almost	   on	   them.	   Rydell	   sighed,	   aiming	   his	   weapon	   at	   the	   starship	   captain.	  
Glover	   was	   too	   preoccupied	   to	   protest.	   He	   aimed	   at	   Akinola’s	   shoulder,	  
getting	  off	  a	  shot	  before	  a	  volley	  flew	  at	  him.	  	  
	   “Rydell,	   five	   to	  beam	  up,”	  he	  shouted,	  dissolving	  mere	  seconds	  before	  
the	  phaser	  fire	  punched	  into	  the	  wall	  behind	  the	  booth.	  	  
	  
	  

*********	  
	  
USS	  Bluefin	  
In	  orbit	  of	  Varnom	  III	  
	  
	   “What	   the	   hell	   are	   they	   doing	   here?”	   Commander	   Dale	   McBride	  
pondered	   aloud	   as	   the	   sleek,	   half-‐ship	   streaked	   toward	   them	   from	   the	  
planet’s	   far	   side.	   He	   recognized	   it	   instantly	   as	   one-‐third	   of	   the	   new	  
Prometheus-‐class	  of	  starships.	  “And	  where’s	  the	  rest	  of	  her?”	  
	   “Good	   question,”	   remarked	   Helm	   Officer	   Delta	   Simms,	   Beta	   Shift.	  
“Something	  doesn’t	  smell	  right	  to	  me	  sir.”	  
	   “Who	  you	  telling,”	  he	  agreed.	  Lt.	  Commander	  T’Ser,	  the	  Ops	  Officer,	  said	  
seconds	  later:	  
	   “We’re	  being	  hailed	  sir.”	  
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	   “Onscreen.”	   The	  main	   view	  wavered	   before	   producing	   an	   image	   of	   a	  
tough-‐looking	  Zaldan.	  	  
	   “I’m	   Lt.	   Zim	   of	   the	   Starship	   Aegis,”	   he	   said.	   “You	   are	   to	   stand	   down	  
immediately	  and	  break	  orbit.”	  
	   “I’m	   sorry,	   I	   don’t	   think	   I	   heard	   you	   correctly,”	   McBride	   said.	   Zim	  
looked	  away	  from	  the	  screen.	  
	   “My	   Operations	   Officer	   informs	  me	   that	   both	   of	   our	   transceivers	   are	  
functional.	  You	  should’ve	  heard	  me	  perfectly	  well.”	  
	   “No,	  I	  did	  hear	  you,”	  McBride	  said,	  “But	  I	  didn’t,	  you	  see?”	  
	   “I	   don’t	   have	   time	   for	   human	   idiosyncrasies	   right	   now,”	   Zim	   huffed.	  
“Your	  appearance	  here	   is	  about	   to	   impede	  on	  a	  crucial	   investigation	  we	  are	  
conducting.”	  
	   “I	  could	  say	  the	  same	  thing	  about	  you,”	  McBride	  said.	  “Right	  now,	  our	  
captain	  is	  topside.	  We’re	  about	  to	  corral	  Danthro	  Renk,	  a	  major	  player	  in	  the	  
drug	  scene	  along	  the	  border.”	  
	   The	   skin	   around	   Zim’s	   black	   eyes	   tightened.	   “You’ve	   already	   sent	   a	  
team	  below?”	  	  
	   “Yes	  Lieutenant,”	  McBride	  emphasized	  the	  officer’s	  rank	  in	  response	  to	  
his	  indignant	  tone.	  Despite	  the	  low	  regard	  many	  Starfleet	  officers	  held	  for	  the	  
Border	  Service,	  rank	  cut	  across	  the	  services	  and	  would	  be	  respected	  as	  far	  as	  
Dale	  was	   concerned.	   “And	   furthermore,”	   he	   began,	   but	   stopped	  when	  T’Ser	  
interrupted.	  
	   “Sir,”	   the	   Vulcan	   frantically	   said,	   “We’re	   getting	   a	   request	   for	   an	  
emergency	  beam	  out.	  The	  captain’s	  been	  shot.”	  	  
	   “What?”	   Zim	   asked,	   but	   McBride	   signaled	   for	   someone	   to	   cut	  
communication	  with	  the	  Aegis.	  He	  would	  deal	  with	  the	  pompous	  Zaldan	  later.	  	  
	   “Beam	   them	   up,	   all	   of	   them	   now!”	   McBride	   commanded.	   He	   turned	  
back	   to	   resume	   communication	   with	   Zim.	   He	   came	   up	   short	   when	   a	   feral,	  
Antican	  visage	  glared	  back	  at	  him.	  “Who	  are	  you?”	  
	  
	  

*********	  
	  
USS	  Aegis	  
Main	  Bridge	  
	  
	   “How	  did	  you	  guys	  score	  a	  Federation	  starship?”	  Renk	  said	  with	  fading	  
hope	  after	  materializing	  on	  the	  bridge.	  The	  entire	  bridge	  crew	  was	  staring	  at	  
him,	  with	  varying	  degrees	  of	  distaste.	  The	  fiercest	  glare	  belonged	  to	  a	  hulking	  
Zaldan.	  	  
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	   “Duh,	   because	   we’re	   secretly	   Starfleet	   officers,”	   Rydell	   replied,	   his	  
blaster	   still	   pointed	   at	   Renk.	   The	   Zaldan	   exited	   the	   command	   seat,	   and	   the	  
male	  Antican	  quickly	  occupied	  it.	  	  
	   “Doshta!”	  Renk	  cursed.	  	  
	   “Doshta	  indeed,”	  Cole	  replied.	  “And	  I	  for	  one	  can’t	  wait	  to	  get	  out	  of	  this	  
get	  up.”	  	  
	   “I	  should’ve	  known	  Pierson	  was	  a	  plant	  for	  the	  Feds,”	  Renk	  said.	  “Wait	  
until	  I	  spread	  the	  word.”	  
	   “You’ve	  got	  bigger	  fish	  to	  fry	  than	  that,”	  Rydell	  quipped.	  “It	  seems	  that	  
the	  Orions	  don’t	   like	  you	  cutting	   into	  their	  maraji	   trade,	  and	  this	   little	   favor	  
on	  Pierson’s	  part	  will	  leave	  him	  more	  than	  well	  protected	  for	  his	  efforts.”	  
	   “I	  don’t	  believe	  you,”	  Renk	  replied,	  with	  creaking	  confidence.	  
	   “We’ll	   see	  how	   long	  you	   last	  when	  we	   cut	   you	   loose,”	  Glover	   cut	   into	  
the	  conversation.	   “But	  we	  can	  offer	  you	  protection	   if	  you	  cooperate	  with	  us	  
fully.”	  
	   “I	  hardly	  see	  a	  stay	  in	  a	  penal	  colony	  as	  protection.”	  Renk	  retorted.	  
	   “Take	   your	   chances	   then,”	   Terrence	   shrugged.	   “But	   you	   will	   help	   us,	  
one	  way	  or	  the	  other.”	  He	  pulled	  out	  his	  set	  of	  false	  teeth	  and	  laid	  them	  on	  one	  
of	  the	  chair’s	  armrest.	  “Much	  better.”	  He	  said.	  
	   “Who	  are	  you?”	  Renk	  jumped	  at	  the	  phantom	  voice.	  Everyone	  turned	  to	  
the	  main	  view	  screen.	  
	   “I’m	  Captain	  Terrence	  Glover,	  Starship	  Aegis.”	  
	   “Sir,”	  the	  fair-‐skinned	  human	  nodded	  in	  respect.	  “I’m	  Commander	  Dale	  
McBride,	   of	   the	   Bluefin.	   I’ve	   just	   received	   word	   that	   my	   captain	   has	   been	  
shot.”	  
	   “What!”	  Glover	  sat	  up	  in	  his	  seat.	  “How	  bad	  is	  it?”	  
	   “We	  don’t	  know	  yet,”	  McBride	  replied.	   “I	   just	  want	   to	  know,	  what	   the	  
hell	  is	  going	  on?”	  
	   “Commander	   McBride,”	   Dr.	   Cole	   stepped	   forward.	   “I	   suggest	   you	  
transfer	   your	   captain	   here.	   We’ve	   got	   state	   of	   the	   art	   medical	   equipment	  
aboard.”	  McBride	  frowned.	  
	   “The	  captain	  will	  be	  just	  fine	  here,”	  he	  snapped.	  “Now,	  if	  you’ll	  excuse	  
me.”	  Before	  the	  commander	  deactivated	  the	  link,	  Glover	  said:	  
	   “The	  offer	   for	  help	  still	  stands,”	   the	  captain	  stated.	   “Also,	   I	  want	   to	  be	  
notified	  when	  Captain	  Akinola	  is	  well	  enough	  to	  speak.”	  McBride	  nodded	  and	  
then	   the	   screen	   winked	   out,	   replacing	   his	   image	   with	   that	   of	   the	   battle-‐
hardened,	   wedge-‐shaped	  Bluefin.	   It	   was	   almost	   a	   complete	   opposite	   of	   the	  
Aegis’s	  sleek,	  bullet	  hull.	  	  
	   “Sir,	  we’ve	  got	  multiple	  ships	  leaving	  Varnom	  III,”	  Lomar	  had	  assumed	  
Rydell’s	  post	  at	  Ops.	  Rydell	  still	  had	  his	  weapon	  aimed	  at	  Renk.	  	  
	   “All	   of	   the	   cockroaches	   scatter	   when	   the	   lights	   come	   on,”	   Glover	  
quipped.	  
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	   “Shall	  we	  pursue?”	  Helm	  Officer	  Ensign	  Zene	  eagerly	  asked.	  	  
	   “No,	  we’ll	  catch	  them	  later,”	  the	  captain	  promised.	  “Besides,	  we	  got	  the	  
cockroach	   we	  wanted	  most.”	   He	   glanced	   at	   Renk.	   “Get	   him	   off	   my	   bridge.”	  
Once	   Zim	   had	   removed	   the	   compliant	   Varno,	   Glover	   ordered	   Rydell	   to	  
accompany	  him	  into	  his	  Ready	  Room.	  
	  

********	  
	  
USS	  Aegis	  
Ready	  Room	  
	  
	   “Well	  at	  least	  it	  wasn’t	  a	  complete	  disaster,”	  Admiral	  Borrail’s	  sarcasm	  
was	  as	  thick	  as	  chunky	  peanut	  butter.	  The	  balding	  Tellarite	  leaned	  forward	  in	  
his	  seat,	  his	  small,	  beady	  eyes	  burning	  across	  subspace.	  “You	  don’t	  have	  any	  
idea	  what	  the	  word	  discretion	  means	  do	  you	  Captain	  Glover?”	  
	   Terrence	  wasn’t	  in	  the	  mood	  to	  be	  reamed	  today.	  “Admiral,	  it’s	  not	  my	  
fault	  that	  Border	  Service	  chose	  that	  moment	  to	  arrest	  the	  same	  guy	  we	  were	  
pumping	  for	  information.	  That’s	  a	  mix	  up	  on	  the	  part	  of	  our	  superiors.”	  	  
	   Borrail	  harrumphed,	  leaning	  back	  in	  his	  seat.	  He	  crossed	  his	  arms	  over	  
his	  wide	   chest.	   “We’re	   getting	   to	   the	   bottom	   of	   the	  miscommunication,”	   he	  
said.	  “Did	  you	  find	  out	  who	  is	  in	  possession	  of	  the	  eggs?”	  
	   “Not	  yet	  sir,”	  Glover	  said,	  adding	  before	  the	  Tellarite	  shot	  off	  again,	  “I	  
have	   every	   confidence	   that	  Renk	  will	   cough	   up	   the	   name.	  He	   really	   doesn’t	  
have	  a	  choice.”	  
	   “I	  wish	  I	  shared	  your	  confidence,”	  Borrail	  said,	  turning	  his	  attention	  to	  
Rydell.	   “Well,	   at	   least	   only	   one	   of	   ours	   got	   shot.	   That’s	   a	   lot	   less	   than	   I	  
anticipated	   from	   this	   harebrained	   scheme	   of	   yours	   Rydell.”	   Like	   many	  
officers,	   Borrail	   detested	   the	   idea	   of	   allowing	   former	  Maquis	   back	   into	   the	  
ranks.	  	  
	   “It	  was	  harebrained	   for	  Starfleet	   to	   involve	   itself	   in	  an	   internal	  Breen	  
matter	  to	  begin	  with,”	  Rydell	  replied.	  
	   “Watch	  it	  Commander,”	  Glover	  warned.	  
	   “I	   can	   speak	   for	   myself,”	   Borrail	   snapped.	   “You’re	   stomping	   on	  
eggshells	  Mr.	  Rydell,”	   the	  Tellarite	   replied.	   “Don’t	   burn	   the	   few	  bridges	   you	  
have	  left.”	  	  
	   “I	  didn’t	  know	  I	  had	  that	  many	  bridges	  left,”	  Rydell	  remarked.	  
	   “That’s	  enough	  Mr.	  Rydell,”	  Terrence	  snapped.	  Borrail	  laughed.	  	  
	   “If	  you	  weren’t	  a	  puny	  human	  I	  would	  arrange	  a	  wedding	  between	  you	  
and	   one	   of	   my	   grandchildren.	   You’ve	   got	   a	   Tellarite	   mouth	   on	   you,”	   the	  
admiral	   remarked.	   “But	   realize	   that	  not	   everyone	   is	   as	   impressed	  by	  willful	  
insolence	  as	  I	  am.”	  
	   Rydell	  nodded.	  “Noted	  and	  logged	  sir.”	  
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	   “Keep	  it	  that	  way,”	  Admiral	  Borrail	  said.	  “Captain	  Glover.	  I	  am	  sending	  
you	   new	   coordinates.	   You	  will	   rendezvous	  with	   an	   observer	   there	   that	  will	  
occupy	  you	  on	  the	  next	  leg	  of	  your	  journey.”	  
	   Glover’s	   jaw	   twitched.	   He	   didn’t	   like	   the	   sound	   of	   that.	   Someone	  
looking	   over	   his	   shoulder,	   second	   guessing	   his	   decisions,	   or	   offering	  
unneeded	   or	   unwanted	   advice	   didn’t	   sit	   well	   with	   him.	   “Aye	   sir,”	   he	   said	  
tightly.	  After	  the	  admiral	  was	  gone,	  Rydell	  said	  softly.	  
	   “Sir,	  I	  have	  a	  confession	  to	  make.”	  

**********	  
USS	  Bluefin	  
Sickbay	  
	  
	   “My	   apologies	   Captain	   Akinola,”	   Glover	   said.	   Rydell	   stepped	   forward	  
and	   offered	   his	   own.	   The	   hard	   look	   on	   the	   older	   captain’s	   face	   eventually	  
melted.	  	  
	   “I’ll	  chalk	  it	  up	  to	  the	  demands	  of	  the	  uniform,”	  he	  said	  at	  last.	  “I’m	  glad	  
you	  aimed	  for	  a	  nonessential	  part.”	  
	   “And	  I	  did	  reduce	  the	  setting,”	  Rydell	  said.	  
	   “It	  still	  took	  a	  nice	  piece	  out	  of	  my	  shoulder	  son,”	  Akinola	  grated.	  “But	  
nothing	  that	  can’t	  be	  repaired.	  I’m	  more	  upset	  about	  not	  hauling	  in	  Renk.	  That	  
junk	  he’s	  pushing	  has	  devastated	   far	   too	  many	   lives.	   It’s	   even	  made	   its	  way	  
into	  the	  Fleet.”	  
	   “I	  know,”	  Glover	  said.	  “The	  insurgents	  are	  now	  killing	  us	  by	  helping	  us	  
kill	  ourselves.”	  
	   “You	  sure	  you	  have	  to	  let	  this	  guy	  off	  the	  hook,”	  Akinola	  asked.	  “Is	  the	  
information	  he’s	  got	  that	  important?”	  
	   “Let	  me	  just	  say	  that	  it	  could	  prevent	  a	  higher,	  more	  immediate	  death	  
toll	   than	   the	   slower	   ones	   his	   drug	   pushing	   creates.”	   Glover	   said.	   “At	   least	  
we’re	   developing	  methods	   to	   cope	  with	  maraji	   addiction,	   and	   it	   doesn’t	   kill	  
instantly.	  But	  war	  is	  not	  so	  kind.”	  
	   “There’s	  another	  war	  on	  the	  horizon?”	  The	  wind	  sunk	  out	  of	  Akinola’s	  
sails.	  
	   “Not	  if	  I	  can	  prevent	  it,”	  Glover	  promised.	  
	   “Best	  of	  luck	  to	  you	  then,”	  Akinola	  held	  out	  a	  hand.	  Terrence	  grasped	  it.	  	  
	   “Best	  of	  luck	  to	  us	  all.”	  
	  
	  

*********	  
	  
Nefas	  Rishaav	  
Main	  Bridge	  
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	   Thot	  Nefas	  watched	   the	   two	  Federation	  starships	  disembark,	  heading	  
in	  separate	  directions	  from	  Varnom	  III.	  
	   “Which	  shall	  we	  pursue?”	  One	  of	  his	  subordinates	  asked.	  Nefas	  snorted	  
at	  the	  kinsmen.	  	  
	   “Isn’t	   it	   obvious,	   the	   bullet	   ship,”	   Nefas	   grated.	   “Maintain	   a	   safe	  
following	  distance.	  We	  don’t	  want	  the	  ion	  emissions	  from	  our	  cloaking	  device	  
detected.”	   	   Why	   the	   junior	   officer	   would	   even	   ask	   was	   beyond	   Nefas.	   It	  
troubled	  him	  that	  one	  of	  his	  bloodline	  could	  be	  so	  dense.	  	  
	   “Starfleet	   hasn’t	   displayed	   that	   ability	   commander,”	   the	   far	   sharper	  
Prethot	  Akmal	  said.	  	  
	   “Yes,	  and	  we	  don’t	  intend	  to	  give	  them	  the	  chance	  to,”	  Nefas	  said.	  “The	  
Prometheus	   class	   vessel	   is	   an	   unknown	   quantity.	   I’m	   not	   sure	   what	   it	   is	  
capable	   of.”	   He	   turned	   in	   his	   throne-‐like	   seat	   to	   stare	   at	   the	   shrinking	  
Executive	  Officer.	  “Are	  you?”	  Akmal	  looked	  away.	  	  
	   “No	  sir,	  I	  am	  not.”	  
	   Nefas	  smiled,	  nodding	  to	  himself.	  “Very	  well.	  Proceed.”	  	  
	  
	  

*********	  
USS	  Aegis	  
Detention	  Center	  
	  
	   “Ready	   to	   talk	   now	  Renk?”	   Glover	   said	   as	   soon	   as	   he	   strode	   into	   the	  
brig.	  Renk	  sat	  up	  on	  his	  cot.	  He	  approached	  the	  crackling	  energy	  barrier	  to	  his	  
cell.	  	  
	   “Provided	  you	  have	  the	  amnesty	  I	  requested,”	  the	  Varno	  said.	  	  
	   “Are	  you	  sure	  you	  don’t	  want	  our	  protection?”	  Glover	  asked.	  “Are	  you	  
ready	  to	  go	  it	  alone?”	  
	   Renk	  laughed.	  “I	  truly	  think	  you	  Feds	  rate	  yourselves	  far	  too	  highly.	  If	  I	  
have	   run	   afoul	   of	   the	   Orion	   Syndicate,	   there	   is	   nowhere	   shy	   of	   the	   Delta	  
Quadrant	  that	  I	  can	  breathe	  easy.	  And	  being	  cooped	  up	  in	  a	  Federation	  prison	  
or	  even	  under	  armed	  protection	  will	  limit	  my	  ability	  to	  move.”	  
	   The	   captain	   sighed.	  He	   ordered	   the	   guard	   on	   duty	   to	   lower	   the	   cell’s	  
forcefield.	  He	  handed	  Renk	  the	  padd.	  He	  swiped	  it	  out	  of	  Glover’s	  hand,	  and	  
quickly	  devoured	  the	  contents.	  The	  Varno	  nodded	  appreciatively.	  “You’ve	  got	  
a	  deal.”	  	  
	  

