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CHAPTER	  ONE	  
	  
I	  

Recruited	  
	  
	  
The	  Badlands	  
(2368)	  
	  
USS	  Chevalier…	  
(Shuttle	  Bay	  One)	  
	  
	   Lt.	  Commander	  Pell	  Ojana	  ran	  her	  fingers	  over	  the	  smooth	  instrument	  
panel,	  unable	  to	  stop	  the	  wistful	  smile	  spreading	  over	  her	  lips.	  “I	  wish	  I	  were	  
going	  with	  you	  guys,”	  she	  admitted.	  Chief	  Engineer	  Roger	  Koenig	  grunted	  in	  
reply	  as	  he	  ran	  a	  scanner	  back	  over	  the	  blinking	  cylindrical	  object	  attached	  to	  
the	  runabout’s	  engineering	  console.	  	  
	   It	   had	   taken	   Commander	   Koenig	   over	   twelve	   hours	   to	   integrate	   the	  
plasma	  dissipater	   field	   into	  Palamedes’s	  shield	  matrix.	  Being	  Koenig,	  he	  had	  
insisted	   on	   overseeing	   the	   entire	   procedure	   himself.	   And	   the	   stimulants	  
coursing	   through	   his	   system	   didn’t	   make	   his	   normally	   taciturn	   disposition	  
any	  sunnier.	  But	  she	  was	  well	  inured	  of	  Koenig,	  serving	  with	  him	  on	  the	  Cuffe	  
before	  they	  both	  transferred	  at	  the	  behest	  of	  Captain	  Monica	  Covey.	  	  
	   Covey	  had	  been	  assigned	  command	  of	  the	  Chevalier,	  one	  of	  the	  newer	  
Nova-‐class	   ships,	   and	   Pell	   wanted	   to	   help	   her	   friend	   make	   as	   smooth	   a	  
transition	   as	   possible,	   especially	   after	   their	   former	   commanding	   officer,	  
Captain	   Diaz	   had	   tried	   to	   block	   the	   promotion.	   Pell	   suspected	   that	   Koenig	  
come	  along	  mainly	  because	  of	  the	  challenge	  presented	  by	  the	  new	  bioneural	  
circuitry	  the	  Chevalier	  sported.	  	  
	   So	   far	   the	  move	  hadn’t	  been	   too	  chaotic.	  Being	  First	  Officer	  had	  been	  
easier	   than	   the	   Bajoran	   expected,	   but	   she	   hadn’t	   completely	   forgotten	   the	  
Cuffe,	   and	   she	   still	   missed	   the	   larger,	   more	   spacious	  Nebula-‐class	   ship.	   But	  
more	   than	   the	   ship,	   she	   missed	   its	   new	   acting	   Chief	   Engineer,	   Donald	  
Sandhurst.	  He	  was	  the	  one	  member	  of	  the	  troika	  that	  didn’t	  join	  the	  Chevalier	  
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crew.	  Pell’s	  nose	  ridges	  crinkled	  as	  she	  remembered	  the	  day	  Donald	  told	  her	  
of	  his	  decision.	  	  
	   She	   had	   talked	   to	   him	   since	   then,	   but	   things	   hadn’t	   been	   the	   same.	  
There	   had	   been	   a	   disconnected	   quality	   to	   their	   discourse,	   and	   the	   gap	  
appeared	  to	  be	  widening.	  Not	  wanting	  to	  think	  about	  Donald	  and	  the	  chasm	  
between	   them,	   Pell	   swept	   her	   gaze	   around	   the	   cabin.	   Falx,	   sitting	   at	   the	  
sensor	  panel,	  jumped.	  Pell	  had	  caught	  him	  looking	  at	  her.	  She	  gave	  him	  a	  wry	  
smile.	  	  
	   Operations	   Officer	   Falx	   blinked,	   his	   golden	   eyes	   shimmering,	   as	   he	  
found	  himself	  once	  again	  at	  a	  loss	  for	  words.	  Despite	  his	  almost	  six	  decades	  of	  
Starfleet	  service	  the	  Rhaandarite	  still	  was	  more	  comfortable	  with	  computers	  
than	  sentient	  beings.	  	  
	   With	   the	   shuttle	   crew’s	   lives	   on	   the	   line,	   not	   to	   mention	   what	   the	  
success	   of	   the	   upgrade,	   Pell	   for	   once	   couldn’t	   poke	   fun	   at	   the	   lanky	   alien’s	  
social	  awkwardness.	  
	   In	   the	   copilot	   seat,	   Lt.	   Alec	   Danvers	   ran	   a	   hand	   through	   her	   reddish	  
curls	   before	   replying.	   “Maybe	   you	   can	   convince	   the	   Captain	   to	   change	   her	  
mind.	  There’s	   plenty	  of	   room	  aboard.	  The	  Palamedes	   seats	   six	  persons,	   and	  
there	  will	  only	  be	  three	  on	  this	  ride.”	  
	   “Yeah,	   I	   know,”	   Pell	   gave	   the	   Flight	   Control	   Officer	   a	  wry	   smile.	   “But	  
you	   know	   how	   Captain	   Covey	   is.	   She	   hates	   redundancy,	   and	   with	   you,	  
Commander	  Koenig,	   and	   Lt.	   Falx	   on	   this	   experiment,	   I’m	   really	   not	   needed.	  
Plus,	   sending	   three	   senior	   officers	   into	   the	   maw	   has	   probably	   tied	   the	  
Captain’s	  stomach	  in	  enough	  knots.	  I	  don’t	  want	  to	  add	  to	  her	  distress.”	  
	   “Understood	  Commander,”	  Danvers	  agreed.	  “But	  your	  experience	  using	  
the	  Badlands	  to	  evade	  Cardassian	  patrols	  might	  come	  in	  handy.”	  
	   Pell	   smiled;	  her	  expression	  a	  bit	  wistful	  before	   turning	   sad.	   “I	  merely	  
traversed	  the	  Badlands,	  and	  sparingly,	  when	  I	  helped	  ferry	  Bajoran	  refugees	  
to	   freedom	   in	   the	  Federation	   space.	  You,	   living	   along	   the	  border	  on	  Ronara	  
Prime,	  have	  a	  whole	  lot	  more	  experience	  with	  this	  part	  of	  space.”	  
	   “Thank	  you,”	  Danvers	  said.	  “But	  you’re	  being	  too	  kind;	  as	  always.”	  
	   “Here’s	   hoping	   you	   don’t	   run	   into	   any	   plasma	   storms	   or	   Cardassians	  
during	  your	  journey.”	  
	   “I	   thought	   we’re	   supposed	   to	   have	   a	   détente	   with	   the	   Cardassians,”	  
Koenig’s	  voice	  dripped	  sarcasm.	  	  
	   “That’s	  what	  Starfleet	  Command	  and	  the	  Federation	  Council	  would	  like	  
to	  believe,”	  Pell	   replied,	  her	  voice	  hardening.	   “But	   there’s	  no	  honest	  dealing	  
with	  Cardassians.	  I’ve	  seen	  how	  much	  their	  word	  means,	  or	  what	  they	  think	  
about	  peace.”	  
	   And	   she	   would	   know.	   Pell	   had	   grown	   up	   under	   the	   Cardassian	   lash,	  
only	   striking	   out	   against	   them	   after	   her	   husband	   Soyam	   had	   died	   while	  
fighting	  in	  the	  Higa	  Metar	  resistance	  cell	  against	  them.	  	  
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	   Pell	  had	  used	  the	  contacts	  engendered	  by	  her	  father	  Pell	  Ojan,	  who	  had	  
been	   a	   member	   of	   the	   Occupational	   government,	   to	   smuggle	   Bajoran	  
dissidents	   to	   the	  Federation.	  To	  honor	  her	  husband’s	  sacrifice,	  and	   to	  atone	  
for	  her	  father’s	  sins,	  risking	  her	  life	  was	  the	  least	  she	  could	  do.	  	  
	   She	   only	   hoped	   that	   her	   desire	   to	   join	   Starfleet	   and	   fight	   against	   the	  
Cardassians	   during	   the	   recent	   wars	   as	   well	   as	   raise	   awareness	   about	   the	  
wretched	   condition	   of	   her	   people	   had	   been	   as	   beneficial	   as	   her	   previous	  
endeavors.	  
	   Sometimes	   she	   wasn’t	   so	   sure,	   and	   Pell	   couldn’t	   help	   but	   feel	   guilty	  
about	  mapping	  quasars	  and	  gaseous	  anomalies	  while	  her	  people	  continued	  to	  
be	  enslaved.	  But	  as	  a	  Starfleet	  officer	  she	  went	  where	  she	  was	  ordered.	  
	   And	   she	   was	   certain	   that	   Chevalier’s	  work	   on	   the	   plasma	   dissipater	  
would	   make	   traveling	   in	   the	   Badlands	   much	   less	   hazardous.	   Despite	   the	  
recent	   gains	   made	   by	   the	   Bajoran	   resistance,	   she	   hoped	   that	   she	   could	  
convince	   Starfleet	   to	   share	   the	   plasma	   dissipation	   technology	   with	   the	  
Bajorans.	  It	  would	  allow	  for	  Bajoran	  ships	  to	  evade	  Cardassian	  patrols	  inside	  
the	  Badlands	  almost	  indefinitely.	  	  
	   “Time’s	   a	   wasting	   Lt.	   Commander,”	   Koenig	   prodded.	   Normally,	   the	  
terse	  man	  would’ve	   received	   an	   equally	   curt	   reply.	   Instead	   Pell	   smirked	   at	  
him,	  her	  thinking	  for	  once	  aligned	  with	  the	  grizzled	  engineer’s.	  
	   “You’re	   right.”	   She	   said,	   the	   statement	   stunning	   Koenig.	   He	   actually	  
looked	  up	   from	  his	  work,	  blinking	  as	   spasmodically	   as	  Falx	  had	  done	  a	   few	  
moments	  earlier.	  “Wasn’t	  expecting	  that	  huh?”	  Danvers	  giggled.	  Koenig	  tried	  
to	  frown,	  but	  he	  couldn’t.	  	  
	   “No.”	  
	   “Glad	   to	   know	   I	   can	   still	   keep	   people	   guessing.”	   She	   clasped	   Alec’s	  
shoulders	  and	  gave	  her	  a	  firm	  squeeze.	  “Good	  luck	  to	  you	  all.”	  
***	  
USS	  Chevalier	  
(Main	  Bridge)	  
	   	  
	   Captain	   Monica	   Covey	   leaned	   forward	   in	   her	   seat,	   her	   stomach	  
tightening	  as	  she	  watched	  the	  Palamedes	  glide	  away	  from	  the	  Chevalier.	  The	  
intense,	   colorful	  palette	  decorating	   the	  sky	  before	   them	  pulsed	  with	  plasma	  
fire	  and	  funnels.	  
	   Despite	   the	   endothermic	   upgrades	   Chevalier’s	   shields	   had	   received	  
before	   this	   mission,	   she	   knew	   that	   even	   they	  might	   buckle	   in	   the	   reach	   of	  
space	  Lt.	  Danvers	  was	  nudging	  the	  Palamedes	  toward.	  
	   “Beautiful	  isn’t	  it?”	  Lt.	  Commander	  Pell	  whispered	  beside	  her.	  
	   “As	  beautiful	  and	  deadly	  as	  an	  asp,”	  Covey	  replied,	  not	  taking	  her	  eyes	  
off	  the	  screen.	  
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	   As	   much	   as	   she	   had	   looked	   forward	   to	   her	   first	   truly	   important	  
assignment	  since	  being	  awarded	  the	  command	  of	  Chevalier,	  Covey	  had	  been	  
on	  edge	  as	  soon	  as	  the	  ship	  had	  entered	  the	  Badlands.	  	  
	   The	  storm	  ravaged	  region	  of	  space	  had	  been	  a	  literal	  hellish	  graveyard	  
for	   countless	   ships.	   The	   plasma	   dissipater	   hooked	   into	   Palamedes	   shield	  
matrix	   was	   supposed	   to	   be	   an	   answer	   for	   that.	   Starfleet	   Research	   and	  
Development	  had	  created	  a	  device	  that	  would	  absorb	  and	  redirect	  the	  terrible	  
plasma	  eruptions	   that	  had	  befallen	  many	  unfortunate	   voyagers	   through	   the	  
Badlands.	  	  
	   “Lt.	   Hasegawa,	   hail	   the	   Palamedes,”	   Pell	   ordered,	   the	   Bajoran	   once	  
again	   displaying	   an	   uncanny	   ability	   to	   read	   the	   captain’s	   mind.	   But	   after	  
serving	   together	   for	   five	   years,	   she	   guessed	   the	   woman	   should	   know	   her	  
fairly	  well.	  	  
	   “Aye	  Commander,”	  the	  ramrod	  Chuine	  Hasegawa,	  standing	  to	  the	  right	  
of	  both	  Pell	  and	  Covey	  answered.	  	  
	   “Koenig	   here,”	   the	   man	   replied,	   annoyance	   coating	   his	   voice.	   Covey	  
smiled	  at	  Pell.	  
	   “Nice	  to	  know	  you’re	  chipper	  as	  usual	  Roger.”	  Covey	  had	  also	  served	  a	  
long	  time	  with	  Chief	  Koenig	  and	  she	  knew	  the	  man’s	  bark	  was	  worse	  than	  his	  
bite;	   well	   at	   least	   it	   had	   been	   with	   her.	   She	   had	   heard	   some	   unfortunate	  
stories	  about	  his	  engineering	  crew	  though…	  
	   “Everything	  is	  fine	  here.”	  The	  engineer	  responded	  without	  being	  asked.	  
“The	   shield	  modulation	   is	   holding	   steady.	   The	   integration	   of	   the	   dissipater	  
with	  the	  standard	  shielding	  technology	  is	  nearly….flawless.”	  The	  man	  seemed	  
to	  spit	  the	  word.	  Koenig	  was	  a	  man	  who	  never	  believed	  that	  a	  good	  job	  was	  
enough.	  He	  was	  always	   searching	   for	  ways	   to	   improve	  upon	  perfection.	  His	  
dissatisfaction	   had	   led	   to	   the	   Cuffe’s	   energy	   efficiency	   and	   output	   ratings	  
increasing	  a	  percentage	  or	  half	  percentage	  each	  year	  while	  Covey	  had	  been	  
aboard.	  Roger	  Koenig	  was	  a	  man	  who	  could	  literally	  draw	  blood	  from	  a	  stone	  
and	  she	  knew	  to	  allow	  such	  a	  talented	  worker	  their	  idiosyncrasies.	  
	   It	  was	  one	  of	   the	  things	  she	  had	   learned	  from	  her	   former	  CO,	  Captain	  
Sabrina	  Diaz	  that	  she	  had	  incorporated	  into	  her	  management	  of	  the	  Chevalier.	  
Of	   course,	   Diaz	   being	   a	   bit	   of	   an	   iconoclast	   thrived	   in	   a	   more	   fluid	  
environment.	  Covey	  had	   learned	  how	   to	   cope,	  but	   she	  was	  glad	   to	  have	   the	  
opportunity	  to	  put	  her	  own	  mark	  in	  the	  exploration	  annals.	  
	   “Activate	  the	  plasma	  dissipation	  field	  Roger,”	  Covey	  commanded.	  	  
	   “Aye.”	  	  
	   “Keep	  the	  hailing	  frequency	  open	  too.”	  	  
	   “You	  got	  it.”	  A	  bubble	  sparkled	  around	  the	  sleek,	  fixed	  wing	  shuttle	  as	  it	  
neared	  an	  undulating	  cloud	  of	  plasma.	  The	  captain	  held	  her	  breath	  as	  the	  ship	  
entered	  the	  cloud.	  There	  was	  a	  soft	  hiss	  of	  static,	  and	  Hasegawa	  said	  with	  as	  
little	  inflection	  as	  possible,	  
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	   “We’ve	  lost	  contact	  with	  Palamedes.”	  
	   “What?”	  Pell	  asked,	  swiveling	  around	  in	  her	  seat	  to	  look	  at	  the	  Tactical	  
Officer.	   Covey	   gripped	   her	   armrests,	   thinking	   a	   prayer	   as	   she	   continued	   to	  
look	  at	  the	  screen.	  The	  looming	  mass	  of	  gas	  and	  plasma	  was	  fairly	  large.	  The	  
Badlands	  were	   known	   to	  wreak	   havoc	   on	   ship	   communications	   and	   sensor	  
systems.	  	  
	   Lt.	   Falx	   had	   theorized	   that	   Palamedes	   might	   experience	   similar	  
mishaps.	  Covey	  knew	   that	   and	  had	  accepted	   it,	   consciously	  at	   least,	   but	   she	  
couldn’t	  help	  the	  roiling	  unease	  as	  the	  seconds	  without	  contact	  stretched	  out.	  
“Do	  what	  you	  can	  to	  reestablish	  contact	  Gail.”	  
	   “Yes	  sir.”	  Covey	  had	  to	  restrain	  herself	  from	  ordering	  the	  helm	  to	  take	  
the	   ship	   into	   the	   cloud	   to	   retrieve	   the	   runabout.	   Despite	   the	   endothermic	  
upgrades	   Koenig	   had	   applied	   to	   Chevalier’s	   shields,	   the	   ship	   would	   be	   no	  
match	  for	  the	  intense	  heat	  and	  energies	  that	  would	  lash	  into	  them.	  So,	  Covey	  
had	  no	  choice	  but	  to	  do	  one	  of	  the	  things	  she	  hated	  most:	  Wait.	  	  
	   After	   the	   chronometer	   ticked	  past	   two	  minutes,	  Covey	   slid	  out	  of	  her	  
seat	   and	   approached	   the	   Operations	   Console.	   Ensign	   Monyyak,	   a	   greenish	  
blue	  Benzite	  twittered	  at	  the	  standing	  console,	  the	  captain’s	  approach	  making	  
him	  nervous.	  	  
	   Covey	  couldn’t	  help	  but	  smile	  as	  a	  memory	  of	  her	  own	  anxious	  start	  as	  
a	   cadet	   aboard	   the	   Shantung	   sprang	   to	   mind.	   “At	   ease	   Mr.	   Monyyak,”	   she	  
coaxed.	  “What	  is	  the	  circumference	  of	  that	  cloud?”	  After	  the	  Benzite	  mumbled	  
a	   reply,	   his	   voice	   escaping	   his	   lips	   in	   little	   puffs	   of	   vapor,	   courtesy	   of	   the	  
breather	  clipped	  to	  the	  neck	  of	  his	  uniform,	  the	  captain	  frowned.	  
	   Even	  cruising	  at	  impulse	  speed,	  Palamedes	  should’ve	  been	  clear	  of	  the	  
large	   cloud	  by	  now.	  Turning	  away	   from	   the	  ensign	  Covey	   looked	  across	   the	  
bridge.	  “Gail,	  try	  hailing	  them	  again.”	  
	   The	  woman	  shook	  her	  head	  a	  few	  moments	  later.	  “Nothing	  Captain.”	  
	   “Something’s	  not	  right,”	  Covey	  said	  as	  she	  stepped	  back	  down	  into	  the	  
command	  well.	  Retaking	  her	  seat,	  she	  leaned	  over	  to	  Pell.	  “What	  do	  you	  think	  
Ojana?”	  
	   “Captain,	  I’m	  not	  sure,”	  the	  Bajoran	  admitted.	  “Palamedes	  still	  shouldn’t	  
be	  in	  the	  cloud	  this	  long.”	  
	   “Is	   it	  possible	   that	  Palamedes	   has	  already	  bypassed	   the	   cloud	  and	  we	  
have	  lost	  contact	  for	  another	  reason?”	  
	   “It	   is	  possible,”	  Pell	   conceded,	   though	   the	   tone	  of	  her	  voice	  belied	   the	  
statement.	  	  
	   “But	  you	  don’t	  think	  that	  has	  occurred?”	  
	   “No	  Captain	  I	  don’t.”	  
	   “Me	  either.”	  Covey	  sat	  up	  straight.	  “Helm,	  move	  us	  closer	  to	  the	  mass.”	  
	   “Captain,	   our	   shields	   can’t	  withstand	   the	  heat	   and	   radiation	  extant	   in	  
that	  cloud.”	  Lt.	  Hasegawa	  protested.	  
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	   “He’s	  right.”	  Pell	  added.	  
	   “I	   didn’t	   say	   we	   were	   going	   into	   the	   cloud…yet.”	   Covey	   replied.	   The	  
Nova-‐class	   ship	   moved	   closer	   to	   the	   cloud.	   “All	   stop.”	   The	   captain	   ordered	  
after	  Chevalier	  came	  within	  20,000	  kilometers	  of	  the	  boiling	  mass.	  
	   “Lt.	  Hasegawa,	  try	  hailing	  them	  again.”	  Pell	  ordered.	  
	   “I’m	  getting	  nothing	  Commander.”	  
	   “Frinx!”	  Pell	  swore.	  	  
	   “Watch	  that,”	  Covey	  chided.	  	  
	   “Suggest	  a	  scan?”	  Monyyak	  shakily	  asked.	  
	   “Do	  it.”	  
	   “Radiation	  has	  made	  the	  sensors	  ineffective,”	  the	  Benzite	  sounded,	  and	  
looked,	  crestfallen.	  
	   “Launch	   a	   Class-‐2	   probe	   then,”	   Covey	   ordered.	   “Relay	   its	   findings	  
directly	  to	  my	  armrest	  console.	  Despite	  the	  large	  size	  of	  the	  Chevalier,	  and	  the	  
permanent,	   though	  comforting	  background	  noises	  of	   the	  bridge,	   the	   captain	  
imagined	   she	   heard	   the	   bullet	   shaped	   probe	   eject	   with	   a	  whoosh	   from	   the	  
ship,	  streaking	  into	  the	  cloud.	  	  
	   Covey	   breathed	   a	   sigh	   of	   relief	   after	   the	   information	   from	   the	   probe	  
finally	   began	   scrolling	   down	   the	   small	   screen	   inset	   into	   one	   of	   her	   chair’s	  
arms.	  Pell	  couldn’t	  help	  but	  lean	  over	  to	  take	  a	  peek	  at	  the	  information.	  
	   Both	   of	   their	   faces	   grew	   tight	   with	   concern.	   The	   probe	   was	   hadn’t	  
encountered	  Palamedes.	  There	  was	  thankfully	  no	  sign	  that	  the	  ship	  had	  been	  
disabled	  or	  that	  it	  had	  been	  ripped	  to	  shreds	  inside	  the	  cloud.	  The	  downside	  
was	  that	  Palamedes	  had	  seemed	  to	  vanish.	  
	   The	  tightening	  in	  Covey’s	  stomach	  quickly	  formed	  into	  a	  lead	  ball.	  She	  
looked	  at	  Pell,	   their	  years	  serving	   together	   imbuing	   them	  with	  a	  non-‐verbal	  
communication	  akin	  to	  telepathy.	  “Helm,	  take	  us	  into	  the	  cloud.”	  
	   “Captain,	  the	  shields…”	  Hasegawa	  protested.	  
	   “We	   have	   a	   duty,	   a	   responsibility	   to	   find	   out	   what	   happened	   to	  
Palamedes.”	  Pell	  rushed	  to	  Covey’s	  defense.	  
	   “Perhaps	  we	  should	  send	  a	  higher	  grade	  probe.”	  Hasegawa	  offered,	  his	  
dual	   roles	   as	  Tactical	   and	   Security	  Officer	  making	   the	   safety	   of	   the	   ship	  his	  
highest	  priority.	  
	   “I’d	  prefer	  to	  check	  it	  myself.”	  Covey	  replied.	  	  
	   “But	  what	  about	  the	  danger	  to	  the	  ship?”	  
	   “Is	   totally	  understood,”	  Covey	  said.	   “On	   the	   first	   sign	  of	  danger	  of	   the	  
ship	  I	  will	  order	  Chevalier	  to	  exit	  the	  cloud.	  But	  three	  of	  our	  senior	  officers	  are	  
somewhere	   inside	   that	   cloud	  and	   I’m	  sure	  you,	  me,	   and	  everyone	  aboard	   is	  
willing	  to	  take	  a	  little	  risk	  to	  insure	  their	  welfare.	  Correct?”	  
	   “Yes	  sir.”	  
	   “Good.	  Helm,	  move	  us	  in…slowly,	  one-‐quarter	  impulse.	  I	  don’t	  want	  our	  
dilithium	  emissions	  to	  ignite	  the	  plasma.”	  
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	   A	   veil	   of	   darkness,	   limned	   with	   infernal	   crimson	   overwhelmed	   the	  
main	  viewer’s	  photoreceptors.	  	  
	   “Mr.	  Monyyak,	  anything	  you	  can	  do	  about	  that?”	  The	  captain	  asked.	  
	   “Compensating	   for	   lighting	   disparity,”	   the	   Benzite	   said.	  Minutes	   later	  
the	   bridge	   lighting	   returned,	   pushing	   the	  darkness	   back	  beyond	   the	   screen.	  
But	   it	   didn’t	   help	   Covey	   erase	   the	   feeling	   that	   the	   ship	   had	   ventured	   into	   a	  
vise.	  There	  seemed	  to	  be	  a	  weight	  resting	  on	  the	  ship,	  her	  ears	  picked	  up	  on	  
the	   tiny	   groans	   as	   the	   heavy	   liquid	   and	   gases	   pressed	   against	   the	   ship’s	  
shields.	  
	   “How	  is	  structural	  integrity?”	  Covey	  called	  out,	  her	  voice	  voluminous	  in	  
her	  ears,	  and	  made	  more	  so	  by	   the	  uneasy	  silence	   that	  had	  settled	  over	   the	  
bridge.	  
	   “Structural	  integrity	  is	  at	  eighty	  percent,”	  Monyyak	  replied.	  
	   “That’s	  good,”	  Pell	  offered.	  “I	  thought	  it	  would	  be	  much	  worse.”	  
	   “You	  can	  feel	  it	  too	  huh?”	  Covey	  asked.	  “It’s	  like	  we’re	  in	  the	  grip	  of	  the	  
hand	  of	  a	  god.”	  
	   “Like	  all	   those	   James	  Kirk	  used	   to	   run	   into,”	  Pell	   smiled.	  Covey	   rolled	  
her	  eyes.	  Despite	   the	  authentication	  of	   the	   fabled	  Captain	  Kirk’s	   log	  entries,	  
and	  the	  verification	  by	  his	  crew	  and	  other	  Starfleet	  notables,	  Pell	   frequently	  
drew	   her	   ire	   by	   discounting	   much	   of	   Kirk’s	   five	   year	   mission	   aboard	   the	  
Enterprise	  a	  century	  earlier	  as	  the	  tales	  of	  a	  master	  raconteur.	  	  
	   “Cute,”	  Covey	  quipped.	  “But	  yes,	  something	  like	  that.”	  	  
	   “Perhaps	   the	   cloud	  will	   speak	   to	  us	  next,	   and	   ask	  one	  of	   us	   to	   be	  his	  
mate.”	  
	   “Very	  funny,”	  Covey	  gave	  Pell	  a	  wry	  smile.	  She	  was	  glad	  that	  her	  Exec	  
was	   lightening	   the	  mood	   seeping	   through	   the	  bridge.	  The	   captain	   could	   see	  
that	  a	  few	  other	  officers	  were	  sniggering	  or	  fighting	  to	  maintain	  straight	  faces.	  	  
	   Ojana’s	   selection	   as	   First	   Officer	   had	   been	   her	   best	   decision	   yet	   as	  
captain.	  But	  Covey	  was	  starting	  to	  wonder	  if	  her	  order	  to	  dive	  into	  the	  plasma	  
cloud	  might	  rank	  as	  her	  worse	  the	  further	  they	  went	  in.	  
	   “Are	  sensors	  picking	  up	  anything?”	  Pell	  asked	  Monyyak.	  
	   “No	  sir.	  From	  this	  juncture	  the	  cloud	  appears	  to	  be	  empty.”	  
	   “That’s	   impossible,”	  Covey	   remarked.	   “Our	   sensors	  would’ve	  detected	  
when	   they	   emerged	   from	   the	   cloud.	   We	   need	   to	   go	   further	   in.	   Palamedes	  
might	  be	  in	  danger.”	  
	   “And	   we	   most	   assuredly	   will	   be	   if	   we	   follow	   that	   course	   of	   action,”	  
Hasegawa	   replied.	   “Captain,	   if	  Palamedes	   has	   encountered	   a	  disruption	   that	  
has	  overloaded	  the	  interflux	  device	  then	  our	  shields	  wouldn’t	  stand	  a	  chance	  
against	  it.”	  
	   “Don’t	  you	  think	  I	  know	  that	  Chuine,”	  Covey	  retorted.	  “But	  we’re	  going	  
in	  anyway.	  I	  don’t	  leave	  crewmates	  behind.”	  
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	   “Mr.	   Monyyak,	   prepare	   a	   tractor	   beam.	   We	   might	   have	   to	   pull	   the	  
runabout	  out	  of	  this	  muck,”	  Pell	  said.	  
	   “Good	  idea,”	  Covey	  replied,	  glad	  that	  Pell	  had	  helped	  take	  the	  edge	  off	  
of	  her	  stand	  off	  with	  Lt.	  Hasegawa.	  Tension	  among	  the	  crew	  was	  the	  last	  thing	  
they	   needed	   to	   be	   focused	   on	   at	   the	   moment.	   “Helm,	   take	   us	   in	   further,	  
maintain	  one-‐quarter	  impulse.”	  
	   “Aye.”	  
	   As	  the	  Chevalier	   inched	  deeper	  into	  the	  writhing	  mass,	  the	  oppressive	  
feeling	  coiled	  around	  Captain	  Covey.	  She	  prayed	  that	  some	  of	  her	  idol	  Kirk’s	  
luck	   rubbed	   off	   on	   her.	   By	   the	   time	   Chevalier	   reached	   the	   middle	   of	   the	  
plasma	  cloud	  she	  knew	  that	  it	  hadn’t.	  
***	  
USS	  Chevalier	  
(Several	  hours	  later…)	  
	  