*********	  
USS	  Aegis	  
Conference	  Room	  
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	   “Now	   we	   have	   the	   full	   story,”	   Captain	   Glover	   said	   to	   his	   makeshift	  
senior	  staff.	  Owing	  to	  the	  Aegis’s	  unique	  abilities,	  the	  ship	  had	  been	  split	  into	  
three	   separate	   vessels	   due	   to	   the	   shortage	   of	   available	   Starfleet	   vessels	  
patrolling	  the	  volatile	  Lamenda	  System,	  which	  bordered	  Cardassian	  space.	  Lt.	  
Commander	   Ivan	   Cherenkov,	   his	   First	   Officer,	   was	   commanding	   the	  
secondary	   hull	   portion	   of	   the	   ship,	   and	   Lt.	   Commander	   Pell	   Ojana,	   his	  
Diplomatic	  Officer,	   commanded	   the	  propulsion	   section.	  That	   left	  him	  with	  a	  
senior	  staff	  composed	  mainly	  of	  junior	  officers.	  Except	  for	  Dr.	  Cole	  and	  Rydell,	  
who	  pretty	  much	  acted	  like	  a	  first-‐year	  plebe.	  
	   “Pretty	  interesting,”	  Ensign	  Lomar	  said.	  “The	  sex	  segregation	  of	  Breen	  
society	  is	  fascinating.	  And	  their	  reproductive	  methods….”	  
	   “Aren’t	   really	   any	   of	   our	   business,”	   Zim	   replied.	   “I	   think	   it	   was	   a	  
mistake	  to	  take	  on	  this	  mission.”	  
	   “That’s	   not	   really	   our	   call	   Mr.	   Zim,”	   Glover	   retorted.	   “We	   have	   a	  
mission,	  and	  we’re	  going	  to	  carry	  it	  out.”	  	  
	   “What’s	  more	  important	  is	  what	  we’re	  going	  to	  do	  with	  the	  information	  
Renk	  supplied	  us,”	  Rydell	  said.	  “Amah	  Losa	  isn’t	  going	  to	  be	  an	  easy	  tiger	  to	  
tame.”	  
	   “How	  do	  you	  figure?”	  Glover	  asked.	  
	   “Let’s	   just	   say	   that	  when	   public	   support	   dried	   up	   for	   the	  Maquis,	  we	  
had	  to	  look	  to	  less	  savory	  sources	  for	  our	  weapons	  and	  material.	   In	  stepped	  
Losa,”	   Rydell	   said.	   “She	   used	   the	   Maquis	   cause	   in	   part	   to	   start	   a	   rival	  
organization	   to	   the	   Orion	   Syndicate	   that	   attracted	   many	   of	   the	   Orion	  
dispossessed,	   among	   others.	   It’s	   no	   wonder	   that	   the	   Orions	   want	   Renk	  
eliminated	  if	  they	  suspected	  he	  worked	  with	  her.”	  
	   “But	   I	   thought	   that	   the	  Orion	  women	  ran	   the	  Syndicate?”	  Zene	  asked,	  
the	  young	  Elloran	  looking	  around	  the	  table	  for	  confirmation.	  
	   “That	   had	  once	  been	   the	   case,”	   Captain	  Glover	   said,	   “a	   long	   time	   ago.	  
But	  the	  males	  have	  since	  found	  a	  way	  to	  counteract	  the	  powerful	  pheromones	  
that	  Orion	  women	   exude.	   They	  have	  developed	   a	   very	   effective	   pheromone	  
suppressor,	  similar	  to	  the	  ones	  many	  Deltans	  in	  Starfleet	  use	  today.”	  
	   “The	  captain’s	  right,”	  Dr.	  Cole	  said,	  with	  a	  shudder.	  “Though	  the	  Orion	  
pheromone	  suppressors	  are	  far	  more	  dangerous.	  Long-‐term	  use	  of	  them	  has	  
led	  to	  brain	  damage	  and	  other	  physical	  ailments.	  In	  effect,	  they	  have	  turned	  a	  
large	  number	  of	  Orion	  females	  into	  the	  willing	  sex	  slaves	  many	  had	  believed	  
them	  to	  be	  all	  along.”	  	  
	   “The	  key	  question	   is	  what	  does	  Losa	  plan	   to	  do	  with	   fertilized	  Breen	  
eggs,”	  Rydell	  pondered.	  
	   “Perhaps	   ransom	   them	   back	   to	   either	   the	   Confederacy	   or	   the	  
Gynarchy,”	  Glover	  said.	  “Who	  knows,	  but	  we’ll	  find	  out	  once	  we	  arrest	  her.”	  
	  

**********	  



 15 

	  
USS	  Aegis	  
Transporter	  Room	  One	  
Fourteen	  Hours	  Later…	  
	  
	   Transporter	   Chief	   Balk	   compensated	   for	   the	   slight	   irregularity	   in	   the	  
transporter	   beam	   and	   the	   tall,	   statuesque	   female	   resolved	   on	   the	   platform	  
seconds	   later.	  She	  quickly	  stepped	  off	   the	  pad.	  She	  glanced	  down	  at	  Captain	  
Glover.	  
	   “You	  are	  Captain	  of	   this	   vessel	   I	   presume?”	   She	   said.	  Unlike	   the	  male	  
Breen,	  whose	   voices	  were	   garbled	  by	   their	   helmets,	   this	   female’s	   voice	  was	  
her	  own,	  deep,	  throaty,	  and	  surprisingly	  alluring.	  	  
	   As	  common	  with	  the	  males,	  she	  also	  wore	  a	  mask,	  though	  it	  was	  more	  
form-‐fitting	   to	  her	   face,	  and	  didn’t	  have	   the	  pronounced,	  green	  ocular	  visor.	  
Her	   visor	   formed	   an	   opaque	   cross	   in	   the	   center	   of	   the	   red	   mask.	   Her	  
statuesque	   physique	  was	   fully	   covered	   in	   tight,	   striated	   armor,	  with	   a	   dark	  
purple	  cloak	  hanging	  off	  her	  left	  shoulder.	  She	  clutched	  a	  metal	  medical	  case	  
in	  her	  gloved	  right	  hand.	  “Sage	  Vechama,	  welcome	  aboard	  the	  Starship	  Aegis,”	  
Glover	   said,	   offering	  his	  hand.	  The	   female	  Breen	  merely	   looked	  at	   it,	   before	  
turning	   to	   regard	  Commanders	  Rydell	  and	  Cole.	  Glover	  scowled,	  but	  did	  his	  
best	   to	   put	   the	   rebuff	   behind	   him.	   “These	   are	   my	   senior	   officers,	   Lt.	  
Commanders	  Erik	  Rydell	  and	  Rieta	  Cole.”	  
	   “I	  look	  forward	  to	  working	  with	  you,”	  Dr.	  Cole	  said,	  doing	  her	  best	  to	  be	  
charitable.	  “With	  your	  expertise,	  perhaps	  we	  will	  be	  able	  to	  preserve	  all	  of	  the	  
eggs.”	  
	   “You	  are	  mistaken,”	  Vechama	  said.	  “I’m	  not	  here	  to	  preserve	  the	  eggs;	  I	  
am	  here	  to	  insure	  they	  are	  destroyed.”	  	  
	  

***********	  
Nefas	  Rishaav	  
Main	  Bridge	  
	  
	   Thot	  Nefas	  was	   torn.	  As	  much	  as	  he	  wanted	   to	  destroy	   the	  Gynarchy	  
vessel	   that	   had	   rendezvoused	   with	   the	   Aegis,	   he	   knew	   he	   had	   to	   continue	  
tracking	  the	  sliver	  of	  starship	  in	  order	  to	  claim	  his	  prize.	  	  
	   He	  glanced	  at	  his	  crew.	  He	  knew	  they	  were	  agonizing	  along	  with	  him.	  
They	   anxiously	   awaited	   his	   decision.	   The	   thot	   knew	   that	   destroying	   the	  
Gynarchy	   vessel	   would	   release	   some	   tension	   for	   them,	   would	   put	   a	   much	  
needed	   win	   under	   their	   belts.	   But	   he	   also	   knew	   to	   do	   so	   would	   give	   up	   a	  
larger	  victory,	  the	  key	  reason	  they	  had	  embarked	  on	  this	  last	  ditch	  mission	  to	  
begin	  with.	  “Continue	  pursuing	  the	  Federation	  vessel,”	  he	  finally	  commanded,	  
content	  with	  his	  decision.	  
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***********	  

	  
USS	  Aegis	  
Ready	  Room	  
	  
	   “I	  don’t	  understand,”	  Glover	  said.	  
	   “Neither	  do	  I,”	  Cole	  jumped	  in,	  ignoring	  the	  captain’s	  disapproving	  look.	  
Vechama	  composed	  herself	  before	  she	  replied.	  
	   “I	   understand	   that	  our	  ways	  are	  a	  mystery	   to	  you,	  but	   the	  erasure	  of	  
the	   Nefas	   bloodline	   will	   ensure	   peace	   between	   the	   Confederacy	   and	   the	  
Gynarchy,	  in	  addition	  to	  maintaining	  peace	  with	  the	  Federation	  Alliance.”	  	  
	   “How	  so?”	  The	  captain	  was	  really	  curious.	  He	  had	  never	  heard	  anything	  
like	  this	  before.	  The	  Breen	  had	  been	  such	  a	  mystery	  to	  all	  of	   the	  Federation	  
for	   decades.	   Glover	   hadn’t	   even	   known	   female	   Breen	   existed	   until	   this	  
mission.	  He	  had	  always	  speculated	  that	  the	  Breen	  were	  hermaphroditic.	  	  
	   “There	  has	  been	  a	  massive	  reordering	  of	  the	  Confederacy	  following	  the	  
Dominion	  War,”	   the	   sage	   explained.	   “The	   Thots,	   or	   war	   chiefs	   that	   led	   the	  
Confederacy	   into	  war	  have	  been	   executed,	   and	   their	   bloodlines	  negated.	  To	  
ensure	  the	  survival	  of	  our	  species,	  despite	  our	  political	  differences,	  both	  sides	  
supply	  reproductive	  fluids	  which	  are	  joined	  at	  neutral	  sites,	  and	  then	  the	  eggs	  
are	   incubated	  and	  the	  hatchlings	  are	  brought	   to	   term	  and	  then	  sent	   to	   their	  
respective	  worlds.”	  
	   “Females	   go	   to	   the	   Gynarchy	   and	   males	   to	   the	   Confederacy?”	   Rydell	  
asked.	  Vechama	  nodded.	  	  
	   “Before	  the	  fertilized	  eggs	  containing	  the	  remnants	  of	  the	  bloodline	  of	  
Thot	  Nefas	  were	   destroyed,	   the	   lab	  was	   attacked	   and	  many	   eggs,	   including	  
those	  of	  the	  Nefas	  line	  were	  stolen.”	  
	   “So,	  why	  is	  Nefas	  so	  important?”	  Rydell	  asked.	  Vechama	  sighed.	  
	   “Because	  as	  long	  as	  his	  bloodline	  exists	  it	  will	  create	  political	  instability	  
inside	   the	   Confederacy,	   particularly	   since	   Nefas	   did	   not	   report	   for	   his	  
execution.”	  
	   “I	   think	   I	   would’ve	   been	   late	   for	   that	   appointment	   myself,”	   Glover	  
joked.	  
	   “Not	   if	  you	  had	  any	  honor,”	  Vechama	  retorted.	   “And	  Nefas	  has	  shown	  
himself	   to	   have	   none.	   First	   he	   refused	   to	   obey	   Breen	   law	   and	   custom,	   and	  
then	  he	  became	  a	  privateer.	  He	  raided	  our	  world,	  looking	  for	  his	  offspring.	  He	  
had	  discovered	  they	  were	  not	  there	  before	  we	  beat	  him	  back.”	  
	   “So,	  you	  don’t	   think	  he’s	  behind	   this	  current	   theft,”	  Cole	   took	  Rydell’s	  
questioner	  role.	  	  
	   “No,	   we	   suspect	   that	   there	   is	   a	   third	   player	   involved.”	   Vechama	  
reasoned.	  	  
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	   “You’re	  correct,”	  Glover	  said,	  before	  telling	  her	  about	  Losa’s	  suspected	  
role.	  
	   “I	   see	   what	   you	   are	   suggesting	   now,”	   Vechama	   turned	   to	   Rydell.	   “I	  
doubt	  Nefas	  has	  the	  money	  to	  purchase	  Losa’s	  aid.	  Besides,	  his	  warped	  sense	  
of	  honor	  demands	  he	  recover	  his	  kindred.”	  	  
	   The	  captain	  frowned.	  “I	  hate	  new	  wrinkles.”	  	  
	  
	  

*********	  
USS	  Aegis	  
Ready	  Room	  
	  
	   When	  Terrence	   saw	  Rieta	  hanging	  back,	  he	  knew	  she	  wanted	   to	   talk.	  
He	  decided	  to	  take	  the	  first	  step.	  “Dr.	  Cole,	  please	  hang	  on,”	  he	  said	  as	  Rydell	  
and	  Vechama	  left	  the	  room.	  	  
	   The	  medic	  began	  as	  soon	  as	  the	  door	  closed.	  “I	  don’t	  like	  this,”	  she	  said.	  
“I	   thought	   we	   were	   trying	   to	   protect	   unborn	   life,	   not	   be	   a	   party	   to	   its	  
elimination.”	  
	   Glover	   winced,	   Rieta’s	   words	   bringing	   back	   dark	   memories	   of	   his	  
relationship	  with	  Dr.	  Nya	  Chace.	  Their	  illicit	  affair	  had	  produced	  a	  child	  that	  
Chace	  had	  terminated	  without	  consulting	  Terrence.	  It	  was	  something	  that	  had	  
scarred	  him	   for	   life.	  He	  didn’t	   think	  he	  would	   ever	   be	   able	   to	   truly	   recover	  
from	   it	   until	   he	   started	   a	   family	  with	   Jasmine,	   and	   she	  had	  been	   showing	   a	  
marked	  reluctance	  to	  even	  spend	  time	  with	  him,	  much	  less	  began	  building	  a	  
family.	  “I	  understand	  the	  sensitive	  nature	  of	  this	  mission.	  But	  our	  orders	  are	  
to	  assist	  the	  Gynarchy.”	  
	   “And	  you’re	  giving	  up,	  just	  like	  that?”	  Cole	  thundered.	  	  
	   “No,	   I’m	  not,”	  Glover	  protested,	  peeved	  at	   the	  medic’s	  assertion.	   “This	  
isn’t	  our	  fight	  Rieta,”	  he	  said.	  “Helping	  the	  Breen	  in	  this	  matter	  could	  go	  a	  long	  
towards	  securing	  peace	  between	  our	  peoples.”	  
	   “At	   the	   price	   of	   innocent	   lives?”	   Cole	   accused.	   “It’s	   just	   not	   right	  
Terrence,	  and	  you	  know	  that.	   I	  know	  this	  war	  has	  made	   life	  seem	  so	   trivial,	  
but	  we’ve	  got	  to	  move	  beyond	  that.	  We’ve	  got	  to	  cherish	  life	  again.”	  
	   “I	   know	   that,”	   Glover	   said,	   reaching	   out	   to	   squeeze	   the	   woman’s	  
shoulder.	  He	  smiled	  wearily.	   “I	  know	  better	   than	  most	  about	   the	  sanctity	  of	  
life,”	   he	   said,	   his	   mind	   flashing	   back	   to	   the	   charred	   remains	   of	   the	   planet	  
Loval,	  a	  Cardassian	  world	  he	  had	  burned	  to	  cinders	  as	  part	  of	  the	  final	  drive	  
on	  Cardassia	  Prime.	  	  
	   “Terrence,	  we	  don’t	  have	  to	  do	  this,”	  Cole	  reached	  across	  her	  body	  and	  
placed	   a	  hand	  over	  his.	  Her	   touch	  was	   soft	   and	  warm.	   She	  patted	  his	  hand.	  
“We	   should	   tell	   the	   Breen	   to	   go	   to	   hell.	   Let	   them	   solve	   their	   own	   damn	  
problems.”	  
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	   “I	  wish	  it	  were	  that	  simple,”	  Terrence	  replied.	  “But	  we	  have	  to	  do	  this.	  
The	  Cardassians	  are	  still	  leery	  of	  us,	  but	  can	  you	  imagine	  the	  reaction	  if	  Breen	  
warships	   returned	   to	   this	   sector	  hunting	   for	   those	  missing	  eggs?”	  He	   shook	  
his	   head	   slowly,	   closing	   his	   eyes.	   “It	   could	   be	   pandemonium.	   The	   Civil	  
Authority	  is	  shaky	  enough	  as	  it	  is.	  And	  with	  them	  gearing	  up	  for	  the	  elections	  
for	   the	   new	   Cardassian	   Republic,	   this	   is	   the	   last	   headache	   they	   need.	   I’m	  
sorry,	  but	  we	  have	  a	  duty	  to	  do.	  And	  I	  expect	  you	  to	  perform	  to	  the	  utmost	  of	  
your	  abilities,”	  he	  said,	  his	  voice	  hardening.	  “Whether	  you	  want	  to	  or	  not.”	  
	   Cole	   glowered	   at	   him,	   but	   slowly	   she	   began	   to	   smile.	   “You	   certainly	  
have	  a	  way	  with	  words,”	  she	  said.	  She	  squeezed	  his	  hand	  and	  then	  carefully	  
placed	   it	   on	   the	   table.	   “I	   guess	   I	   need	   to	   go	   and	  brief	  my	   staff,	   and	  prepare	  
Sickbay.	  I’ve	  got	  a	  feeling	  we’re	  about	  to	  get	  some	  action.”	  
	   “You’re	  exaggerating	  doctor,”	  Glover	  said,	   though	  he	  wasn’t	   sure	   if	  he	  
believed	  it.	  	  
	  