	   “Prepare	  another	  Class-‐2	  probe,”	  Covey	  ordered,	  sensing	  Lt.	  Hasegawa	  
bristle	  behind	  her	  at	  the	  command.	  It	  would	  be	  the	  fourth	  probe	  he	  had	  sent	  
into	  the	  maelstrom	  surrounding	  them.	  So	  far,	  none	  of	  them	  had	  reported	  back	  
anything	   significant.	   It	   appeared	   like	   the	   Palamedes	   had	   vanished	   into	   the	  
ether,	  and	  that	  was	  unacceptable	  to	  the	  captain.	  
	   “Probe	  is	  ready,”	  Hasegawa	  replied,	  his	  voice	  tight.	  	  
	   “Target	  search	  grid	  221-‐G,”	   the	  captain	  pointed	  at	   the	  main	  viewer.	  A	  
bright	  red	  grid	  was	  superimposed	  over	  the	  stretch	  of	  space	  on	  the	  viewer.	  It	  
was	  the	  only	  area	  yet	  to	  be	  investigated.	  “Launch.”	  The	  normal	  rumble	  Covey	  
usually	  felt	  in	  the	  deck	  plates	  at	  the	  release	  of	  a	  probe	  or	  torpedo	  was	  lost	  in	  
the	  persistent	   trembling	  of	   the	  overstressed	   structural	   integrity	   field	   as	   the	  
gases	  and	  energies	  of	  the	  Badlands	  bore	  down	  on	  them.	  	  
	   “May	   the	   Prophets	   guide	   this	   one	   true,”	   Pell	   said	   softly	   beside	   her,	  
sliding	  up	  to	  the	  edge	  of	  her	  seat	  as	  the	  probe	  shot	  into	  a	  thick	  thunderhead,	  
the	  dark	  mass	  illuminating	  as	  the	  probe	  penetrated	  it.	  	  
	   Covey	  sat	  up	  in	  her	  seat,	  wishing	  she	  could	  show	  her	  eagerness	  like	  her	  
First	  Officer,	   but	  knowing	   it	  was	  unbecoming	  of	   a	  Commanding	  Officer.	   She	  
had	   to	   look	   like	   she	   knew	  what	   she	  was	   doing	   at	   all	   times,	   even	  when	   she	  
wasn’t.	   Covey	   knew	   she	   was	   taking	   a	   big	   risk	   keeping	   the	   Chevalier	   in	   the	  
center	  of	  this	  spatial	  tsunami	  for	  as	  long	  as	  she	  had.	  Without	  the	  added	  layer	  
of	  safety	  of	  the	  plasma	  dissipater,	  all	  it	  would	  take	  to	  buckle	  the	  ship’s	  shields	  
or	  vaporize	  them	  outright	  was	  an	  angry	  lash	  of	  plasma	  energy.	  	  
	   Monica	   waited	   five	   tense	   minutes	   before	   asking,	   as	   nonchalantly	   as	  
possible.	   “Anything	   yet	   Mr.	   Hasegawa?”	   She	   turned	   primly	   in	   her	   seat	   to	  
glance	  at	  the	  Tactical	  Officer.	  	  
	   His	   eyes	   drilled	   his	   instrument	   panel.	   Hasegawa	   looked	   at	   her	   a	   few	  
seconds	  later,	  his	  dark	  eyes	  registering	  no	  emotion.	  “Sorry	  Captain.”	  
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	   “Do	   we	   still	   have	   contact	   with	   the	   probe?”	   Pell	   asked.	   “Perhaps	   it’s	  
defective	  and	  we	  need	  to	  prepare	  another?”	  
	   “Probe	   is	   functioning,	   and	   our	   link	   is	   strong.”	   Pell	   nodded,	   and	   then	  
looked	  at	  Covey.	  For	  the	  first	  time,	  the	  captain	  saw	  her	  First	  Officer’s	  brows	  
furrow	  with	   concern,	   and	  doubt	   glinted	   in	   her	   eyes.	   Covey	   shifted	  her	   gaze	  
away,	  afraid	  that	  her	  own	  worries	  would	  reflect	  in	  her	  eyes.	  She	  would	  never	  
be	  able	  to	  live	  with	  herself	  if	  she	  had	  stole	  Roger	  away	  from	  the	  Cuffe	  to	  die	  in	  
this	   forsaken	   reach	   of	   space.	   She	   would	   continue	   her	   search	   as	   long	   as	  
possible.	  
	   Covey	  turned	  her	  gaze	  back	  to	  the	  screen,	  willing	  space	  to	  cough	  up	  the	  
Palamedes	   and	   its	   crew	   intact.	   Her	  wish	  was	   answered	   seconds	   later	  when	  
Hasegawa	   announced,	   his	   voice	   cracking	   with	   excitement.	   “The	   probe	   has	  
picked	  up	  a	  signal,	  a	  Starfleet	  signal.”	  A	  group	  cheer	  broke	  out	  over	  the	  bridge.	  
Covey	   reached	  over	   and	   squeezed	  Pell’s	   hand.	   She	   stood	  up,	   tugging	  on	   the	  
front	  of	  her	  red	  and	  black	  duty	  uniform.	  
	   Stepping	  out	  of	  the	  command	  well,	  she	  approached	  Hasegawa’s	  station.	  
He	  promptly	  stepped	  to	  the	  side	  to	  allow	  her	  to	  see	  the	  information	  scrolling	  
down	  his	  screen.	  It	  was	  a	  Starfleet	  signal	  all	  right,	  the	  chevron	  binging	  on	  the	  
small	   screen.	   But	   Covey’s	   smile	   turned	   to	   a	   frown	   when	   the	   confirmation	  
number	  appeared.	  “It’s	   from	  the	  escape	  pod,”	  she	  mumbled.	  The	  escape	  pod	  
was	  trudging	  through	  the	  massive	  plasma	  cloud,	  too	  far	  away	  for	  a	  beam	  out,	  
which	  would’ve	  been	  too	  risky	  at	  this	  distance	  due	  to	  the	  cloud	  being	  chock	  
full	   of	   ions,	   and	   they	   had	   a	   nasty	   habit	   of	   disrupting	   transporter	   beams.	  
However,	   a	  more	   concentrated	   beam	   from	   a	   shorter	   distance	  might	   do	   the	  
trick;	  the	  thought	  flitted	  through	  her	  mind,	  a	  plan	  quickly	  forming	  in	  its	  wake.	  	  
	   “Excuse	   me	   sir?”	   Hasegawa	   asked.	   Covey	   rubbed	   her	   chin,	   before	  
looking	   at	   the	   man.	   She	   blinked	   away	   her	   fears	   and	   said	   loud	   enough	   for	  
Hasegawa	   and	   the	   bridge	   to	   hear.	   “It’s	   not	   Palamedes,	   but	   an	   escape	   pod.	  
Something	   happened	   out	   there.	   Let’s	   bring	   our	   people	   home	   and	   find	   out	  
what	   it	  was.	  Mr.	  Hasegawa,	  prepare	  a	   tractor	  beam	   in	   case	   I	   can’t	   get	   them	  
with	  my	  flyby.”	  	  
	   “Your	  flyby?”	  He	  asked,	  his	  face	  immediately	  clouding.	  “Captain,	  I	  can’t	  
allow	  you…”	  
	   “That’s	  right,”	  Pell	  spoke	  up.	  “Do	  I	  have	  to	  quote	  regulations	  Captain?”	  	  
	   “You	  can	  quote	  them	  to	  me	  on	  the	  way	  to	  the	  shuttle	  bay,”	  Covey	  said,	  
turning	  towards	  the	  bridge’s	  turbolift,	  “you’re	  going	  with	  me.	  Mr.	  Hasegawa,	  
you	  have	  the	  bridge.	  Make	  sure	  you	  have	  the	  tractor	  beam	  ready.”	  
	   “Aye	  sir,”	  the	  man	  grumbled,	  but	  had	  blessedly	  decided	  not	  to	  belabor	  
the	  argument.	  	  
	   Pell	  quickly	  joined	  in	  her	  the	  turbolift.	  Before	  the	  doors	  closed	  on	  them,	  
Covey	  sang	  out,	  “And	  if	  we	  encounter	  any	  problems,	  don’t	  try	  to	  rescue	  us.	  Get	  
Chevalier	   the	   hell	   out	   of	   here.”	   The	   doors	   slid	   closed	   before	   she	   heard	   the	  
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response,	  but	  Covey	  had	  confidence	  that	  Hasegawa	  would	  follow	  her	  orders.	  
The	  man	  always	  did	  the	  right	  thing.	  She	  wished	  she	  could	  say	  the	  same	  thing	  
about	  herself.	  	  
***	  
Shuttlecraft	  	  Safir	  
	  
	   Despite	   the	   turbulence,	   the	   ride	   to	   the	   rim	   of	   the	   writhing	   bloom	   of	  
plasma	  had	  been	  pretty	  smooth.	  Covey	  was	  also	  grateful	   that	   the	  pinging	  of	  
the	  shuttle’s	  sensors	  attuned	  to	  the	  escape	  pod’s	  distress	  signal	  had	  remained	  
constant.	   It	   would	   only	   be	   a	  matter	   of	   time	   before	   the	   escape	   pod	  made	   it	  
through	   the	   muck	   and	   they	   could	   nab	   it	   with	   either	   the	   Safir’s	   tractor	   or	  
transporter	  beams.	  	  
	   Deciding	   against	   waiting	   in	   anxious	   silence,	   Covey	   asked,	   “So,	   how’s	  
Donald?”	   She	   didn’t	   know	   if	   the	   unexpectedness	   or	   the	   content	   of	   the	  
question	   made	   Pell	   blush.	   But	   the	   woman	   turned	   redder	   than	   an	   Earth	  
tomato.	  
	   “With	  all	  due	  respect	  Captain,	  now	  is	  not	  the	  time…”	  
	   “Can	  you	  really	  think	  of	  a	  better	  time?”	  Covey	  asked,	  cutting	  the	  woman	  
off.	  “And	  since	  we’re	  away	  from	  the	  ship,	  call	  me	  Monica.”	  
	   “Listen	  Monica,	  I	  really	  don’t	  want	  to	  talk	  about	  it.”	  
	   “So	  things	  between	  you	  two	  are	  that	  great	  huh?”	  
	   “No…it’s	   not	   like	   that.	   I	   just	   haven’t	   talked	   to	   Donald	   in	   a	   couple	  
months.”	  
	   “Just	   because	   things	   went	   south	   between	   Captain	   Diaz	   and	   I	   doesn’t	  
mean	  that	  you	  and	  Donald	  had	  to	  get	  caught	  up	  in	  our	  squabble.”	  
	   “Well,	   actually	   it	   did.	   I	   mean,	   there	   was	   a	   definite	   feeling	   of	   picking	  
sides	  among	  the	  crew.	  And	  Captain	  Diaz	  practically	  accused	  you	  of	   trying	  to	  
steal	  her	  senior	  officers.”	  
	   “There	  was	   no	   ‘practically’	   to	   it.	   She	   did	   accuse	  me	   of	   trying	   to	   steal	  
them.	   And	   she	   was	   right.”	   Pell	   looked	   at	   her,	   her	   green	   eyes	   widening	   in	  
shock.	  Monica	  suppressed	  a	  chuckle.	  	  
	   “You	  don’t	  mean	  that.”	  	  
	   “I’m	  not	   sure,”	   she	   answered	   honestly.	   “I	  mean,	   I	   did	   ask	   you,	   Roger,	  
and	  Donald	   to	   join	  me.	   Plus,	   after	   announcing	  my	   own	   intentions	   to	   accept	  
promotion,	  the	  end	  result	  would’ve	  gutted	  her	  staff.”	  
	   “She	  still	  would’ve	  had	  Dr.	  Chace,	  Simus,	  and	  N’Saba.”	  Covey	  rolled	  her	  
eyes	  at	  the	  mention	  of	  Seb	  N’Saba	  the	  supercilious	  Alshain	  Science	  Officer.	  	  
	   “N’Saba,	  despite	  his	  admitted	  brilliance,	  is	  hardly	  a	  person	  to	  put	  in	  the	  
plus	  column.”	  Pell	  looked	  wistful,	  a	  wicked	  smile	  spreading	  across	  her	  face.	  	  
	   “Yeah,	  I	  guess	  you’re	  right	  about	  that	  one.”	  
	   “Since	   you’re	   not	   going	   to	   dish	   about	   Donald,	   learn	   anything	   about	  
Diaz’s	  replacement	  staff?”	  After	  their	  spat,	  Covey	  had	  restrained	  herself	  from	  
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collecting	   scuttlebutt	   about	  her	   former	   ship.	  But	   she	   knew	   that	  Pell	   kept	   in	  
contact	  with	  several	  officers	  and	  enlisted	  onboard,	  outside	  of	  Sandhurst.	  
	   “Well,	   let	  me	   see.	  Of	   course	  you	  know	   that	  Donald	   is	   the	   acting	  Chief	  
Engineer.	  The	  new	  helm	  officer	  is	  a	  Lt.	  Hunal,	  formerly	  from	  the	  Resurgam.	  A	  
real	  good	  choice	  from	  what	  I	  hear…”	  
	   “What	   about	   the	   XO?”	   Covey	   couldn’t	   help	   but	   be	   curious	   about	   the	  
person	  that	  had	  replaced	  her.	  
	   “From	  everything	  I	  hear	  Calvin	  Hudson	   is	  a	  good	  choice.	  Has	  a	  strong	  
background	   in	   diplomacy,	   and	   is	   seen	   as	   something	   of	   an	   expert	   in	   border	  
world	   issues.	   That	   should	   suit	   Cuffe	  well	   in	   its	   new	   assignment	   along	   the	  
Cardassian-‐Federation	  border.	   I	  hear	  that	  the	  peace	  talks	  are	   in	  real	   trouble	  
right	  now	  over	  the	  territorial	  status	  of	  the	  border	  worlds.	  Both	  he	  and	  Captain	  
Diaz	  have	  relatives	  living	  along	  the	  border,	  so	  I’m	  sure	  they	  share	  a	  common	  
bond.”	  	  
	   “Hudson	  sounds	  like	  a	  good	  fit	  then,”	  Covey	  smiled.	  “I	  hope	  he	  turns	  out	  
to	  be	  more	  loyal	  than	  I	  did.”	  
	   “Don’t	  talk	  about	  yourself	  like	  that	  Monica,”	  Pell	  chided.	  “It	  was	  time	  for	  
you	   to	   move	   on.	   Believe	   me	   I	   understand	   better	   than	   most	   the	   danger	   of	  
trying	   to	   hold	   on	   to	   something	   beyond	   reason,	   to	   hold	   back	   the	   ceaseless	  
march	  of	  time.	  It’s	  impossible.”	  
	   “For	  mere	  mortals	   like	  us,”	   Covey	   smiled	  wanly.	   “But	   there	   are	   other	  
races,	   like	   the	  Q	   for	   example	   that	   altering	   time	   is	  nothing	  but	   a	   snap	   in	   the	  
finger.”	  
	   “It	  must	  be	   something	  about	   serving	  on	   ship’s	  named	  Enterprise	   that	  
made	  their	  CO’s	  more	  fanciful.”	  Pell	  joked.	  
	   “So,	   now	   you’re	   saying	   you	   think	   Captain	   Picard	   is	   pulling	   the	   leg	   of	  
Starfleet	  Command	  a	  la	  Jim	  Kirk?”	  	  
	   “I’ll	  believe	  giant	  hands	  or	  heads	  appearing	  in	  space	  when	  I	  see	  it,”	  Pell	  
replied.	  
	   “Pretty	   skeptical	   attitude	   coming	   from	   a	   follower	   of	   the	   Prophets,”	  
Covey	  said,	  her	  smile	  softening	  any	  potential	  edges	  in	  her	  words.	  
	   “Hey,	  at	  least	  the	  Prophets	  left	  us	  with	  something	  tangible,	  their	  Tears	  
being	   guideposts	   into	   the	   Bajoran	   history	   and	   soul.	   At	   least	   until	   the	  
Cardassians	  stole	  them,”	  her	  face	  darkened	  and	  she	  became	  silent.	  	  
	   Sensing	   the	   change	   Covey	   reached	   out	   and	   squeezed	   Pell’s	   shoulder.	  
“Didn’t	  mean	  to	  upset	  you.	  I’m	  sorry.”	  
	   “No	  need	  to	  apologize,”	  Pell	  replied,	  her	  eyes	  beginning	  to	  glisten.	  “It’s	  
just…”	  She	  paused	  when	  the	  pinging	  on	  the	  console	  turned	  to	  shrilling.	  
	   “What	  is	  it?”	  Covey	  leaned	  forward.	  
	   “The	  pod	  is	  breaking	  the	  cloud,”	  Pell’s	  sadness	  evaporated.	  “Look,”	  she	  
pointed	   out	   the	   window	   as	   the	   small,	   battered	   hexagon-‐shaped	   vessel	   was	  
spat	  out	  of	  the	  cloud,	  as	  if	  were	  a	  morsel	  of	  disagreeable	  food.	  	  
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	   “How	  many	  life	  signs?”	  The	  captain	  asked.	  
	   “Two	   I’m	   afraid,”	   Pell	   sighed,	   her	   body	   trembling.	   Covey	   suppressed	  
her	  on	  shudder	  at	  the	  terrible	  news.	  	  
	   Instead,	  the	  captain	  turned	  quickly	  to	  her	  console,	  with	  a	  tweak	  to	  her	  
original	  plan.	  She	  activated	  the	  tractor	  beam	  capturing	  the	  pod.	  “Hail	   them,”	  
she	  ordered	  Pell.	  	  
	   “Escape	   pod,	   this	   is	   Lt.	   Commander	   Pell,	   please	   respond.”	   A	   voice	  
crackled	  over	  the	  speaker,	  but	  it	  was	  so	  garbled	  that	  they	  couldn’t	  understand	  
it.	  	  
	   “Shall	  I	  repeat	  the	  message?”	  The	  Bajoran	  looked	  to	  her	  for	  guidance.	  	  
	   “No	  Ojana,	  I’ll	  just	  reel	  them	  in.”	  She	  manipulated	  the	  beam	  to	  pull	  the	  
pod	  closer.	  Once	  it	  was	  within	  range,	  she	  activated	  the	  transporter	  beam.	  Two	  
large,	  entangled	  shapes	  materialized	  seconds	  later.	  
	   Covey	   put	   the	   shuttle	   on	   autopilot	   as	   she	   hopped	   out	   of	   her	   seat	   to	  
check	  on	  her	  crew,	  Pell	  a	  millisecond	  behind	  her.	  Commander	  Koenig	  and	  Lt.	  
Falx	  slowly	  broke	   their	  awkward	  embrace,	  wincing.	  Both	  sat	  on	   the	   floor	  of	  
the	  shuttle,	  Koenig	  rubbing	  his	  neck	  while	  Falx	  massaged	  his	  long	  forehead.	  	  
	   “Roger,	   Falx,	   are	   both	   of	   you	   alright?	   What	   happened	   to	   Danvers?	  
Where’s	   the	   Palamedes?”	   Questions	   poured	   out	   of	   the	   captain,	   while	   she	  
simultaneously	  pointed	  for	  Pell	  to	  get	  the	  emergency	  medical	  kit.	  	  
	   “The	  only	  thing	  injured	  is	  my	  pride,”	  Koenig	  growled.	  
	   Not	  understanding	   the	  engineer’s	  cryptic	   response,	  Covey	  bent	  down,	  
and	  asked	  the	  man	  again,	   this	   time	  more	  slowly.	   “Are	  either	  of	  you	   injured?	  
Where	   is	   Lt.	  Danvers?	  Where	   is	   the	  Palamedes?”	   Pell	   bent	   down	  beside	   the	  
engineer,	  waving	  a	  medical	  tricorder	  over	  his	  head.	  He	  swatted	  it	  away.	  	  
	   “Hell	   if	   I	  know,”	  Koenig	  snapped,	  his	  vehemence	  making	  Covey	  recoil.	  
But	   she	   decided	   to	   address	   that	   later	   with	   the	  man,	   in	   private.	   She	   turned	  
away	   from	   him	   to	   Falx.	   The	   Rhaandarite	   was	   now	   sitting	   on	   the	   floor,	  
confusing	  reigning	  on	  his	  face.	  	  
	   “Mr.	   Falx,	   do	   you	   know	   what	   happened?”	   He	   blinked	   several	   times	  
before	  answering.	  
	   “Lt.	  Danvers	  used	  some	  type	  of	  gas	  to	  incapacitate	  us	  before	  apparently	  
hijacking	  the	  Palamedes.	  We	  both	  awoke	  inside	  the	  escape	  pod	  about	  twenty	  
minutes	   ago.	   The	   coordinates	   were	   already	   programmed	   and	   locked	   in	   to	  
Chevalier’s	  last	  known	  location.”	  
	   “She	   did	   a	   damned	   good	   job	   too,”	   Koenig	  mumbled.	   “Even	   I	   couldn’t	  
break	  her	  code.”	  Covey	  sat	  back	  on	  her	  haunches,	  stunned.	  Pell	  gasped.	  
	   “How	   is	   that	   possible?”	   The	   Bajoran	   asked,	   her	   voice	   saturated	   with	  
shock.	  “Why?”	  
	   “If	   you	   ever	   find	  out,	   please	   inform	  me,”	  Koenig	   snapped.	   “But	   in	   the	  
meantime	  I	  suggest	  we	  get	  back	  to	  Chevalier	  so	  we	  can	  track	  her	  down.”	  
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	   “No,”	   Covey	   said	  without	   even	   realizing	   it.	   Her	   voice	   sounded	   tiny	   in	  
her	  ears,	  as	  if	  she	  were	  listening	  to	  herself	  from	  a	  great	  distance,	  her	  tongue	  
divorced	   from	  her	  mind.	  Everything	  numbed	   for	  a	   few	  seconds	  as	  her	  brain	  
shorted	   out,	   unable	   to	   process	   Alec	   Danvers	   betraying	   her	   crewmates	   or	  
stealing	  Palamedes.	   It	   didn’t	   seem	   real.	   Danvers	  was	   a	   vivacious	   free	   spirit,	  
and	  both	  she	  and	  the	  captain	  were	  even	  more	  fanatical	  about	  spring	  ball	  than	  
Pell,	  who	  had	  introduced	  her	  to	  it	  years	  ago.	  	  
	   She	   just	   couldn’t	   fathom	  what	   Falx	   had	   said	   with	   his	   usual	   deadpan	  
delivery.	  Her	   imagination	  already	  generating	  possible	  reasons:	  mind	  control	  
via	   parasites,	   Cardassians,	   Ferengi,	   or	   Romulans?	  Maybe	  Danvers	   had	   been	  
replaced	   by	   a	   duplicate,	   some	   type	   of	   shape	   shifter?	   Stranger	   things	   had	  
happened	  to	  crewmen	  in	  the	  Fleet.	  The	  curiosity	  was	  killing	  her,	  twisting	  her	  
stomach	   in	  knots.	  She	  had	   to	  know	  what	  had	   just	  happened,	  why	   the	  world	  
had	  tilted,	  but	  Covey	  also	  knew	  she	  had	  a	  responsibility	  to	  her	  ship	  and	  crew	  
that	  trumped	  her	  own	  desires.	  She	  exhaled	  loudly,	  before	  shackling	  her	  mind	  
back	  to	  the	  here	  and	  now.	  	  
	   “	  ‘No?’”	  The	  other	  three	  officers	  said	  in	  unison.	  
	   “We	  can’t	   risk	   this	   ship	  anymore	   than	  we	  have.	  Whatever	   is	  going	  on	  
here,	   Starfleet	   Command	  needs	   to	   be	   informed	   immediately.”	   She	   looked	   at	  
Pell.	  “Are	  both	  of	  these	  men	  all	  right?”	  
	   “Yes	  Captain.”	  Pell	  put	  the	  tricorder	  back	  into	  the	  case	  and	  snapped	  it	  
shut.	  “There	  discomfort	  is	  all	  ready	  wearing	  off.”	  Covey	  stood	  up	  and	  headed	  
back	  to	  the	  pilot’s	  seat.	  	  
	   “When	  we	  get	  back	  to	  Chevalier	  I	  want	  you	  both	  to	  head	  to	  Sickbay	  just	  
to	  be	  on	  the	  safe	  side.”	  
	   “But	  what	  about	  Danvers?”	  Koenig	  asked,	  clambering	  to	  his	  feet.	  “We’ve	  
got	  to	  do	  something.	  I	  put	  a	  lot	  of	  sweat	  into	  that	  plasma	  dissipater.”	  
	   “Well,	   look	  on	  the	  bright	  side,”	  Covey	  said	  over	  her	  shoulder,	  “at	   least	  
you	  know	  the	  plasma	  dissipater	  was	  enough	  of	  a	  success	  that	  someone	  found	  
it	   worthy	   enough	   to	   steal.”	   And	   I’m	   burning	   to	   find	   out	   why,	   the	   captain	  
thought,	  but	  decided	  to	  keep	  to	  herself.	  	  
***	  
Ronara	  Prime	  
(Seventy-‐two	  hours	  later…)	  
	   	  
	   “Any	   word	   yet?”	   T’sehai	   asked;	   the	   hopefulness	   in	   her	   voice	  
incongruent	  with	  her	  cool	  Vulcan	  features.	  	  
	   Jack	  Danvers	  grunted,	  not	  even	  looking	  at	  the	  woman.	  He	  kept	  his	  gaze	  
instead	  on	  the	  tiny	  transistor,	  eagerly	  awaiting,	  praying	  for	  its	  communication	  
beacon	  to	  light	  with	  news	  from	  his	  granddaughter.	  He	  no	  longer	  cared	  about	  
the	  success	  of	  her	  mission;	  He	  only	  wanted	  her	  back	  safe	  and	  sound.	  She	  was	  
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all	   that	   he	   had.	   The	   Cardassians	   had	   taken	   everything	   else.	   Hopefully	   they	  
hadn’t	  taken	  her	  too.	  
	   He	  didn’t	  even	  want	  to	  think	  about	  what	  they	  might	  do	  to	  her	  if	  she	  had	  
been	  captured.	  He	  had	  read	  plenty	  accounts	  of	  how	  Cardassians	  treated	  their	  
prisoners	  and	  slaves,	  particularly	  the	  females.	  
	   “It	  has	  been	  three	  days	  since	  she	  left.	  The	  team	  should’ve	  made	  contact	  
by	  now.”	  
	   Tell	  me	  something	  I	  don’t	  know,	  Danvers	  thought,	  glowering	  at	  the	  prim	  
woman.	  As	   if	   reading	  his	  mind,	  T’sehai’s	   right	  eyebrow	  arched	  and	  her	  skin	  
turned	  a	  nice	  pale	  shade	  of	  green.	  
	   “I	  am	  a	  touch	  telepath,	  but	  even	  I	  can	  sense	  your	  emotions	  from	  across	  
the	  room.”	  
	   “That’s	  good	  to	  know,”	  he	  spat.	  “But	  I	  don’t	  give	  a	  damn.	  All	  I	  care	  about	  
is	  Alec	  right	  now.	  She’ll	  make	  it.	  I	  know	  she	  will.”	  Danvers	  smiled	  grimly.	  Alec	  
was	  a	   lot	   like	  her	  mother.	  Morgan	  had	  been	  a	   tough	  one,	  with	  a	  zest	   for	   life	  
that	  would’ve	  shamed	  an	  Orion.	  
	   She	   died,	   along	   with	   her	   husband	   at	   Setlik	   III	   during	   the	   infamous	  
Cardassian	   massacre.	   Alec	   was	   spared	   only	   because	   she	   had	   spent	   the	  
summer	   on	  Ronara	   Prime	  with	   him	   and	   his	  wife	  Adeela.	  His	   son	   Peter	   had	  
taken	   up	   the	   old	   Danvers	   standard,	   and	   fought	   and	   lost	   against	   the	  
snakeheads	  in	  the	  Beloti	  Sector.	  Adeela	  had	  pretty	  much	  given	  up	  after	  that,	  
whittling	  away	  to	  nothing,	  succumbing	  to	  a	  rare	  strain	  of	  Clarke’s	  Disease	  two	  
years	  shy	  of	  Alec	  joining	  Starfleet.	  	  
	   Jack	  had	  never	  been	  more	  proud	  or	  scared	  in	  his	  life	  when	  she	  showed	  
him	  her	  acceptance	  letter.	  He	  had	  done	  two	  tours	  in	  the	  Fleet,	  barely	  getting	  
as	  much	  as	  a	  scratch.	  But	  the	  Federation	  had	  been	  largely	  at	  peace	  during	  his	  
run.	   The	   Cardies	   had	   had	   their	   hands	   full	   subjugating	   the	   Bajorans	   before	  
deciding	  to	  sink	  their	  fangs	  into	  fresh	  territory.	  
	   And	  now	  after	  all	   the	  havoc	  they	  had	  caused,	  all	   the	  tragedy	  they	  had	  
wreaked,	  Federation	  politicians	  wanted	  to	  cut	  a	  deal	  with	  them,	  using	  Ronara	  
Prime	  and	  the	  other	  border	  worlds	  as	  bargaining	  chips.	  
	   The	   idea	   of	   Cardassians	   setting	   up	   shop	   on	   Ronara	   Prime,	   taking	  
control	  of	  a	  colony	  his	  family	  had	  helped	  settle,	  sickened	  Jack.	  He	  wasn’t	  going	  
to	   let	   that	  happen,	  and	  Alec	  had	  shared	  his	  desire.	   So	  did	  a	  group	  of	  others	  
living	  on	  the	  front-‐lines.	  They	  had	  formed	  the	  Brigade,	  committed	  to	  scuttling	  
the	   proposed	   occupation	   by	   revealing	   that	   the	   Cardassian	   Union	   had	   no	  
intentions	  of	  peacefully	  coexisting	  with	  the	  Federation.	  The	  snakeheads	  were	  
merely	   biding	   their	   time,	   gathering	   their	   forces,	   replenishing	   their	   strength	  
before	  they	  struck	  again.	  
	   The	  starry	  eyed	  Federation	  delegates	  seemed	  blind	   to	   that	   truth.	   Jack	  
had	  lost	  his	  blinders	  a	  long	  time	  ago.	  And	  sadly,	  Alec	  had	  never	  had	  a	  chance	  
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to	  even	  develop	  scales	  over	  her	  eyes	   that	   life	  would	  peel	  away	  slowly.	  They	  
were	  ripped	  away	  during	  her	  childhood.	  
	   With	   infinite	   Vulcan	   patience,	   T’sehai	   had	   seemed	   content	   to	   let	   the	  
silence	   grow	   thick	  between	   them,	  before	   speaking	   again,	   her	   voice	   soft	   and	  
oddly	  laden	  with	  compassion.	  “Jack,	  what	  do	  we	  tell	  our	  Contact?”	  
	   Jack	  had	  never	  met	   this	  mysterious	  Contact,	   despite	   his	   status	   as	   the	  
‘leader’	   of	   the	  Brigade	   faction	  on	  Ronara	  Prime.	  The	  Vulcan	   served	  as	   a	   go-‐
between	   for	   the	   various	   cells	   and	   the	   shadowy	   benefactor,	   or	   coterie	   of	  
supporters	  that	  supplied	  them	  with	  weapons	  and	  intelligence	  about	  Starfleet	  
and	  Cardassian	  ship	  deployments	  and	  the	  status	  of	  the	  diplomatic	  talks.	  
	   Once	  Chevalier,	  the	  starship	  Alec	  served	  on,	  was	  chosen	  for	  the	  plasma	  
dissipation	   tests,	   the	  Ronara	  cell	  had	  received	  more	  attention	   than	   it	  had	   in	  
months.	  And	  T’sehai	  had	  practically	  relocated	  to	  the	  planet	  from	  her	  home	  on	  
Volan	  III.	  	  
	   Their	  Contact	  had	  handed	  the	  Brigade	  classified	  intelligence	  with	  proof	  
that	  the	  Cardassians	  were	  testing	  a	  quantum	  flux	  weapon	  on	  their	  side	  of	  the	  
massive	  Tong	  Beak	  Nebula	  that	  cut	  a	  sector	  spanning	  swath	  through	  a	   large	  
part	  of	  the	  Federation-‐Cardassian	  border.	  	  
	   From	   what	   the	   reports	   dispelled,	   quantum	   flux	   could	   be	   used	   for	  
dimensional	   travel,	  hypothetically,	   it	  could	   land	  a	  Cardassian	   fleet	  at	  Earth’s	  
doorstep	  in	  the	  blink	  of	  an	  eye,	  almost	  like	  the	  vortex	  technology	  that	  allowed	  
the	  Xindi	   to	   slice	  a	   trench	   through	  Earth,	   costing	  seven	  million	  deaths,	  over	  
two	  centuries	  ago.	  	  
	   Jack,	   T’sehai,	   and	   the	   heads	   of	   several	   other	   cells	   held	   an	  
unprecedented	  meeting	   to	   develop	   a	   plan	   to	   stop	   the	   testing	   permanently.	  
T’sehai	   had	   informed	   them	   that	   the	   information	   was	   giving	   to	   her	   only	  
because	  the	  Contact	  revealed	  that	  Starfleet	  Command	  would	  not	   lift	  a	   finger	  
to	  do	  anything	  or	  even	  protest	  the	  experiment.	  	  
	   The	   plan	  was	   to	   use	   the	  Palamedes	   to	   punch	   through	   the	   Tong	   Beak	  
Nebula	   on	   the	   Federation	   side,	   using	   the	   nebula	   to	   cloak	   its	   arrival.	   The	  
plasma	   dissipation	   upgrade	  would	   shield	   the	   runabout	   from	   the	   dangerous	  
effects	   of	   the	   nebula	   as	   surely	   as	   it	   would	   under	   similar	   conditions	   in	   the	  
Badlands.	   Alec,	   with	   a	   select	   group	   of	   Brigade	   fighters	   for	   back	   up,	   would	  
destroy	   the	   ship	   and	   its	   quantum	   flux	   capacitor.	   Alec	   knew	   that	   doing	   so	  
would	   make	   her	   a	   criminal	   in	   the	   Federation’s	   eyes,	   and	   throw	   away	   her	  
career,	  but	  her	  devotion	  to	  what	  was	  right	  was	  more	  important.	  	  
	   Jack	  had	  been	  extremely	  worried	  as	  the	  time	  of	  the	  plasma	  dissipation	  
test	   approached,	   afraid	   that	   the	   dissipater	   would	   not	   work	   and	   that	   Alec	  
would	  be	  devoured	  in	  one	  of	  the	  plasma	  clouds	  even	  before	  she	  got	  a	  shot	  at	  
the	  Tong	  Beak.	  
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	   He	  hadn’t	  been	  able	  to	  stop	  the	  tears	  when	  the	  runabout	  had	  landed	  in	  
Jank’s	  Field,	  about	  two	  kilometers	  away	  from	  his	  home.	  She	  had	  always	  loved	  
to	  play	  there,	  and	  on	  other	  Brigade	  members	  had	  protested	  at	  its	  selection.	  
	   The	   grim	   men	   and	   women	   of	   the	   strike	   force	   had	   been	   waiting	  
patiently,	   each	   a	   different	   species:	   Edoan,	   Tiburonian,	   Andorian,	   Orion,	   and	  
Terran.	  It	  was	  an	  appropriate	  symbol	  of	  how	  broad-‐based	  the	  Brigade	  was.	  	  
	   Alec	  had	  dashed	  out	  of	   the	  runabout,	   throwing	  her	  arms	  around	  him,	  
her	   laughter	  more	  musical	   than	   a	   Vulcan	   harp.	   He	   had	   escorted	   her	   to	   his	  
hovel,	  where	  she	  changed	  into	  civilian	  clothing,	  removing	  her	  gold	  and	  black	  
Starfleet	  uniform	  for	  the	  last	  time.	  There	  hadn’t	  been	  much	  time,	  and	  Alec	  had	  
nodded	  vigorously	  to	  the	  questions	  he	  peppered	  her	  with.	  “Yes,	  yes,”	  she	  had	  
said	  hurriedly,	  “It’s	  going	  to	  be	  all	  right	  Papa.”	  	  
	   “Are	   you	   sure?”	   he	   had	   asked,	  wishing	   he	   could	   take	   her	   place	  more	  
than	  anything	  in	  the	  world.	  But	  piloting	  wasn’t	  his	  forte.	  He	  was	  a	  man	  of	  the	  
land.	  
	   “I	  got	  this	  far	  didn’t	  I?”	  She	  had	  responded,	  a	  mischievous	  gleam	  in	  her	  
eye.	   “We’ll	   knock	   that	   Cardie	   ship	   right	   out	   of	   the	   sky,	   and	   I’ll	   be	   back	   for	  
breakfast.”	  
	   That	  had	  been	  forty-‐eight	  hours	  ago.	  Two	  days.	  
	   Forty-‐eight	  hours	  of	  waiting,	  two	  days	  of	  cold	  porridge	  sitting	  forlornly	  
on	  his	  stove.	  	  
	   “She’s	  not	  coming	  back	  is	  she?”	  
	   “Are	  you	  saying	  that	  my	  granddaughter	  is	  a	  failure?”	  
	   “No,	  of	  course	  not	  Jack.	  I	  haven’t	  received	  any	  word	  about	  the	  success	  
or	  failure	  of	  the	  mission.	  It’s	  not	  about	  that,	  not	  right	  now…”	  She	  crossed	  the	  
room,	  and	  placed	  a	  hand	  on	  his	  forearm,	  her	  touch	  surprisingly	  warm	  for	  such	  
a	  cold	  woman.	  Jack	  thought	  about	  removing	  his	  arm	  but	  changed	  his	  mind.	  He	  
needed	  the	  contact,	  the	  connection	  to	  something	  alive,	  right	  now.	  
	   She	  gasped	  as	  he	  pulled	  her	  into	  his	  arms,	  and	  held	  her	  tight.	  The	  dead	  
eye	  of	   the	   transistor	  beacon	   looked	  as	  he	  buried	  his	  head	   into	   the	  crown	  of	  
her	  hair,	  his	  tears	  mingling	  with	  the	  rich	  spice	  scent	  of	  T’sehai’s	  dark	  hair.	  	  
***	   	   	  
	  
Tong	  Beak	  Nebula	  
(Near	  Cardassian	  Union	  space)	  
Two	  weeks	  later…	  
	  
	   Gul	   Muchesi	   Namek	   of	   the	   Central	   Command	   Vessel	   Ekuva	   couldn’t	  
believe	  his	   good	   fortune.	  He	  only	   removed	  his	  bulbous	  helmet	  once	  he	  was	  
confident	   that	   atmosphere	   had	   been	   restored	   in	   the	   ship,	   not	   trusting	   his	  
chief	  technician	  until	  the	  instrument	  panel	  inlaid	  within	  his	  own	  EVA	  helmet	  
glowed	  a	  comforting	  orange.	  	  
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	   He	   took	   in	   a	   strong	  whiff.	   The	   frigid	   air	   smelled	   appropriately	   dead.	  
Investigating	  unusual,	  anomalous	  activity	  in	  the	  Tong	  Beak	  Nebula,	  he	  hadn’t	  
expected	  to	  find	  this.	  Glancing	  around	  the	  floor	  of	  the	  science	  vessel,	  he	  saw	  
an	  array	  of	  species	  and	  outfits,	  those	  of	  the	  Cardassian	  Science	  Ministry	  mixed	  
with	   fanciful	   variety	   of	   Federation	   civilian	   garb.	   The	   fabrics	   all	   draped	  
corpses,	   their	   faces	   contorted	   in	   varying	   degrees	   of	   rage,	   some	   dying	  
clutching	  phase	  weapons	  or	  with	  their	  fingers	  at	  each	  others	  throats.	  
	   Namek’s	   heart	   swelled	   with	   pride	   that	   these	   Cardassians	   had	   fought	  
the	   interlopers	   to	   the	   very	   end.	   He	   had	   never	   thought	  much	   of	   the	   science	  
divisions	  before.	  He	  knew	  he	  would	  have	  to	  readjust	  his	  appraisal.	  They	  had	  
done	  a	  better	  job	  than	  the	  Hideki-‐class	  ship	  that	  had	  been	  escorting	  them.	  Its	  
debris	  was	  ringing	  the	  ringing	  the	  tiny	  ship.	  	  
	   He	  made	  a	  dramatic	   sweeping	  gesture	   in	   the	  direction	  of	   the	  carnage	  
littering	  the	  deck,	  for	  the	  benefit	  of	  the	  smoldering	  eyes	  at	  his	  back.	  
	   “I’m	   sure	   the	  Obsidian	  Order	  will	  make	  great	  hay	  of	   this,”	   he	   replied,	  
not	   even	   hiding	   his	   disgust.	   Nor	   did	   he	   look	   behind	   him.	   If	   Intelligence	  
Observer	  Baqan	  Oduara	  had	  wanted	  to	  stab	  him	  in	  the	  back,	  the	  spy	  had	  had	  
ample	  opportunities	  to	  do	  so	  by	  now.	  He	  had	  been	  assigned	  to	  Ekuva	  almost	  
five	  years	  ago,	  and	  the	  two	  men	  had	  developed	  something	  of	  a	  passing	  respect	  
for	  the	  other’s	  abilities.	  
	   After	  a	  few	  minutes	  without	  a	  razor	  sharp	  retort,	  Namek	  did	  look	  over	  
his	  shoulder.	  Though	  he	  deigned	  to	  call	  any	  Obsidian	  Order	  minion	  a	  friend,	  
Oduara’s	  silence	  was	  unsettling.	  
	   Oduara	  wasn’t	  even	  behind	  him.	  Instead	  the	  whip	  thin	  man	  stood	  at	  the	  
captain’s	   armrest,	   tapping	   frantically	   at	   its	   inset	   keyboard,	   his	   eyes	  moving	  
rapidly	  back	  and	  forth	  as	  he	  devoured	  its	  scrolling	  information	  at	  warp	  speed.	  
	   “The	  permanent	  documentation	  file	  says	  that	  the	  assailants	  came	  from	  
the	  Nebula,”	  he	  said	  quietly,	  more	  to	  himself.	  “And	  left	  the	  same	  way.”	  	  
	   “Impossible,”	   Namek	   said,	   quickly	   making	   his	   way	   over	   to	   Oduara,	  
stepping	  over	  a	  corpse	  to	  do	  so.	  “We	  don’t	  have	  any	  shielding	  strong	  enough	  
to	   survive	   the	  Nebula’s	   plasma	   eruptions	   and	   neither	   do	   they.”	   But	  Oduara	  
shook	   his	   head.	   “What?”	   Namek	   prodded,	   with	   both	   growing	   curiosity	   and	  
anger.	  He	  hated	   to	  be	   left	  out	  of	   the	   loop,	  especially	  where	  military	  matters	  
were	  concerned.	  
	   If	  the	  Federation	  had	  developed	  shielding	  technology	  strong	  enough	  to	  
traverse	   the	   Tong	   Beak	   Nebula,	   it	   left	   a	   long	   stretch	   of	   Cardassian	   border	  
unprotected.	  For	  centuries,	  Tong	  Beak	  had	  served	  as	  a	  natural	  barrier	  against	  
invasion.	  But	  if	  that	  was	  no	  longer	  the	  case	  then	  the	  Union	  was	  in	  a	  severely	  
weakened	  state.	  
	   Namek	  had	  been	  one	  of	  the	  most	  vocal	  critics	  of	  the	  Central	  Command’s	  
recent	   peace	   overtures	   to	   Starfleet,	   and	   now	   his	   suspicions	   appeared	   to	   be	  
right.	   The	  Federation	  was	  distracting	   the	  Legates	  with	   a	  meaningless	  peace	  
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offer	   while	   developing	   ways	   to	   invade	   through	   the	   back	   door.	   A	   brilliant	  
stratagem,	   he	   had	   to	   admit	   to	   himself,	   even	   if	   Cardassian	   minds	   hadn’t	  
developed	  it.	  	  
	   “Come	  now,”	  Namek	  pressed	  Oduara.	   “It	   is	   a	  disservice	   to	  our	  people	  
and	   the	  Union	   for	   the	  Order	   to	   sit	   on	   such	  vital	   information.”	  The	  observer	  
looked	   up	   from	   his	   fervid	   reading,	   with	   haunted	   eyes	   glowing	   like	   coals	  
nestled	  beneath	  his	  heavy	  brow.	  	  
	   “The	  Federation,	  Starfleet	  are	  the	   least	  of	  our	  worries.”	  The	  man	  said,	  
the	  neutral	  tone	  of	  his	  voice	  chilling	  Namek.	  It	  was	  absent	  of	  the	  sly,	  mocking	  
tone	   that	   the	   man	   usually	   used.	   It	   held	   no	   emotion	   at	   all.	   Without	   saying	  
another	  word,	  he	  turned	  sharply	  on	  his	  heel.	  “I	  must	  confer	  with	  the	  Central	  
Command,”	  he	  said	  without	  turning	  around.	  	  
	   If	   I	  didn’t	  know	  any	  better,	   I	  would	  say	  he	  was	  scared,	  Namek	  thought,	  
the	   absurdity	   of	   the	   idea	  making	   him	   even	   colder.	   But	   thankfully,	   he	   didn’t	  
know	   what	   he	   was	   supposed	   to	   be	   spooked	   about…yet.	   Right	   outside	   the	  
open	  door	  to	  the	  bridge,	  Oduara	  disappeared	  in	  a	  transporter	  beam.	  	  
	   Aware	   that	   his	   landing	   party	   was	   filled	   with	   attentive	   observers,	  
searching	  for	  any	  signs	  of	  tension	  or	  weakness	  from	  either	  him	  or	  Oduara	  to	  
report	  to	  the	  Central	  Command,	  Namek	  hid	  his	  seed	  of	  doubt	  behind	  a	  steely	  
veneer.	  
	   “Alright,”	  he	  barked.	  “Collect	  these	  corpses	  for	  transport	  back	  to	  Ekuva,	  
and	  uplink	  the	  ship’s	  data	  to	  our	  computer.	  After	  you	  are	  finished,	  set	  plasma	  
charges.”	  	  
	   Not	   wanting	   to	   careen	   out	   of	   the	   room,	   but	   eager	   to	   get	   back	   to	   his	  
private	   quarters,	   where	   he	   could	   listen	   in	   on	   Oduara	   without	   interruption,	  
Namek	   calmly	   stepped	   into	   the	   bridge’s	   adjoining	   corridor.	   His	   stomach	  
twisted	  with	  both	  curiosity	  and	  dread	  as	  the	  transporter	  claimed	  him.	  	  
***	  
	  