***********	  
	  
Tefal	  Lunar	  Station	  
Lamenda	  System	  	  
	  
	   Amah	  Losa	  lounged	  on	  her	  couch,	  inhaling	  the	  flavored	  narcotic	  smoke	  
in	  her	  hookah.	  Life	  was	  good.	  And	  business	  was	  even	  better.	  The	  buyer	  of	  the	  
Breen	   eggs	  would	  be	   arriving	   in	   a	   few	  days	   time.	  With	   the	  profit	   she	  made	  
from	   the	   transaction,	   she	   could	   cleave	   even	  more	   deeply	   into	   the	   narcotics	  
trade.	  	  
	   After	  the	  war,	  with	  the	  abject	  devastation	  of	  hundreds,	  if	  not	  thousands	  
of	  worlds	   across	   the	   Alpha	   and	   Beta	   Quadrants,	   Cardassia	   Prime	   being	   the	  
one	   covered	   most	   in	   the	   media,	   people	   wanted	   to	   escape	   their	   problems,	  
needed	  to	  run	  from	  the	  tragedies	  or	  reminders	  of	  tragedies	  all	  around	  them.	  	  
	   It	   was	   a	   service	   she	   was	   more	   than	   willing	   to	   provide,	   without	   the	  
slavery	  and	  exploitation	  of	  the	  Syndicate.	  And	  after	  she	  had	  plied	  her	  wares	  to	  
get	   the	   backing	   of	   one	   of	   the	   most	   powerful	   Xepolite	   crime	   cartels	   in	   the	  
sector,	  she	  now	  had	  sufficient	  muscle	  to	  operate	  with	  near	  impunity.	  	  
	   “During	  our	   training	   in	   the	  sex	  dins	  of	  Sybaris,	   could	  you	   imagine	  we	  
would	   one	   challenge	   the	   Syndicate	   itself?”	   She	   glanced	   lazily	   at	   her	   sister	  
Mnessa.	  The	  younger	  woman	  was	  sitting	  up	  on	  her	  lounge	  chair,	  a	  Red	  Orion	  
manservant	   massaging	   her	   shoulders.	   Through	   the	   blissful	   narcotic	   haze,	  
Losa	  felt	  a	  familiar	  pinch	  of	  jealousy.	  Mnessa	  remained	  as	  trim	  and	  beautiful	  
as	   ever,	  while	   Losa’s	  waistline	   had	   expanded	   and	  her	   breasts	   had	  begun	   to	  
sag.	   She	   still	   had	   a	   tremendous	   grasp	   on	   the	  male	   psyche,	   but	   it	  was	  more	  
from	  mental	  manipulation	  than	  complete	  physical	  domination	  these	  days,	  and	  
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occasionally	   that	   bothered	   her.	   However,	   her	   business	   acumen	   kept	   her	   a	  
dozen	  steps	  ahead	  of	  her	  younger	  sibling.	  	  
	   “No	   sister,	   I	   never	   could’ve	   have	   imagined,”	   Mnessa	   replied,	   after	   a	  
moment.	   She	   lolled	   her	   head,	   and	   closed	   her	   eyes,	   biting	   her	   lips	   as	   the	  
masseuse	  applied	  more	  pressure.	   “But	   I	   fear	   that	  we	  are	   losing	   sight	  of	  our	  
goal,”	  she	  said	  hesitantly.	  
	   “And	   what	   would	   that	   be?”	   Losa’s	   smile	   belied	   the	   harshness	   of	   her	  
tone.	  Her	  high	  was	  fading	  fast.	  She	  turned	  around	  on	  her	  lounge	  chair,	  slowly	  
sitting	  up.	  After	  Mnessa	  didn’t	  reply,	  Losa	  prodded	  her	  sister	  to	  elaborate.	  	  
	   “We	  should	  be	  trying	  to	  establish	  our	  network,”	  Mnessa	  said.	  “With	  the	  
backing	   of	   the	   Cizzor	   Toff	   cartel,	   and	   our	   own	   resources,	   we	   could	   build	   a	  
substantial	  enterprise	  in	  this	  system.”	  
	   “And	  we	  will,”	  Losa	  promised.	  “In	  time.”	  
	   “But	  that	  means	  we	  would	  have	  to	  co-‐exist	  with	  the	  Syndicate	  and	  you	  
won’t	  allow	  that,”	  Mnessa	  said,	  with	  exaggerated	  disgust.	  “You	  have	  to	  punish	  
them	  for	  what	  they	  did	  to	  us,	  for	  stripping	  us	  of	  our	  pheromone	  advantage.	  I	  
know	   Cizzor	   feels	   that	   personal	   animus	   should	   never	   stand	   in	   the	   way	   of	  
business	  and	  war	  with	  the	  Syndicate	  and	  political	  reformation	  on	  Orion	  is	  bad	  
for	  business,”	  the	  woman	  added.	  	  
	   “You’ve	   been	   eavesdropping	   on	   us	   I	   see,”	   Losa	   hissed.	   Mnessa	  
vigorously	   shook	   her	   head	   in	   protest.	   “Please,	   don’t	   insult	  my	   intelligence,”	  
Losa	   held	   up	   a	   silencing	   hand.	   “How	   else	   could	   you	   have	   known	   Cizzor’s	  
mind….unless….”	  The	  crafty	  Orion	  amah	  let	   the	  statement	  hang	  as	  her	  sister	  
twisted	  in	  the	  wind.	  She	  watched	  Mnessa	  as	  her	  face	  flushed	  a	  darker	  shade	  of	  
green.	  Finally,	  unable	   to	  stop	  herself,	  Losa	  asked,	  “How	  was	   it?”	  But	  Mnessa	  
didn’t	  take	  the	  bait.	  	  
	   “I	  am	  in	  agreement	  with	  Cizzor,”	  she	  said,	  crossing	  her	  arms	  over	  her	  
ample	  breasts.	  “I	  believe	  he	  can	  unite	  the	  cartels.	  They	  are	  all	  tired	  of	  paying	  
tribute	  to	  the	  Syndicate,	  fed	  up	  with	  being	  junior	  partners	  in	  their	  own	  sector	  
of	  space.	  They	  want	  more,	  and	  they	  want	  to	  branch	  out,	  but	  they	  are	  willing	  to	  
wait	   for	   an	   appropriate	   time	   to	   declare	   independence.	   With	   our	   support,	  
Cizzor	  can	  rally	  the	  other	  Xepolites	  and	  hasten	  that	  process.	  We’re	  the	  glue,	  or	  
rather	  the	  shiny	  trinket	  that	  can	  entice	  the	  other	  cartels.”	  	  
	   “No,”	  Losa	  said,	  adamant.	  “The	  timing	  is	  right.	  This	  transaction	  for	  the	  
eggs	   will	   place	   another	   major	   block	   of	   supporters	   and	   financiers	   in	   our	  
corner.	  With	  their	  money	  stream,	  but	  more	  importantly,	  their	  connections,	  it	  
will	   give	   us	   the	   muscle	   we	   need	   to	   liberate	   Orion	   and	   restore	   the	   natural	  
order	  of	  things,	  and	  then	  we	  can	  all	  profit.”	  	  
	   “But	  sister,”	  Mnessa	  began.	  
	   “I	  will	  hear	  no	  more	  of	  it!	  You	  and	  Cizzor,	  too	  hot	  blooded	  for	  your	  own	  
good.	  You	  deserve	  each	  other,”	  Losa	  sneered,	  hoping	  it	  covered	  her	  hurt.	  Even	  
the	   gangly,	   repulsive	   Cizzor	   had	   chosen	   her	   sister	   over	   her.	   “Get	   out	   of	  my	  
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sight,”	   she	   snapped.	   Mnessa	   reluctantly	   left,	   followed	   by	   her	   manservant.	  
“No!”	  Losa	  demanded,	  jabbing	  a	  finger	  at	  the	  man.	  “You	  stay.”	  	  
	   As	  the	  man	  began	  his	  silent	  ministrations,	  Losa	  took	  to	  the	  pipe	  again.	  
But	   she	   gave	   up	   after	   a	   few	   puffs.	   Her	   imagination	   reeled	  with	   thoughts	   of	  
Cizzor	   and	   Mnessa	   together.	   She	   couldn’t	   help	   but	   wonder	   what	   else	   the	  
Xepolite	   might	   have	   told	   her	   sister,	   and	   vice	   versa.	   The	   amah	   promised	  
herself	   she	  would	   find	   out.	   But	   first:	   “On	   your	   knees,”	   she	   commanded	   the	  
compliant	  manservant.	  
	  

***********	  
	  
USS	  Aegis	  
Recreation	  Center	  	  
	   	  	  
	   	  
	   “Care	   to	   spot	   me?”	   Dr.	   Cole	   asked	   as	   she	   slid	   on	   the	   weight-‐lifting	  
bench.	   Captain	   Glover	   walked	   to	   the	   head	   of	   the	   table,	   their	   disagreement	  
long	   forgotten.	   He	   looked	   down	   at	   her	  while	   the	  medic	   began	   to	   grasp	   the	  
metal	  bar	  above	  her	  face.	  	  
	   “Sure,”	   he	   said.	   After	   she	   told	   him	   how	  much	  weight	   she	  wanted,	   he	  
found	  the	  appropriate	  disks.	  He	  watched	  as	  the	  doctor	  went	  through	  several	  
sets,	  impressed	  with	  her	  form:	  both	  the	  way	  she	  lifted	  and	  her	  taut,	  muscled	  
body.	   Clothed	   in	   a	   skin	   tight,	   lavender	   one	   piece	   little	   was	   left	   to	   the	  
imagination.	   Once	   finished,	   Cole	   dabbed	   at	   the	   sweat	   on	   her	   brow	   with	   a	  
towel	  provided	  by	  Terrence.	   She	   sat	   on	   the	  bench	  and	  Glover	   rested	  on	  his	  
knees	  beside	  her.	  “Like	  me	  to	  do	  you	  sir?”	  	  
	   “Huh?”	   Glover	   asked,	   shaking	   his	   head	   in	   confusion.	   Cole	   paused,	   a	  
perplexed	   look	   on	   her	   face.	   Quickly	   the	   expression	  morphed	   to	   a	   knowing	  
look	  of	  incredulity.	  	  
	   “I	  meant	  spot	  you	  sir,”	  she	  said	  dryly.	  
	   “Oh…uh…I	   knew	   that,”	   Glover	   said	   quickly.	   “Yeah…it’s	   just	   that	   I	  
appreciate	   your	   offer,	   but	   I	   don’t	   think	   you	   could	   help	   me.	   I’m	   up	   to	   four	  
hundred-‐fifty	  pounds.”	  	  
	   “That’s	  all?”	  Cole	  asked,	  rolling	  her	  eyes.	  
	   “What?”	  Glover	  responded,	  exasperated.	  “Is	  that	  all,”	  he	  repeated.	  	  
	   “Just	   joking	   sir,”	   the	   doctor	   grinned.	   “You	   need	   to	   lighten	   up.”	   She	  
playfully	  punched	  the	  man	  on	  the	  shoulder.	  	  
	   “I	   guess	   you’re	   right,”	   Glover	   responded.	   “I	   get	   keyed	   up	   sometimes	  
before	  missions.”	  	  He	  admitted,	  surprised	  that	  he	  did	  so.	  	  
	   “I	   know,”	   she	   said.	   “I’m	   an	   expert	   at	   reading	   body	   language,”	   Cole	  
replied.	  
	   “Is	  that	  right?”	  Glover	  smiled.	  “Who	  would’ve	  thunk	  it?”	  
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	   “Ask	  Counselor	  Ellan,”	  Cole	  offered.	  
	   “I	   just	   thought	   it	   was	   your	   telepathy	   that	   made	   you	   so	   obnoxious…I	  
mean	  perceptive.”	  The	  captain	  joked,	  earning	  another	  punch	  from	  the	  medical	  
officer.	  	  
	   “Well,	   it	   partly	   is	   that,	   but	   I’ve	   always	   been	   fascinated	   by	   humanoid	  
behavior	   and	   how	  body	   language	   often	  works	   as	   an	   indicator	   of	   a	   person’s	  
true	  intent.”	  
	   “Okay,”	   Glover	   said.	   “If	   you’re	   such	   an	   expert	   at	   this	   body	   language	  
thing	  then	  read	  me.”	  
	   “Sir,	  I’m	  not	  sure	  that	  would	  be	  a	  good	  thing,”	  Cole	  said.	  
	   “No,	  don’t	  back	  away	  now,”	  the	  captain	  prodded.	  “Tell	  me	  what	  might	  
body	  is	  saying	  to	  you	  right	  now.”	  	  
	   “Hmmm,”	  Cole	  said,	  peering	  over	  the	  captain’s	  face	  and	  body.	  She	  slid	  
off	   of	   the	   bench	   and	   straddled	   the	   captain.	   Before	   he	   could	   respond,	   she	  
kissed	  him.	  Glover	   tried	   to	  pull	   away,	  but	  his	   resistance	  melted	  quickly.	  His	  
arms	  wrapped	  around	  Cole’s	  damp,	  shivering	   frame.	  He	  pulled	  her	  closer	   to	  
him,	  his	  lips	  pressing	  hard	  against	  hers.	  	  
	   “Oh	  God,	  what	  have	  I	  done?”	  Glover	  asked,	  breaking	  the	  kiss	  moments	  
later.	  	  
	   “Something	   that	   you’ve	   been	   wanting	   to	   do,	   and	   something	   that	   I’ve	  
wanted	  to	  do	  since	  I	  first	  met	  you	  sir,”	  Cole	  admitted.	  Terrence	  hated	  himself,	  
but	  he	  couldn’t	  deny	  she	  spoke	  the	  truth.	  He	  had	  felt	  the	  sparks	  as	  soon	  as	  the	  
woman	   had	   beamed	   aboard	   the	   Cuffe	   to	   take	   the	   place	   of	   Dr.	   Nemato,	   his	  
previous	  CMO.	  	  
	   Glover	  had	  fought	  his	  urges	  mightily,	  but	  for	  over	  a	  year	  he	  hadn’t	  been	  
intimate	  with	  his	  wife,	  and	  had	  barely	  spoken	  to	  her	  for	  months.	  His	  marriage	  
had	  foundered.	  Jasmine	  didn’t	  seem	  to	  want	  to	  have	  anything	  to	  do	  with	  him.	  
But	  Rieta,	  so	  beautiful,	  was	  right	  here,	  and	  so	  willing.	  Almost	  like	  Nyota	  Dryer,	  
another	  former	  love	  of	  his	  that	  he	  hadn’t	  appreciated	  fully.	  Maybe	  things	  with	  
Jasmine	  were	  crashing	  and	  burning	  because	  that’s	  the	  way	  it	  was	  meant	  to	  be.	  
He	  didn’t	  know.	  All	  Terrence	  knew	  was	  that	  he	  needed	  time	  to	  think.	  His	  head	  
was	  stuffed,	  and	  his	  thoughts	  were	  too	  fuzzy	  at	  the	  moment.	  “I’m	  sorry	  Rieta,	  
but	   I	  can’t	  do	  this.”	  He	  gently	  eased	  the	  woman	  off	  his	   lap	  and	  stood	  up.	  On	  
shaky	  legs,	  he	  made	  his	  way	  to	  the	  door.	  He	  didn’t	  look	  back.	  	  
	  

***********	  
	  
USS	  Aegis	  
Captain’s	  Quarters	  
An	  Hour	  Later….	  
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	   Captain	  Glover	  sat	  on	  a	  couch	  in	  his	  living	  quarters,	  clutching	  a	  mug	  of	  
Meridor.	  It	  had	  taken	  him	  quite	  some	  time	  to	  get	  his	  hands	  to	  stop	  shaking.	  He	  
felt	   awful,	   his	   stomach	   churning.	  He	  had	   thought	   about	   calling	  his	   father	  or	  
Pell	   Ojana	   and	   tell	   them	  what	   happened,	   and	   ask	   their	   advice.	   He	   knew	   he	  
should	  call	  Jasmine,	  that	  she	  had	  a	  right	  to	  know	  that	  he	  had	  kissed	  another	  
woman,	   but	  he	  was	   afraid	   that	  would	  be	   the	   final	   nail	   in	   the	   coffin.	  And	  he	  
wasn’t	  sure	  he	  was	  ready	  for	  her	  to	  leave	  his	  life	  yet.	  	  	  
	   When	  his	  door	  chimed,	  he	  absent-‐mindedly	  commanded	  it	  to	  open.	  Dr.	  
Cole	  walked	   in,	   dressed	   in	   a	   buttoned	   up	   blue	   doctor’s	   coat.	   “I’m	   not	   done	  
with	   you	   yet	   captain,”	   she	   smiled	   fiendishly	   as	   she	   began	   unbuttoning	   the	  
coat.	   She	  wore	   nothing	   underneath.	   “You’re	   lucky	   this	   doctor	  makes	   house	  
calls.”	  	  
	   “Put	   your	   coat	   back	   on,”	   Glover	   said	  weakly,	   “That’s	   an	   order.”	   Rieta	  
ignored	  him	  as	  she	  made	  her	  sinuous	  way	  toward	  the	  couch.	  Terrence	  leaned	  
away	  from	  her,	  but	  she	  climbed	  on	  top	  of	  him.	  	  
	   “No	  ranks,”	  she	  whispered,	  “No	  orders,”	  she	  added,	  before	  kissing	  him	  
tenderly.	  “We	  need	  both	  need	  to	  get	  this	  out	  of	  our	  system.	  Let	  nature	  take	  its	  
course,”	   she	   urged.	   Though	   Glover’s	   mind	   screamed	   no,	   his	   body	   betrayed	  
him.	  	  
	  

*************	  
	  
USS	  Aegis	  
Main	  Lounge	  
	  
	   “Care	   for	   some	   company?”	   Lt.	   Commander	   Rydell	   asked	   the	   Breen	  
female.	   She	   lifted	   her	   head	   in	   his	   direction.	   He	   wished	   he	   could	   see	   the	  
expression	  behind	  her	  ornate	  mask.	  	  
	   “No,”	  the	  woman	  said,	  before	  turning	  away	  from	  him	  to	  look	  back	  at	  the	  
stars.	  	  
	   “Appreciate	  the	  invite,”	  Rydell	  said,	  nonplussed,	  as	  his	  took	  the	  empty	  
seat	  across	  from	  Sage	  Vechama.	  	  
	   “I	  thought	  I	  made	  myself	  clear,”	  the	  Breen	  said.	  “I	  prefer	  to	  be	  alone.”	  
	   “And	   I	   prefer	   to	   sit	   here	  with	   you,	   so	   I	   guess	  we	   are	   at	   an	   impasse,”	  
Rydell	  replied	  with	  what	  he	  hoped	  was	  a	  charming	  smile.	  	  
	   “I	  do	  not	  understand	  humans	  and	  the	  word	  games	  they	  play,”	  Vechama	  
responded	  as	  she	  pushed	  back	  her	  chair,	  and	  made	  to	  get	  up.	  
	   “Oh,	   I	   see,	   you’re	   afraid,”	   Rydell	   challenged,	   though	   his	   voice	   was	  
cheery.	  	  
	   “Breen	  are	  not	  afraid.”	  
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	   “I	   think	   you	   are,”	   Rydell	   said.	   “I	   think	   you’re	   frightened	   that	   if	   you	  
spend	   enough	   time	   around	  humans	   that	  we’ll	   discover	  what’s	   behind	   those	  
masks	  you	  were.”	  
	   “And	  what	  do	   you	   think	   that	  would	  be,”	  Vechama	  asked.	  The	  woman	  
was	  leaning	  over	  the	  table,	  half-‐way	  out	  of	  her	  seat.	  	  
	   “Beings	   not	   too	   much	   different	   from	   humans	   or	   many	   other	   biped	  
species,”	  Rydell	  said.	   “Now,	  why	  that	   thought	  terrifies	  you	  would	  be	  beyond	  
me.	  Care	  to	  fill	  in	  the	  blanks?”	  
	   “Why	  couldn’t	  you	  just	  leave	  me	  alone?”	  The	  woman	  asked.	  
	   “Because	  if	  you	  had	  really	  wanted	  to	  be	  alone,	  you	  would’ve	  stayed	  in	  
your	  quarters,”	   the	  Ops	  officer	  riposted.	   “I	   think	  you	  wanted	   to	  come	  to	   the	  
lounge	  to	  see	  how	  we	  interact	  and	  perhaps	  look	  for	  the	  similarities	  between	  
us	  and	  the	  Breen.”	  	  
	   “Preposterous,”	   Vechama	   remarked.	   “We	   are	   Breen.	   There	   are	   no	  
similarities.”	  	  
	   “You	  don’t	  believe	  that,”	  Rydell	  said.	  	  
	   “This	  conversation	  ends	  now,”	  Vechama	  stood	  up.	  She	  brushed	  Rydell	  
as	  she	  walked	  past	  him.	  He	  watched	  the	  tall,	  voluptuous	  woman	  leave.	  	  
	   “I	  think	  I’m	  in	  love,”	  he	  muttered.	  	  
	  

***********	  
	  
Tefal	  Lunar	  Station	  
Docking	  Port	  	  	  
Lamenda	  System	  
	  
	   Amah	  Losa	   put	   on	   her	   best	   smile,	   even	   though	   she	   doubted	   it	  would	  
have	   little	   effect	   on	   the	   lupanoids.	  Most	   she	  had	   encountered	   seemed	  more	  
interested	   in	  her	  as	  a	  potential	  meal	   than	  bedmate.	  These	  two	  Alshain	  were	  
no	  different.	  	  
	   The	  aristocratic,	  golden	  pelted	  couple,	  dressed	  in	  fine,	  jewel-‐encrusted	  
livery,	  was	  no	  different.	  The	  male	  grunted	  and	  the	  female	  flashed	  her	  polished	  
fangs	  in	  distaste.	  “Do	  you	  have	  the	  eggs?”	  The	  smallish	  Itrob	  serving	  as	  their	  
intermediary	   spoke,	   his	   voice	   sibilant.	   “My	   superiors	   have	   traveled	   far,	   and	  
wish	  to	  complete	  this	  transaction	  so	  they	  can	  begin	  the	  return	  journey.”	  The	  
amphibian-‐looking	   alien	   was	   dressed	   a	   far	   more	   simple,	   rustic	   one	   piece	  
outfit.	  Losa’s	  eyes	  narrowed	  as	  she	  realized	  the	  man	  was	  a	  slave.	  She	  had	  once	  
been	  a	  slave,	  and	  she	  had	  vowed	  never	  to	  be	  bonded	  to	  anyone	  again.	  	  
	   “I	   don’t	   acknowledge	   slavery,	   and	   conversing	   with	   you	   is	   a	   tacit	  
endorsement	  of	   it,”	  Losa	  said,	  brazenly	  eyeing	  the	  Alshain.	  The	  Itrob	  shrank	  
back	  at	   the	  defiance	   in	   the	  woman’s	   tone.	   “Your	   ‘superiors’	  will	   address	  me	  
personally	   or	   this	   deal	   is	   off.”	   Mnessa	   coughed	   softly,	   in	   an	   attempt	   to	   get	  
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Losa’s	  attention,	  but	   she	   ignored	  her	   sister.	   Some	   things	   she	   couldn’t	   abide,	  
even	  for	  money.	  Paying	  for	  servants	  was	  one	  thing,	  but	  the	  idea	  of	  free	  labor,	  
and	   total	   control	   over	   another	   being	  made	   her	   recoil.	   Especially	   when	   she	  
was	   certain	   the	   Alshain	   saw	   her	   as	   no	   better	   than	   their	   pitiful	   Itrob.	   She	  
would	  make	  them,	  the	  Orions,	  and	  the	  whole	  galaxy	  respect	  her.	  	  
	   The	  Alshain	   female	   snorted	  a	   laugh	  and	  glared	  at	   the	  male.	  The	  male	  
ignored	  the	  woman’s	  hard	  gaze.	  He	  dug	  a	   large,	  taloned	  paw	  into	  the	  Itrob’s	  
shoulder,	  moving	  him	  to	  the	  side	  with	  ease.	  He	  stepped	  forward,	  snarling,	  “I	  
am	  Larz	  E’Lanai	  and	  this	   is	  my	  mate	  Leiko.”	  Losa	  bowed	  to	   them	  both.	  Larz	  
returned	   the	   gesture,	   but	   Leiko	   looked	   away	   in	   disgust.	   “Now	   that	   the	  
introductions	   have	   been	   conducted,	   we	   would	   very	   much	   like	   to	   see	   the	  
merchandise.”	  
	   “Of	   course,”	   Losa	   smiled	   sweetly,	   the	   feeling	   of	   vindication	   more	  
intoxicating	  than	  any	  of	  the	  drugs	  she	  smoked	  or	  sold.	  “Right	  this	  way.”	  	  
	  

**************	  
	  
USS	  Aegis	  
Main	  Bridge	  
Three	  Days	  Later	  
	   	  
	  
	   “We	  will	  be	  arriving	  at	  Tefal	  Lunar	  Station	  in	  two	  hours,”	  Ensign	  Zene	  
said	  from	  the	  flight	  control	  console.	  	  
	   “Contact	   the	   station,”	   Captain	   Glover	   grated.	   “Confirm	   our	   docking	  
berth	   and	   other	   reservations.”	   He	   leaned	   forward,	   directing	   his	   next	  
statement	   to	   Commander	   Rydell.	   “Are	   you	   sure	   this	   is	   going	   to	   work	  
Commander	  Rydell?	  Don’t	  you	  think	  our	  just	  showing	  up	  at	  his	  station	  will	  tip	  
off	  Losa,	  if	  it	  hasn’t	  already?”	  
	   “Assuming	  she	  has	  someone	  among	   the	  station’s	  crew	  on	  her	  payroll,	  
I’m	  sure	  it	  will,”	  Rydell	  nodded.	  “However,	  by	  making	  reservations	  for	  a	  shore	  
leave,	   it	   might	   just	   throw	   off	   enough	   of	   her	   suspicions.	   I’m	   also	   sure	   she	  
doesn’t	  expect	  Starfleet	   to	  be	  helping	  the	  Breen.	  And	  one	  more	  thing,	   this	   is	  
supposed	  to	  be	  a	  secret	  hide-‐out	  of	  sorts	  for	  her.	  No	  one	  is	  supposed	  to	  know	  
she’s	  here.”	  
	   “For	   all	   we	   know	   she’ll	   be	   masquerading	   as	   one	   of	   the	   Orion	   exotic	  
dancers	   known	   to	   frequent	   these	   type	   of	   stations,”	   added	   Lt.	   Zim,	   from	   the	  
tactical	  station.	  	  
	   “One	   can	  only	  hope,”	  Rydell	   said,	  prompting	   laughs	   from	  some	  of	   the	  
bridge	  crew.	  Glover	  wasn’t	  in	  a	  laughing	  mood.	  
	   “Save	  the	  jokes	  for	  later	  Mr.	  Rydell,”	  the	  captain	  said.	  “Take	  the	  center	  
seat,”	  he	  ordered	  the	  Operations	  Officer.	  “I’ll	  be	  in	  the	  ready	  room.”	  	  
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	   Captain	  Glover	  plopped	  down	  in	  his	  chair,	  angry	  at	  the	  universe.	  Really	  
he	   knew	   the	   anger	  was	   a	   cover	   for	   the	   intense	   guilt	   eating	   at	   him.	   He	   had	  
betrayed	   Jasmine,	   the	   love	  of	  his	   life,	  and	  he	  had	  defiled	   their	  marriage,	   the	  
one	  thing	  pure	  and	  good	  in	  his	  life.	  And	  he	  hated	  himself	  for	  it.	  But	  he	  didn’t	  
know	  what	  to	  do	  to	  make	  things	  right	  again,	  to	  clean	  the	  stain	  off	  of	  his	  soul.	  
He	  was	  boiling	  in	  a	  noxious	  stew	  he	  had	  made.	  	  
	   And	  despite	  that,	  he	  couldn’t	  stop	  thinking	  of	  Rieta,	  her	  body,	  her	  smell,	  
her	  moans	  of	  pleasure.	  It	  had	  been	  so	  long	  since	  he	  had	  been	  with	  a	  woman;	  
that	   he	   had	   touched	   someone	   who	   wanted	   to	   be	   touched,	   needed	   to	   be	  
touched	   as	   badly	   as	   he	   did.	   But	   he	   knew	   that	  what	   had	   happened	   between	  
them	  two	  nights	  ago	  would	  never	  happen	  again,	  even	  if	  he	  couldn’t	  muster	  up	  
enough	  willpower	  to	  resist.	  Terrence	  had	  noticed	  a	  change	  in	  the	  woman	  as	  
soon	  as	  they	  had	  finished	  coupling.	  She	  had	  got	  up	  from	  his	  bed	  and	  left	  his	  
quarters	  barely	   talking,	  mumbling	   that	   she	  would	   see	  him	   later.	  The	  doctor	  
hadn’t	   spoken	   to	   him	   since,	   and	   she	   had	   her	   subordinates	   handle	   any	  
communications	  with	   the	   bridge.	   Glover	   didn’t	   need	   to	   be	   a	   psychic	   to	   see	  
that	  Dr.	  Cole	   felt	  as	  dirty	  as	  he	  did.	  He	  also	  knew	  that	  he	  couldn’t,	  wouldn’t,	  
try	  to	  force	  her	  to	  talk	  to	  him	  about	  their	  tryst,	  and	  how	  it	  could	  never	  happen	  
again.	  	  
	   He	   really	   needed	   to	   talk	   to	   someone,	   but	   he	   couldn’t	   bear	   to	   see	   the	  
look	  of	  disapproval	  on	  his	  father	  or	  Pell’s	  faces.	  Terrence	  wished	  that	  Cal	  was	  
still	   alive	   or	   that	   Ben	  was	   back	   on	   this	   plane	   of	   existence.	   Absent	   them,	   he	  
finally	  settled	  on	  someone.	  Glover	  reluctantly	  opened	  a	  communication	  line	  to	  
the	  Starship	  Phoenix.	  	  
	   “Terrence,”	   the	   stern	   voice	   of	   Captain	   Banti	   Awokou	   softened	   as	   he	  
gazed	  at	  his	  former	  protégé.	  “How	  are	  things	  on	  the	  good	  ship	  Aegis?”	  
	   Glover	  sighed,	  squaring	  his	  shoulders.	  “That	  bad	  huh?”	  Awokou	  asked,	  
his	  eyebrows	  knitting	  in	  concern.	  	  
	   “Sir,	  you	  don’t	  know	  the	  half	  of	  it,”	  Terrence	  said	  before	  confessing	  his	  
latest	  sin.	  	  
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	   Terrence	   felt	   better,	   even	   after	   Captain	   Awokou’s	   tongue	   lashing.	   He	  
had	  always	  appreciated	  his	   former	  superior	  officer’s	   candor.	  Though	  Glover	  
generally	   disliked	   criticism	   of	   any	   kind,	   he	   knew	   his	   actions	   had	   invited	   it.	  
Banti	  had	  given	  him	  a	  lot	  to	  ponder.	  	  
	   “Captain,”	  the	  intercom	  intruded	  on	  his	  thoughts.	  	  
	   “Yeah,”	  Glover	  said,	  his	  mind	  still	  not	  completely	  in	  the	  present.	  	  
	   “Captain,	   the	   station	   manager	   would	   like	   to	   speak	   with	   you.”	   Glover	  
now	  recognized	  the	  speaker	  as	  Commander	  Rydell.	  	  
	   “Something	  wrong	  with	  our	  reservations?”	  He	  asked.	  	  
	   “That’s	  what	  he	  wants	   to	   talk	   to	  you	  about.”	  The	  captain	  detected	  the	  
displeasure	  in	  Rydell’s	  voice	  and	  immediately	  perked	  up.	  
	   “Pipe	  it	  in	  here,”	  Glover	  said.	  He	  sat	  up	  in	  his	  chair,	  and	  his	  face	  took	  on	  
the	  hardened	  countenance	  of	  command.	  When	  the	  station	  manager	  appeared	  
on	  the	  small	  desktop	  screen,	  the	  captain	  nodded	  briskly	  at	  him.	  “How	  might	  I	  
be	  of	  assistance?”	  He	  asked.	  	  
	   The	  station	  manager,	  an	  Ulirian,	  with	  the	  multi-‐toned	  coloration	  typical	  
of	   their	   aquatic	   species	   blinked	   in	   surprise.	   Perhaps	   he	   wasn’t	   expecting	  
Glover,	   or	   any	   Starfleet	   officer	   to	   be	   so	   solicitous.	   The	   Federation	   had	   little	  
contact	  with	   the	   Ulirians.	   They	  were	   solid	   allies	   of	   the	   Cardassians,	   though	  
they	  sat	  out	  the	  Dominion	  War.	  But	  who	  knows	  what	  they	  learned	  about	  the	  
Federation	   from	   the	   Cardassians?	   “That	   is	   very	   kind	   of	   you	   Captain,”	   the	  
Ulirian’s	   voice	   sounded	   watery,	   which	   the	   captain	   guessed	   was	   somewhat	  
appropriate.	   “We…are…umm….experiencing	   difficulties	   in	   securing	   the	  
appropriate	  space	  for	  your	  crew.”	  	  
	   “And	  why	  is	  that?”	  Glover	  asked	  as	  nicely	  as	  he	  could.	  He	  didn’t	  want	  to	  
seem	  too	  insistent,	  that	  might	  tip	  the	  guy	  off.	  “My	  crew	  complement	  is	  quite	  
small.”	  	  
	   “That’s	  not	  quite	  the	  problem,”	  the	  Ulirian	  replied.	  	  
	   “Then	  what	   is	   the	  problem?”	  A	  bit	   of	   insistence	   crept	   into	  Terrence’s	  
voice	  unbidden.	  	  
	   “The	  docking	  of	  a	  Starfleet	  vessel,	  a	  warship	  no	  doubt,	  at	  our	  station	  for	  
an	   extended	   period	   of	   time	   has	   caused	   a	   stir	   among	   some	   of	   our	   other	  
visitors,”	  the	  Ulirian	  said	  gently.	  	  
	   “Why	  should	  we	  engender	  such	  a	  reaction?”	  Terrence	  asked	  innocently,	  
“Unless	   illegal	   activity	   is	   occurring	   on	   your	   station.	   Are	   you	   telling	  me	   that	  
that	  is	  the	  case?”	  
	   “Of	  course	  not!”	  The	  Ulirian	  quickly	  took	  the	  bait.	  	  
	   “Then	  I	  don’t	  see	  the	  problem,”	  Glover	  said.	  “We’ll	  see	  you	  soon.”	  He	  cut	  
the	   link	   before	   the	  manager	   could	   respond.	   The	   captain	   leaned	   back	   in	   his	  
seat,	  glum.	  Even	  his	  exchange	  with	  the	  hapless	  Ulirian	  station	  manager	  hadn’t	  
lifted	  his	  spirits.	  He	  began	  to	  wonder	  if	  anything	  ever	  could	  again.	  	  
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	   “This	   is	   unacceptable!”	   Lady	   Leiko	   E’Lanai	   raged.	   “You’ve	   kept	   us	  
waiting	  on	  this	  ramshackle	  drift	  for	  three	  days,	  only	  to	  make	  us	  bid	  for	  what	  
you	   promised	   us?!”	   The	   Alshain	  woman’s	   nostrils	   flared	   and	   she	   bared	   her	  
teeth	  as	  she	  lunged	  at	  a	  stoic	  Amah	  Losa.	  Her	  mate,	  Larz	  grabbed	  the	  woman	  
before	  she	  reached	  her,	  restraining	  her	  with	  a	  strong	  grip.	  	  
	   “Your	   conduct	   is	   unbecoming	   a	   lady	   of	   Sept	   E’Lanai,”	   he	   sharply	  
admonished.	   “Truly	   what	   could	   you	   expect	   from	   an	   Orion?”	   He	   added,	   his	  
tone	  dismissive.	  “They	  are	  deceitful	  by	  nature.”	  
	   “Why	  thank	  you,”	  Losa	  bowed	  with	  a	   jaunty	  smile.	  Mnessa	  groaned	  in	  
displeasure.	  	  
	   “Is	  this	  little	  drama	  over?”	  asked	  a	  Romulan	  woman,	  almost	  as	  haughty	  
as	  Lady	  E’Lanai.	  The	   tall,	   thin	  woman	  was	  dressed	   in	  a	  heavy	  gray	   robe,	   its	  
innocuousness	  belied	  by	  the	  expensive	  ear	  rings	  dangling	  from	  her	  ears,	  and	  
her	  expensive	  hairstyle.	  
	   “Yes,	  I	  have	  other	  matters	  to	  attend	  to,”	  sniffed	  a	  white-‐haired	  human	  
male.	  	  
	   “Actually	   I	   would	   enjoy	   seeing	   the	   Alshain	   tussle	   with	   the	   Orion,”	  
leered	   a	   Ferengi,	   with	   excessively	   large	   lobes.	   He	   licked	   his	   thin	   lips,	   and	  
rubbed	  his	  hands	  together.	  
	   “Can’t	   believe	   I	   agree	   with	   a	   Ferengi,”	   snorted	   a	   Tellarite,	   the	   last	  
member	  of	   the	  motley	  assemblage	  Losa	  had	  brought	   together	   to	  auction	  off	  
the	  Breen	  eggs.	   “But	   these	   two	   rolling	   in	   some	  gemba	   jelly	  would	  be	  worth	  
the	  wait.”	  	  
	   Losa	  chuckled.	  “Some	  other	  time,”	  she	  said,	   turning	  to	  the	   long	  empty	  
table	  in	  the	  center	  of	  the	  room.	  She	  pulled	  a	  padd	  from	  the	  folds	  of	  her	  purple,	  
V-‐necked	  dress.	  She	  inputted	  a	  code	  and	  a	  gleaming,	  bulky	  crate	  materialized	  
on	  the	  table.	  The	  group	  moved	  forward.	  “That’s	  close	  enough,”	  Losa	  warned.	  
Two	   massive	   guards,	   one	   Orion	   and	   the	   other	   Nausicaan	   moved	   to	   stand	  
between	  the	  buyers	  and	  the	  eggs.	  Lady	  E’Lanai	  spat	  at	  the	  feet	  of	  the	  guards,	  
the	   Tellarite	   snorted,	   and	   the	   Ferengi	   tried	   vainly	   to	   look	   around	   the	   two	  
guards.	  The	  human	  turned	  a	  pale	  red	  with	  displeasure.	  Only	  the	  Alshain	  noble	  
and	  the	  Romulan	  showed	  a	  modicum	  of	  dignity.	  Losa	  took	  up	  position	  behind	  
the	  table	  and	  Mnessa	  joined	  her.	  “Now,	  let	  the	  bidding	  began.”	  	  
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	   Captain	   Glover	   sat	   up	   in	   his	   chair,	   his	   gut	   tightening.	   The	  main	   view	  
screen	  filled	  with	  the	  image	  of	  Tefal	  Station.	  A	  Cardassian	  Galor	  class	  warship	  
was	  docked	  amidst	  a	  myriad	  of	  civilian	  vessels.	  The	  rusted	  hulk	  of	  a	  station	  
hung	   in	   orbit	   of	   the	   equally	   rust-‐colored	   moon	   Tefal.	   The	   moon	   circled	   a	  
gigantic	  unnamed	  gas	  giant.	  	  
	   Less	   than	   two	  months	  ago,	  he	  had	  been	   trying	   to	  destroy	  every	  Galor	  
class	   ship	   he	   encountered.	   And	   he	   hadn’t	   totally	   been	   able	   to	   remove	   the	  
desire	  to	  continue	  doing	  so,	  despite	  the	  fact	  that	  the	  new	  Cardassian	  Security	  
Forces	  were	  supposed	  to	  be	  working	  with	  the	  Federation	  Alliance	  to	  end	  the	  
insurgency	  sweeping	  across	  Cardassian	  space.	  	  
	   “Warp	   coil	   signatures	   on	   that	   Galor	   are	   consistent	   with	   Ulirian	  
technology,”	   Lt.	   Commander	   Rydell	   said,	   anticipating	   Glover’s	   inquiry.	   The	  
Ulirians	   were	   long	   standing	   allies	   of	   the	   Cardassians,	   and	   had	   sold	   them	  
several	  of	  their	  aging	  Galor	  cruisers,	  which	  Starfleet	  Intelligence	  believed	  the	  
Ulirians	  had	  outfitted	  with	  their	  own	  technology.	  Ulirian	  technology	  was	  not	  
as	  advanced	  as	  the	  Cardassians,	  particularly	  in	  the	  sensor	  department.	  	  
	   “I	  bet	  the	  only	  thing	  Cardassian	  on	  that	  ship	  is	  the	  hull,”	  Lt.	  Mercer,	  at	  
the	   bridge’s	   Engineering	   console,	   pondered	   aloud.	   Ensign	   Lomar,	   from	   the	  
Science	  station,	  added.	  
	   “That	  is	  a	  definite	  possibility,”	  the	  Kelvan	  remarked.	  “Then	  again,	  with	  
the	   nascent	   Cardassian	   republican	   government	   and	   the	   Cardassian	  
insurgency	   in	  need	  of	   revenue,	   that	   ship	  could	  contain	  sufficient	  Cardassian	  
technology	  to	  pose	  a	  problem.”	  	  
	   “Check	   the	   status	   of	   that	   ship’s	   weapons,”	   Glover	   said.	   When	   Rydell	  
reported	  back,	  Terrence	  eased	  slightly.	  Aegis’s	  advanced	  sensors	  detected	  that	  
that	   Galor’s	   weapons	   banks	   were	   inactive.	   The	   captain	   then	   returned	   to	  
agonizing	  over	  his	  flight	  with	  Dr.	  Cole.	  Memories	  of	  his	  affair	  had	  dug	  into	  his	  
soul	  like	  tiny	  splinters,	  nagging	  his	  conscience	  constantly.	  	  
	   “Lt.	   Commander	   Rydell,”	   Sage	   Vechama	   thankfully	   drew	   Glover’s	  
attention	  away	  from	  himself,	  “please	  scan	  the	  station	  for	  Breen	  embryonic	  life	  
signs.”	  
	   “Or	  any	  Breen	  life	  signs	  period,”	  the	  captain	  quickly	  added.	  It	  was	  more	  
than	  likely	  that	  the	  rogue	  Thot	  Nefas	  would	  be	  on	  Tefal,	  or	  perhaps	  en	  route.	  
Terrence	   was	   certain	   that	   Renk	   wasn’t	   the	   only	   one	   who	   possessed	  
information	   on	   Amah	   Losa’s	   whereabouts.	   And	   Breen	   could	   be	   quite	  
persuasive	  in	  acquiring	  information.	  	  
	   “Negative	  on	  both	  counts,”	  Rydell	  responded.	  	  
	   “Great,”	  Glover	  huffed.	   It	  was	  possible	   that	   Losa	  had	   already	   sold	   the	  
eggs,	   and	   they	   had	   been	   too	   late.	   Then	   again,	   they	   might’ve	   gotten	   to	   the	  
station	   before	   the	   buyer.	   Or	   Losa	   was	   crafty	   enough	   to	   mask	   any	   Breen	  
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embryonic	  signatures.	  The	  captain	  just	  didn’t	  know,	  and	  he	  hated	  being	  in	  the	  
dark	  about	  anything.	  “Contact	  the	  station	  and	  inform	  them	  to	  prepare	  for	  us.	  I	  
want	  to	  get	  down	  there	  and	  start	  searching	  as	  quickly	  as	  possible.”	  	  
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	   After	   the	   Tellarite	   had	   assaulted	   the	   Ferengi,	   Losa	   had	   called	   a	  
cessation	   to	   the	   bidding	   for	   the	   day.	   Once	   the	   room	   had	   cleared,	   Mnessa	  
finally	  spoke	  her	  mind.	  
	   “Sister,	   do	   you	   think	   this	   is	   wise?”	   She	   asked.	   “The	   Alshain	   could	   be	  
powerful	  allies	  for	  us.	  Not	  only	  have	  they	  reemerged	  as	  a	  galactic	  power,	  their	  
alliance	   with	   the	   Federation	   would	   make	   it	   easier	   for	   us	   to	   transport	   our	  
goods	  through	  allied	  space.”	  	  
	   “I	  know	  that,”	  Losa	  replied	  sharply.	  “But	  what	  you	  might	  not	  know	  little	  
sister	   is	   that	   this	   revival	   among	   the	   Alshain	  might	   be	   a	   temporary	   thing.	   I	  
need	  to	  test	  them,	  see	  how	  willing	  they	  are	  to	  go,	  how	  much	  they	  can	  afford	  to	  
spend	  to	  see	  if	  they	  possess	  the	  tenacity	  and	  the	  wealth	  to	  be	  worthy	  allies	  for	  
us.	  You	  never	  deal	  with	  the	  Alshain	  from	  a	  position	  of	  weakness,	  and	  despite	  
Lord	  E’Lanai’s	  protests,	  he	  respects	  our	  independence.	  We	  don’t	  need	  him,	  he	  
knows	   it,	   and	   by	   extension	   he	  will	   relay	   that	   information	   to	   the	   rest	   of	   the	  
Peerage.	  So	  that	  when	  we	  deal	  with	  them	  it	  will	  be	  as	  equals	  silly	  girl.”	  Losa	  
rapped	  her	   sister’s	  knuckles	  hard.	   “Never	  question	  my	   judgment	  again.	  And	  
also	   don’t	   send	   any	   non-‐verbal	   cues	   that	   you	   are	   in	   disagreement	  with	  my	  
actions.	  Our	  enemies	  will	  seize	  upon	  them	  to	  divide	  us,	  and	  once	  that	  occurs	  
we	  are	  truly	  lost.”	  Mnessa	  merely	  took	  the	  abuse	  and	  chiding	  in	  stride.	  	  
	   She	  had	  to	  admit	  that	  she	  hadn’t	  seen	  thought	  out	  completely	  all	  of	  the	  
angles	   as	  Losa	  had.	  There	  was	   still	  much	   learning	   she	  had	   to	  do.	  While	   she	  
pondered	   that,	   their	   favorite	   red	   Orion	   manservant	   came	   into	   the	   room.	  
Before	  Losa	   could	  upbraid	  him	   for	  not	   asking	  permission	   to	   enter,	   the	  man	  
blurted,	  “Madams,	  a	  Starfleet	  ship	  has	  just	  docked	  at	  the	  station.”	  
	   “What?”	  Mnessa	  asked,	  shocked	  and	  scared.	  “What	  are	  they	  doing	  here?	  
Are	  they	  coming	  for	  us?”	  She	  looked	  frantically	  at	  her	  sister	  for	  answers,	  but	  
Losa	  merely	  smirked.	  
	   “I	  knew	  about	  the	  Starfleet	  ship,”	  she	  said.	  “The	  station	  commander	  had	  
informed	  me	  that	  it	  would	  be	  arriving	  days	  ago.”	  
	   “And	  why	  didn’t	  you	  tell	  me?”	  Mnessa	  hotly	  asked.	  
	   “Because	  it	  didn’t	  concern	  you,”	  Losa	  said,	  “Nor	  us.	  The	  ship	  is	  on	  shore	  
leave.”	  