Volan	  III	  
(Federation/Cardassian	  Border)	  
	  
	   Lt.	   Gennaro	   Laurent	   watched	   his	   compatriots	   from	   the	   Emissario	  
stagger	  up	  the	  crowded	  thoroughfare	  without	  him,	  joining	  the	  other	  revelers	  
milling	   about	   after	   the	   conclusion	   of	   the	   playoff	   game	   between	   the	   visiting	  
Pike	  City	  Pioneers	  and	  the	  local	  Homestead	  Royals.	  He	  had	  told	  them	  that	  the	  
last	  pitcher	  of	  Kinajian	  Lager	  that	  they	  had	  consumed	  at	  their	  last	  sports	  bar	  
had	   overwhelmed	   him,	   but	   the	   antioxidants	   coursing	   through	   his	  
bloodstream	   had	   repelled	   the	   alcohol’s	   more	   devastating	   effects.	   Plus,	   he	  
didn’t	   think	   they	   would	   really	   mind	   enjoying	   the	   winnowing	   remainder	   of	  
their	  vacation	  without	  having	  him	  around.	  He	  knew	  that	  Captain	  Deng,	  at	  the	  
suggestion	   of	   the	   ship’s	   counselor,	   had	   suggested	   Commander	   Langley	   and	  
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the	  close	  knit	  senior	  staff	   finally	   include	   the	  ship’s	  Chief	  Engineer	  on	  one	  of	  
their	  jaunts.	  	  
	   He	   waited	   until	   the	   clique	   was	   thoroughly	   devoured	   by	   the	   crowd	  
before	  heading	  in	  the	  opposite	  direction.	  He	  flipped	  the	  hood	  up	  on	  his	  tunic	  
so	  that	  no	  one	  would	  see	  him,	  partly	  to	  hide	  his	  presence	  and	  partly	  to	  avoid	  
any	  more	  gawking	  or	  comments	  at	  his	  ruined	  face.	  
	   As	  he	  shuffled	  along,	  his	  limping	  gait	  natural,	  Laurent	  couldn’t	  help	  but	  
chuckle	   at	   the	   irony	   of	   it	   all.	   A	  man	  with	   an	   appearance	   as	   noticeable	   and	  
hideous	  as	  his	  was	  in	  the	  spy	  business.	  
	   But	   so	   far	  he	  must	  be	  doing	   something	   right,	   because	  he	  hadn’t	  been	  
caught	   yet,	   and	   he	   continued	   getting	   more	   important	   assignments.	   He	   did	  
have	   to	   wonder	   though	   if	   the	   latest	   opportunity	   had	   more	   to	   do	   with	   the	  
Emissario	  taking	  shore	  leave	  along	  the	  Federation-‐Cardassian	  border	  than	  his	  
previous	  information	  collection	  experiences.	  	  
	   In	  any	  event,	  it	  was	  still	  a	  fortuitous	  opportunity;	  a	  serious	  chance	  for	  
advancement	  with	  the	  section.	  His	  Starfleet	  career	  was	  as	  much	  a	  shell	  as	  his	  
body	  was,	  both	  damaged	  beyond	  repair	  at	  Wolf	  359.	  
	   Now	  he	   fought	   the	   real	  war,	   to	  make	   sure	   that	   the	   Federation	  would	  
never	  be	  as	  weak	  as	  it	  was	  before	  the	  Borg	  incursion.	  Laurent	  checked	  for	  any	  
observers	   before	   he	   dipped	   into	   the	   pre-‐arranged	  meeting	   location:	   a	   dank	  
little	  bar	  aptly	  named	  “The	  Hole”.	  
	   It	   had	   been	   the	   first	   stop	   for	   the	  Emissario	   crew	   and	   he	   had	   already	  
scoped	   it	   out	   thoroughly.	   He	   had	   to	   admit	   that	   his	   contact	   had	   picked	   an	  
appropriate	   meeting	   place.	   It	   had	   been	   buzzing	   then,	   but	   was	   a	   frenzy	   of	  
activity	   now,	   with	   the	   game	   concluded	   and	   thirsty	   patrons	   of	   all	   different	  
types	  of	  species,	  even	  Cardassians,	   looking	  to	  figuratively	  drown	  themselves	  
in	  the	  Homestead	  victory.	  People	  were	  streaming	  in	  and	  out	  of	  the	  Hole,	  and	  
the	  inside	  was	  filled	  with	  the	  roar	  of	  conversation	  and	  clinking	  of	  bottles.	  	  
	   His	  contact	  was	  sitting	  alone,	  her	  elfin	  ears	  twitching	  in	  response	  to	  the	  
din	   around	   her,	   but	   her	   face	   remained	   impassive.	   Laurent	   tried	   to	   gently	  
navigate	   around	   the	  bodies	   clogging	   the	   aisles	   and	   standing	   in	  his	  way,	   but	  
eventually	  he	  resorted	  to	  rougher	  tactics.	  	  
	   And	  whenever	  the	  affected	  person	  turned	  to	  him	  in	  protest,	  he	  merely	  
pulled	  back	  his	  hood	  and	  smiled.	  It	  was	  enough	  to	  douse	  the	  coals	  burning	  in	  
the	  stoutest	  heart.	  Finally	  reaching	  his	  target,	  he	  sat	  down	  in	  the	  booth	  beside	  
her.	  She	  had	  already	  ordered	  two	  drinks,	  both	  untouched.	  
	   After	   exchanging	   the	   appropriate	   passwords,	   Laurent	   pulled	   off	   his	  
hood,	  confident	  that	  a	  Vulcan	  would	  not	  be	  taken	  aback	  by	  his	  appearance.	  He	  
was	  wrong.	  
	   The	  woman	   did	   the	   best	   she	   could	   to	  maintain	   the	   glacial	   set	   of	   her	  
hawkish	  features,	  but	  he	  caught	  the	  flash	  of	  revulsion	  in	  her	  dark	  eyes.	  “Any	  
news?”	  He	  asked,	  more	  gruffly	  than	  he	  intended.	  
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	   “No,”	   she	   replied,	   her	   accent	   clipped,	   her	   voice	   typically	   devoid	   of	  
emotion.	  She	  recovered	  real	  nicely,	  Laurent	  thought.	  “The	  Palamedes	  has	  yet	  to	  
report	  in.”	  
	   “I	   know,”	   he	   replied.	   The	   woman’s	   right	   eyebrow	   arched.	   Laurent	  
couldn’t	  help	  but	  chuckle.	  He	  loved	  it	  when	  Vulcans	  did	  that.	  	  
	   “Does	  what	  you	  have	  to	  tell	  me	  amuse	  you?”	  
	   “No,”	  he	  shook	  his	  head,	  his	  face	  becoming	  as	  impassive	  as	  hers.	  “Not	  at	  
all.	   In	   fact	   it	   complicates	   things	   a	   great	   deal.”	   He	   leaned	   closer	   to	   her.	   The	  
Vulcan	   hesitated	   briefly	   before	   following	   suit.	   His	   lips	   at	   her	   ear,	   an	   arm	  
around	  her	   shoulder	   like	  a	  paramour,	  he	  whispered,	   “Danvers’	  mission	  was	  
only	   partially	   successful.	   The	   Cardassian	   science	   vessel	   was	   destroyed,	   but	  
from	   we	   have	   gleaned	   from	   our	   friends	   in	   the	   Union,	   the	   ship	   was	   being	  
escorted	  by	  a	  warship,	  Hideki-‐class.	  Our	   intelligence	  hadn’t	  anticipated	   that.	  
Despite	   the	   extra	   protection,	  Danvers	   and	  her	   team	  were	   able	   to	   board	   the	  
science	  vessel	  and	  take	  the	  quantum	  flux	  capacitor	  into	  their	  possession.	  	  
	   But	  it	  appears	  that	  the	  Palamedes	  endured	  some	  damaged,	  either	  from	  
the	  science	  vessel	  or	  the	  warship.	  We	  are	  certain	  that	  it	  never	  came	  out	  of	  the	  
Tong	  Beak	  Nebula.”	  
	   “So,	   the	   quantum	   flux	   capacitor	   is	   lost	   to	   us?”	   The	   Vulcan	   asked,	  
nonplussed.	  “What	  does	  that	  mean	  for	  the	  border	  planets?”	  
	   “Several	  corpses	  were	  recovered.	  I	  anticipate	  that	  the	  Cardassians	  will	  
be	  seeding	  the	  border	  worlds	  with	  their	  spies.	  The	  Directorate	  thinks	  it’s	  best	  
if	  the	  Brigade	  lowers	  its	  profile.	  Make	  sure	  that	  happens.”	  
	   “That	  will	  be	  difficult,”	  the	  woman	  replied.	  “Danvers	  and	  her	  team	  were	  
all	  natives	  to	  this	  system,	  with	  familial	  ties	  and	  deep	  roots.	  Their	  families	  and	  
compatriots	  will	  want	  more	  of	  an	  explanation.	  And	  they	  will	  want	  revenge.”	  
	   “That’s	  not	  my	  concern,”	  Laurent	  snapped.	  “Keep	  the	  Brigade’s	  activity	  
to	  a	  minimum	  until	  you	  are	  otherwise	  notified.	  And	  if	  the	  cells	  balk,	  threaten	  
to	  cut	  off	  their	  supply	  of	  weapons	  and	  intel.”	  
	   The	  woman	  nodded.	  “I	  will	  carry	  out	  your	  directives.”	  Laurent	  nodded,	  
smirking.	  
	   “Good.	   Make	   sure	   that	   the	   Brigade	   cells	   know	   that	   we	   have	   not	  
abandoned	   them.	  We	   share	   their	   desire	   for	   a	   strong,	   united	   border	   against	  
Cardassian	   imperialism.	   But	   the	  Directorate	   has	   to	   read	   the	   tea	   leaves,	   you	  
might	  say,	  before	  plotting	  their	  next	  move.”	  
	   “Understood.”	  
	   “Excellent.	  Now	  I	  have	  one	  more	  question.”	  
	   “Yes?”	  
	   “Are	  you	  hungry?	  I’m	  famished.”	  	  
***	  
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Minos	  Korva	  
(Three	  months	  later…)	  
	  
	   	  Commander	   Terrence	   Glover	   barreled	   through	   space,	   the	   planet’s	  
gravitational	   field	  reaching	  greedily	   to	  claim	  him.	  Fighting	   the	  pull	  of	  Minos	  
Korva,	  he	   craned	  his	  head	   to	   see	   if	   his	  partner	  had	   followed	  him	  out	  of	   the	  
spacecraft.	  
	   The	  pull	  of	  gravity	  too	  strong,	  Glover	  allowed	  his	  body	  to	  go	  limp	  as	  he	  
hit	  the	  atmosphere,	  the	  bright,	  blue	  reflective	  suit	  taking	  the	  brunt	  of	  the	  fiery	  
reentry,	  but	  he	  still	  broiled,	  sweat	  drenching	  his	  body.	  Though	  the	   faceplate	  
on	  his	  helmet	  had	  been	  specially	  designed	  to	  repel	  the	  blinding	  sparks	  caused	  
by	   his	   contact	   with	   the	   atmosphere,	   he	   still	   shielded	   his	   face	   against	   the	  
brightness.	  	  
	   He	  removed	  his	  hand	  once	  the	  burning	  was	  replaced	  by	  a	  frigid	  coating	  
of	  air.	  Reentry	  was	  the	  most	  dangerous	  part	  of	  orbital	  skydiving,	  followed	  by	  
the	  landing.	  With	  one	  part	  down,	  he	  only	  had	  to	  worry	  about	  the	  landing.	  He	  
was	  more	  worried	  about	  his	  partner.	  	  
	   He	  spoke	  into	  the	  helmet’s	  microphone.	  “Captain	  Awokou,	  how	  are	  you	  
doing?”	   He	   twisted	   around	   to	   finally	   catch	   a	   glimpse	   of	   the	   man	   rapidly	  
catching	  up	  to	  him,	  small	  curls	  of	  smoke	  peeling	  off	  his	  red	  diving	  suit.	  	  
	   “Fine,”	  the	  older	  man	  huffed.	  “Just	  dandy.”	  
	   Glover	   chuckled.	   Banti	   Awokou	   had	   been	   First	   Officer	   on	   the	   Kitty	  
Hawk,	   the	   first	   starship	   Terrence	   had	   ever	   served	   on.	   The	   stern,	   imposing	  
man	   remained	   his	  mentor.	   He	   trusted	   his	   counsel	   even	  more	   than	   his	   own	  
father	  who	  was	  a	  Starfleet	  Admiral	  and	  commander	  of	  Deep	  Space	  Five.	  	  
	   So	  when	  Awokou	  had	  called	  him	  from	  his	  extended	  leave	  to	  journey	  to	  
Minos	  Korva,	  Terrence	  couldn’t	  refuse	  him.	  At	  first	  he	  had	  thought	  Banti	  had	  
requested	  to	  see	  him	  to	  ask	  him	  to	  serve	  as	  First	  Officer	  on	  the	  Phoenix,	  his	  
new	   command.	   As	   much	   as	   Glover	   admired	   and	   respected	   the	   venerable	  
commander,	  he	  had	  his	  sights	  set	  on	  the	  captain’s	  chair.	  	  
	   He	  had	  played	  second	  fiddle	   long	  enough,	  and	  had	  spent	  the	  previous	  
two	   years	   fleshing	   out	   his	   service	   record	   with	   prestigious	   postings	   on	   the	  
Klingon	  warship	  Dorna	   as	   an	  Exchange	  Officer	   and	   as	   a	   Flight	   Instructor	   at	  
Starfleet	  Academy,	  and	  a	  mentor	  to	  the	  school’s	  Nova	  Squadron.	  Until	  just	  this	  
year	   his	   team	  had	   been	   the	   last	  Nova	   Squad	   to	  win	   the	  Rigel	   Cup	   from	   the	  
rival	  Red	  Squadron.	  
	   Terrence	  had	  been	  very	  proud	  of	  the	  new	  squad,	  the	  current	  Rigel	  Cup	  
holders,	   particularly	   team	   leader	   Cadet	   Nick	   Locarno.	   He	   couldn’t	   help	   but	  
recognize	   similarities	   between	   himself	   and	   the	   driven	   young	   man.	   He	  
regretted	  leaving	  them,	  but	  he	  was	  sure	  that	  Locarno	  could	  guide	  them	  in	  the	  
right	  direction	  until	  the	  Commandant	  found	  another	  mentor.	  	  
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	   Glover	  was	  sure	  there	  were	  only	  great	  things	  ahead	  in	  Locarno’s	  future.	  
He	  was	  no	  longer	  so	  certain	  about	  his	  own	  prospects.	  When	  he	  arrived	  on	  the	  
Phoenix,	  he	  was	  greeted	  by	   the	  ship’s	  First	  Officer,	  a	  rather	  comely	  Xyrillian	  
named	  Lian’ne.	  	  
	   And	   Awokou	   had	   been	   pretty	   mum	   about	   why	   he	   called	   on	   Glover.	  
Terrence	  knew	   that	   the	  captain	  would	   tell	  him	  when	  he	   felt	   ready	   to,	   so	  he	  
decided	  to	  occupy	  his	  time	  with	  sport	  until	  Banti	  made	  up	  his	  mind.	  	  
	   Glover	   had	   made	   a	   date	   with	   Commander	   Lian’ne	   for	   a	   skydiving	  
session,	  but	  had	  been	  surprised	  when	  Captain	  Awokou	  had	  shown	  up	  in	  her	  
place.	  	  
	   The	   man	   had	   mysteriously	   claimed	   that	   Lian’ne	   was	   occupied	   with	  
some	  important	  work,	  and	  had	  begun	  to	  suit	  up.	  Terrence	  had	  never	  known	  
Awokou	   to	   engage	   in	   skydiving	   even	   once	   while	   they	   served	   on	   the	   Kitty	  
Hawk,	  or	  anytime	  after,	  but	  the	  man	  was	  handling	  himself	  with	  assurance.	  	  	  
	   He	   glided	   gracefully	   along	   the	   air	   currents,	   doing	   pirouettes.	   Glover	  
chuckled.	   Awokou	   had	   been	   a	   martinet	   aboard	   the	   Kitty	   Hawk,	   almost	   a	  
mirror	   image	   of	   the	   gruff,	   uncompromising	   Captain	   Gorik,	   the	   surliest	  
Tellarite	  Glover	  had	  ever	  encountered.	  	  
	   But	   he	   had	   definitely	  mellowed	  with	   age,	   or	   command.	   Terrence	   had	  
never	  realized	  the	  man	  could	  be	  so	  graceful,	  and	  he	  had	  never	  thought	  about	  
dancing	  among	  the	  clouds	  himself	  in	  all	  of	  his	  years	  of	  skydiving.	  
	   He	   stretched	   himself,	   the	   hard	   currents	   buffeting	   against	   him,	   hitting	  
his	  body	  with	  the	  force	  of	  blows.	  The	  last	  time	  Terrence	  had	  felt	  so	  alive	  was	  
his	  occasional	  zips	  along	  Titan’s	  Turn	  in	  a	  shuttle	  with	  artificial	  gravity	  turned	  
off.	  	  
	   The	   commander	   defied	   the	   grip	   of	   fate,	   his	   muscles	   straining	   as	   he	  
matched	  Captain	  Awokou	  move	  for	  grueling	  move.	  Being	  the	  self-‐proclaimed	  
orbital	  skydiving	  expert,	  he	  couldn’t	  allow	  even	  his	  mentor	  to	  outshine	  him.	  	  
	   They	  carried	  on	  like	  that	  for	  a	  few	  minutes,	  pushing	  their	  bodies	  to	  the	  
limit,	   until	   an	   alarm	   trilled	   inside	   Glover’s	   helmet.	   He	   instantly	   pulled	   the	  
ripcord	  to	  the	  parachute	  and	  gritted	  his	  teeth	  as	  it	  ejected	  from	  his	  backpack	  
and	   jerked	   him	   briefly	   skyward	   again.	   Seconds	   later,	   Captain	   Awokou	  
followed	  suit.	  
	   The	  rest	  of	  the	  journey	  was	  fairly	  unexciting	  after	  that.	  Both	  men	  made	  
rather	   gentle	   landings	   along	   a	   grassy	   and	   thankfully	   empty	   plain	   on	   the	  
planet’s	  northern	  continent.	  	  
	   Doffing	  his	  cumbersome	  pack,	  Glover’s	  helmet	  hissed	  as	  he	  unhooked	  it	  
from	  his	  neck.	  Holding	   it	   in	   the	   crook	  of	   his	   arm,	   the	   commander	   took	   in	   a	  
great	  gulp	  of	  air	  before	  speaking.	  
	   “I	  thought	  you	  said	  you	  were	  new	  to	  this?”	  	  

Awokou	  smiled,	  sliding	  gracefully	  out	  of	  the	  straps	  of	  his	  backpack.	  	  
	   “I	  recall	  saying	  that	  I	  had	  never	  jumped	  over	  Minos	  Korva	  before.”	  
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	   “Hmm…perhaps	  I	  heard	  wrong.”	  
	   “Perhaps	  you	  did	  Terrence.”	  The	  older	  man	  smiled.	  	  
	   “Good	  jump	  though,”	  Terrence	  pulled	  off	  one	  of	  his	  gloves	  and	  stuck	  his	  
hand	   out.	   Banti	   wrapped	   both	   his	   gloved	   hands	   around	   it.	   He	   shook	  
vigorously,	  unable	  to	  stop	  himself	  from	  chuckling.	  
	   “It’s	  very	  rare	  that	  Terrence	  Glover	  admits	  being	  bested.”	  
	   “Things	  have	  changed.”	  
	   “And	  that’s	  what	  concerns	  me.”	  	  