 30 

	   “Don’t	   you	   think	   that’s	   a	   little	   coincidental?”	  Mnessa	   asked,	   her	   voice	  
coated	  with	  skepticism.	  	  
	   “Perhaps,”	  Losa	  answered,	  “but	  with	  a	  Starfleet	  vessel	  docked	  outside,	  
it	  will	  provide	  the	  perfect	  cover	  for	  our	  transaction.”	  
	   “I	   don’t	   like	   this,”	   Mnessa	   said,	   shaking	   her	   head.	   “I	   don’t	   trust	   the	  
Feds.”	  
	   “Fine,”	  Losa	  challenged,	  “then	  do	  something	  about	  it.”	  
	   “Maybe	  I	  will,”	  Mnessa	  shot	  back.	  “Maybe	  I	  will.”	  	  
	  

************	  
	  
Nefas	  Rishaav	  	  
Main	  Bridge	   	  
	  
	   Thot	   Nefas	   watched	   the	   sliver	   of	   the	   Aegis	   dock	   at	   the	   station.	  
Impatience	  burned	  his	  flesh	  like	  acid.	  He	  didn’t	  need	  the	  sensors	  to	  know	  that	  
the	  progeny	  of	  his	  clan,	  the	  last	  of	  his	  kind	  were	  on	  that	  station.	  It	  took	  all	  of	  
his	  willpower	   to	  not	   storm	   the	   station	   and	   take	  back	  what	  had	  been	   stolen	  
from	   him.	   But	   he	   would	   have	   to	   contend	   with	   the	   Starfleet	   vessel.	   Even	  
though	   it	   was	   at	   one-‐third	   strength,	   it	   was	   still	   a	   formidable	   threat.	   In	  
addition	  to	  that	  was	  the	  Galor-‐class	  cruiser	  and	  he	  was	  confident	  that	  a	  few	  of	  
the	   so-‐called	   civilian	   vessels	   were	   more	   lethal	   than	   they	   appeared.	   There	  
were	  also	  the	  station’s	  defensive	  systems	  the	  Rishaav	  might	  have	  to	  engage.	  	  
	   Hating	  himself,	  the	  Breen	  war	  chief	  decided	  to	  let	  Starfleet	  retrieve	  the	  
eggs	  and	  then	  he	  would	  swoop	   in	  and	  take	  them.	  After	   that,	  he	  would	  exact	  
revenge.	  Behind	  his	  mask,	  Nefas	  grinned.	  	  
	  
	  

************	  
	  
Tefal	  Lunar	  Station	  
Onyx	  Lounge	  	  
	  
	   This	   was	   the	   last	   place	   Glover	   needed	   to	   be,	   but	   he	   knew	   he	   had	   to	  
maintain	   appearances	   while	   his	   security	   team	   surreptitiously	   combed	   the	  
station.	   The	   small	   dark	   establishment	   was	   barely	   lit	   by	   the	   multi-‐colored	  
lights	  on	  the	  pyramidal	  stage.	  Three	  nubile	  dancers,	  in	  various	  stages	  of	  dress	  
occupied	  each	  tip	  of	  the	  pyramid.	  	  
	   The	   captain	   leaned	   over	   and	   loudly	  whispered	   into	   Rydell’s	   ear	   over	  
the	  synthesized	  grope	  music.	  “You	  have	  a	  knack	  for	  finding	  these	  places	  don’t	  
you?”	  	  
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	   “Hey	  we	  needed	   to	  hide	  her	   somewhere,”	   the	  Ops	  Officer	   replied,	   his	  
head	   nodding	   to	   the	   music.	   “And	   she	   was	   raising	   all	   kinds	   of	   hell	   about	  
remaining	  aboard	  ship.”	  
	   “Don’t	   I	   know	   it,”	   the	   captain	   grumbled.	   He	   glanced	   over	   at	   Sage	  
Vechama.	  The	  taciturn	  Breen	  sat	  rigidly	  in	  the	  back	  of	  the	  club,	  resembling	  a	  
statue	   more	   than	   a	   living	   being.	   The	   waitresses	   had	   long	   ago	   given	   up	   on	  
asking	  her	  to	  buy	  a	  drink,	  and	  the	  establishment’s	  security	  had	  wisely	  avoided	  
her,	  much	   to	  Glover’s	   relief.	  He	  wanted	   to	  blend	   in	   as	  much	  as	  possible.	  To	  
help	  facilitate	  that	  he	  had	  ordered	  the	  crew	  that	  had	  left	  the	  ship	  to	  dress	  in	  
civilian	  clothing.	  Each	  had	  also	  been	  given	  a	  sizable	  amount	  of	  credits	  as	  well,	  
which	  Rydell	  was	  promptly	  wasting	  on	  cheap	  women	  and	  cheaper	  liquor.	  	  
	   “Slow	  down,”	  Glover	  warned,	  leaning	  over	  to	  whisper	  in	  the	  man’s	  ear.	  
Rydell	  merely	  nodded,	  but	  continued	  ogling	  the	  triple	  breasted,	  feline	  dancer	  
on	   the	   stage	   near	   them.	   The	   captain	   hated	   being	   ignored,	   but	   before	   he	  
reacted,	   a	   mesmerizing	   Orion	   beauty	   took	   to	   the	   stage.	   Her	   lithe,	   yet	  
curvaceous	  figure	  was	  draped	  in	  a	  sheer	  wrap,	  her	  green	  skin	  luminous	  in	  the	  
club’s	  lighting.	  The	  woman’s	  dark	  eyes	  scoured	  the	  room,	  eventually	  settling	  
on	  him.	  She	  walked	  sensuously	  toward	  him,	  her	  hips	  swaying	  hypnotically.	  
	   The	   club’s	   patrons	   immediately	   took	   notice,	  many	   almost	   running	   to	  
the	  stage.	  The	  Orion	  danced,	  and	  the	  credits	  piled	  up	  at	  her	  feet.	  But	  Terrence	  
noticed	   that	   the	   woman	   never	   took	   her	   eyes	   off	   of	   him	   while	   she	   did	   her	  
routine.	  It	  was	  unsettling,	  but	  also	  flattering	  in	  a	  way.	  Similarly,	  Glover	  found	  
he	  couldn’t	  pull	  his	  eyes	  away	  from	  her.	  After	  her	  set	  was	  finished,	  the	  woman	  
stepped	  off	   the	   stage,	   ignoring	   the	  phalanx	  of	   suitors.	   She	  made	  her	  way	   to	  
Terrence’s	  table.	  The	  captain	  tugged	  on	  his	  collar	  as	  he	  felt	  a	  spike	  of	  internal	  
heat.	   The	   Orion	   gazed	   down	   on	   him	   with	   alluring,	   heavy-‐lidded	   eyes.	   She	  
smiled	  at	  him.	   “Enjoy	   the	  show?”	  Glover	  nodded.	  Her	   smile	  grew.	  Before	  he	  
could	  stop	  her,	  she	  sat	  in	  his	  lap,	  and	  threw	  her	  arms	  around	  his	  neck.	  Both	  of	  
them	   were	   oblivious	   to	   the	   groans	   and	   grumbles	   of	   displeasure	   from	   the	  
other	  spurned	  patrons	  or	  the	  gawking	  from	  Commander	  Rydell.	  “Would	  you	  
like	  to	  see	  more?”	  The	  woman	  whispered	  in	  the	  captain’s	  ear,	  punctuating	  the	  
question	  with	   a	   nibble	   on	   his	   lobe.	   Terrence	   shuddered	   as	   his	   imagination	  
filled	  with	  lurid	  fantasies.	  	  
	   “No…”	  he	  shook	  his	  head,	  his	  throat	  dry.	  “I….don’t….”	  
	   “I	   guarantee	   you	   will	   like	   it,”	   she	   said.	   “Please	   come	   with	  
me…Captain….”	  Glover	  tensed.	  She	  knew	  who	  he	  was.	  He	  gazed	  hard	  at	  her.	  	  
	   “Who	  are	  you?”	  The	  woman	  smiled.	  
	   “A	  potential	  friend,”	  she	  said.	  “And	  perhaps	  more.”	  
	   “That’s	  not	  much	  of	  an	  answer,”	  the	  captain	  replied.	  	  
	   “Well,	  that’s	  all	  your	  going	  to	  get	  here,”	  she	  said,	  taking	  another	  nibble.	  
This	  time	  the	  gesture	  had	  no	  affect	  on	  him.	  
	   “What	  do	  you	  propose?”	  



 32 

	   “Accompany	   me	   to	   my	   private	   chambers,”	   the	   Orion	   woman	   said,	  
“where	  we	  can	  speak	  more	  openly.”	  Glover	  looked	  at	  Rydell,	  and	  the	  woman	  
tightened	   her	   embrace	   around	   his	   neck.	   She	   whispered	   in	   his	   ear	   again.	  
“Alone.”	  
	   “No	  dice,”	  Terrence	  said.	  “You	  think	  I’m	  dumb	  enough	  to	  walk	  into	  an	  
ambush?”	  
	   “I	   would	   never	   think	   such	   a	   thing,”	   she	   said,	   batting	   her	   eyes.	   “But	  
friendships	  are	  based	  on	  trust,	  and	  I	  need	  a	  gesture	  of	  trust	  from	  you.”	  
	   “No,”	  Glover	  said.	  
	   “Do	  you	  want	   the	  eggs	  and	  the	  person	  responsible	   for	   taking	  them	  or	  
not?”	  The	  woman	  asked	  bluntly,	  all	  pretenses	  gone.	  The	  captain	  glared	  at	  the	  
woman,	  trying	  to	  out	  stare	  her,	  but	  she	  held	  his	  gaze.	  Eventually	  he	  relented.	  	  
	   “Rydell,”	  he	  said,	  though	  his	  eyes	  were	  still	  locked	  on	  the	  Orion’s.	  “Stay	  
here	   and	   keep	   an	   eye	   on	   our	   friend.	   I’m	   going	   to	   take	   a	   walk	   with….”	   He	  
paused,	  looking	  at	  her.	  	  
	   “Kamay,”	  she	  answered.	  
	   “Kamay,”	  he	  repeated.	  	  
	   Rydell	   frowned,	   trying	   to	   gauge	   what	   really	   was	   happening.	   But	   the	  
Ops	  Officer	  was	  confident	  that	  the	  captain	  could	  handle	  himself	  in	  any	  event.	  
He	   was	   certain	   that	   more	   than	   an	   assignation	   was	   about	   to	   occur.	   Glover	  
wouldn’t	  cheat.	  So	  he	  knew	  the	  dancer	  probably	  had	  some	  connection	  to	  Losa.	  
He	   just	   resolved	   to	   be	   ready	  when	   the	   time	   came.	   “I’ll	   hold	   down	   the	   fort,”	  
Rydell	  said	  after	  a	  few	  moments.	  Glover	  nodded	  tightly,	  and	  the	  Orion	  smiled	  
sweetly.	   Glover	   stood	   up,	   holding	   the	   surprised	  woman	   in	   his	   strong	   arms.	  
She	   squealed	   in	  delight	   as	  he	   strode	   toward	   the	  exit,	   leaving	  envious	  glares	  
and	   curses	   in	   his	   wake.	   From	   the	   way	   he	   held	   the	   woman	   and	   how	   she	  
squirmed	   in	   his	   arms,	   perhaps	   it	   was	   an	   assignation	   after	   all.	   Rydell	   had	  
picked	  the	  captain	  as	  one	  to	  cheat,	  but	  he	  could	  see	  that	  Orion	  being	  the	  deal	  
breaker	  for	  many	  a	  marriage.	  To	  that,	  all	  he	  could	  say	  was,	  “Lucky	  bastard.”	  	  
	  

***********	  
	  
USS	  Aegis	  
Main	  Bridge	  
	  
	   Junior	   Lieutenant	   Brenda	   Tshego	   did	   a	   tolerable	   job	   suppressing	   her	  
annoyance,	  but	  Lt.	  Zim	  didn’t	  care.	  “Do	  you	  have	  a	  problem	  with	  my	  regular	  
checking	   of	   your	   status?”	   The	   Zaldan	   asked	   his	   subordinate.	   The	   young	  
human	  female’s	  face	  pinched,	  but	  she	  responded.	  
	   “No	  sir,”	  she	  said.	  	  
	   “I	   don’t	   believe	   you,”	   he	   replied.	   “Zaldans	   value	   truth	   above	   all	  
Lieutenant	  Tshego.”	  	  
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	   “All	  right,”	   the	  woman	  said	  gently,	   “the	  reports	  are	  a	  bit	   too	   frequent.	  
It’s	  pulling	  us	  away	  from	  our	  investigation.”	  
	   “Is	  that	  right?”	  He	  challenged.	  
	   “Yes	  sir,”	  the	  woman	  said	  with	  the	  appropriate	  amount	  of	  assurance.	  	  
	   “Then	  report	  when	  you	  have	  something,”	  Zim	  said,	  now	  satisfied	   that	  
the	   young	   woman	   was	   capable	   enough	   to	   conduct	   the	   investigation.	   Zim	  
hadn’t	   held	   back	   his	   tongue	   when	   the	   captain	   had	   informed	   him	   that	   Lt.	  
Tshego	   would	   be	   heading	   the	   covert	   investigation	   for	   the	   eggs	   aboard	   the	  
station.	  Glover	  had	  said	  that	  Tshego	  would	  cause	  less	  commotion	  than	  Zim’s	  
blunt	   tactics.	   The	   Zaldan	   didn’t	   dispute	   that,	   but	   he	   knew	   he	   had	   the	  
experience	  to	  handle	  anything	  Amah	  Losa	  might	  throw	  at	  them.	  Tshego	  was	  
barely	   out	   of	   the	  Academy,	   and	   he	   had	   his	   doubts.	   After	   Zim	  had	  made	   his	  
displeasure	   loudly	  known,	  he	  was	  surprised	  that	   the	  captain	  had	   left	  him	   in	  
charge	  and	  not	  placed	  him	  in	  the	  brig.	  	  
	   He	  had	  occupied	  his	  time	  trying	  to	  oversee	  Tshego’s	  investigation,	  but	  
now	  that	  the	  woman	  had	  developed	  some	  steel	  in	  her	  spine,	  the	  Zaldan	  didn’t	  
know	  what	  he	  would	  do	  to	  occupy	  his	  time.	  	  
	   “Mr.	  Culhane,”	  he	  said	   to	   the	  young	  human	  sitting	  at	   the	  Ops	  console.	  
“Conduct	   another	   scan	   of	   the	   surrounding	   area.	   This	   time	   a	   modulating,	  
crosswire	  of	  tachyon	  pulses	  and	  anti-‐proton	  beams.”	  He	  said.	  It	  was	  possible	  
that	   the	   Breen	   were	   out	   there,	   somewhere.	   Confederacy	   ships	   possessed	  
cloaking	  technology.	  So	  far,	  he	  had	  ordered	  a	  variety	  of	  scanning	  techniques	  
to	  try	  to	  divine	  the	  location	  of	  any	  cloaked	  vessels.	  	  
	   “Aye	  sir,”	   the	  eager	  human	  replied.	  He	  quickly	   inputted	  the	  necessary	  
instructions	  into	  his	  terminal.	  Seconds	  later,	  Culhane	  looked	  up,	  his	  blue	  eyes	  
wide	  with	  disbelief.	  “Whoa,”	  he	  gasped.	  	  
	   “What	   is	   it?”	   Zim	   leaped	   out	   of	   his	   seat.	   He	   was	   at	   the	   Operations	  
station	  before	  the	  man	  spoke	  again.	  	  
	   “We’ve	   got	   a	   hit,”	   he	   said,	   pointing	   at	   his	   terminal’s	   flatscreen.	   Zim	  
glanced	  down	   at	   it,	   and	   then	   the	   Zaldan	   told	   Culhane	   to	   put	   it	   on	   the	  main	  
viewer.	   The	   rest	   of	   the	   bridge	   crew	   grew	   silent	   at	   the	   fuzzy	   image	   of	  what	  
appeared	  to	  be	  a	  Breen	  warship	  appeared.	  
	   “What	   is	   that	   ship’s	   location?”	   Zim	   asked.	   Ensign	   Zene	   at	   the	   Helm	  
promptly	  answered.	  
	   “Maybe	  today	  won’t	  be	  such	  a	  wash	  after	  all,”	  Zim	  said.	  “Red	  alert!”	  	  
	  

*************	  
	  
Tefal	  Lunar	  Station	  
Kamay’s	  Private	  Chamber	  
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	   As	  soon	  as	  the	  doors	  closed,	  Glover	  heard	  a	  lilting	  voice	  call	  out.	  “Move	  
away	  from	  the	  captain	  Kamay.”	  	  
	   “I’m	  uh,	   it’ll	  be	  a	   little	  hard	  to	  do	  that,”	  Kamay	  answered,	  wriggling	  in	  
Terrence’s	  cradled	  arms.	  	  
	   “Please	  release	  her	  Captain	  Glover,”	  the	  voice	  commanded.	  
	   “No	  until	  I	  see	  who’s	  giving	  me	  orders,”	  he	  said.	  	  
	   “Lights,”	   the	   voice	   intoned.	   Dim	   lighting	   filled	   the	   once	   dark	   room.	  
Another	   alluring	   Orion	   female	   was	   sitting	   at	   the	   edge	   of	   the	   bed.	   Glover	  
released	   Kamay,	   but	   gently	   grabbed	   her	   arm,	   holding	   her	   close.	   She	   didn’t	  
seem	  to	  mind.	  	  
	   “Who	  are	  you?”	  The	  captain	  asked.	  
	   “I	   am	   Mnessa,”	   she	   said.	   “Amah	   Losa	   is	   my	   sister.”	   Terrence	  
instinctively	  stepped	  back	  as	  he	  reached	  for	  the	  phaser	  clipped	  to	  his	  belt.	  In	  
shock,	  he	  discovered	   it	  was	  no	   longer	   there.	  Kamay	  pushed	  away	   from	  him,	  
swinging	  around	  deftly,	  pointing	  his	  phaser	  at	  him.	  	  
	   “Men	  are	  so	  predictable,”	  she	  sneered.	  	  
	   “Yeah,	  I	  think	  you’re	  right,”	  Glover	  muttered.	  	  
	  

**************	  
	  
USS	  Aegis	  
Main	  Bridge	  
	  
	   “I	  haven’t	  been	  able	  to	  raise	  the	  captain,”	  Ensign	  Culhane	  replied	  with	  
obvious	  worry.	  	  
	   “Try	   Commander	   Rydell,”	   Zim	   instructed,	   unperturbed.	   He	   knew	   the	  
captain	  was	  as	  tough	  and	  resilient	  as	  they	  came.	  A	  communicator	  malfunction	  
was	  probably	  the	  cause	  of	  their	  not	  being	  able	  to	  hail	  him.	  	  
	   “Rydell	   here,”	   the	   Ops	   Officer	   replied.	   Zim	   gave	   him	   an	   abbreviated	  
version	  of	  their	  discovery	  of	  the	  Breen	  vessel	  orbiting	  the	  station.	  	  
	   “What	   does	   the	   captain	   say?”	   Rydell	   asked.	   The	   Zaldan	   told	   him	   that	  
they	  hadn’t	  been	  able	  to	  contact	  the	  captain.	  Zim	  frowned	  at	  Rydell’s	  audible	  
groan.	  	  
	   “That’s	   just	   great,”	   the	   human	   replied.	   “I’ll	   check	   into	   the	   captain’s	  
status,”	  he	  said.	  “You	  take	  care	  of	  that	  Breen	  ship	  while	  we	  have	  the	  element	  
of	   surprise.	   Try	   to	   disable	   it	   if	   you	   can,	   but	   if	   they	   put	   up	   too	   much	   of	   a	  
fight….”	  	  
	   “Understood,”	  The	  Zaldan	  said.	  	  
	   “Good	  hunting,”	  Rydell	  offered.	  
	   “You	  as	  well,”	  Zim	  replied.	  	  
	  

****************	  
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Tefal	  Lunar	  Station	  
Main	  Thoroughfare	  
	  
	   Lt.	  Brenda	  Tshego	  forced	  herself	  not	  to	  flat	  out	  run.	  She	  didn’t	  want	  to	  
attract	   anymore	   attention	   to	   the	   security	   team	  as	  possible,	   but	  Commander	  
Rydell’s	  summons	  had	  sounded	  a	  bit	  too	  cheery	  for	  her.	  With	  him,	  Brenda	  had	  
figured	  out	  early	  on	  that	  you	  needed	  to	  read	  between	  the	  lines.	  Of	  course,	  she	  
hadn’t	   found	  that	  out	  until	  after	  they	  had	  slept	  together,	  which	  was	  another	  
story	  in	  and	  of	  itself.	  	  
	   Tshengo	  saw	  another	  away	   team,	   this	  one	   led	  by	  Dr.	  Cole	  and	  Ensign	  
Lomar,	  the	  disconcerting	  Kelvan	  bridge	  officer	  heading	  toward	  them	  from	  the	  
opposite	  direction.	  Both	  teams	  paused	  at	  the	  entrance	  to	  the	  Oynx	  Lounge.	  A	  
motley	   interspecies	   gang	   was	   blocking	   the	   doorway	   to	   the	   club.	   A	   burly	  
Chalnoth,	  his	  yellowed	  tusks	  sawed	  off,	  spotted	  Tshengo.	  	  
	   “I	  smell	  Starfleet,”	  he	  snarled,	  bringing	  his	  weapon	  to	  bear.	  	  
	   “Damn,”	  Tshengo	  muttered	  as	  she	  ordered	  her	  people	  to	  dive	  for	  cover.	  	  
	  
	  

************	  
Tefal	  Lunar	  Station	  
Oynx	  Lounge	  
	  
	   “Really	   guys,	   I’ve	   got	   to	   be	   going,”	   Rydell	   said	   good-‐naturedly,	   as	   he	  
made	  another	  attempt	  to	  leave.	  Where	  is	  Brenda	  or	  the	  other	  away	  teams,	  he	  
thought.	  I	  need	  some	  back	  up	  here.	  He	  had	  surreptitiously	  waved	  for	  Vechama	  
to	   remain	   seated	   while	   he	   tried	   to	   finesse	   his	   way	   past	   the	   two	   huge	   red	  
Orions	   that	  were	   blocking	   the	   exit.	   Everything	   had	   drawn	   to	   a	   standstill	   as	  
eager	  patrons	  watched	  the	  brewing	   fight	  with	  as	  much	  rapt	   interest	  as	   they	  
had	  watched	  the	  exotic	  dancers.	  Out	  of	  the	  corner	  of	  his	  eye,	  Rydell	  saw	  that	  
even	  the	  dancers	  had	  stopped	  gyrating,	  and	  were	  now	  spectators.	  What	  a	  way	  
to	  keep	  a	  low	  profile	  he	  ironically	  surmised.	  	  
	   “You’ll	   leave,”	   said	   the	   one	  with	   the	  most	  mashed	   in	   face.	   “When	   it’s	  
time.”	  
	   “I	  see	  we	  have	  a	  difference	  of	  opinion	  here,”	  Rydell	  said.	   “I	  determine	  
when	  it’s	  time.”	  
	   “Not	  on	  this	  station,”	  mashed	  face	  replied.	  	  
	   “You	   don’t	   own	   this	   station,”	   Rydell	   retorted,	   while	   inching	   for	   the	  
phaser	   at	   his	   hip.	   The	   other	   Orion	   nodded,	   wagging	   a	   thick	   finger.	   Rydell	  
stopped.	  
	   “That’s	  what	   you	   think,”	   the	  Orion	   said.	   “Now,	   I	   suggest	   you	   sit	   back	  
down	  and	  have	  another	  drink.”	  



 36 

	   “And	  I	  suggest	  you	  frinx	  yourself,”	  Rydell	  replied.	  Mashed	  Face	  pushed	  
Rydell	  backward,	  towards	  the	  table	  he	  was	  sitting	  at.	  	  
	   “Don’t	   do	   that	   again,”	   Rydell	   warned,	   prompting	   a	   rough	   laugh	   from	  
both	  Orions.	  	  
	   “And	   what	   are	   you	   going	   to	   do	   about	   it	   Terran?”	   Mashed	   Face	  
challenged,	  reaching	  to	  push	  Rydell	  again.	  But	  this	  time	  Rydell	  was	  ready	  for	  
him.	  He	  grabbed	  the	  man’s	  thick	  arm	  by	  the	  wrist	  and	  twisted	  until	  he	  heard	  a	  
satisfying	  pop.	  The	  big	  Orion	  dropped	  to	  his	  knees.	  Mashed	  Face’s	  squeal	  was	  
cut	  off	  with	  a	  swift	  knee	  to	  what	  remained	  of	  his	  nose.	  The	  other	  Orion’s	  roar	  
was	  cut	  short	  as	  his	  head	  was	  cleanly	  severed.	  The	  headless	  body	  lumbered	  to	  
the	  ground,	  hot	  blood	  splashing	  on	  both	  Rydell	  and	  Mashed	  Face.	  	  
	   The	  brutal,	  unexpected	  death	  distracted	  Rydell	  long	  enough	  for	  Mashed	  
Face	  to	  yank	  free.	  He	  pushed	  away	  from	  Rydell,	  literally	  tossing	  the	  man	  over	  
the	   table	   that	   flipped	  over	  and	  crashed	  down	  on	  him.	  Stuck	  underneath	   the	  
heavy	   table,	   his	   body	   pulsing	   with	   pain,	   all	   Rydell	   could	   do	   was	   look	   on	  
helplessly	  as	  Mashed	  Face	  stood	  up	  and	  brandished	  a	  long,	  curving	  knife	  that	  
he	  took	  from	  the	  sash	  cinched	  around	  his	  waist.	  	  
	   The	  Orion	  sneered	  as	  he	  walked	  slowly	  toward	  him,	  slashing	  the	  knife	  
through	  the	  air.	  Rydell	  began	  struggling,	  but	  the	  table	  wouldn’t	  budge.	  	  
	   Before	  the	  Orion	  reached	  him,	  the	  blood-‐smeared	  tip	  of	  a	  blade	  poked	  
through	  his	  chest.	  He	  fell	  to	  the	  ground,	  and	  was	  tossed	  to	  the	  side	  like	  refuse.	  
Vechama	   stood	   behind	   him,	   gripping	   a	   staff	   like	   blade	   in	   one	   hand.	   “Never	  
turn	   your	   back	   on	   a	   Breen,”	   she	   said,	   as	   he	   lifted	   the	   table	  with	   one	   hand.	  
Then	  she	  helped	  Rydell	  get	  back	  on	  his	  feet.	  He	  winched	  when	  he	  tried	  to	  put	  
pressure	  on	  his	  left	  leg.	  	  
	   “I	  think	  it’s	  broken,”	  he	  said	  through	  clenched	  teeth.	  	  
	   “I	  will	  support	  you,”	  Vechama	  said.	  He	  felt	  odd	  resting	  his	  weight	  on	  a	  
woman,	  but	  eventually	  he	  did.	  	  
	   “You’re	  a	  Breen	  huh?”	  One	  of	  the	  few	  humans	  sprinkled	  throughout	  the	  
club	  said,	   turning	   the	  bottle	  he	  had	  been	  drinking	  out	  of	  around	   to	  use	  as	  a	  
cudgel.	   “It	  seems	  we	  have	  us	  a	  Breen	  and	  a	  Breen	   lover	  here,”	  he	  said	  more	  
loudly.	  Angry	  murmurs	  began	  buzzing	   around	   the	   crowd,	   as	   various	  beings	  
reached	   for	   weapons.	   “We	   don’t	   take	   too	   kindly	   to	   having	   murdering	  
monsters	   in	   these	   parts.	   My	   grandmother	   was	   in	   San	   Francisco	   when	   the	  
Breen	  attacked.	  Those	  bastards	  killed	  her!”	  
	   “Rest	   assured	   Terran,”	   Sage	   Vechama	   remained	   unruffled.	   “I	   am	   a	  
member	   of	   the	   Breen	   Gynarchy.	   The	   Breen	   Confederacy	   committed	   that	  
atrocity.”	  
	   “A	   Breen’s	   a	   Breen,”	   said	   a	   fat	   Cardassian,	   eliciting	   nods	   of	   support	  
from	  the	  human	  and	  others.	  	  
	   “Thasss	  right,”	  hissed	  a	  Gorn.	  	  
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	   “You’re	  not	  good	  at	  public	  relations	  huh?”	  Rydell	  said.	  “Let	  me	  handle	  
this.”	   He	   hopped	   on	   one	   leg,	   holding	   onto	   Vechama’s	   arm	   for	   support.	  
“Gentlebeings,	  we	  don’t	  want	  any	  trouble.	  	  Just	  let	  us	  leave	  in	  peace.”	  
	   “How	  about	  leaving	  in	  pieces,”	  a	  Klingon	  held	  a	  mek’leth	  aloft,	  its	  sharp	  
blades	  glinting	  in	  the	  dull	  light.	  “Today	  is	  a	  good	  day	  to	  die!”	  
	   “Speak	  for	  yourself,”	  Rydell	  said,	  right	  before	  the	  first	  of	  many	  bottles,	  
followed	  by	  bodies,	  flew	  his	  way.	  	  
	  

*************	  
Nefas	  Rishaav	  	  
Main	  Bridge	   	  
	  
	   “Thot	   Nefas,	   the	   Aegis	   is	   approaching	   us	   on	   an	   intercept	   vector,”	  
Prethot	  Akmal	  said,	  not	  even	  attempting	  to	  conceal	  the	  surprise	  in	  his	  voice.	  
	   “How	  is	  that	  possible?”	  Nefas	  asked,	  “Our	  cloaking	  device	  is	  functioning	  
within	  parameters	  correct?”	  	  
	   “Yes,”	  the	  ship’s	  engineer	  replied,	  his	  voice	  laced	  with	  curiosity.	  	  
	   “Then	  how?”	  Nefas	  demanded	  an	  answer.	  	  
	   “They’ve	   been	   scanning	   the	   surrounding	   space	   using	   a	   variety	   of	  
techniques,”	   the	   weapons	   officer	   suggested.	   “It’s	   possible	   that	   one	   of	   their	  
cocktails	  has	  nullified	  our	  cloak.”	  
	   “Charge	  the	  weapons	  banks,	  raise	  shields,”	  Nefas	  ordered.	  	  
	   “Aegis	   is	   firing!”	  Akmal	  said.	  The	  main	  viewer	   filled	  with	  the	   image	  of	  
the	  metallic	  bullet	  hulled	  ship	  bearing	  down	  on	  them,	  the	  weapons	  ports	  in	  its	  
bow	   raining	   fire.	   The	   Breen	   ship	   rocked.	   The	   lights	   dimmed	   and	   consoles	  
erupted.	  Nefas	  quivered,	  feeling	  the	  pain	  of	  the	  biomechanical	  elements	  of	  the	  
ship	  he	  was	  bonded	  with.	  	  
	   “The	  cloak	  has	  been	  disabled,”	   the	  engineer	  shouted	  over	   the	  klaxons	  
and	  the	  roar	  of	  flames.	  	  
	   “Let	   the	   battle	   be	   joined	   then!”	   Nefas	   declared,	   remembering	   the	  
phrase	  the	  last	  Klingon	  commander	  he	  had	  killed	  had	  uttered.	  	  
	  

************	  
	  
Tefal	  Lunar	  Station	  
Amah	  Losa’s	  Private	  Chamber	  
	  
	   “What’s	  happening?”	  The	  white-‐haired	  human	  nervously	  asked	  as	  alert	  
sirens	  bellowed.	  	  
	   “It’s	   nothing	   that	   station	   security	   can’t	   handle	   I’m	   sure,”	   Amah	   Losa	  
said	  with	  less	  than	  complete	  confidence.	  	  
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	   “There	  seems	  to	  be	  confluence	  of	  forces	  hampering	  our	  purchase	  of	  the	  
eggs,”	   Lord	   Larz	   E’Lanai	   said.	   “We	   wish	   not	   to	   be	   caught	   in	   whatever	  
conflagration	   is	   occurring.	   For	  members	   of	   Sept	   E’Lanai	   to	   be	   seen	   on	   this	  
wreck	  of	  a	  space	  station	  would	  be	  most	  unseemly.”	  
	   “Most	   unseemly,”	   Lady	   Leiko	   added	   with	   a	   sharp	   toothed	   grin.	   Losa	  
didn’t	  want	  to	  let	  them	  go,	  but	  knew	  it	  would	  look	  bad,	  or	  weak	  in	  front	  of	  the	  
others	  to	  ask	  the	  Alshain	  to	  stay.	  	  
	   “Good	   riddance,”	   the	   Romulan	   woman	   replied	   after	   the	   haughty	  
Alshain	  couple	  had	  made	  their	  exit.	  	  
	   “Yes,”	  the	  Ferengi	  grinned,	  “Because	  it	  makes	  it	  easier.”	  
	   “Easier?”	   Losa	   asked,	   not	   quite	   understanding.	   The	   Ferengi’s	   grin	  
broadened.	  “Oh,	  of	  course	  less	  competition.”	  
	   “Decidedly	  so,”	  the	  Tellarite	  guffawed,	  before	  he	  drew	  a	  disruptor	  from	  
the	  folds	  of	  his	  heavy	  overcoat	  and	  blasted	  Losa’s	  two	  bodyguards.	  The	  men	  
died	   without	   as	   much	   as	   a	   whimper.	   Losa	   produced	   a	   carefully	   hidden	  
flechette	  from	  behind	  her	  back	  and	  aimed	  it	  at	  the	  Tellarite.	  Before	  she	  could	  
get	   off	   a	   shot,	   the	   weapon	   dissolved,	   and	   so	   did	   her	   hand.	   She	   screamed,	  
falling	  to	  her	  knees.	  	  
	   The	   Ferengi	   laughed.	   “Did	   you	   really	   think	   you	   could	   play	   us	   against	  
one	  another	   so	  easily	  Losa?”	  Both	   the	  Tellarite	  and	   the	  Ferengi	  ordered	   the	  
Romulan	  and	  human	  to	  join	  Losa.	  The	  two	  reluctantly	  complied.	  	  
	   “We’ll	  be	  taking	  the	  eggs	  now,”	  the	  Tellarite	  smugly	  informed	  her.	  	  
	   “That’s	  not	  part	  of	  the	  arrangement,”	  Losa	  said	  weakly,	  a	  searing	  pain	  
still	  washing	  over	  her	  body	  from	  the	  lost	  limb.	  She	  was	  surprised	  she	  hadn’t	  
passed	  out	  from	  the	  agony	  or	  shock.	  	  
	   “You	  don’t	  have	  a	  choice	  in	  the	  matter,”	  the	  Ferengi	  said.	  
	   “I	   do,”	   the	   Romulan	   declared,	   prompting	   both	   men	   to	   swing	   their	  
weapons	  at	  her.	  	  
	   “You	  and	  what	  army?”	  The	  Tellarite	  asked.	  
	   “Glad	   you	   asked,”	   the	   Romulan	   smirked.	   Several	   green	   shafts	   of	   light	  
appeared	  in	  the	  room,	  coalescing	  into	  Romulan	  soldiers	  in	  dark	  uniforms.	  	  
	   “You’re	  Tal	  Shiar,”	  the	  Ferengi	  said,	  crestfallen.	  
	   “I	  order	  you	   to	   lower	  your	  weapons,”	   the	  Romulan	  woman	  said.	   “The	  
eggs	  are	  coming	  with	  me.”	  
	   “I	   don’t	   think	   so,”	   the	   human	   said,	   the	   bold	   statement	   punctuated	   by	  
several	  more	   transporter	  beams.	   “The	  Syndicate	   isn’t	  done	  with	  you	  yet.”	  A	  
band	   of	   Orion	   pirates	   materialized;	   their	   weapons	   at	   the	   ready.	   Weapons	  
were	   pointed	   in	   every	   direction,	   the	   tension	   more	   razor	   sharp	   than	  
microfilament	  wire.	  	  
	   “Do	  you	  think	  I	  didn’t	  plan	  for	  contingencies?”	  Losa	  laughed,	  while	  she	  
held	  her	  stump	  of	  an	  arm.	  She	  touched	  the	  jewel	  hanging	  from	  her	  necklace.	  



 39 

Both	  she	  and	   the	  eggs	  disappeared.	  Seconds	   later,	  a	  muscular,	  dark	  skinned	  
human	  burst	  into	  the	  room,	  followed	  by	  a	  two	  comely	  Orion	  women.	  
	   “You’re	  under	  arrest,	  Amah	  Losa,”	  he	  declared,	  before	  taking	  measure	  
of	  the	  scene	  before	  him.	  “Oh	  shit,”	  he	  muttered	  as	  every	  disruptor	  turned	  in	  
his	  direction.	  	  
	  

***********	  
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	   Lt.	  Zim	  was	  a	  grunt,	  not	  a	  tactician	  and	  it	  showed.	  The	  Breen	  warship	  
had	  decloaked	  quickly	  and	  returned	  fire,	  hammering	  into	  the	  Aegis’s	  shields,	  
slowing	  the	  ship’s	  advance.	  	  
	   Then	  the	  Breen	  had	  maneuvered	  around	  the	  Prometheus-‐class	  ship	  and	  
began	  a	  blistering	  assault	  on	  its	  aft	  portions.	  Try	  as	  he	  might,	  Ensign	  Zene	  was	  
having	   a	  hard	   time	   shaking	   the	  Breen	  vessel,	   and	   it	  was	  obvious	   they	  were	  
forcing	   the	   Aegis	   away	   from	   Tefal	   Station.	   Zim	   was	   curious	   about	   why.	  
Minutes	  later	  he	  got	  his	  answer.	  	  
	   “Sir,	   we’ve	   got	   three	   ships	   decloaking	   around	   Tefal	   Station,”	   Ensign	  
Culhane	  replied.	  
	   “Three	  more	  Breen	  ships?”	  Zim	  asked,	  his	  hope	  sinking,	  “Why	  didn’t	  we	  
catch	  them	  all?”	  
	   “They	   aren’t	   Breen	   sir,”	   Culhane	   replied.	   “One	   is	   Romulan,	   and	   the	  
other	  two	  are	  unidentified.	  The	  ships	  have	  begun	  exchanging	  fire,	  while	  also	  
attacking	   the	   station.”	   The	   viewer	   switched	   temporarily	   to	   show	   four	  
warships,	   one	   a	  Romulan	  warbird,	   two	  unidentified,	   and	   the	  Galor	   that	   had	  
been	   stationed	   at	   Tefal	   slugging	   it	   out.	   The	   three	   ships	   ganged	   up	   on	   the	  
Galor,	  forcing	  it	  to	  retreat.	  Then	  they	  resumed	  their	  three	  way	  brawl.	  	  
	   “We’ve	  got	  to	  get	  back	  there,”	  Zene	  said,	  his	  voice	  rising	  as	  his	  nerves	  
got	  the	  better	  of	  him.	  
	   “Right	  now,	  we’ve	  got	  more	  immediate	  concerns,”	  Zim	  declared,	  gazing	  
with	  a	  refocused	  intensity	  at	  the	  attacking	  Breen	  ship	  on	  the	  main	  screen.	  “It’s	  
time	  we	  stopped	  running	  from	  these	  bastards.”	  	  
	  

*************	  
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	   Lt.	  Brenda	  Tshego	  was	   relieved	   that	   the	  denizens	  and	   tourists	  on	   the	  
station	  had	  mainly	  cleared	  the	  ad	  hoc	  shooting	  gallery	  around	  Onyx	  Lounge.	  
The	  gang	  that	  had	  begun	  firing	  on	  them	  had	  retreated	  to	  just	  inside	  the	  club,	  
sniping	   at	   both	   pinned	  down	   away	   teams	   every	   few	   seconds.	   Tshego	   hated	  
the	   stalemate,	   but	  was	   afraid	   to	   advance	   again.	  The	   last	   time	   she	  had	   tried,	  
Samuels	  had	  been	  hit.	  He	  currently	  lay	  at	  her	  feet,	  loudly	  gulping	  for	  air	  with	  a	  
gaping	  hole	  in	  his	  chest.	  Every	  few	  seconds	  she	  saw	  Dr.	  Cole	  peek	  at	  the	  fallen	  
soldier	   from	   behind	   a	   concession	   stand,	   a	   look	   of	   horror	   mixed	   with	  
frustration	   on	   her	   face.	   The	   man	   was	   dying	   right	   before	   her	   eyes	   and	   the	  
doctor	  could	  nothing	  about	  it.	  None	  of	  them	  could	  really,	  Brenda	  thought.	  The	  
realization	  didn’t	  comfort	  her,	  but	  it	  held	  her	  guilt	  at	  bay	  for	  the	  moment.	  	  
	   “Cease	   fire,”	   a	   watery	   voice	   called	   out	   from	   the	   station’s	   intercom	  
system.	  “We	  have	  this	  entire	  area	  secured,”	  he	  declared.	  	  
	   “Who	  are	  you?”	  Several	  of	  the	  gun	  fighters	  asked	  at	  once.	  	  
	   “I	   am	  Subofficer	   Jelawari,”	  was	   the	   reply.	   “Chief	  of	   Station	  Security.	   If	  
you	   don’t	   immediately	   cease	   hostilities	   and	   surrender	   your	   arms,	   I	   will	   be	  
forced	  to	  take	  drastic	  measures.”	  
	  