Glover	   tensed,	   his	   brows	   knitting,	   “What	   is	   that	   supposed	   to	  mean?”	  
Awokou	  continued	  to	  smile,	  but	  his	  words	  held	  no	  mirth.	  
	   “Why	  are	  you	  wasting	  your	  time?”	  
	   “Excuse	  me?”	  
	   “You	  should	  be	  aboard	  a	  starship,	  not	  babysitting	  cadets.”	  
	   “I’m	  waiting	  on	  a	  command.”	  Banti	  guffawed,	  causing	  Glover	  to	  frown.	  
“What’s	  so	  funny	  about	  that?”	  
	   “The	   great,	   magisterial	   Terrence	   Glover	   is	   waiting	   for	   Command	   to	  
anoint	  him?”	  
	   “There’s	  no	  need	  for	  sarcasm.”	  Glover	  said,	  a	  distasteful	  hint	  of	  whining	  
in	   his	   voice.	   “It’s	   just	   that	   I’ve	   served	   with	   distinction	   aboard	   Kitty	   Hawk,	  
Renegade,	  and	  even	  aboard	  a	  Klingon	  vessel.	  In	  addition	  to	  that,	  I’ve	  taught	  at	  
the	  Academy.	  I	  deserve	  a	  command.	  Particularly	  with	  the	  dearth	  of	  qualified	  
commanders	  after	  Wolf	  359,	   the	  Admiralty	  would	  be	  remiss	  not	  to	  consider	  
me	  one	  of	  its	  top	  choices.”	  
	   “Still	  not	  gun	  shy	  about	  your	  perceived	  abilities,	  huh?”	  
	   “Not	  when	  they	  are	  backed	  up	  by	  facts,	  which	  they	  are.”	  Glover	  winced	  
at	   the	   hardness	   creeping	   into	   his	   voice.	   Was	   Captain	   Awokou	   trying	   to	  
provoke	  him	  on	  purpose?	  
	   “If	   you	   believe	   you’re	   so	   ready	   for	   command,	   why	   have	   you	   turned	  
down	  several	  Exec	  positions	  in	  the	  last	  few	  months?”	  
	   “Because	   I	   don’t	   want	   to	   play	   second	   fiddle	   anymore,”	   he	   admitted,	  
adding,	  “Been	  keeping	  tabs	  on	  me?”	  
	   “Something	   like	   that.”	   Banti	   said.	   “And	   you	   know	   that	   good	   leaders	  
must	  be	  good	  followers.”	  
	   “I’ve	   heard	   that,”	   Glover	   replied,	   “and	   I’ve	   told	   the	   cadets	   the	   same	  
thing.	  But	  I	  don’t	  really	  believe	  it.	  Leaders	  lead.	  Always	  have	  and	  always	  will.”	  
	   “And	  you	  don’t	  think	  you	  can	  lead	  being	  an	  Exec	  anymore?”	  
	   “No,	   I	   don’t.”	   Terrence	   knew	   that	   Banti	   Awokou	   appreciated	   honesty	  
more	  anything	  else.	  The	  ability	  to	  be	  completely	  truthful	  with	  each	  other	  had	  
been	  the	  glue	  that	  cemented	  their	  long	  friendship.	  	  
	   “With	  an	  attitude	  like	  that	  you’ll	  never	  make	  it	  to	  the	  center	  chair.”	  
	   “I	  will	  if	  the	  old	  guard	  sets	  out	  to	  pasture.”	  
	   “‘Old	  guard’?	  Like	  me	  huh?”	  
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	   “No,	  no,	  of	  course	  not	  sir.”	  Awokou	  waved	  away	  Glover’s	  denial.	  
	   “Don’t	  bother.”	  
	   “Why	  have	  you	  called	  me	  here	  sir?”	  
	   “Because	  I	  need	  you…well,	  not	  me	  per	  se.”	  
	   “Then	  who?”	  
	   “Admiral	   Nechayev.”	   The	   revelation	   intrigued	   him.	   Why	   would	   the	  
tough,	   uncompromising	   Admiral	   Nechayev	   have	   need	   of	   his	   services?	   And	  
why	   couldn’t	   she	   summon	  him	  herself?	   And	  not	   use	   Captain	  Awokou	   as	   an	  
intermediary.	  
	   “What’s	  going	  on	  Captain?”	  
	   “You	  know	  about	  the	  recent	  peace	  talks	  with	  the	  Cardassians	  correct?”	  
Glover	  nodded.	  The	  Federation	  had	  been	  in	  a	  series	  of	  hot	  and	  cold	  conflicts	  
with	   the	   Cardassian	   Union	   since	   for	   over	   a	   decade.	   The	   Kitty	   Hawk	   had	  
squared	   off	   against	   the	   snake	   heads	   on	   more	   than	   one	   occasion	   during	  
Glover’s	  time	  aboard	  the	  ship.	  	  
	   “I	   take	   the	   nod	   for	   a	   yes,”	   Awokou	   paused	   for	   confirmation	   before	  
continuing,	  “Admiral	  Nechayev	  has	  been	  tapped	  to	  represent	  the	  Federation	  
in	  the	  talks.”	  
	   “Good	  choice.”	  From	  what	  little	  Glover	  knew	  of	  the	  woman,	  much	  of	  it	  
coming	   from	   his	   father,	   Nechayev	   couldn’t	   be	   bullied,	   and	   would	   stand	   up	  
well	  against	  the	  Cardassian	  penchant	  for	  mind	  games	  and	  hidden	  agendas.	  
	   “One	   of	   the	   proposals	   to	   end	   our	   conflict	  with	   the	   Cardassians	   is	   the	  
creation	  of	  a	  Demilitarized	  Zone	  along	  our	  main	  border	  with	  the	  Cardassians,	  
near	  the	  Badlands.”	  	  
	   “Okay.”	  Glover	  knew	  very	  little	  about	  that	  portion	  of	  space,	  aside	  from	  
what	  his	  old	  friend	  Pell	  Ojana	  shared	  about	  it.	  However,	  the	  Bajoran	  remained	  
fairly	  tight	  lipped	  about	  great	  swaths	  of	  her	  past.	  
	   “I	  need	  you	  to	  keep	  this	  between	  us,	  but	  one	  of	  the	  most	  controversial	  
aspects	   of	   the	   projected	   peace	   deal	   is	   a	   swapping	   of	   some	   of	   the	   planets	  
currently	  on	  either	  side	  of	  the	  border.”	  
	   “Swapping?”	  
	   “Yes,	   some	   planets	   currently	   under	   Federation	   sovereignty	   would	  
switch	  to	  Cardassian	  control,	  and	  vice	  versa.”	  
	   “You	  can’t	  be	  serious.”	  
	   “The	  price	  of	  peace	  is	  seldom	  cheap.”	  
	   “But…the	   border	   planets	   took	   the	   brunt	   of	   assaults	   during	   the	   war.	  
How	   can	   we	   ask	   anymore	   of	   those	   people?	   After	   they	   fought	   for	   survival	  
against	   the	   Cardassians,	   the	   Federation	   is	   now	   willing	   to	   hand	   over	   their	  
planets	  to	  them	  just	  like	  that?”	  
	   Awokou	  scowled.	  “It	  isn’t	  just	  like	  that.	  I	  know	  Alynna,	  and	  I	  can	  assure	  
you	   that	   this	   proposal	   doesn’t	   sit	   particularly	   well	   with	   her	   either,	   but	   we	  
can’t	  maintain	  the	  adversarial	  status	  quo.”	  
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	   “We	  shouldn’t	  be	  making	  any	  concessions	   to	   the	  Cardassians,”	  Glover	  
declared.	   “The	   Federation	   News	   Service	   reports	   daily	   on	   how	   they	   are	   on	  
their	   last	   legs	   on	  Bajor.	  The	  Union	   is	   crumbling.	   Let	   it	   fall.	  We	   shouldn’t	   be	  
helping	  them	  by	  giving	  them	  more	  territory.”	  
	   “I	   don’t	   like	   this	   either	   Terrence,	   but	   the	   Federation	   isn’t	   giving	   the	  
Cardassians	  anything;	  we	  are	  merely	  exchanging	  territorial	  authority,	  planet	  
for	  planet.”	  
	   “And	  I’m	  certain	   this	   is	  going	  over	  well	  with	   the	  people	   in	   the	  border	  
planets?”	  
	   “The	  plan	  hasn’t	  been	  shared	  with	  them	  yet.”	  
	   “What?	   I	   can’t	  believe	   that!	  How	  could	  Command	   think	   to	   leave	   them	  
out	  of	  these	  talks?”	  
	   “Leaders	   must	   lead	   remember?”	   Glover	   sucked	   his	   teeth,	   unable	   to	  
mount	  a	  comeback.	  
	   “I’ve	   prevailed	   twice	   today,”	   Awokou	   beamed.	   “Who	   would’ve	  
thought?”	  
	   “So,	  where	  do	  I	  factor	  into	  this?”	  
	   “Though	  the	  DMZ	  plans	  haven’t	  been	  officially	  released	  yet,	  the	  Admiral	  
is	  certain	  that	  some	  aspects	  of	  it	  have	  been	  leaked.	  There	  are	  a	  lot	  of	  Starfleet	  
veterans	   who	   live	   in	   the	   border	   region,	   or	   have	   built	   homes	   there,	   and	  
thousands	   of	   others	   that	   despise	   the	   idea	   of	   making	   ‘concessions’	   to	   the	  
Union.”	  
	   “Like	  me?”	  
	   Awokou	   ignored	   him.	   “For	   the	   last	   year,	   there	   has	   been	   an	   alarming	  
increase	   in	   violence	   and	   sabotage	   on	   border	   worlds,	   both	   Cardassian	   and	  
Federation.	  One	  of	  the	  most	  serious	  is	  the	  suspected	  theft	  of	  a	  runabout	  that	  
we	  still	  haven’t	  been	  able	  to	  divine	  the	  reasons	  behind.	  Furthermore,	  several	  
large	  caches	  of	  weapons	  have	  been	  discovered	  by	  local	  authorities	  on	  several	  
border	  planets.	  Weapons	  of	  Starfleet	  manufacture.”	  
	   “Where	  did	  they	  come	  from?”	  
	   “We	  suspect	  that	  some	  Starfleet	  officers	  are	  working	  in	  collusion	  with	  
disgruntled	  elements	  on	  border	  worlds.	  What	  the	  Admiral	  fears	  is	  the	  rise	  of	  
an	  organized,	  armed	  resistance	  to	  the	  peace	  plan.”	  
	   “You’re	   joking	   right?”	  Glover	   asked.	   “You’re	   talking	   about	   the	   Sons	  of	  
Liberty	  or	  Minutemen	  type	  groups?”	  
	   “Yeah,”	  Awokou	  nodded,	  “Like	  the	  Maquis	  or	  Partisans,	  something	  like	  
that.”	  
	   “I	  can’t	  believe	  in	  this	  day	  and	  time	  people	  would	  lose	  such	  faith	  in	  our	  
government	  to	  protect	  their	  interests.”	  
	   “But	  didn’t	  you	  just	  express	  disapproval	  against	  the	  peace	  plan?”	  
	   “Yes,	  but	  disapproval	  and	  armed	  revolt	  are	  two	  different	  things.”	  
	   “I’m	  glad	  to	  hear	  you	  say	  that.”	  
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	   “Why?”	  
	   “Because	  the	  Admiral	  needs	  your	  help,	  I	  need	  your	  help.”	  
	   “What	  is	  it	  Captain?”	  
	   “Are	   you	   familiar	   with	   Captain	   Sabrina	   Diaz	   of	   the	   Starship	   Cuffe?”	  
Glover	  rubbed	  his	  chin.	  
	   “Yes,	  Captain	  Diaz	  had	  wanted	  me	  for	  the	  XO	  job	  aboard	  her	  ship,	  but	  I	  
was	  at	  the	  Academy	  then	  and	  I	  turned	  her	  down.”	  
	   “And	  that	  position	  went	  to	  Lt.	  Commander	  Calvin	  Hudson.”	  
	   “Yes,”	  Glover	   smiled,	   remembering	  his	  old	  Academy	   friend.	  He	  hadn’t	  
seen	   him	   in	   almost	   two	   years.	   He	   had	   allowed	   life	   to	   get	   in	   the	  way	   of	   his	  
friendships,	   reducing	  his	   face	   time	  with	  many	  of	   his	   friends,	   Cal,	   Ben	   Sisko,	  
and	  Pell	  to	  rushed	  subspace	  communiqués.	  “Cal	  did	  tell	  me	  about	  that.”	  
	   “I	  take	  it	  you	  haven’t	  spoken	  to	  him	  recently.”	  
	   “No.”	  Glover	  frowned,	  detecting	  something	  ominous	  coiled	  underneath	  
Awokou’s	  statement.	  “Has	  something	  bad	  happened?”	  
	   “I	   think	  you	  should	   talk	   to	  him,	   that’s	  not	  my	  place.”	  Before	  Terrence	  
could	  think	  about	  it	  his	  hand	  shot	  out	  and	  grasped	  the	  captain’s	  bicep.	  
	   “Perhaps	  you	  should	  tell	  me	  about	  it.”	  Awokou	  stared	  at	  the	  offending	  
hand	  before	  glaring	  at	  Glover.	  
	   “And	   perhaps	   you	   should	   remove	   your	   hand	   from	   my	   person	  
Commander.”	   Recoiling	   as	   if	   he	   had	   touched	   a	   hot	   spanner,	   Glover	   shrank	  
back.	  
	   “My	  apologies	  Captain.”	  He	  looked	  downward.	  
	   “When	   I	   said	   it	   was	   not	   my	   place,	   I	   meant	   it.	   Hudson	   had	   been	   the	  
admiral’s	   contact	   aboard	   Cuffe,	   but	   he	   has	   taken	   a	   leave	   of	   absence.	   He	  
recommended	   you	   to	  Nechayev,	   and	   she	   in	   turn	   asked	  me.	   I	   seconded	   that	  
and	  she	  sent	  me	  out	  to	  recruit	  you.”	  
	   “Recruit	  me	  for	  what?”	  
	   “Starfleet	  Intelligence	  suspects	  that	  Captain	  Diaz	  might	  be	  involved	  in	  a	  
ring	  of	  rogue	  Fleet	  officers	  supplying	  stolen	  weapons	  and	  tactical	  information	  
to	  the	  saboteurs.”	  
	   “You	  really	  can’t	  be	  serious.”	  
	   “I’ve	  never	   been	  more	   serious.”	  Awokou’s	   grim	   face	  was	  deader	   than	  
deadpan.	  
	   “And	  you	  want	  me	  to	  be	  a	  spy?	  That’s	  not	  my	  line	  of	  work.	  What	  about	  
someone	  from	  SI?”	  
	   “If	  Diaz	  is	  a	  rogue,	  she	  would	  spot	  an	  Intelligence	  agent	  right	  off.	  Diaz	  is	  
a	   grizzled,	   wily	   veteran,	   who	   saw	   several	   tours	   of	   duty	   against	   both	   the	  
Cardassians	   and	   Tzenkethi.	   She’s	   abrasive	   and	   very	   perceptive,	   a	   lot	   like	  
Captain	  Gorik.”	  
	   “If	   she’s	   in	   any	   form	   similar	   to	  Gorik,	   then	   how	  do	   you	   expect	  me	   to	  
slide	  under	  her	  sensors?”	  
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	   “For	  one,	  Hudson	  was	  able	  to	  gain	  Diaz’s	  trust,	  and	  he	  was	  informed	  to	  
recommend	  you.	  Second,	  her	  former	  Operations	  Officer	  Pell	  Ojana	  is	  also	  one	  
of	   your	   closest	   associates.	   Talk	   about	   a	   small	   galaxy?	  Third,	   Captain	  Diaz	   is	  
well	   aware	   of	   your	   service	   record,	   and	   your	   personal	   history.	   She	   knows	  
about	   your	   work	   with	   the	   Bajoran	   refugees	   and	   your	   actions	   against	   the	  
Cardassians.	   She	   can	   rightly	   suspect	   that	   you	   wouldn’t	   hold	   them	   in	   high	  
regard	  or	  trust	  them	  further	  than	  you	  can	  throw	  them.”	  
	   “And	  she	  would	  be	  right.”	  
	   “That	  makes	  you	  the	  perfect	  candidate	  for	  this	  assignment.”	  
	   “I’m	   not	   sure	   I	   agree	   with	   that	   assessment.”	   Awokou	   put	   a	  
grandfatherly	  hand	  on	  Glover’s	  shoulder.	  
	   “I	  don’t	   trust	   the	  Cardassians	  anymore	   than	  you	  do,	  but	   I	   respect	   the	  
law,	  same	  as	  you.	   I	  didn’t	  condone	  the	  actions	  of	  Ben	  Maxwell,	   the	  Phoenix’s	  
last	  captain,	  whether	  they	  were	  proven	  right	  or	  not,	  and	  I	  can’t	  support	  using	  
violence	  to	  solve	  problems.	  It’s	  antithetical	  to	  our	  way	  of	  life.”	  
	   “I	   agree	  with	   that,	   but	   I	   just	   don’t	   feel	   right	   about	   deceiving	   Captain	  
Diaz,	  coming	  to	  her	  under	  false	  pretenses.”	  
	   “To	   be	   frank,	   this	   peace	   deal	   is	   more	   important	   than	   your	   personal	  
feelings,”	  Awokou	  replied.	  “And	  Admiral	  Nechayev	  has	  told	  me	  that	  successful	  
completion	  of	  this	  mission	  will	  result	  in	  your	  getting	  your	  choice	  of	  captain’s	  
assignments.”	  
	   An	  electric	  current	  ran	  through	  Terrence.	  “Say	  that	  again?”	  
	   “The	  Admiral	   is	   giving	   you	   a	   chance	   to	  write	   your	   own	   ticket,”	   Banti	  
said.	  Glover	  had	  fought	  all	  his	  career	  to	  distance	  himself	  from	  any	  perceived	  
special	  treatment	  he	  might	  receive	  being	  the	  son	  of	  the	  admiral,	  and	  perhaps	  
his	  struggle	  had	  been	  a	  bit	  too	  successful.	  	  
	   But	  Nechayev’s	  offer	  gleamed	  before	  his	  eyes	   like	  a	  golden	  carrot.	  He	  
felt	   his	  mouth	   starting	   to	  water.	   His	   own	   ticket?	   And	   all	   on	   his	  merits	   and	  
talents…it	  was	  just	  too	  tempting	  to	  ignore.	  A	  glorious	  future	  flashed	  before	  his	  
eyes.	  	  
	   “What	  would	  I	  have	  to	  do?”	  
	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  TWO	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
Minos	  Korva	  
(Late	  2369)	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  	  
(Transporter	  Room	  One)	  
	  
	   Captain	  Sabrina	  Diaz	  gestured	  stiffly	  in	  the	  direction	  of	  her	  acting	  Chief	  
Engineer.	  “Mr.	  Laurent,”	  she	  said,	  her	  throat	  dry,	  “Lt.	  Sandhurst	  will	  show	  you	  
Main	  Engineering	  and	  set	  aside	  a	  workstation	  for	  you.	  Unfortunately,	  I	  have	  a	  
previous	   appointment.”	   Though	   she	   didn’t	  want	   to,	   she	   stuck	   out	   her	   hand.	  
Laurent	   engulfed	   it	   in	   his	   larger	   hand,	   the	   skin	   feeling	   as	   parched	   as	   her	  
throat.	  He	  smiled	  a	  lipless	  smile.	  “After	  your	  tour	  I	  do	  want	  you	  to	  stop	  by	  my	  
ready	  room.	  We	  have	  a	  few	  things	  to	  go	  over.”	  	  
	   “Thank	  you	  for	  personally	  welcoming	  me	  aboard	  Captain.	  I	  promise	  not	  
to	   be	   too	   much	   of	   a	   bother	   to	   either	   Lt.	   Sandhurst,”	   he	   paused	   to	   nod	   in	  
Sandhurst’s	  direction,	  “or	  you.”	  
	   “See	   that	   you	   don’t.”	   Sabrina	   replied,	   trying	   to	   pump	   her	   voice	   with	  
levity,	   but	   failing.	   The	   most	   she	   was	   able	   to	   muster	   was	   a	   smirk.	   Laurent	  
stared	  at	  her	  blankly,	  a	  slash	  that	  was	  either	  a	  smile	  or	  sneer	  on	  his	  face.	  “Mr.	  
Sandhurst…”	  she	  replied	  after	  a	  few	  awkward	  seconds.	  
	   “Of	   course	  ma’am,”	  Donald	   replied,	  patting	  his	   fellow	  engineer	  on	   the	  
shoulder.	   “Before	   we	   head	   to	   Engineering,	   how	   about	   I	   show	   you	   your	  
quarters	  first?”	  
	   “That	  sounds	  fine.”	  
	   “Great,”	  Sandhurst	  nodded	  cheerily.	  “Captain	  might	  we	  be	  excused?”	  
	   “Of	   course	   gentlemen,”	   Diaz	   said,	   her	   mind	   already	   on	   other	   things.	  
“Don’t	  forget	  to	  stop	  by	  the	  ready	  room	  Mr.	  Laurent.”	  
	   “I	  won’t.”	  
	   “Good,	   I’ll	   see	   you	   then,”	   Diaz	   said,	  working	   up	   a	  wan	   smile.	   Laurent	  
nodded	  curtly	  before	  turning	  back	  to	  Sandhurst.	  
	   “I’m	  ready	  when	  you	  are.”	  
	   After	  both	  men	  had	  exited	  the	  small	  transporter	  room,	  Diaz	  turned	  to	  
the	   portly	   Tellarite	   manning	   the	   transporter	   station.	   “Something	   on	   your	  
mind	  Balk?”	  She	  could	   tell	  by	   the	  man’s	  wrinkled	  snout	  and	   furrowed	  brow	  
that	  he	  was	  struggling	  to	  keep	  his	  tongue.	  She	  had	  served	  with	  him	  for	  a	  long	  
time,	  and	  was	  surprised	  by	  his	  restraint	  in	  this	  instance.	  	  
	   “Off	  the	  record	  ma’am?”	  



 29 

	   “Shoot.”	  
	   “Lt.	  Commander	  Laurent…what	  happened	  to	  his	  face?”	  Balk	  asked,	  with	  
customary	  Tellarite	  tact.	  	  
	   “Why	  don’t	  you	  ask	  him?”	  He	  shrugged.	  
	   “I	  would	  but	  he	  might	  take	  offense.”	  
	   “You	  think	  so?”	  
	   “After	   serving	  with	  Terrans	   for	   as	   long	   as	   I	   have,	   I	   have	   noticed	   that	  
your	  species	  can	  be	  extremely	  thin-‐skinned.”	  
	   “Is	  that	  so?”	  
	   “Yes.”	  Diaz	  shrugged	  in	  response.	  
	   	  “You’re	  right.	  But	   I	   think	   it’s	   something	  you	  should	  ask	  him.	   I’m	  sure	  
he’s	  used	  to	  the	  question	  by	  now.”	  
	   “So	  you’re	  not	  going	  to	  tell	  me,	  is	  that	  it?”	  
	   “You	  got	  it.”	  
	   Balk	   snorted,	   and	   then	   mumbled,	   “What	   till	   you	   want	   the	   latest	  
shipboard	  gossip.”	  Diaz	   leaned	  over	   the	   transporter	  console,	  pretending	  not	  
to	  have	  heard	  him.	  
	   “What	  was	  that?”	  
	   “Oh	  nothing	  captain.”	  
	   “Good,	  keep	  it	  that	  way.”	  She	  smiled	  at	  her	  old	  friend	  and	  squeezed	  his	  
hairy	  paw.	  	  
	   “Perhaps	   you	   could	   at	   least	   impart	   to	   me	   an	   inkling	   of	   what	   your	  
meeting	   will	   be	   about?”	   Balk	   was	   the	   resident	   Chief	   Gossiper	   onboard.	  
Sabrina	  had	  often	  kidded	  the	  man,	  telling	  him	  that	  he	  should’ve	  gone	  into	  the	  
Communications	   division.	   He	   was	   one	   of	   her	   prime	   conduits	   for	   informal	  
information	  aboard	  ship	  and	  across	  the	  Fleet.	  
	   Diaz	  tensed,	  scowling.	  “We’re	  going	  to	  have	  more	  visitors.”	  
	   “I	  take	  it	  you’re	  none	  too	  pleased	  about	  the	  incoming	  arrivals?”	  
	   “Something	   like	   that,”	   she	   replied	   cryptically.	   “You’ll	   see	  what	   I	  mean	  
when	  they	  get	  here,	  if	  I’m	  not	  able	  to	  do	  anything	  about	  it.”	  
***	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Captain’s	  Ready	  Room)	  
	  