	   “And	  those	  might	  be?”	  Scoffed	  one	  of	  the	  men	  from	  inside	  the	  lounge.	  A	  
hissing	  sound	  filled	  the	  air,	   followed	  seconds	   later	  by	  a	  smell	   that	  reminded	  
Tshego	  of	  rotten	  eggs.	  	  
	   “It’s	  some	  type	  of	  gas,”	  Dr.	  Cole	  yelled,	  stating	  the	  obvious.	  “Cover	  your	  
nose	  and	  mouth.”	  	  
	   Brenda	  proceeded	  to	  do	  just	  that,	  but	  her	  hand	  never	  reached	  her	  nose	  
and	  mouth.	  Instead	  the	  floor	  rose	  up	  to	  greet	  her	  face.	  	  
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	   “You	  are	  all	  under	  arrest,”	  Glover	  repeated.	  “By	  order	  of	  the	  Federation	  
of	  Planets,”	  he	  added.	  The	  statement	  produced	  a	  hale	  of	  laughter	  around	  the	  
cramped	  room.	  	  
	   “I	  think	  you’re	  in	  a	  minority,”	  a	  white-‐haired	  human	  said.	  	  
	   “Yes,	  the	  Federation	  is	  definitely	  underrepresented	  here,”	  the	  Romulan	  
woman	  agreed.	  
	   “Tell	   that	   to	  my	   starship	   that’s	   in	  orbit	   right	  now,”	  Terrence	  boasted,	  
drawing	  another	  round	  of	  laughter.	  	  
	   “We	   all	   have	   starships	   in	   orbit	   around	   this	   station,”	   the	   Romulan	  
crowed.	  	  
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	   “Damn,”	   Glover	   said,	   right	   before	   air	   turned	   sour	   and	   the	   station	  
trembled.	  	  
	  

***************	  
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	   Ensign	   Zene’s	   plan	   to	   reverse	   ram	   the	   Breen	   vessel	   threw	   their	  
attackers	   back	   on	   the	   defensive	   as	   they	   shifted	   to	   avoid	   a	   collision.	   Now,	  
behind	   the	   Breen	   vessel	   again,	   Aegis	   strafed	   their	   propulsion	   systems,	  
crippling	   the	   warship	   enough	   to	   turn	   its	   sights	   back	   on	   the	   other	   warring	  
ships.	   Swiveling	   toward	   the	   firefight,	   Zim	   saw	   that	   one	   of	   the	   ships	   was	  
breaking	  off,	  and	  powering	  warp	  engines.	  
	   “Stop	   that	   ship,”	   he	   ordered	   the	   Tactical	   Officer.	   “Disable	   its	   engines	  
now!”	   The	   Romulan	   vessel	   acted	   first,	   vaporizing	   the	   ship.	   It	   then	  wavered	  
from	  sight	  as	  it	  reactivated	  its	  cloak.	  “That’s	  just	  great,”	  Zim	  muttered.	  “Now,	  
we’ve	  got	  a	  cloaked	  ship,	  a	  Breen	  one	  us	  and	  an	  unidentified	  hostile	  in	  front	  of	  
us.”	  
	   The	   unknown	   ship	   turned	   to	   face	   the	   Aegis,	   and	   then	   backed	   down,	  
activating	   its	   own	   invisibility	   shield.	   “Can	   someone	   tell	   me	   what	   just	  
happened?”	  Zim	  asked	  the	  silent	  bridge.	  
	   “No	   sir,	   but	   I	   can	   tell	   you	   that	   the	   Breen	   ship’s	  warp	   containment	   is	  
failing,”	  Culhane	  said.	  
	   “Hail	   them,”	   Zim	   rapidly	   ordered.	   The	   main	   viewer	   shifted	   to	   a	   tall,	  
imposing	  Breen	  slumping	  in	  a	  throne-‐like	  seat.	  “Thot	  Nefas?”	  Zim	  ventured.	  
	   “I	   was	   Thot	   Nefas,”	   the	   man	   said,	   the	   metallic	   timber	   of	   his	   words	  
couldn’t	   hide	   the	   sadness	   and	   strain	   in	   his	   voice.	   “Now	   I	   am…nothing.	   We	  
are…nothing	  without	  a	  future.”	  
	   “Thot	  Nefas,”	  Zim	  said,	  “Our	  sensors	  have	  detected	  that	  a	  warp	  breach	  
is	  imminent	  on	  your	  vessel.	  Lower	  your	  shields	  and	  prepare	  to	  be	  transported	  
aboard	  our	  vessel.”	  
	   The	  Breen	  war	   chief	   laughed.	   “I	  will	  never	   surrender	   to	  Starfleet,”	  he	  
declared.	  “Death	  is	  much	  more	  preferable,”	  he	  added.	  “Especially	  if	  I	  can	  take	  
you	  with	  me.”	  	  
	   “Sir,	  I’m	  reading	  another	  power	  surge,”	  Culhane’s	  voice	  was	  tinged	  with	  
fear.	  “It’s	  consistent	  with	  a	  Breen	  energy	  dissipating	  device.”	  
	   “Get	  us	  out	  of	   their	   line	  of	   fire	   and	  back	   to	   the	   station;	  we’ll	   shield	   it	  
from	  the	  blast	  as	  much	  as	  possible,”	  Zim	  ordered.	  The	  Aegis	  raced	  away	  just	  
as	  the	  dissipater	  beam	  arced	  from	  the	  Breen	  vessel.	  It	  tagged	  Aegis,	  the	  bridge	  
darkening	  almost	   immediately	  as	   the	  ship	  spun	  out	  of	  control.	  The	  battered	  
ship	  was	  caught	  without	  shields	  by	  the	  exploding	  Breen	  warship.	  	  
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	   Station	   Chief	   Umaril	  was	   rattled	   to	   his	   core.	   It	   seemed	   like	   all	   of	   the	  
fates	   had	   tuned	   against	   him	   in	   one	   instance,	   with	   pandemonium	   unloosing	  
inside	  his	  station	  and	  outside	  of	  it.	  	  
	   With	   the	   release	  of	   the	  paralysis	  gas,	   things	  had	  begun	   to	   calm	  down	  
inside	  the	  station.	  The	  only	  thing	  the	  harried	  Ulirian	  would	  have	  to	  deal	  with	  
in	   a	   few	   hours	   will	   be	   the	   complaints	   from	   the	   station’s	   medical	   staff	  
regarding	  the	  number	  of	  headaches	  they’ll	  be	  treating.	  Umaril	  had	  decided	  to	  
gas	  the	  entire	  station,	  sans	  the	  control	  center	   to	   insure	  that	  all	  perpetrators	  
were	  captured.	  Umaril	  also	  wanted	  to	  purloin	  a	   few	  items	  from	  some	  of	   the	  
more	  affluent	  visitors	  to	  the	  station.	  He	  could	  always	  blame	  the	  thefts	  on	  the	  
commotion.	  	  
	   He	  had	  just	  instructed	  Jelawari	  to	  round	  up	  all	  of	  the	  participants	  in	  the	  
disruptor	   battle	   before	   taking	   on	   the	   second,	   more	   important	   assignment.	  
And	  then	  the	  station	  shuddered	  as	  it	  took	  several	  severe	  volleys	  of	  disruptor	  
fire.	   Consoles	   blew	   up;	   screams	   and	   the	   smell	   of	   burnt	   flesh	   quickly	  
permeated	   the	   control	   center	   as	   his	   subordinates	   rushed	   to	   quell	   the	   fires	  
that	  had	  erupted	  because	  of	   the	  attack.	  His	  sensor	  officer	  had	   informed	  him	  
that	   three	   ships	   had	   opened	   fire	   on	   the	   station,	   and	   one	   of	   them	   was	   a	  
Romulan	   warbird.	   That	   revelation	   chilled	   Umaril.	   A	   single	   warbird	   alone	  
could	  demolish	  the	  station,	  and	  if	  were	  joined	  by	  additional	  ships	  then	  all	  was	  
lost.	   Not	   even	   the	   Bonaki,	   the	   one	   warship	   the	   company	   had	   reluctantly	  
provided	   them	  could	   take	  on	  a	  warbird	   and	   two	  other	   ships,	   not	   even	  with	  
assistance	  from	  the	  Starfleet	  vessel.	  	  
	   Umaril	  could	  only	  peer	  helplessly	  out	  of	  the	  station’s	  blast	  ports	  as	  the	  
battle	   raged	   in	   space.	   His	   hopes	   evaporated	   when	   the	   Bonaki	   ran	   away,	  
leaving	  Tefal	  Station	  at	  the	  mercy	  of	  the	  Romulans	  or	  someone	  even	  worse	  in	  
the	   unknown	   ships.	   Umaril	   blinked,	   his	   large	   eyes	   unseeing,	   his	   mind	  
replaying	  his	  life,	  as	  he	  waited	  for	  the	  remaining	  warships	  to	  deliver	  the	  final	  
blow.	  	  
	   “What	  are	  you	  doing?”	  A	  harsh	  voice	  rattled	  him	  from	  complacency.	  At	  
the	  entrance	  to	  the	  control	  center	  was	  a	  creature	  from	  the	  folklore	  he	  learned	  
in	   his	   school.	   It	   was	   a	   dark	   mass	   of	   tentacles	   and	   sharp	   teeth.	   “Defend	  
yourselves,”	   it	   said,	   moving	   quickly	   to	   subdue	   the	   few	   stupid	   Ulirians	   who	  
attempted	  to	  attack	  the	  monster.	  “Not	  against	  me	  you	  idiots,	  help	  them!”	  
	   “Them?”	   Umaril	   asked,	   his	   confusion	   dampening	   his	   fear.	   “What	   are	  
you	  talking	  about?”	  
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	   Several	   tentacles	   pointed	   in	   the	   direction	   of	   the	   blast	   ports	   behind	  
them.	  The	  Romulan	   ship	  had	   turned	   to	   fire	  on	  one	  of	   the	  unknown	  vessels.	  
And	  the	  other	  unknown	  had	  stopped	  attacking	  the	  station.	  “Now’s	  the	  time	  to	  
strike,	  while	  they	  are	  distracted,”	  the	  beast	  said.	  
	   “And	  perhaps	   they’ll	   leave	   us	   alone,”	  Umaril	   countered.	   Feeling	  more	  
confident,	   he	   said,	   “Who	  or	  what	   are	   you?	  Perhaps	   you’re	   a	  member	   of	   the	  
attacking	  party.”	  
	   “I’m	   a	   Starfleet	   officer,”	   the	   creature	   said.	   Umaril	   rapidly	   blinked,	   his	  
slash	  of	  a	  mouth	  curling	  into	  a	  smirk.	  	  
	   “I	  don’t	  think	  so,”	  he	  said.	  “Prove	  it.”	  The	  creature	  sighed,	  shrugged,	  and	  
then	  it	  began	  to	  change.	  Umaril	  had	  to	  clamp	  down	  his	  flight	  response	  as	  he	  
watched	   the	   creature	   morph	   into	   a	   rather	   bland	   looking,	   fair-‐skinned	  
humanoid.	  	  
	   “This	  better,”	  the	  creature	  asked.	  	  
	   “Still	  doesn’t	  prove	  you’re	  Starfleet,”	  Umaril	  said.	  	  
	   “You’re	   right,”	   the	   alien	   said.	   “But	   that’s	   the	   least	   of	   your	   problems	  
right	  now.”	  He	  pointed	  a	  finger	  back	  at	  the	  blast	  ports.	  	  
	   Umaril	   reluctantly	   turned	   back	   around	   to	   see	   the	  USS	   Aegis	   hurtling	  
toward	  them,	  a	  shockwave	  close	  behind.	  	  
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	   Banks	  of	   consoles	  began	   to	   flicker	  back	   to	   life,	   followed	  by	   the	   ship’s	  
lighting.	  “We’re	  up	  and	  running	  again,”	  Ensign	  Culhane	  gasped	  in	  surprise.	  	  
	   “Thank	   the	   heavens,”	   Lt.	   Zim	   muttered,	   before	   snapping	   back	   into	  
command	  mode.	  “Zene	  get	  this	  ship	  back	  under	  control.	  Culhane	  expand	  our	  
shields	  to	  cover	  as	  much	  of	  the	  station	  as	  possible.”	  
	   “Aye	  sir,”	  both	  young,	  earnest	  officers	  yelled.	  The	  ship	  abruptly	  jerked	  
to	   a	   halt	   as	   Zene	   reasserted	   control.	   The	   Aegis	   now	   hung	   in	   front	   of	   the	  
station.	  Appropriately,	   the	  Elloran	  Helmsmen	   turned	   the	  bow	  of	   the	   ship	   to	  
face	  the	  oncoming	  wave.	  	  
	   “We’ve	  expanded	  shield	  range	  to	  cover	  60%	  of	  Tefal	  station,”	  Culhane	  
said.	  
	   “Is	  that	  the	  best	  you	  can	  do?”	  Zim	  asked.	  
	   “It’s	   the	  best	   that	  we	  can	  do	   that	  keeps	  us	  safe,”	  Culhane	  replied.	  The	  
Zaldan	  frowned.	  
	   “Expand	  the	  shield	  by	  another	  10%,”	  he	  commanded.	  	  
	   “Aye	  sir,”	  the	  ensign	  said	  with	  noticeable	  reluctance.	  “Shield	  screen	  has	  
been	  expanded.”	  
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	   “Good,”	  Zim	  said,	  actually	  satisfied	  with	  his	  crew’s	  efforts.	  He	  watched	  
as	  the	  shockwave	  overtook	  them	  with	  a	  smile.	  	  
	  

***************	  
	  
	  
USS	  Aegis	  
Sickbay	  	  
The	  Next	  Day…	  
	  
	   Lt.	  Commander	  Erik	  Rydell	  smiled	  weakly	  when	  the	  door	  opened.	  With	  
a	   grimace	   he	   sat	   up	   slightly	   in	   his	   biobed.	   Sage	   Vechama	   stalked	   forward,	  
causing	  several	  of	  the	  medical	  center’s	  staff	  to	  scurry	  out	  of	  her	  way.	  	  
	   She	  stopped	  in	  front	  of	  him	  and	  looked	  down	  at	  him,	  her	  mask	  making	  
her	  facial	  expression	  inscrutable.	  Rydell	  decided	  to	  speak	  first.	  “I’m	  glad	  you	  
weren’t	  hurt.”	  
	   The	  woman	  nodded.	  “I	  wish	  I	  could	  say	  the	  same	  for	  you.”	  
	   He	  grinned,	  “That	  wasn’t	  a	  joke	  was	  it?”	  
	   “No,”	   the	   Breen	   said.	   “I	   was	  merely	   stating	  my	   hope	   that	   you	   hadn’t	  
been	  injured.	  Your	  body	  made	  an	  excellent	  shield	  for	  me,”	  the	  woman	  paused,	  
gauging	  his	  reaction.	  “That	  was	  a	  joke,”	  she	  added.	  Rydell	  sighed	  in	  relief.	  
	   “Actually	   you	   shielded	   me,”	   he	   said.	   He	   had	   received	   a	   multitude	   of	  
contusions	   and	   lacerations	   as	   almost	   the	   bar’s	  whole	   stock	   seemed	   to	   have	  
been	  hurled	  at	  him.	  Rydell	  had	  thrown	  his	  arms	  over	  his	   face	  and	  balled	  up	  
his	   body	   to	   protect	   himself	   as	   best	   as	   possible.	   He	   hadn’t	   done	   a	   good	   job.	  	  
Before	   he	   blacked	   out	   he	   remembered	   Vechama	   stepping	   forward	   to	   cover	  
him.	  “Thank	  you.”	  The	  Breen	  nodded.	  
	   “You	   see	   the	   fallacy	   of	   the	   stigma	   of	   turning	   your	   back	   on	   a	   Breen	  
now?”	  She	  asked.	  
	   “And	   the	   jokes	  keep	  coming,”	  Rydell	   said	  drolly.	   “So,	  what	  now?”	  The	  
Starfleet	  officer	  switched	  tracks.	  “Since	  none	  of	  the	  eggs	  were	  recovered,	  and	  
Nefas	  bit	   the	  dust,	   how	  will	   that	   affect	   relations	  between	   the	  Gynarchy	   and	  
the	  Confederacy?”	  
	   “I	  don’t	  know,”	  the	  woman	  answered	  truthfully.	  “But	  I	  am	  hopeful	  that	  
Nefas’s	   demise	   and	   the	   likely	   destruction	   of	   the	   eggs	   on	   the	   ship	   bearing	  
Amah	  Losa	  will	  settle	  the	  matter.”	  
	   “I	  hope	  so	   too,”	  Rydell	   said.	  An	  awkward	  silence	  grew	  between	   them.	  
Finally,	   the	   Operations	   Officer	   couldn’t	   help	   himself.	   “Say…Sage	  
Vechama…perhaps	  the	  next	  time	  I’m	  back	  in	  this	  sector	  of	  space….”	  
	   “No,”	  the	  woman	  said.	  Rydell	  recoiled.	  
	   “Geez,	  I	  was	  just	  going	  to….”	  The	  human	  began	  again.	  
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	   “No,”	  she	  said.	  “You	  intrigue	  me,	  but	  it	  would	  never	  work.	  You	  are	  not	  
Breen.”	  
	   “There	   are	   a	   lot	   of	   interspecies	   relationships	   all	   across	   the	   galaxy.	   If	  
Klingons	   and	   humans	   can	   wed	   and	   raise	   families,	   I	   think	   any	   type	   of	  
relationship	  is	  possible,”	  Rydell	  half-‐joked.	  
	   “Humans,”	  the	  Breen	  shook	  her	  head	  slowly,	  “are	  too	  stubborn	  for	  your	  
own	   good.”	   The	   woman	   glanced	   around	   the	   room.	   Both	   she	   and	   Rydell	  
noticed	   that	   the	   medical	   staff	   was	   studiously	   avoiding	   them.	   She	   leaned	  
forward,	  and	  carefully	  took	  off	  the	  front	  of	  her	  mask.	  	  

Rydell	  did	  his	  best	  not	  to	  react,	  but	  he	  gasped,	  “Whoa.”	  	  
“You	  understand	  now?”	  Rydell	  nodded.	  
“I	  am	  not	  opposed	  to	  a	  friendship,”	  the	  sage	  offered.	  	  
“Friends	  is	  good,”	  he	  nodded	  more	  vigorously,	  his	  throat	  dry.	  “Friends	  

works	   for	   me.”	   	   The	   sickbay	   doors	   opened	   again	   and	   Lt.	   Brenda	   Tshego	  
stepped	   through.	   “As	   a	   matter	   of	   fact,	   there’s	   another	   of	   my	   friends	   now,”	  
Rydell	  said,	  prompting	  a	  pinched	  expression	  on	  the	  young	  woman’s	  face.	  

“Didn’t	  mean	  to	  intrude,”	  she	  said,	  turning	  quickly	  on	  her	  heel.	  	  
“You’re	  not	  intruding,”	  both	  Rydell	  and	  Vechama	  said	  at	  the	  same	  time.	  

They	   gave	   each	   other	   a	   curious	   look.	   Tshego	   turned	   back	   around,	   and	  
carefully	  considered	  them	  both.	  

“I	  just	  wanted	  to	  see	  how	  you	  were	  doing?”	  The	  woman	  said	  after	  a	  few	  
seconds.	  “I’ve	  seen.	  So	  goodbye,”	  she	  added.	  

“Why	  are	  you	  lying?”	  Vechama	  said.	  Tshego	  whipped	  back	  around.	  
“What	  did	  you	  just	  say?”	  
“You	  are	  not	  being	  truthful,”	  the	  Breen	  said.	  “You	  project	  an	  air	  like	  you	  

are	  not	   interested	   in	  Lt.	  Commander	  Rydell,	  but	  your	  body	   language	  proves	  
otherwise.”	  

“Plus,	  coming	  back	  to	  see	  me	  is	  another	  good	  indicator,”	  he	  muttered.	  
“I	   don’t	   need	   help,”	   Vechama	   retorted,	   drawing	   a	   smile	   from	  Tshego.	  

The	  Breen	  sage	  turned	  back	  to	  Rydell.	  “You	  could	  do	  far	  worse	  than	  this	  one,”	  
she	  advised.	  