	   “Why	  this	  ship?	  Why	  not	  one	  of	   those	  new	  bioneural	  numbers?	  We’re	  
only	  partway	  through	  our	  conversion	  to	  bio-‐gel	  circuitry.	  I	  don’t	  know	  if	  Cuffe	  
can	  handle	  the	  strain	  of	  accelerating	  the	  conversion	  process	  along	  with	  new	  
dissipater	   upgrade	   and	   then	   traveling	   through	   the	   Tong	   Beak	   Nebula.”	  
Captain	  Diaz	   sat	   up	   in	   her	   seat,	   propping	  her	   elbows	  on	  her	  polished	  black	  
desk.	  She	  glared	   into	   the	  screen	  of	   the	  small	  monitor	  on	  her	  desk.	   “Are	  you	  
setting	  me	  up	  to	  fail?”	  	  
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	   “Have	  you	  informed	  your	  crew	  of	  your	  new	  mission	  yet?”	  Rear	  Admiral	  
Nicandro	  Viamante	  answered	  her	  questions	  with	  one	  of	  his	  own.	  He	  rubbed	  
the	  thin,	  neatly	  trimmed	  salt	  and	  pepper	  mustache	  as	  he	  awaited	  a	  response.	  
His	  smugness	  infuriated	  her,	  but	  Diaz	  did	  her	  best	  to	  conceal	  her	  feelings.	  She	  
hid	  her	  anger	  behind	  a	  neutral	  expression	  and	  modulated	  voice.	  	  
	   “No,	  I	  haven’t.	  I	  didn’t	  see	  the	  reason	  to	  get	  them	  all	  riled	  up	  if	  I	  could	  
pass	   this	   mission	   on	   to	   another	   ship.	   Where	   is	   the	   Enterprise	   or	   Excelsior	  
when	  you	  need	  them?”	  
	   “That’s	  one	   less	  problem	  you	  need	   to	  worry	  about,	  because	  you	  have	  
your	  orders.	  Has	  Lt.	  Commander	  Laurent	  arrived	  yet?”	  
	   “Yes	  sir,”	  Diaz	  said	  tightly,	  “He	  arrived	  at	  1500.	  Lt.	  Sandhurst	  is	  giving	  
him	  a	  tour	  of	  Main	  Engineering	  as	  we	  speak.”	  
	   “I	  take	  it	  that	  the	  Lieutenant	  hasn’t	  been	  informed	  yet	  that	  Mr.	  Laurent	  
will	   be	   taking	   control	   of	   the	   Engineering	   section	   for	   the	   duration	   of	   this	  
mission.”	  
	   “No,	  he	  hasn’t.”	  	  
	   “You’re	  slipping	  Sabrina.”	  The	  insult	  burned	  her	  like	  a	  hot	  poker.	  	  
	   “I	  think	  it’s	  the	  folks	  at	  HQ	  that	  have	  slipped	  and	  hit	  their	  heads.	  One	  of	  
the	  reasons	  you’re	  sitting	  where	  you	  are	  and	  I’m	  sitting	  here	  is	  because	  of	  my	  
less	  than	  sterling	  record	  when	  it	  came	  to	  agreeing	  with	  Command’s	  decisions.	  
Not	   to	  mention	   our	   daughter’s	   very	   vocal	   condemnation	   of	   the	   Cardassian-‐
Federation	  peace	  talks	  outside	  of	  the	  President	  Jaresh-‐Inyo’s	  residence.”	  She	  
was	  proud	  that	  she	  hadn’t	  ripped	  the	  man’s	  head	  off	  in	  her	  reply.	  	  
	   “Sonia’s	   protests	   have	   nothing	   to	   do	   with	   why	   you’re	   still	   a	   captain	  
after	  all	   these	  years.	  Don’t	  blame	  her	   for	   that,	   like	  you’ve	  blamed	  her	   for	  so	  
many	  other	  things.	  About	  the	  only	  thing	  you	  two	  agree	  about	  these	  days	  are	  
the	  peace	  talks.”	  
	   “And	  I’m	  sure	  having	  your	  ex-‐wife	  and	  your	  eldest	  daughter	  on	  record	  
as	  being	  critical	  of	  Jaresh-‐Inyo’s	  pet	  project	  has	  slowed	  your	  upward	  mobility	  
at	  HQ	  huh?”	  
	   “Here	   we	   go	   again,”	   he	   exhaled	   loudly.	   “You	   need	   to	   stop	   the	   blame	  
game.”	  
	   “I’m	   not	   blaming	   anyone.	   I’m	   not	   the	   one	   that	   chose	   career	   over	  
family.”	  
	   “But	  you	  are	  the	  one	  that	  never	  let	  anyone	  forget	  it,	  slaving	  yourself	  to	  
your	  job,	  neglecting	  our	  children.”	  
	   “How	   dare	   you!”	   Anger	   splashed	   over	   her	   like	   lava.	   “How	   dare	   you	  
accuse	  anyone	  of	  being	  a	  work	  slave?	  When	  you	  sided	  with	  the	  JAG	  to	  hold	  me	  
negligent	  for	  the	  training	  accident	  on	  the	  Unmei,	  what	  was	  that	  but	  choosing	  a	  
forth	  pip	  over	  me?”	  
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	   “You’re	  forgetting	  that	  I	  argued	  in	  favor	  of	  you	  getting	  another	  chance	  
at	  the	  captain’s	  chair	  with	  the	  Cuffe,	  and	  so	  far	  you	  haven’t	  messed	  it	  up.	  But	  
this	  border	  world	  advocacy	  is	  not	  winning	  you	  any	  new	  friends.”	  
	   “Friends?	   You	   call	   those	   snakes	   you	   coil	   up	   with	   at	   HQ	   friends?”	   He	  
held	  up	  a	  placating	  hand	  to	  the	  small	  screen,	  almost	  totally	  obscuring	  his	  face.	  
	   “This	  mission	  can	  go	  a	   long	  way	  toward	  rebuilding	  the	  ties	  the	  Unmei	  
tragedy	   shredded.	   Its	   failure	   or	   success	   has	   serious	   ramifications	   for	   the	  
future	  of	  Alpha	  Quadrant	  relations.	  This	  is	  also	  Admiral	  Nechayev’s	  baby,	  and	  
she	  would	  be	  very	  supportive	  of	  anyone	  that	  helped	  her	  get	  the	  peace	  treaty	  
ratified.”	  
	   “I	  really	  don’t	  see	  how	  that’s	  possible,	  or	  desirable	  now,	  especially	  after	  
that	  stunt	  the	  Cardassians	  pulled	  two	  months	  ago,	  kidnapping	  Jean-‐Luc	  Picard	  
as	  part	  of	  their	  designs	  to	  annex	  Minos	  Korva.	  Why	  is	  Nechayev	  still	  pushing	  
this	  bankrupt	  accord?”	  
	   “Because	   everyone	  has	   superiors	   that	   they	  have	   to	   satisfy	   every	  now	  
and	  then,”	  Viamante	  remarked	  coolly.	  “That’s	  the	  way	  of	  the	  galaxy.”	  
	   “Don’t	   I	  know	   it,”	  Diaz	  sighed.	   “I	   thought	  my	  being	  appointed	  head	  of	  
the	  Minos	  Korva	  taskforce	  was	  a	  sign	  that	  my	  days	  in	  the	  doghouse	  were	  over.	  
I	  guess	  I	  still	  have	  more	  miles	  to	  go.”	  
	   Viamante	   smiled,	   “Don’t	   we	   all.”	  
	   “When	  should	  I	  be	  expecting	  my	  guests?”	  
	   “The	  Liger	  is	  en	  route	  from	  with	  the	  passengers.	  The	  ship	  should	  arrive	  
within	  the	  next	  fifteen	  hours.”	  
	   “I	  guess	  that	  gives	  me	  enough	  time	  to	  put	  on	  a	  happy	  face.”	  
	   “You	  were	  always	  quite	  the	  performer.”	  He	  remarked	  but	  Diaz	  decided	  
to	  leave	  that	  one	  alone.	  	  
	   “How	   is	   Nadia?”	   She	   asked	   instead.	   She	   hadn’t	   seen	   either	   of	   her	  
daughters	  in	  years.	  Viamante	  visibly	  relaxed	  at	  the	  mention	  of	  their	  youngest	  
daughter.	  	  
	   “A	  lot	  like	  you,	  even	  though	  she	  won’t	  admit	  it.	  She’s	  half	  way	  through	  
her	  second	  year	  at	  the	  Academy.	  Beams	  in	  every	  night	  for	  dinner.”	  Diaz	  could	  
feel	  the	  warmth	  in	  his	  smile	  from	  light	  years	  away.	  	  
	   “And	  her	  classes?	  How	  are	  they	  coming	  along?”	  	  
	   “She’s	   doing	   fine,	   though	   Temporal	   Physics	   is	   giving	   her	   some	  
problems.”	  
	   “A	  chip	  off	  the	  old	  block,”	  Diaz	  smiled	  wistfully,	  grateful	  that	  Nicandro	  
had	  held	   in	  his	  usual	  retort	  of	   ‘Why	  don’t	  you	  ask	  her	  yourself?’	  Diaz	  hadn’t	  
spoken	  to	  either	  of	  her	  two	  daughters	  in	  so	  long,	  that	  she	  didn’t	  know	  where	  
to	  begin.	  And	  she	  thought	  it	  best	  to	  perhaps	  not	  even	  try.	  She	  had	  always	  been	  
something	  of	  a	  destructive	  force	  in	  their	  lives	  in	  the	  past.	  It	  was	  perhaps	  best	  
that	  she	  kept	  her	  distance…for	  her	  sake,	  and	  their	  sanity.	  
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	   Diaz	  decided	  to	  end	  the	  conversation	  in	  the	  eye	  of	  the	  hurricane.	  It	  was	  
a	   rare	   thing	   that	   both	   she	   and	   Nicandro	   could	   end	   a	   conversation	  without	  
hurling	  curses	  or	  insults.	  She	  was	  the	  one	  person	  that	  could	  dig	  into	  his	  skin	  
like	  a	  Regulan	  bloodworm,	  but	  she	  decided	  to	  save	  that	  talent	  for	  another	  go	  
round.	   “Well,	   I	  might	   have	   to	   set	   aside	   some	   time	   to	   visit	   Nadia…after	   this	  
mission	  of	   course.”	   She	  knew	  she	  didn’t	  mean	   it,	   and	  Nicandro	  knew	   it	   too.	  
They	   had	   been	   married	   for	   almost	   fifteen	   years	   and	   still	   shared	   a	   near	  
empathetic	  link.	  	  
	   But	  he	  merely	  nodded	  along	  with	  her	  lie.	  “She	  would	  like	  that…and	  so	  
would	   I.”	   He	   quickly	   disconnected	   the	   link	   before	   she	   could	   respond,	   the	  
golden	   laurel	   symbol	   of	   the	   Federation	   appearing	   against	   a	   royal	   blue	  
background.	  
	   Diaz	  sat	  back,	  not	  knowing	  how	  to	  respond.	  For	  the	  first	  time	  in	  a	  long	  
time	  she	  didn’t	  know	  if	  her	  ex	  was	  lying	  or	  telling	  the	  truth.	  Did	  he	  really	  want	  
to	  see	  me?	  After	  all	  this	  time?	  After	  all	  the	  arguments,	  the	  lies?	  	  
	   She	  didn’t	  know,	  and	  that	  terrified	  her	  a	  great	  deal	  more	  than	  whatever	  
awaited	  them	  in	  the	  Tong	  Beak	  Nebula.	  	  
***	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Executive	  Officer’s	  Quarters)	  
	  
	   “Is	   this	   another	   lure?”	   Exhibiting	   an	   unusual	   amount	   of	   restraint,	  
Terrence	   Glover	   calmly	  waited	   for	   the	   careful	   reply.	   Captain	   Banti	   Awokou	  
looked	  pensive	  on	  his	  desktop’s	  screen.	  	  
	   “Diaz	   remains	   a	   person	   of	   interest,”	   Awokou	   replied,	   after	   a	   few	  
minutes	  of	  concentration.	  “That’s	  the	  most	  I	  can	  tell	  you	  at	  the	  moment.”	  
	   “I’ve	   been	   here	   for	   almost	   a	   year,	   and	   I’ve	   seen	   nothing	   suspicious	  
about	  the	  captain’s	  behavior	  at	  all,”	  Glover	  replied.	  “So	  what	  she	  doesn’t	  care	  
for	  the	  Cardassian	  Union?	  A	  lot	  of	  people	  don’t…me	  included.”	  	  
	   “Well,	  you’re	  about	  to	  get	  your	  fill	  of	  Cardassians	  for	  the	  next	  couple	  of	  
weeks.”	  
	   “So,	   I	   take	   it	   that	   this	   is	   the	   reason	   for	   your	   communiqué?”	   The	  
encrypted	   correspondence	  between	   the	   two	  men	  had	  become	   infrequent	   in	  
the	   last	   two	  months,	   after	   the	  Cuffe	  had	  been	  assigned	   to	  Minos	  Korva,	   and	  
placed	  in	  charge	  of	  the	  four	  starships	  defending	  the	  planet	  against	  invasion.	  It	  
was	  a	  prime	  perch	  to	  pilfer	  intelligence	  or	  arms	  to	  the	  amorphous	  saboteurs	  
still	  operating	  in	  the	  Badlands.	  	  
	   Glover,	  as	  Diaz’s	  XO,	  had	  his	  fingers	  in	  the	  guts	  of	  the	  ship’s	  operations	  
and	  hadn’t	  noticed	  any	  untoward	  activity	  going	  on.	  No	  mysterious	  meetings	  
or	  encoded	  messages,	  unlike	  his	  own	  clandestine	  endeavors,	  or	  any	  missing	  
technology	  or	  materiel.	  	  
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	   During	   his	   time	   aboard	   Cuffe,	   Diaz	   had	   done	   her	   duty,	   albeit	   with	   a	  
sometimes	  acerbic	  zeal.	  And	  he	  had	  grown	  increasingly	  tired	  of	  spying	  on	  her.	  
He	  felt	  like	  a	  skunk.	  And	  Glover	  still	  sensed	  the	  tentacles	  of	  suspicion	  coiling	  
around	  Diaz	  whenever	  he	  appeared.	   Shortly	   after	   accepting	  Awokou’s	  offer,	  
Glover	   had	   immersed	   himself	   in	   a	   dossier	   on	  Diaz	   provided	   by	   his	  mentor.	  
The	  woman	  had	   serious	   trust	   issues,	   stemming	   from	  a	   training	   accident	   on	  
the	  Unmei,	   her	   first	   command,	   in	   which	   several	   of	   her	   senior	   officers,	   and	  
even	  her	  husband	  had	   testified	  against	  her.	  The	  recent	  departure	  of	  Monica	  
Covey	   to	   the	  Chevalier	  was	  another	  blow	   for	   the	  woman,	   according	   to	  what	  
Glover	   had	   learned	   from	   Cal	   Hudson	   and	   the	   ship’s	   rumor	   mill.	   Hudson’s	  
leave	  of	  absence	  had	  made	  her	  even	  more	  brittle.	  	  
	   So	   far,	   Glover’s	   relationship	   with	   Diaz	   had	   never	   gotten	   beyond	   the	  
professional	   stage.	  He	  had	  held	  back	  himself,	  his	  own	   internal	  guilt	  keeping	  
him	   from	   warming	   to	   a	   person	   he	   might	   have	   to	   report	   to	   Starfleet	  
authorities.	  But	  he	  had	  come	  to	  the	  conclusion	  that	  Diaz	  wasn’t	  a	  part	  of	  the	  
cabal	   of	   rogue	   officers,	   and	   he	   had	   been	  mulling	   for	   several	   weeks	   how	   to	  
explicate	   himself	   from	   his	   assignment.	   Despite	   his	   ability	   to	   face	   down	  
Klingon	  warriors	  while	  serving	  aboard	  the	  Dorna,	  Glover	  was	  hesitant	  to	  tell	  
Captain	  Awokou	  what	  he	  really	  believed.	  	  	  
	   “As	   I	   said,	   Diaz	   is	   a	   person	   of	   interest,”	   Awokou	   repeated.	   “It’s	   quite	  
possible	  that	  she	  is	  a	   lot	  wilier	  than	  you	  think,	  and	  has	  been	  on	  to	  you	  from	  
the	  start.	  You	  did	  turn	  down	  her	  initial	  offer,	  and	  even	  though	  she	  got	  along	  
with	  Hudson	  quite	  well,	  Diaz	  knows	  of	  our	  past	  association,	   and	  my	  role	  as	  
one	  of	  Admiral	  Nechayev’s	  adjuncts.	  She	  might’ve	  put	  the	  pieces	  together.”	  
	   “I	  don’t	  think	  so,	  and	  you	  haven’t	  answered	  my	  question.”	  	  
	   “It’s	   obvious	   that	   Diaz	   hasn’t	   told	   you	   the	   details	   of	   the	  mission	   she	  
received	  from	  Command	  twenty	  four	  hours	  ago.	  I	  find	  that	  quite	  suspicious	  to	  
leave	  you,	  her	  First	  Officer,	  out	  of	  the	  loop.”	  
	   “Not,	  if	  she	  doesn’t	  trust	  me.”	  
	   “Have	  you	  given	  her	  reason	  not	  to	  trust	  you?”	  
	   “Of	  course	  I	  haven’t.	  We	  still	  aren’t	  close,	  but	  I	  have	  continued	  covering	  
my	  tracks	  very	  well.”	  Awokou	  nodded	  but	  his	  expression	  hardened.	  
	   “Can	  you	  be	  certain?”	  
	   “Yes.”	  Glover	  answered,	  without	  elaboration.	  If	  Diaz	  wouldn’t	  trust	  him,	  
Captain	   Awokou	  would	   have	   to	   in	   this	   instance.	   “What	   is	   this	   new	  mission	  
about?”	  
	   “This	   stays	  between	  us,”	  Awokou	  paused,	   leaning	   forward	   in	  his	   seat.	  
Glover	  copied	  him.	  “Double	  check	  your	  encryption	  codes.”	  Glover	  groused,	  but	  
did	  as	  he	  was	  told.	  
	   “They	  are	  still	  working,”	  he	  replied.	  
	   “A	  Cardassian	  warship,	  Galor-‐class,	  is	  en	  route	  to	  your	  location.”	  
	   “What?”	  
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	   “The	   Central	   Command	   Vessel	   Ekuva,	   commanded	   by	   Gul	   Muchesi	  
Namek,”	  Awokou	  paused,	   looking	  down	   for	  a	   few	  seconds.	   “I’m	  sending	  you	  
information	  about	  him	  and	  the	  other	  guests	  now.”	  
	   “Guests?”	  
	   “Yes,	  Gul	  Namek,	  Dr.	  Kuyan	  Lavok	  of	   the	  Cardassian	  Science	  Ministry,	  
and	  a	  Political	  Officer,	  Baqan	  Oduara,	  whom	  we	  suspect	  to	  be	  a	  member	  of	  the	  
Obsidian	  Order,	  will	  transport	  to	  Cuffe	  from	  the	  Ekuva	  for	  your	  next	  mission.”	  
	   “And	  that	  is?”	  Glover	  prodded	  as	  respectfully	  as	  possible.	  	  
	   “Has	   Lt.	   Commander	   Laurent	   arrived	   yet?”	   Awokou	   asked,	   switching	  
topics,	  a	  frustrating	  trait	  his	  mentor	  still	  often	  subjected	  him	  to	  in	  an	  attempt	  
to	  force	  Glover	  to	  see	  a	  larger	  picture.	  It	  was	  tactic	  he	  liked	  to	  use	  ad	  infinitum	  
during	  their	  three-‐dimensional	  chess	  matches.	  Terrence	  had	  to	  admit	  that	  the	  
older	  man’s	  plodding,	  more	  holistic	  approach	  resulted	  in	  Awokou	  winning	  the	  
vast	  majority	   of	   their	  matches.	   Even	   though	   Glover	  was	  more	   successful	   at	  
Rolandan	  Wild	   Draw,	   his	   failure	   on	   the	   3-‐D	   board	   still	   stung	  whenever	   the	  
captain	  brought	  it	  up.	  	  	  
	   “Yes,”	  Glover	  said	  frowning.	  Diaz	  had	  been	  tight-‐lipped	  about	  the	  man’s	  
arrival	  and	  purpose	  aboard	  the	  ship.	  It	  had	  been	  the	  first	  suspicious	  behavior	  
that	  she	  had	  exhibited,	  but	  the	  commander	  had	  been	  remiss	  to	  report	  Laurent	  
until	   he	   could	   learn	   more	   about	   the	   man.	   “How	   did	   you	   know	   about	   his	  
arrival?”	  The	  answer	  coming	  to	  Glover	  even	  before	  the	  last	  word	  had	  escaped	  
his	  lips.	  “Sorry,”	  he	  quickly	  added.	  	  
	   “You	   didn’t	   send	  me	   a	   report	   about	   him,”	   Awokou	   replied,	   his	   voice	  
laden	  with	  disapproval.	  Terrence	   shrank	   in	  his	   seat,	   feeling	   like	  he	  had	   just	  
been	  sent	  to	  the	  principal’s	  office.	  
	   “Well,	   I	   wanted	   to	   learn	  more	   about	   him	   before	   I	   informed	   you,”	   he	  
blurted.	  
	   “It	  doesn’t	  matter,	  so	  have	  you	  learned	  more	  about	  him?”	  
	   “No,	  he	  should’ve	  arrived	  about	  an	  hour	  ago.”	  
	   “And	   you	   weren’t	   there	   to	   greet	   him?	   What	   kind	   of	   ship	   is	   Diaz	  
running?”	  
	   “She	   told	  me	   that	  my	  presence	  wasn’t	   required,	  and	   I	  didn’t	  push	   the	  
point.”	   Awokou	   appraised	   him	   with	   a	   cocked	   eyebrow	   for	   a	   few	   uneasy	  
seconds	  before	  sighing.	  	   	  
	   “You’ve	  got	   to	  do	  better	  Terrence.	  Now	  don’t	   you	   think	   that	  was	  odd	  
that	  Diaz	  didn’t	  want	  you	  there	  to	  greet	  Laurent?”	  
	   “Diaz	  wasn’t	   alone;”	  he	   said	  defensively,	   “Lt.	   Sandhurst	  was	  with	  her.	  
She	  told	  me	  that	  Laurent	  would	  be	  working	  with	  him	  in	  Engineering.”	  
	   “That’s	  all	  she	  said.”	  
	   “Yes,	  is	  there	  something	  more?”	  
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	   “We	   don’t	   know,”	   Awokou	   rubbed	   his	   sharp	   chin,	   “and	   that’s	   what	  
concerns	  us.	  Laurent’s	  spot	  reassignment	  or	  Cuffe’s	  new	  mission	  came	  out	  of	  
out	  our	  office.”	  
	   “And	  what	  is	  this	  new	  mission?”	  
	   “We’ve	  learned	  that	  Cuffe	  is	  to	  be	  ordered	  into	  the	  Tong	  Beak	  Nebula	  to	  
retrieve	  a	   lost	  runabout.	  The	  Cardassians	  have	  detected	   its	   location,	  but	  are	  
incapable	  of	  salvaging	  it.”	  
	   “And	  we	  are?	  I	  thought	  the	  plasma	  disruptions,	  among	  other	  things	  in	  
that	  toxic	  patch	  of	  space	  would	  overwhelm	  our	  structural	  integrity.”	  
	   “Have	  you	  ever	  heard	  of	  a	  plasma	  dissipater	  field?”	  
	   “No,	  engineering	  was	  never	  my	  thing,”	  he	  replied,	  a	  memory	  of	  his	  old	  
friend	  Ben	  Sisko	  immediately	  coming	  to	  mind.	  Sisko	  had	  pursued	  engineering	  
before	   taking	   the	  command	   track.	  Command	  had	  always	  been	  Glover’s	  goal,	  
but	  he	  had	  developed	   into	  a	  good	  pilot	  and	  competent	  marksman	  along	   the	  
way,	  though	  he	  had	  to	  admit	  that	  Cal	  Hudson	  was	  the	  far	  better	  shot.	  	  
	   “Laurent	   is	   an	   engineer,	   with	   some	   experience	   in	   that	   plasma	  
disruption	   technology.	   His	   orders	   are	   to	   upgrade	   your	   structural	   integrity	  
field	  with	  the	  plasma	  dissipation	  technology.”	  
	   “Okay,”	   Glover	   said	   slowly,	   rubbing	   absently	   at	   his	   chin.	   “What’s	   so	  
sinister	  about	  that?”	  
	   “Nothing,”	  Awokou	  replied,	  “which	  could	  possibly	  mean	  everything.”	  
	   “You’re	  starting	   to	   lose	  me	  here	  sir,”	  Glover	  said.	  Awokou	  smiled	  and	  
shook	  his	  head.	  	  
	   “Sometimes	   I	   confuse	   myself,”	   he	   joked.	   Awokou	   slowly	   rubbed	   his	  
eyes,	   and	   sighed.	   Suddenly	   the	   captain	   looked	  old	   to	  Glover;	   and	   extremely	  
tired.	  “Someone	  with	  a	  clearance	  level	  higher	  than	  Nechayev’s	  placed	  Laurent	  
on	   Cuffe	   and	   arranged	   for	   it	   to	   escort	   the	   Cardassians	   into	   Tong	   Beak.	  We	  
don’t	  know	  why,	  and	  we	  need	  for	  you	  to	  find	  out.”	  	  
	   “I’ll	  do	  my	  best.”	  He	  sat	  up	  in	  his	  black	  leather	  seat,	  his	  chin	  jutted	  out,	  
his	   expression	   as	   earnest	   as	   he	   could	   make	   it.	   Banti	   Awokou	   was	   like	   a	  
surrogate	   father	   to	   him,	   and	  he	  didn’t	  want	   to	   let	   the	  man	  down.	  That	  was	  
even	  more	   important	   to	   him	   that	   the	   carrot	   of	   his	   own	   command	   that	   still	  
dangled	  before	  his	  eyes,	  though	  each	  day	  it	  seemed	  further	  beyond	  his	  grasp.	  	  
	   “See	   that	   you	   do,	   and	   I’ll	   do	  what	   I	   can	   to	   assist	   you	   on	  my	   end.	   For	  
better	  or	  worse,	  I	  think	  the	  endgame	  is	  near	  Terrence.”	  
	   “I	   agree,”	   Glover	   said,	   though	   he	   was	   sure	   that	   he	   meant	   something	  
totally	  different	  than	  the	  venerable	  captain.	  Laurent’s	  placement	  aboard	  Cuffe	  
was	  odd,	  and	  Glover	  would	  uncover	  as	  much	  as	  he	  could	  about	  it,	  but	  he	  still	  
didn’t	  think	  there	  was	  a	  conspiracy	  going	  on	  under	  his	  nose.	  He	  surely	  wasn’t	  
that	  daft.	  
	   “See	   you	   in	   a	   fortnight,”	   Awokou	   said,	   smiling	   briefly.	   “Awokou	   out.”	  
After	  the	  screen	  went	  blank,	  Glover	  leaned	  back	  in	  his	  seat,	  thinking	  about	  the	  
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new	   information	   that	   the	   Phoenix	   captain	   had	   just	   imparted	   to	   him,	   and	  
developing	  plans	  to	  get	  close	  to	  Lt.	  Commander	  Laurent.	  	  
	  