“I	  would	  be	  a	  fool	  to	  argue	  with	  a	  sage,”	  he	  grinned.	  
“Yes,	   you	   would,”	   Vechama	   said,	   before	   she	   left	   both	   of	   the	   humans	  

alone.	  	  
	  

********************	  
	  
USS	  Aegis	  
Captain’s	  Ready	  Room	  
Four	  Days	  Later….	  
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	   Captain	   Terrence	   Glover	   peered	   out	   of	   his	   office’s	   viewport	   at	   Tefal	  
Station.	  Several	  work	  bees	  from	  Aegis	  had	  been	  dispatched	  to	  seal	  the	  various	  
hull	   breaches	   puncturing	   the	   station,	   and	   his	   small	   contingent	   of	   engineers	  
had	   been	  working	   overtime	   to	   help	   the	   Ulirians	   get	   the	   station	   back	   up	   to	  
speed,	  putting	  off	  needed	  repairs	  on	  Aegis.	  	  
	   He	  would	  be	  relieved	  when	  the	  USS	  Just,	   from	  the	  Corps	  of	  Engineers,	  
arrived	  to	  take	  over	  the	  reconstruction	  project.	  The	  Just’s	  captain	  had	  already	  
agreed	  to	  loan	  him	  a	  few	  engineers	  to	  help	  facilitate	  repairs	  on	  Aegis.	  	  
	   When	   his	   door	   chime	   ringed,	   the	   captain	   barked,	   “Enter.”	   He	   turned	  
around,	   greeting	   Lt.	   Commander	   Rydell	   and	   the	  Orion	  Mnessa	   stood	   by	   his	  
desk.	  Rydell	  was	  recovering	  well	  from	  the	  broken	  leg	  and	  multiple	  contusions	  
he	  had	   suffered	  on	   the	   station.	  He	  had	   credited	  Sage	  Vechama	   for	   shielding	  
him	  from	  the	  brunt	  of	  the	  multiple	  assaults	  he	  had	  borne.	  The	  man	  had	  been	  
genuinely	   sad	   to	   see	   the	  Breen	   female	   leave,	   and	  Glover	  was	   surprised	   that	  
Vechama	  seemed	  similarly	  disappointed.	  	  
	   Of	  course	  Mnessa	  still	   looked	  gorgeous.	  “Not	  much	  for	  mourning?”	  He	  
asked.	  Only	  days	  ago,	  the	  ship	  Amah	  Losa	  had	  tried	  to	  escape	  the	  station	  on	  
had	   been	   vaped	   by	   the	   Romulans.	   Both	   the	   Romulans	   and	   Orions	   that	   had	  
been	   seeking	   the	   Breen	   eggs	   had	   transported	   off	   the	   station	   and	   left	   after	  
Losa	  had	  been	  neutralized	  and	  the	  eggs	  lost.	  Mnessa	  merely	  shrugged.	  
	   “I	  don’t	  expect	  you	  to	  understand,”	  she	  said.	  “But	  I	  did	  love	  my	  sister.	  I	  
still	  do.	  However,	  her	  desire	  for	  revenge	  against	  the	  Syndicate,	  for	  what	  they	  
took	  away	  from	  us,	  for	  what	  they	  made	  us	  do,	  was	  too	  revolutionary.	  I	  never	  
wanted	   to	   change	   the	   world,	   merely	   to	   escape	   the	   one	   I	   had	   been	   born	  
on….and	  make	  a	  healthy	  profit	  while	  doing	  so.	  My	  sister’s	  removal,	  whether	  
by	  incarceration	  or	  more	  permanently,	  allows	  me	  to	  do	  so	  with	  the	  remnants	  
of	  her	  organization.”	  
	   “That’s	   cold,”	   Rydell	   shuddered	   for	   emphasis.	   Glover	   nodded	   tersely.	  
“So,	   let	  me	  get	   this	   straight.	  You	  and	   the	   captain	  worked	  out	  a	  deal	   to	  have	  
Amah	  Losa	  arrested?”	  
	   “Yes,”	   the	  captain	  spoke	  up.	   “I	  wanted	  Amah	  Losa	  and	  the	  eggs.	   I	  was	  
going	  to	  let	  Mnessa	  go	  free.”	  
	   “And	  what	   now?”	   She	   asked,	   her	   voice	   becoming	   throaty.	   She	   batted	  
her	  eyes	  suggestively.	  “Am	  I	  your	  prisoner?”	  
	   “No,”	  the	  captain	  shook	  his	  head.	  “You’re	  my	  informer	  now,	  my	  contact	  
into	  the	  Lamenda	  System’s	  underworld.”	  
	   “What?”	  The	  Orion	  asked,	  shocked.	  Glover’s	  grin	  was	  fiendish.	  
	   “Command	   has	   agreed	   to	   my	   proposal	   to	   give	   you	   some	   room	   to	  
operate	  if	  you	  provide	  intelligence	  to	  us.	  To	  be	  quite	  honest,	  there	  are	  bigger	  
fish	   to	   fry	   than	  you.	  We	  want	   the	  Xepolite	   cartels	   and	   the	  Syndicate	   thugs.”	  
Mnessa	  shrugged	  then	  smiled,	  not	  insulted	  at	  all.	  	  
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	   “Captain,”	  Rydell	  began,	  his	  tone	  shocked.	  “I	  can’t	  believe	  that	  Starfleet	  
would	  condone	  this.	  The	  Fed’s	  are	   too	  squeaky	  clean	  to	   tolerate	  crime	  or	   to	  
enlist	  criminals	  to	  catch	  bigger	  criminals.”	  
	   “These	  are	  different	  times,”	  the	  captain	  merely	  said.	  “But	  you	  are	  right.	  
Most	  Starfleet	  officers	  don’t	  understand	  the	  underworld,	  couldn’t	  thrive	  in	  its	  
unpredictable,	   brutal	   environs.	   But	   you	   can.	   That’s	   why	   I’ve	   discussed	   a	  
reassignment	   for	   you	   with	   Command.”	  
	   Rydell	   stepped	   back,	   his	   face	   flushing	   red.	   “Sir,	   I-‐I	   like	   it	   here!	   How	  
could	  you	  do	  such	  a	  thing	  without	  discussing	  it	  with	  me	  first?”	  
	   Glover	   shrugged.	   “Because	   I’m	   a	   captain	   and	   I’ve	   got	   that	   right.”	   He	  
paused,	   allowing	   the	  man	   to	   calm	  down.	   “Let’s	   be	  honest,	   Commander.	   You	  
are	  capable,	  you’re	  hard	  working	  and	  have	  leadership	  potential,	  but	  you	  don’t	  
fit	  in	  Starfleet	  anymore.	  It’s	  too	  staid	  an	  existence	  for	  you.	  I	  know	  you	  miss	  the	  
rough	  and	  tumble,	  living	  on	  the	  edge	  life	  of	  the	  Maquis.	  Being	  our	  liaison	  with	  
Mnessa	  will	  give	  you	  a	  semblance	  of	  your	  former	  life.”	  
	   “That’s	  all	  well	  and	  good	  sir,”	  Rydell	  leaned	  forward,	  lowering	  his	  voice.	  
“But	  I	  don’t	  necessarily	  trust	  her.”	  Mnessa’s	  laugh	  was	  musical.	  	  
	   “And	  you	  shouldn’t,”	  Glover	  replied.	   “Don’t	  worry.	  You	  aren’t	   the	  only	  
operative	  we’ll	  have	  inside	  the	  organization.	  And	  if	  anything	  happens	  to	  you,	  
her	   subordinates	   will	   receive	   an	   edited	   version	   of	   this	   conversation.	   Once	  
they	   realize	   she’s	   been	  working	  with	   Starfleet,	   there’ll	   be	   nowhere	   she	   can	  
hide.”	  
	   Mnessa	  sidled	  up	  to	  Rydell,	  wrapping	  an	  arm	  around	  his.	  “I	  assure	  you	  
that	  nothing	  will	  happen	  to	  the	  commander	  that	  he	  doesn’t	  want	  to	  happen.”	  
Rydell	  glanced	  at	   the	  woman,	   looking	  at	  her	  up	  and	  down,	  and	  then	  back	  to	  
the	  captain.	  
	   “Sir,	  I	  think	  she	  just	  made	  me	  an	  offer	  that	  I	  can’t	  refuse.”	  	  
	  

***************	  
	  
Compound	  of	  Sept	  E’Lanai	  
Alshain	  Proper	  
	  
	   Lord	  Larz	  E’Lanai	  gently	  cracked	  the	  large	  Breen	  egg.	  He	  sliced	  it	  open	  
and	  scooped	  out	  the	  yoke.	  “You	  know	  I’ve	  never	  cared	  for	  yoke	  my	  dear,”	  he	  
said,	  placing	  it	  on	  the	  plate	  beside	  his	  wife.	  She	  had	  just	  finished	  her	  second	  
egg.	  
	   “You	  don’t	  know	  what	  you’re	  missing,”	  she	  replied,	  around	  a	  mouthful	  
of	  egg.	  	  
	   “You	  fools	  are	  missing	  a	  chance	  to	  destabilize	  the	  Breen	  Confederacy,”	  
Amah	   Losa	   shouted	   from	   the	   other	   end	   of	   the	   long,	   elegant,	   and	   amply	  
furnished	  table.	  The	  Orion	  had	  been	  tied	  to	  her	  chair.	  	  
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	   “You	  should	  be	  grateful	  that	  we	  beamed	  you	  aboard	  our	  vessel,”	  Lady	  
Leiko	   spat,	   pieces	   of	   egg	   flying	   from	   her	   mouth.	   All	   aristocratic	   pretenses	  
faded	  when	  the	  woman	  ate.	  “Your	  sister’s	  advice	  proved	  prescient.”	  
	   “My	   sister	   is	   a	   traitor	   and	   a	   fool,”	   Losa	   snarled,	   yanking	   at	   her	  
restraints.	  “She	  can’t	  survive	  without	  me.”	  
	   “I	   think	   she’ll	   be	  more	   than	   capable,”	   Larz	   remarked.	   “Obviously,	   she	  
was	  smart	  enough	  to	  deceive	  you.”	  
	   “And	  wise	   enough	   to	   insure	   that	  we	   received	   the	   eggs	   promised	   us,”	  
Leiko	  added.	  “Now,	  we	  are	  willing	  to	  open	  Alshain	  space	  to	  her	  organization.”	  
	   “It’s	  my	  organization!”	  Losa	  raged.	  	  
	   “Not	  anymore,”	  Larz	  laughed.	  	  
	   “Just	   wait	   until	   I	   escape,”	   the	   Orion	   threatened.	   Both	   Alshain	   roared	  
with	  laughter.	  	  
	   “You	  didn’t	  think	  these	  eggs	  were	  the	  main	  course	  now	  did	  you?”	  Lady	  
Leiko	  grinned.	  	  
	  

*****************	  
	  
USS	  Aegis	  
Captain’s	  Quarters	  
	  
	   “I’m	  leaving,”	  Dr.	  Cole	  said.	  Glover	  didn’t	  even	  turn	  around	  to	  face	  the	  
woman.	  He	  kept	  his	  eyes	  on	  the	  stars.	  	  
	   “I	   know,”	   he	   said	   quietly.	   He	   had	   approved	   her	   transfer	   several	   days	  
ago.	  	  
	   “I’m	  sorry,”	  she	  replied,	  her	  voice	  cracking.	  	  
	   “So	  am	  I,”	  he	  answered.	  	  
	   “We	  should’ve	  never,”	  she	  said.	  
	   “But	  we	  did,”	  he	  countered.	  “We	  can’t	  take	  that	  back.”	  
	   “You	  love	  her	  so	  much,”	  Rieta	  said.	  “I	  saw	  it,	   felt	   it	   in	  your	  mind,	  your	  
heart	  when	  we	  were	   together.	   Don’t	   give	   up	   on	   that.	   Don’t	   give	   up	   on	   her.	  
You’ll	  never	  be	  happy	  with	  anyone	  else,”	  the	  woman	  said,	  her	  voice	  growing	  
tinny.	  
	   “I	   know,”	   Glover’s	   voice	   cracked.	   He	   turned	   around	   but	   Dr.	   Cole	  was	  
already	  gone.	  	  
	  

****************	  
	  
The	  Captain’s	  Table	  
	  
	   Captain	   Terrence	   Glover	   finished	   the	   heavily	   edited	   story	   with	   less	  
enthusiasm	   than	  he	  had	  begun	   it.	  He	  didn’t	   know	  why	   that	  particular	   story	  
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had	  popped	  into	  his	  head,	  or	  what	  possessed	  him	  to	  relive	  that	  portion	  of	  his	  
life	  that	  he	  had	  been	  desperately	  trying	  to	  forget,	  yet	  it	  had.	  	  
	   He	   knew	   he	   would	   have	   to	   find	   out	   why,	   but	   Terrence	   hoped	   the	  
memories	  would	  fade	  again	  like	  so	  many	  of	  the	  others	  he	  had	  when	  he	  visited	  
the	  Captain’s	  Table	  in	  the	  past.	  	  
	   “Interesting	   stuff	   on	   the	   Breen,”	   Lt.	   Commander	   Ridgeway	   said,	  
nodding	  curtly	  for	  emphasis.	  “But	  it	  just	  makes	  them	  even	  more	  mysterious	  to	  
me.	  I	  don’t	  see	  how	  they’ve	  managed	  to	  survive	  and	  form	  two	  functioning,	  yet	  
separate	  societies.”	  
	   “Functioning	  is	  the	  operative	  word,”	  Captain	  Owens	  chimed	  in.	  	  
	   “The	   idea	  of	   sex	  segregation	   is	  appalling,”	  Captain	  Shelby	  replied,	  her	  
face	  twisting	  in	  discomfort.	  “Not	  only	  for	  the	  obvious	  reasons,	  but	  the	  idea	  of	  
a	   race	   procreating	   without	   physical	   contact	   or	   intimacy	   is	   disturbing.”	   She	  
leaned	  closer	  to	  Terrence,	  but	  he	  didn’t	  mind	  the	  woman’s	  intrusion	  into	  his	  
personal	  space	  as	  much	  this	  time.	  His	  mind	  was	  still	  occupied	  with	  thoughts	  
of	  Rieta.	  	  
	   “Or	  perhaps	   it’s	   just	   too	  alien	  for	  you,”	  retorted	  Captain	  Nandali	  Kojo,	  
who	   had	   joined	   the	   table	   during	   the	   midst	   of	   Glover’s	   story,	   with	   obvious	  
displeasure	  at	  Shelby’s	  comment.	  The	  only	  non-‐human	  at	  the	  table	  continued	  
bristling	   at	   the	   perceived	   dig.	   “The	   Terran	   experience	   isn’t	   as	   universal	   as	  
some	   might	   believe.	   It	   would	   seem	   like	   Starfleet	   officers,	   captains	   no	   less	  
would	   know	   that	   by	   now.”	   Glover	   placed	   a	   hand	   on	   Shelby’s	   shoulder	   to	  
restrain	  the	  woman.	  Shelby’s	  face	  turned	  a	  violent	  red.	  	  
	   “That’s	  totally	  uncalled	  for!”	  Captain	  Hobson,	  Shelby’s	  former	  XO,	  said.	  
“You’re	  out	  of	  bounds	  captain.”	  Kojo	  snarled	  a	  smile.	  	  
	   “What	   are	   you	  going	   to	  do	   about	   it	   rookie?”	  The	  Kriosian	   challenged.	  
Hobson	  glared	  at	   the	  woman,	  his	  piercing	  blue	   eyes	  dissecting	  her,	   probing	  
for	  weakness,	  but	  Glover	  knew	  he	  wouldn’t	  find	  any.	  However,	  he	  did	  see	  why	  
Hobson	  earned	  the	  nickname	  “Iceman”.	  	  
	   “I	  don’t	  need	  anyone	  to	  fight	  my	  battles,”	  Shelby	  hotly	  said.	  She	  began	  
to	  say	  more,	  but	  Captain	  Astar	  beat	  her	  to	  the	  punch.	  	  

Astar	   said,	   in	   an	   attempt	   to	   defuse	   the	   brewing	   argument,	   “Captains	  
please	  let’s	  keep	  our	  composure.	  I	  think	  we’re	  all	  getting	  heated	  over	  nothing.	  
Infinite	  diversity	  in	  infinite	  combinations	  is	  a	  cornerstone	  of	  Federation	  life.	  It	  
is	  a	  key	  operating	  principle	  on	  the	  Dauntless	  and	  on	  all	  of	  our	  vessels,	  surely	  
you	  must	  know	  that	  Captain	  Kojo.”	  	  
	   “Actually,	  it’s	  a	  cornerstone	  of	  Vulcan	  society,”	  Shelby	  dryly	  shot	  back.	  
“And	  Kojo	  can	  sheath	  that	  self-‐righteous	  bat’leth	  of	  hers	  up	  her	  tight	  ass.	  Just	  
because	  I	  don’t	  agree	  with	  the	  lifestyle	  of	  another	  civilization,	  doesn’t	  mean	  I	  
think	  they	  don’t	  have	  the	  right	  to	  exist	  as	  they	  please.”	  
	   “You	   have	   a	   problem	  with	   someone	   else’s	   lifestyle?”	   Captain	   Akinola	  
cracked,	  drawing	  a	  fierce	  glare	  from	  Shelby.	  “That’s	  rich.”	  



 50 

	   Shelby	  sighed.	  “Not	  this	  again	  Joseph?”	  
	   “Don’t	   pay	   him	   any	   mind,”	   Captain	   Sabrina	   Diaz	   ploughed	   into	   the	  
conversation.	   “But	   Joseph	   can	   be	   an	   old	   prude	   sometimes.”	   The	   Bluefin	  
captain	  turned	  around	  in	  his	  seat,	  his	  scowl	  melting	  into	  a	  weathered	  smile.	  
	   “Sabrina,	  well	   I’ll	  be	  damned,”	  he	  grinned.	  “How	  did	  you	  get	   in	  here?”	  
He	   got	   out	   of	   his	   seat	   and	   wrapped	   the	   woman	   in	   a	   bear	   hug.	   Glover	   was	  
surprised	   at	   Akinola’s	   reaction.	   Shelby	   had	   told	   him	   how	   Diaz	   had	   both	  
bedeviled	   them	   during	   her	   Maquis	   days	   years	   before	   the	   Dominion	   War.	  
Terrence’s	  curiosity	  was	  piqued	  at	  the	  mutual	  warmth.	  It	  might	  be	  something	  
he	  would	  have	  to	  check	  with	  Chief	  Balk,	  the	  former	  Transporter	  Chief	  on	  the	  
Cuffe,	  who	  remained	  a	  rumor	  hub.	  	  
	   “I’ve	   got	   my	   ways,”	   the	   woman	   said,	   wriggling	   out	   of	   the	   man’s	  
embrace.	  “And	  I’ve	  brought	  some	  new	  friends.”	  One	  of	  them	  was	  unfamiliar	  to	  
Glover.	  A	   ruggedly	  handsome	  man,	  with	  dirty	  blond	  hair	   and	  very	  old	  eyes.	  
“For	  those	  of	  you	  not	  in	  the	  know,	  this	  is	  Captain	  Kieran	  Forester.”	  He	  greeted	  
everyone	   at	   the	   table.	   The	   other	   two	   people	   Glover	   knew	   better	   than	   just	  
about	  anyone.	  He	  hopped	  out	  of	  his	  seat.	  Donald	  Sandhurst	  followed	  suit.	  	  
	   “Ivan?	  Pell?	  What	  are	  you	  guys	  doing	  here?”	  
	   “I’m	  not	  sure,”	  Pell	  Ojana,	  Glover’s	  former	  Diplomatic	  Officer	  said,	  a	  bit	  
nervously.	   Ivan	   Cherenkov,	   once	   Glover’s	   Executive	   Officer,	   nodded	   in	  
agreement.	  	  
	   “What	  is	  this	  place	  captain?”	  The	  Russian	  asked	  Glover.	  	  
	   “It’s	   a	   long	   story,”	   Donald	   Sandhurst	   interjected,	   wrapping	   his	   arm	  
around	  Pell’s	  shoulder.	  The	  gesture	  stuck	  in	  Glover’s	  craw.	  Not	  only	  had	  Pell	  
decided	   to	   join	   the	   Gibraltar’s	   crew,	   she	   had	   also	   decided	   to	   rekindle	   her	  
romance	  with	  Sandhurst.	  Terrence	  wasn’t	  sure	  if	  Donald	  was	  really	  the	  right	  
man	   for	   her,	   but	   he	   was	   afraid	   to	   carry	   his	   hypothesis	   to	   the	   next	   step,	  
worried	   about	  whatever	   long	   buried	   feelings	   or	   fantasies	   he	  might	   unearth	  
with	  such	  introspection.	  	  
	   “Yes,”	  Glover	  gave	  a	  small	  smile.	  “Sandy	  is	  correct.	  Story	  is	  the	  name	  of	  
the	  game	  in	  this	  place,	  so	  have	  a	  seat	  and	  pony	  up….”	  
	  
	  

**************	  
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