***	  
(Executive	  Officer’s	  Quarters)	  
	  
	   The	   chime	   of	   his	   doorbell	   broke	   his	   reverie.	   Glover	   got	   up	   haltingly,	  
peeved	  at	  the	  interruption.	  His	  scowl	  morphed	  into	  a	  low	  wattage	  grin	  when	  
the	  doors	  to	  his	  quarters	  slid	  open	  revealing	  Dr.	  Nya	  Chace.	  Wavering	  against	  
the	   door	   frame,	   the	   doctor’s	   black	   and	   blue	   uniform	   fit	   snug	   over	   her	  
curvaceous	  form.	  	  
	   The	  Cuffe’s	  Chief	  Medical	  Officer	  hurriedly	  asked.	  “May	  I	  come	  in?”	  
	   “Certainly,”	   Glover	   said.	   He	   was	   happy	   for	   the	   change	   of	   pace.	   The	  
olive-‐skinned	   woman	   glided	   into	   his	   quarters.	   As	   soon	   as	   the	   doors	   had	  
closed	  behind	  her,	  Glover	  swept	  her	  into	  his	  arms,	  Chace	  gasping	  loudly	  with	  
surprise.	  	  
	   “Put	   me	   down,”	   she	   said,	   wriggling	   in	   his	   arms.	   The	   commander	  
ignored	  her.	  He	  carried	  her	  over	  to	  his	  bed	  and	  dumped	  her	  gently	  on	  top	  of	  
it.	  	  
	   “Couldn’t	  get	  enough	  huh?”	  He	  breathed,	  sliding	  on	  top	  of	   the	  woman	  
as	  she	  tried	  to	  get	  up,	  “I	  guess	  you	  want	  to	  tear	  up	  my	  place	  after	  the	  damage	  
we	  did	  in	  yours?”	  
	   “That’s	  not	  what	  I’m	  here	  for.”	  
	   “Really,”	  he	  mumbled,	  kissing	  the	  soft	  cinnamon	  brown	  spots	  running	  
from	  just	  beneath	  the	  crown	  of	  her	  raven	  her	  down	  her	  neck.	  
	   “No,	  I’m	  not,”	  Chace	  paused,	  as	  she	  let	  out	  a	  moan.	  “You	  know	  my	  neck	  
is	  my	  weak	  spot.	  Stop	  it,	  damn	  you!”	  
	   “No	  way,”	  Glover	   paused	   long	   enough	   to	   chuckle,	   before	   returning	   to	  
her	   neck.	  His	   hands	   explored	   her	   body	   before	   they	   found	   the	   zipper	   at	   the	  
neck	  of	  her	  uniform.	  “Let’s	  get	  you	  out	  of	  this.”	  	  
	   “No	  Terrence,”	  Nya	  made	  more	  of	  a	  concerted	  effort	  to	  pull	  away	  from	  
him.	  “I	  really	  didn’t	  come	  here	  for	  that!”	  The	  edge	  he	  heard	  in	  her	  voice	  iced	  
his	  ardor.	  Glover	  rolled	  off	  of	  her	  and	  sat	  on	  the	  edge	  of	  the	  bed.	  	  
	   He	  twisted	  around	  so	  he	  could	  get	  a	  better	  look	  at	  her.	  “What’s	  going	  on	  
Nya?”	  The	  doctor	  sat	  up,	  zipping	  up	  her	  uniform	  and	  doing	  her	  best	  to	  fix	  her	  
mussed	  hair.	  He	  looked	  into	  her	  deep	  indigo	  eyes.	  There	  was	  now	  a	  sad	  glaze	  
to	  them.	  Immediately	  his	  heart	  thumped	  with	  pain.	  	  
	   Glover	  reached	  across	  the	  bed	  at	  one	  of	  her	  arms,	  seeking	  to	  lend	  her	  
his	   strength.	   But	   she	   pulled	   away	   from	  him.	   “What’s	  wrong?”	  He	   asked,	   his	  
voice	  deepening	  with	  concern.	  
	   “This,	  we	  can’t…not	  anymore.”	  
	   “Why?	  What’s	  wrong?”	  
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	   “This-‐this	   is	   wrong…what	   we’re	   doing.”	   Terrence	   really	   couldn’t	  
disagree	   though	   he	   knew	   he	   wanted	   to.	   He	   hadn’t	   intended	   to	   become	  
involved	  with	  Dr.	   Chace.	  Though	  he	  wouldn’t	   admit	   it	   to	  many,	   his	   love	   life	  
had	  been	  pretty	  sketchy	  since	  his	  last	  tangle	  with	  Krastil,	  daughter	  of	  Lorcan,	  
during	  his	  stint	  aboard	  the	  Dorna.	  	  
	   The	  only	  woman	  he	  had	  ever	  loved	  had	  been	  Tryla	  Scott,	  captain	  of	  the	  
Renegade,	  his	  previous	  Fleet	  posting.	  But	   things	  hadn’t	  worked	  out	  between	  
them.	   They	   had	   largely	   been	   able	   to	   overcome	   the	   problems	   inherent	  with	  
fraternization.	   What	   had	   killed	   their	   relationship	   was	   the	   long	   road	   to	  
recovery	  and	  self	  healing	  Tryla	  felt	  compelled	  to	  pursue	  after	  becoming	  host	  
to	   a	   neural	   parasite	   during	   their	   failed	   takeover	   of	   Starfleet	   Command	   four	  
years	  ago.	  
	   He	  had	   tried	   to	  hang	  on	   to	  what	   they	  had,	  but	   it	  was	  already	  ancient	  
history	   by	   the	   time	   he	   left	   Renegade	   and	   set	   out	   to	   occupy	   his	   mind	   on	   a	  
Klingon	   warship,	   where	   death	   could	   be	   instantaneous	   for	   the	   slightest	  
offense,	  perceived	  or	  real.	  It	  gave	  him	  something	  to	  occupy	  his	  time	  while	  he	  
nursed	  his	  heartache.	  
	   Krastil	  had	  been	  a	  nice	  diversion,	  but	  nothing	  more.	  Upon	  returning	  to	  
Federation	  space,	  he	  had	  tried	  to	  find	  Tryla,	  but	  she	  had	  left	  Starfleet	  for	  the	  
far	   flung	   Nyberrite	   Alliance.	   For	   a	   few	   crazy	   days	   he	   had	   considered	   going	  
after	  her,	  but	  decided	  against	  it.	  
	   Instead	  he	  had	  thrown	  himself	  into	  obtaining	  the	  third	  pip.	  But	  he	  had	  
largely	  been	  stymied	  in	  that	  as	  well.	  Nya	  shared	  a	  similar	  pain.	  
	   “Does	   Eban	   know	   about	   us?	   Did	   you	   tell	   him?”	   Terrence	   was	   more	  
afraid	  for	  her	  than	  himself.	  From	  what	  Nya	  had	  told	  him	  about	  her	  husband,	  
he	  wasn’t	  a	  violent	  man.	  But	  it	  would	  hurt	  her	  if	  she	  caused	  him	  undue	  pain.	  
She	  cared	  for	  him	  that	  much,	  even	  if	  she	  didn’t	  love	  him	  anymore.	  She	  shook	  
her	  head,	  her	  long	  black	  hair	  cascading	  around	  her	  shoulders	  like	  a	  waterfall.	  	  
	   “No,”	  she	  said,	  her	  eyes	  glistening	  with	  tears.	  “That’s	  not	  it…”	  
	   Then	  what	  is	  it,	  Terrence	  wanted	  to	  snap	  an	  answer	  out	  of	  her,	  but	  he	  
knew	  it	  was	  best	  to	  coax	  her	  instead.	  “Nya,”	  he	  said	  as	  gently	  as	  possible,	  “you	  
know	  you	  can	  trust	  me.”	  
	   “I’m	  pregnant,”	  she	  blurted,	  the	  admission	  stunning	  Glover	  into	  silence.	  
He	   sat	  with	   his	  mouth	   hanging	   open	   for	   an	   interminable	   span	   of	   time.	  Nya	  
crawled	  across	   the	  bed	  and	  physically	   shut	   it	   for	  him.	  Then	  she	  kissed	  him,	  
her	  lips	  dry	  but	  soft.	  
	   “You’re	  going	  to	  be	  a	  father,”	  she	  whispered	  in	  his	  ear,	  nibbling	  at	  the	  
lobe.	  “We’re	  going	  to	  have	  a	  son.”	  
	   “Oh	  my…”	  was	  all	  he	  could	  get	  out,	  his	  heart	  thudding	  in	  his	  chest.	  On	  
instinct	   he	   embraced	   her,	   but	   his	   mind	   was	   reeling.	   He	   had	   never	   really	  
thought	  about	  having	  children,	  nor	  about	  marrying.	  He	  had	  always	  envisioned	  
doing	  both	  after	  he	  had	  acquired	  the	  center	  chair.	  His	  own	  mother’s	  quest	  for	  
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the	  third	  pip	  had	  put	  a	  strain	  on	  her	  marriage	  with	  his	   father,	  and	  he	  didn’t	  
want	  to	  repeat	  that	  with	  his	  own	  family.	  “When…how?”	  
	   “The	  when,	  I’m	  guessing	  occurred	  three	  weeks	  ago	  when	  we	  pulled	  off	  
shore	   leave	  at	  Wrigley’s	  Pleasure	  Planet	  after	  Cuffe’s	  bioneural	   overhaul	  got	  
interrupted	  to	  head	  up	  this	  taskforce.	  The	  how,	  I	  hope	  you	  were	  just	  kidding	  
about	  that,”	  she	  laughed.	  He	  guided	  her	  back	  down	  to	  the	  bed,	  and	  laid	  beside	  
her,	  staring	  into	  her	  almond	  shaped	  eyes,	  losing	  himself	  in	  their	  comfortable	  
darkness.	  
	   “I’m	  so	  glad,”	  she	  said,	  “I’m	  so	  glad	  you’re	  so	  happy	  about	  this…I	  didn’t	  
know	  how	  you	  would	  take	  it.”	  
	   “What	  do	  you	  mean?”	  he	  asked,	  caressing	  her	  cheek.	  	  
	   “Well,	  I	  know	  your	  career	  is	  very	  important	  to	  you.”	  
	   “There	  are	  a	  lot	  of	  Starfleet	  officers	  who	  have	  families.”	  
	   “Yeah,	  but	  I	  don’t	  think	  their	  situations	  are	  as	  complicated	  as	  ours.”	  
	   “Oh	  no,	  ask	  an	  Andorian	  next	  time	  you	  see	  one.	  They	  have	  four-‐partner	  
marriages.	   Try	   navigating	   through	   that,”	   he	   chuckled,	   and	   she	   giggled.	   Just	  
laying	  there,	  with	  Nya	  so	  close	  that	  he	  could	  feel	  the	  heat	  of	  her	  body,	  hear	  the	  
beating	   of	   her	   heart,	   Terrence	   hadn’t	   felt	   so	   right,	   so	   near	   completion	   in	   a	  
very	  long	  time.	  	  
	   In	  his	  fantasies,	  he	  had	  always	  imagined	  getting	  command	  of	  one	  of	  the	  
big	   Galaxy-‐class	   starships	   that	   had	   families	   aboard,	   so	   that	   his	   wife	   and	  
children	   could	   always	  be	  near	  him	  as	  he	   traveled	   the	   stars.	  Terrence	  was	   a	  
person	   that	  never	  believed	   in	   zero	   sum	  games,	   at	   least	  not	   for	  him.	  He	  had	  
always	  thought	  he	  could	  have	  it	  all.	  
	   But	   this	   news…as	   unexpected,	   as	   shocking	   as	   it	   was,	   hadn’t	   changed	  
that.	   There	  was	  one	  obstacle	   however.	   “Eban,”	   he	   ventured	   softly.	   “Does	  he	  
know?”	  He	  had	  never	  meet	  Dr.	  Eban	  Qin,	  the	  man	  leaving	  Starfleet	  to	  return	  
to	  Trill	  to	  be	  joined	  with	  the	  Qin	  symbiont.	  That	  decision,	  coupled	  with	  joined	  
Eban’s	  decision	  to	  not	  have	  a	  family,	  had	  turned	  their	  marriage	  into	  a	  shell.	  	  
	   Nya	   removed	   her	   lips	   from	   his	   neck,	   and	   looked	   at	   him	   for	   a	   long	  
moment,	  his	  head	  between	  her	  fingers.	  She	  pressed	  hard	  on	  his	  noggin.	  “Don’t	  
ask	   questions	   that	   you	   don’t	   really	   want	   the	   answers	   too,	   okay.	   Let’s	   just	  
enjoy	  this	  time.”	  
	   “No,”	  Glover	  shook	  his	  head.	   “I	   think	  he	  needs	  to	  know	  about	   this.	  He	  
needs	  to	  know	  about	  us.”	  
	   Nya	  turned	  away	  from	  him.	  “Not	  right	  now...give	  me	  a	  few	  days.”	  	  
	   “When?”	  He	  said	  more	  harshly	  than	  he	  intended	  to.	  “You	  can’t	  put	  it	  off	  
Nya.	  I	  mean,	  he’s	  a	  doctor	  too,	  and	  he’ll	  pick	  up	  on	  it	  sooner	  or	  later,	  especially	  
when	  your	  face	  puffs	  out.”	  
	   “Trill	   females	   don’t	   gain	   weight	   like	   at	   the	   same	   pace	   as	   human	  
females.	  It	  could	  be	  quite	  easy	  to	  conceal	  the	  fact	  that	  I’m	  pregnant.”	  
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	   “You	  can’t	  be	  considering	  that,”	  Glover	  pleaded	  to	  the	  woman’s	  slender	  
back.	  “We’ve	  got	  to	  come	  clean	  on	  this.	  You’ve	  got	  to	  be	  honest.”	  Like	  I’m	  one	  
to	  talk,	  he	  thought,	  but	  shuttled	  that	  disparate	  thought	  to	  the	  back	  of	  his	  mind.	  	  
	   “I	   will…”	   Nya	   said,	   turning	   back	   to	   face	   him,	   but	   there	   was	   a	   now	   a	  
hardness	  in	  her	  eyes,	  a	  shawl	  of	  coldness	  around	  her	  body.	  “In	  my	  own	  time,”	  
she	  concluded.	  The	  doctor	  then	  sat	  up	  on	  her	  knees.	  Glover	  followed	  suit.	  
	   “But	  what	  are	  you,	  are	  we,	  supposed	  to	  do	  in	  the	  meantime?”	  
	   “This	  is	  my	  body	  we’re	  talking	  about.	  And	  my	  marriage.	  If	  you	  trust	  me	  
at	  all,	  you’ll	  let	  me	  deal	  with	  this.”	  
	   Glover	   wanted	   to	   press	   the	   point	   but	   didn’t.	   Instead	   he	   reached	   out	  
gently	  for	  Nya’s	  stomach.	  The	  Trill	  flinched	  at	  first,	  but	  allowed	  him	  to	  rub	  her	  
belly.	   Terrence	   grinned.	   “I	   can’t	   believe	   it…a	   son.	   My	   father’s	   going	   to	   be	  
ecstatic.”	  
	   “Let’s	  keep	  this	  between	  us	   for	   the	  moment,	  okay?	  At	   least	  until	   I	   tell	  
Eban.”	  Glover	  rolled	  his	  shoulders	  in	  displeasure.	  	  
	   “All	   right.”	  He	  said	   tightly,	  already	  spinning	  a	   list	  of	   friends	  he	  had	   to	  
contact	   and	   inform	   about	   the	   news.	   They	   remained	   that	   way	   for	   a	   few	  
precious	  minutes,	  neither	  talking,	  his	  hands	  making	  gentle	  circles	  around	  her	  
stomach.	  
	   “Damn	  it,”	  Terrence	  cursed	  when	  his	  compin	  chirped.	  He	  removed	  one	  
hand	  to	  activate	  it	  when	  Nya’s	  trilled	  seconds	  later.	  They	  both	  looked	  at	  each	  
other,	  waiting	  for	  the	  other	  to	  tap	  the	  chest	  badge.	  Nya	  then	  grinned	  wickedly,	  
tapping	  Glover’s	  pin	  for	  him.	  
	   “Commander	   Glover?”	   Diaz’s	   voice	   squawked	   from	   the	   tiny	   chevron	  
over	  his	  right	  breast.	  	  
	   “Uh…yes	  Captain.”	  Glover	  tried	  to	  keep	  his	  focus	  as	  Nya	  trailed	  a	  finger	  
from	  his	  chest	  to	  below	  his	  waist.	  
	   “Have	  you	  seen	  Dr.	  Chace?”	  The	  mention	  of	  the	  doctor’s	  name,	  stopped	  
Nya’s	  expedition.	  Double	  damn,	  Glover	  thought,	  but	  he	  said,	  a	  bit	  too	  hastily.	  	  
	   “Well…umm…yes,	  the	  doctor	  and	  I	  were	  discussing	  the	  latest	  results	  of	  
my	  physical.”	  He	  had	   thought	   about	   lying,	   but	  he	  was	   certain	   that	  Diaz	  had	  
already	   ordered	   a	   trace	   on	   Nya’s	   compin,	   and	   knew	   the	   doctor	   was	   in	   his	  
quarters.	  
	   “Is	  her	  combadge	  operational?”	  Glover	  looked	  at	  his	  lover,	  widening	  his	  
eyes	  and	  shrugging	  his	  shoulders.	  	  
	   “Yes	  ma’am,”	  Nya	  said	  seconds	  later	  after	  tapping	  her	  badge.	  
	   “It	  must	   be	   an	   intense	   discussion	   going	   on	   there	   for	   you	   to	   ignore	   a	  
summons,”	   Diaz	   said,	   perfectly	   deadpan.	  Her	   tone	  was	   a	   bit	   too	   neutral	   for	  
Glover’s	   taste.	   Though	   Nya	   and	   he	   and	   been	   very	   discreet	   about	   their	  
relationship,	  a	  starship	  was	  only	  so	  big.	  “Anything	  I	  need	  to	  be	  informed	  of?”	  
	   “No	  ma’am,	  not	  at	  all,”	  Nya	  answered	  smoothly.	  “Commander	  Glover	  is	  
in	  acceptable	  health.”	  
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	   “Acceptable?”	  He	  mouthed,	  with	  mock	  concern.	  
	   “Acceptable?”	  The	  Captain	  asked,	  as	  if	  she	  could	  read	  his	  lips.	  
	   “He’s	  fine.”	  Nya	  answered.	  
	   “Okay,	  if	  you	  say	  so.	  Listen,	  I	  want	  you	  both	  on	  the	  observation	  lounge	  
in	  the	  next	  fifteen.”	  
	   “A	   full	   staff	   meeting?”	   Glover	   asked,	   though	   he	   already	   knew	   the	  
answer.	  Diaz	  couldn’t	  continue	  keeping	  them	  in	  the	  dark	  about	  what	  the	  ship	  
and	  crew	  were	  about	  to	  get	  thrust	  into.	  
	   “You’ll	   see	   when	   you	   get	   there,”	   Diaz	   replied,	   “Unless	   Doctor	   Chace	  
discovers	  any	  new	  maladies	  in	  the	  next	  few	  minutes?”	  
	   “I	  assure	  you	  I	  won’t.”	  Nya	  remarked.	  
	   “See	  you	  in	  fifteen.”	  Diaz	  severed	  the	  connection,	  leaving	  them	  both	  at	  a	  
lost	  for	  words.	  
	   “Do	  you	  think	  she	  knows?”	  Nya	  asked.	  
	   “I	  don’t	  know,	  but	  I’ve	  got	  a	  feeling	  that	  the	  genie	  might	  be	  already	  out	  
the	  bottle.”	  	  
***	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Main	  Engineering)	  
	  
	   “That	   concludes	   the	   tour	   of	  Main	   Engineering,”	   Lt.	   Donald	   Sandhurst	  
said	  with	  mock	  officiousness,	  “before	  you	  depart	  please	  visit	  our	  concession	  
stand	   located	   in	   the	   Duty	   Engineer’s	   Office	   for	   the	   latest	   souvenirs.”	   He	  
laughed	  afterwards,	  but	  the	  commander	  didn’t	  get	  the	  joke.	  	  
	   “What?”	  Laurent	  asked,	   the	   first	   reaction	  Donald	  had	  gotten	   from	   the	  
taciturn	   man	   since	   they	   had	   exchanged	   pleasantries	   in	   Transporter	   Room	  
One.	  Laurent	  had	  been	  as	  silent	  as	  a	  gargoyle	  since	  that	  time.	  Sandhurst	   felt	  
like	  a	  windbag	  without	  the	  expected	  comments	  or	  feedback	  from	  Laurent,	  but	  
he	   hadn’t	   known	  what	   else	   to	   do.	   Captain	   Diaz	   had	   told	   him	   to	   escort	   the	  
Lieutenant	  Commander	  on	  a	  tour	  of	  Main	  Engineering,	  and	  that’s	  what	  he	  was	  
going	  to	  do.	  “Birds	  fly,	  fish	  swim,	  and	  Donald	  Sandhurst	  follows	  orders,”	  that	  
had	  been	  his	  mantra	  since	  the	  Academy.	  	  
	   Even	  though	  Laurent	  had	  been	  mum	  about	  what	  he	  was	  doing	  on	  the	  
ship,	  the	  gold	  and	  black	  uniform	  he	  wore	  pretty	  much	  told	  Donald	  that	  he	  was	  
either	  in	  the	  Security	  or	  Engineering	  departments.	  And	  since	  Captain	  Diaz	  had	  
selected	  him	  to	  show	  the	  man	  around,	   it	  was	  a	  safe	  bet	  that	  Laurent	  was	  an	  
engineer.	  Quite	  possibly	  his	  replacement.	  
	   Donald	  had	  been	   serving	   in	   an	   interim	  capacity	   as	  Chief	  Engineer	   for	  
the	   last	   eighteen	  months.	   He	   had	   turned	   down	  Diaz’s	   repeated	   offers	   to	   be	  
promoted.	  He	  told	  himself,	  and	  the	  captain,	  it	  was	  because	  he	  still	  wasn’t	  sure	  
he	  wanted	  the	  ultimate	  responsibility	  that	  would	  come	  with	  the	  job.	  But	  deep	  
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down,	   Donald	   knew	   he	   was	   keeping	   his	   options	   open	   in	   case	   he	   finally	  
decided	  to	  jump	  ship	  to	  the	  Chevalier.	  
	   He	  really	  didn’t	  want	  to	  leave	  the	  captain	  in	  a	  lurch,	  especially	  after	  the	  
exit	  of	  Commander	  Covey,	  Chief	  Koenig,	  and	  Pell,	  but	  he	  hadn’t	  realized	  how	  
much	  he	  would	  miss	  her.	  	  
	   Before	   Pell,	   his	   relationships	   had	   been	   hit	   or	   miss,	   his	   true	   love	  
reserved	  for	  starship	  engines	  and	  biomechanical	  constructs.	  Things	  he	  could	  
built	  and	  deconstruct	  with	  his	  hands,	   instead	  of	   the	  unpredictable	  whims	  of	  
the	  heart.	  
	   Just	  thinking	  about	  Pell,	  with	  her	  deep	  green	  eyes	  and	  musical	  laughter,	  
still	   unsettled	   him.	   He	   didn’t	   think	   he	   loved	   her,	   even	   though	   he	   really	  
couldn’t	  be	  sure	  he	  knew	  what	  love	  was.	  He	  still	  didn’t	  feel	  right	  labeling	  his	  
feelings	   for	  Pell	  with	   that	  moniker,	   but	  he	  didn’t	   know	  how	   to	  describe	   the	  
thing	  between	  them,	  and	  that	  was	  frightening.	  Donald	  planted	  a	  hand	  on	  the	  
master	  display	  board	  to	  support	  himself.	  	  
	   “Are	  you	  well	  Lt.	  Sandhurst?”	  
	   “Couldn’t	  be	  better,”	  he	  remarked,	  meeting	  the	  man’s	  unwavering	  gaze.	  
Donald	  was	  certain	  that	  many	  people	  were	  repulsed	  by	  Laurent’s	  patchwork	  
face,	   and	   he	   sensed	   revulsion	   even	   in	   Captain	   Diaz,	   but	   the	   commander’s	  
misshapen	  visage	  barely	  registered	  for	  him.	  Unfortunately	  he	  had	  seen	  worse	  
while	  he	  had	  been	  assigned	  to	  the	  medical	  ship	  Imhotep,	  his	  first	  posting	  out	  
of	  the	  Academy.	  
	   One	   of	   the	   grimmest	   assignments	   the	   Olympic-‐class	   ship	   had	   been	  
assigned	   was	   supplying	   medicines	   the	   sanitariums	   on	   Tzarath,	   after	  
thousands	   of	   Tzarin	   became	   afflicted	   with	   a	   vicious,	   incurable	  
mycobacterium,	  that	  Captain	  Carson	  had	  likened	  to	  the	  leprosy	  scourge	  that	  
had	  once	   ravaged	  Old	  Earth.	  Donald	  had	   seen	   such	  agony	  or	  disfigurement,	  
and	  all	  that	  the	  crew	  could	  do	  was	  gave	  the	  sanitarium	  staffs	  palliatives	  that	  
stanched	  the	  pain	  as	  the	  infected	  slowly,	  literally,	  came	  apart.	  
	   The	  mission	  was	  so	  gruesome	  and	  heartbreaking	  that	  many	  of	  Imhotep	  
crewmen	   had	   either	   resigned	   their	   commissions	   or	   requested	   transfers,	  
Captain	  Carson	  among	  them.	  Donald	  had	  left	  himself,	  and	  still	  sometimes	  he	  
wonders	   if	  he	  had	  done	   the	  right	   thing,	   if	  maybe	  he	  had	   taken	   the	  safe	  way	  
out.	  	  
	   Being	  the	  ship’s	  engineer,	  and	  understanding	  the	  volatile	  mix	  of	  plasma	  
and	   anti-‐matter	   required	   to	   operate	   a	   starship,	   he	   knew	   that	   space	   travel	  
alone	   was	   still	   a	   dangerous	   enterprise,	   not	   to	   mention	   the	   various	   spatial	  
anomalies	   or	   hostiles	   Cuffe	   had	   encountered	   during	   his	   service	   aboard	   the	  
vessel,	  but	  he	  still	  couldn’t	  help	  but	  feel	  a	  twinge	  of	  guilt	  every	  now	  and	  then.	  
	   He	  squared	  his	  shoulders	  and	  exhaled	  away	  the	  ghosts.	  “I	  was	  thinking	  
about	  setting	  up	  a	  workstation	  for	  you	  in	  the	  Duty	  Engineer’s	  room.	  If	  you	  tell	  
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me	   the	  nature	  of	  your	  assignment	   I	   can	   supply	  you	  with	  a	   list	  of	   applicable	  
crewmen	  on	  my	  staff.”	  
	   “Thank	  you,	  but	   that	  won’t	  be	  necessary.	   I	  will	  be	   setting	  up	  shop	  on	  
Deck	  Eleven,	  in	  one	  of	  the	  structural	  integrity	  field	  generator	  compartments.”	  
	   “That’s	   quite	   a	   ways	   from	   ME,	   might	   I	   ask	   about	   the	   nature	   of	   the	  
request?”	  
	   “You	   might,”	   Laurent	   let	   the	   sentence	   hang	   for	   a	   tense-‐half	   minute,	  
before	   his	   lipless	   mouth	   broke	   into	   a	   grin.	   “That	   was	   a	   joke…like	   the	  
concession	  stand	  thing.”	  
	   “Oh	   yeah,	   right,”	   Sandhurst	   tried	   to	   generate	   a	   chuckle,	   but	   couldn’t.	  
“So…you	  were	  going	  to	  elaborate?”	  
	   “I	   didn’t	   say	   that	   I	   would,”	   Laurent	   replied.	   “I	   thought	   the	   captain	  
would’ve	   spoken	   to	   you	   by	   now,	   but	   I	   guess	   not.	   I’m	   not	   sure	   if	   this	   is	  my	  
place	  to	  tell	  you,”	  he	  leaned	  close,	  his	  voice	  now	  a	  rasping	  whisper,	  “but	  I	  am	  
replacing	  you	  as	  Chief	  Engineer…only	  for	  the	  duration	  of	  this	  mission.”	  
	   Though	  Donald	  suspected	  as	  much,	  he	  was	  shocked	  to	  hear	  the	  words	  
nonetheless.	   And	   intrigued	   that	   the	   posting	   would	   be	   temporary,	   and	  
revolved	   around	   a	   mission	   he	   hadn’t	   been	   informed	   about	   it.	   A	   flash	   of	  
indignation	  flared	  in	  him	  at	  Captain	  Diaz	  cutting	  him	  out	  of	  the	  loop.	  
	   He	   could	   only	   speculate	   that	   perhaps	   Commander	   Glover	   had	  
something	  to	  do	  with	  that.	  The	  man	  had	  been	  riding	  him	  almost	  the	  minute	  he	  
stepped	   onboard,	   particularly	   becoming	   a	   haunting	   specter	  when	  Cuffe	  had	  
been	  dry-‐docked	  to	  install	  the	  bioneural	  energy.	  	  
	   Donald	   had	   breathed	   a	   sigh	   of	   relief	   when	   the	  man	   had	   taken	   a	   few	  
days	   to	   go	   on	   shore	   leave,	   Wrigley’s	   Pleasure	   Planet,	   according	   to	   Balk.	  
Donald	  and	  his	   team	  had	   finally	  been	  able	   to	  get	  some	  work	  done,	  but	   then	  
Command	  had	  called	  them	  back	  into	  duty	  with	  a	  half-‐converted	  ship.	  	  
	   Sandhurst	  had	  been	  working	  around	  his	  normal	  duties	  to	  complete	  as	  
much	   of	   the	   installation	   as	   he	   could	   with	   his	   crew,	   sans	   the	   wonderful	  
resources	  of	  a	  starbase.	  It	  had	  been	  slow	  going,	  demanding	  work,	  but	  his	  crew	  
rarely	  complained.	  	  
	   He	  had	  had	  his	  doubts	  about	  leading	  a	  team,	  but	  for	  the	  most	  part	  the	  
Engineering	   department	   had	   rallied	   around	   him	   and	   made	   his	   job	   much	  
easier.	   But	   he	   didn’t	   know	   how	   they	  would	   react	   to	   the	   temporary	   regime	  
change.	  	  
	   “I	   reviewed	   the	   performance	   records	   of	   your	   staff	   already,”	   Laurent	  
said.	   “A	  good	  crew,”	  he	  nodded	  while	  he	  spoke,	   “but	   I	  prefer	   to	  work	  alone.	  
Though	  Starfleet	  HQ	  felt	  the	  need	  to	  place	  me	  in	  a	  senior	  officer	  position,	  I	  can	  
assure	   you	   that	   I	   will	   not	   impede	   the	   functioning	   of	   your	   crew.	   You	  might	  
consider	   me	   the	   crazy	   old	   man	   in	   the	   attic,	   you	   might	   hear	   me	   bumping	  
around	   every	   now	   and	   then,	   but	   I’ll	   never	   come	   downstairs.”	   The	   man	  
chuckled	  again,	  the	  laughter	  coming	  out	  like	  a	  dying	  spasm.	  
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	   Donald	  smiled	  in	  return,	  but	  the	  mystery	  surrounding	  Laurent,	  and	  the	  
fact	  that	  he	  had	  been	  given	  wide	  access	  to	  his	  department,	  and	  would	  set	  up	  
roost	   on	   Deck	   Eleven	   where	   the	   structural	   integrity	   field	   generators	   were	  
located,	  didn’t	  set	  well	  with	  Donald	  at	  all.	  But	  he	  did	  his	  best	  not	  to	  show	  it.	  
“Perhaps	  I	  can	  escort	  you	  to	  Deck	  Eleven?”	  	  
	   “No,”	   the	   man	   yawned.	   “I	   think	   I’ll	   return	   to	   my	   quarters	   for	   a	   few	  
minutes	   before	  my	  meeting	  with	  Captain	  Diaz.	   I’m	   confident	   that	   I	   can	   find	  
the	  SIF	  section.”	  He	  reached	  out	  a	  hand,	  the	  skin	  feeling	  as	  rough	  and	  patched	  
as	  the	  man’s	  face.	  “It	  was	  a	  pleasure	  meeting	  you	  Lt.	  Sandhurst.”	  
	   “The	  feeling’s	  mutual	  sir.”	  	  
	   As	  soon	  as	  the	  man	  left,	  Donald	  tapped	  his	  combadge.	  
	   “Diaz	  here,”	  the	  woman	  croaked.	  
	   “Captain,	  I	  would	  like	  to	  talk	  to	  you,”	  he	  began.	  
	   “Good,”	  she	  cut	  him	  off.	  “I	  was	  just	  getting	  ready	  to	  page	  you.	  We	  have	  a	  
staff	  meeting	   in	   ten	  minutes.	   I’m	   not	   an	   empath,	   but	   I’ve	   got	   a	   feeling	   that	  
you’ll	  get	  some	  of	  the	  likely	  questions	  swirling	  through	  your	  head	  answered	  
then.”	  
	   “Thank	  you	  ma’am,”	  Sandhurst	  said,	  and	  he	  truly	  meant	  it.	  	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  THREE	  
	  
USS	  Liger	  
(Recreational	  Lounge)	  
	  
	   Baqan	   Oduara	   was	   pleased	   with	   the	   Starfleet	   officers’	   capacity	   for	  
deception.	   Though	   he	   and	   Dr.	   Lavok’s	   arrival	   at	   the	   lounge	   had	   elicited	  
several	  surreptitious	  looks,	  followed	  by	  a	  noticeable	  muting	  of	  conversation,	  
within	  the	  last	  forty	  minutes	  the	  din	  had	  returned	  to	  pre-‐arrival	  levels,	  almost	  
as	  if	  two	  Cardassians	  sitting	  among	  them	  was	  an	  everyday	  occurrence.	  
	   Perhaps	   one	   day	   it	   would	   be,	   he	   realized,	   not	   sure	   how	   he	   really	   felt	  
about	   that.	   He	   had	   served	   the	   Union	   all	   of	   his	   life,	   even	   before	   his	   Age	   of	  
Emergence,	   and	   Baqan	   felt	   there	   was	   no	   better,	   more	   efficient	   form	   of	  
government	   in	   all	   of	   the	   Alpha	   Quadrant.	   The	   coming	   armistice	   with	   the	  
Federation,	  and	  the	  threat	  of	  cultural	  and	  species	  contamination	  loomed	  large	  
on	  the	  minds	  of	  his	  superiors,	  and	  also	  among	  many	  gray	  heads	  in	  the	  Central	  
Command.	   Opposition	   to	   the	   peace	   was	   perhaps	   the	   only	   thing	   that	   both	  
Command	  and	  the	  Order	  agreed	  on.	  
	   However,	   the	   third	   leg	  of	   the	  Union’s	  government,	   the	  civilian	  Detepa	  
Council,	   the	  citizenry,	  and	  a	  significant	  number	  of	  Central	  Command	  officers	  
had	   won	   the	   debate,	   citing	   data	   that	   the	   Union’s	   treasury	   was	   severely	  
depleted	  due	  to	  the	  inconclusive	  war	  with	  the	  Federation	  and	  the	  increasing	  
costs,	  in	  both	  blood	  and	  treasure	  that	  was	  being	  expended	  to	  occupy	  Bajor.	  
	   Though	   the	  hardliners	  considered	  Bajor	  a	   jewel	   in	   their	  empire,	   even	  
Baqan	   had	   to	   admit	   that	   Bajor	   had	   largely	   lost	   its	   luster	   and	   had	   in	   fact	  
become	   a	   liability.	   Most	   of	   the	   planet’s	   resources	   had	   been	   thoroughly	  
plundered,	   and	  maintaining	   a	   presence	   there	   was	  more	   a	   product	   of	   pride	  
than	  logic.	  
	   And	   pride	   was	   a	   dangerous	   poison	   infecting	   many	   in	   the	   upper	  
echelons.	   It	   led	   to	   the	   type	   of	   reckless	   arrogance	   that	   had	   made	   this	  
assignment	   necessary	   in	   the	   first	   place.	   The	   Order	   was	   charged	   with	  
protecting	  the	  Union,	  but	  what	  happened	  when	  even	  the	  Order	  went	  too	  far?	  	  
	   It	   was	   a	   question	   Oduara	   didn’t	   want	   to	   answer,	   much	   less	   ponder	  
seriously.	  He	  decided	  it	  wasn’t	  for	  him	  to	  decide,	  only	  to	  follow	  orders.	  It	  was	  
easier	   to	   conduct	   the	   Order’s	   business	   that	   way,	   with	   as	   little	   thought	   as	  
possible.	  
	   “The	  stars	  are	  beautiful,”	  Dr.	  Lavok	  said,	  between	  mouthfuls	  of	  Vulcan	  
jumbo	   mollusk.	   Never	   one	   to	   display	   his	   true	   feelings,	   Oduara	   hid	   his	  
irritation	  at	  her	  intrusion,	  with	  a	  deft	  smile.	  	  
	   “If	   you	   say	   so,”	   he	   replied,	   absently	   stirring	   the	   spoon	   in	   the	   thick	  
Andorian	   cabbage	   soup.	  Each	  of	   the	   visiting	  Cardassians	  had	  decided	   to	   try	  
various	   samples	   of	   Federation	   cuisine,	   one	   of	   the	   few	   benefits	   this	   trip	  
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afforded.	   Plus,	   Baqan	   had	   been	   instructed	   to	   file	   a	   report	   about	   Federation	  
cuisine	  and	  eating	  habits	  for	  the	  Order’s	  Cultural	  Intelligence	  Division.	  	  
	   Gul	   Namek	   had	   already	   returned	   to	   his	   quarters,	   the	   Torothan	   roast	  
teracaq	   not	   agreeing	   with	   him.	   Oduara	   missed	   the	   man’s	   company.	   For	   a	  
member	   of	   the	   Central	   Command	   he	   had	   a	   keen	   intellect.	   Plus	   the	   man	  
displayed	  a	   total	  commitment	   to	   the	  Union.	  That	  was	  refreshing,	  and	  totally	  
different	   from	   the	  hotbeds	  of	  dissent	   in	  other	   state	   institutions,	   the	  Science	  
Ministry	  being	  one.	  
	   “Just	   look,”	   Lavok	   said,	   pointing	   behind	   him	   at	   the	   large	   view	   ports.	  
Oduara	  turned	  around	  to	  gaze	  at	  the	  thin	  streaks	  of	  starlight.	  “Why	  aren’t	  our	  
naval	  ships	  constructed	  to	  appreciate	  the	  beauty	  of	  the	  void?”	  
	   “Perhaps,	  because	  our	  people	  are	  more	  concerned	  about	   the	  ultimate	  
destination.	   And	   what	   we	   are	   to	   do	   when	   we	   get	   there,	   than	   with	   any	  
distractions	  along	  the	  way.”	  He	  scooped	  some	  of	  the	  bluish-‐green	  liquid	  into	  
his	  spoon,	  but	  hesitated	  before	  sipping	  it.	  Baqan	  was	  pleasantly	  surprised	  at	  
the	  rich	  spices	  that	  enflamed	  his	  mouth.	  He	  almost	  gagged,	  before	  restraining	  
the	  unseemly	  impulse	  with	  his	  will.	  	  
	   The	  fiery	  soup	  shouldn’t	  have	  surprised	  him,	  since	  the	  Andorians	  came	  
from	  a	  barren,	  icy	  world	  there	  food	  would	  sufficiently	  seasoned	  to	  help	  keep	  
them	  warm.	  	  
	   “If	  you	  say	  so,”	  Lavok	  snorted,	  parroting	  him.	  “But	  I	  think	  it’s	  because	  
our	   society	   has	   lost	   an	   appreciation	   for	   the	   artistry	   of	   the	   universe.	  We’ve	  
been	   more	   concerned	   with	   the	   acquisition	   of	   things,	   a	   rank	   conspicuous	  
consumption.”	  
	   “We’re	  hardly	  the	  Ferengi	  Alliance,”	  Oduara	  chuckled,	  trying	  to	  defuse	  
a	  potentially	  dangerous	  situation.	  At	  the	  present	  moment	  he	  was	  content	  not	  
to	   neutralize	   Lavok	   or	   even	  make	   note	   of	   her	   seditious	   statement.	   He	   was	  
willing	  to	  give	  the	  engineer	  a	  pass	  because	  of	  her	  importance	  to	  the	  mission,	  
but	  if	  she	  didn’t	  take	  his	  hint	  he	  would	  have	  to	  take	  measures	  to	  silence	  her.	  	  
	   Oduara	   was	   under	   no	   delusions	   that	   they	   were	   not	   being	   carefully	  
observed,	   and	   he	  would	   hate	   to	   be	   party	   to	   revealing	   potential,	   exploitable	  
divisions	  among	  the	  Union’s	  institutions	  to	  Starfleet	  Intelligence.	  	  
	   “No,	  at	  least	  they	  haven’t	  endorsed	  a	  pogrom	  of	  state	  sponsored	  slavery	  
and	  genocide,”	  the	  woman	  retorted.	  
	   “At	  least	  not	  yet,”	  Oduara	  flashed	  a	  feral	  smile.	  “This	  is	  not	  the	  time	  to	  
speak	   of	   such	  matters.	   If	   you	   have	   any	   complaints	   register	   them	  with	   your	  
sector	  prefect.”	  
	   “So,	  the	  Order	  can	  make	  me	  disappear?”	  
	   “I	   think	  you	  are	  being	  unfair.	  The	  Order	  maintains	  an	  environment	  of	  
security	   and	   orderliness	   that	   makes	   the	   smooth	   operation	   of	   our	   society	  
possible.”	  The	  woman	  glared	  at	  him,	  her	  eyes	  sinking	  into	  the	  hard	  ridges	  of	  
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bone	   surrounding	   them.	  But	   she	  was	  wise	   enough	   to	   say	   nothing	  more.	  He	  
merely	  stared	  at	  her	  until	  she	  returned	  to	  eating	  her	  mollusk.	  
	   Baqan	  lapped	  his	  soup,	  but	  his	  mind	  reviewed	  the	  file	  on	  Lavok	  he	  had	  
memorized	   when	   he	   learned	   that	   she	   would	   be	   accompanying	   Namek	   and	  
him.	   The	   woman	   had	   majored	   in	   sub-‐quantum	   mechanics	   at	   Glanisuur	  
University	   on	   Lakesh,	   a	   noted	   nest	   of	   dissent	   against	   state	   policy.	   But	   her	  
career	   had	   been	   absent	   of	   any	   outbursts	   of	   the	   strong	   venom	   she	   was	  
spewing	  at	  him.	  
	   She	  had	  served	  with	  distinction	  as	  an	  attaché	  of	   the	  Science	  Ministry,	  
perfecting	  several	  excavation	  techniques	  for	  the	  Crolsa	  Mining	  Substrate,	  and	  
had	   recently	   spent	   several	   months	   working	   with	   Federation	   scientists	   on	  
fountain	  particle	  mining,	  a	  procedure	  said	  to	  be	  a	  radical	  advance	  in	  the	  field.	  
It	  could	  make	  the	  need	  for	  the	  forced	  labor	  the	  Union	  depended	  on	  obsolete.	  	  
	   Baqan	   wondered	   if	   the	   woman’s	   recent	   proximity	   to	   the	   Federation	  
and	  its	  polyglot	  cultures	  had	  contaminated	  her	  views.	  Perhaps	  she	  had	  been	  
so	   softened	  by	  her	   experience	   that	   she	  didn’t	   realize	   that	   she	  was	   spouting	  
invective	  against	  the	  state	  that	  was	  responsible	  for	  her	  education	  and	  status,	  
nor	  that	  he	  was	  also	  an	  agent	  of	  that	  state?	  
	   Her	  disloyal	  display	  was	  disgusting,	  but	  he	  hid	  his	  displeasure	  behind	  a	  
placid	  expression.	  He	   took	  a	   few	  more	  sips	  of	  his	  soup	   for	  appearances,	  but	  
the	  woman’s	  traitorous	  behavior	  had	  unnerved	  him.	  If	  only	  a	  few	  weeks	  living	  
within	   the	   Federation	   had	   corrupted	   this	   woman	   so,	   what	   might	   it	   do	   to	  
Namek?	  	  
	   Oduara	   was	   confident	   that	   his	   mental	   conditioning	   precluded	   any	  
tampering	   with	   his	   resolve,	   but	   the	   Central	   Command’s	   training	   wasn’t	   as	  
rigorous	  as	  the	  Order.	  He	  would	  have	  to	  keep	  an	  eye	  on	  both	  of	  them.	  	  
	   Taking	   a	   last	   sip,	   Oduara	   bid	   the	   misguided	   scholar	   farewell,	   and	  
pushed	  back	  his	   chair.	  He	  was	  already	   resolving	   to	   check	  his	   files	  on	  Lavok	  
when	  someone	  called	  across	  the	  lounge,	  “Mr.	  Oduara,	  leaving	  so	  soon?”	  Baqan	  
stopped	  in	  mid-‐stride,	  pivoting	  sharply.	  
	   Captain	  Matthew	  Brahe,	  Liger’s	  captain,	  was	  sitting	  at	  the	  bar,	  with	  two	  
of	  his	  subordinate	  officers,	  Lt.	  Commander	  Yves	  Stinson,	  the	  Executive	  Officer,	  
and	   Lieutenant	   Marisa	   Thon,	   the	   ship’s	   Tactical	   Officer.	   He	   had	   been	   so	  
distracted	   by	   Lavok,	   that	   he	   hadn’t	   noticed	   the	   man	   or	   his	   party	   come	   in.	  
Now’s	  not	  the	  time	  to	  be	  careless,	  he	  chided	  himself.	  	  
	   Brahe	  was	  a	  large	  man,	  but	  hardly	  intimidating.	  He	  seemed	  to	  possess	  a	  
permanent	   upbeat	   disposition,	   at	   least	   according	   to	   the	   intelligence	   file	  
Oduara	   had	   received	   on	   him.	   The	   Obsidian	   Order	   agent	   couldn’t	   help	   but	  
speculate	   that	   the	  man’s	   sunny	  outlook	  was	  a	   façade,	  or	   less	   interesting,	   an	  
attempt	  to	  draw	  attention	  away	  from	  his	  massive	  frame.	  
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	   “Turning	  in	  so	  soon?”	  The	  captain	  asked,	  disappointment	  heavy	  in	  his	  
voice.	   “I	  was	   hoping	   you	   could	   have	   a	   drink	  with	   us.”	  He	  held	   aloft	   a	   large,	  
sweaty	  mug	  of	  purple	  liquid.	  “Ktarian	  beer;	  best	  in	  the	  Quadrant.”	  
	   Both	  Stinson	  and	  Thon	   looked	  as	  happy	  about	   the	  offer	  as	  Baqan	  felt.	  
The	  agent	  placed	  a	  sad	  grin	  on	  his	  face,	  and	  bowed	  deeply.	  
	   “I	   thank	   you	   for	   the	   hospitality	   captain,	   but	   I	   am	   a	   bit	   tired.”	   The	  
captain	  stroked	  his	  blonde	  beard	  as	  his	  face	  darkened	  with	  disappointment.	  
	   “I’m	  sorry	  to	  hear	  that.	  Have	  a	  good	  night	  then.	  We’ll	  rendezvous	  with	  
the	  Cuffe	   in	   twelve	  hours.	  Hopefully	   that	  will	  be	  enough	   time	   for	  you	   to	  get	  
some	  beauty	  sleep.”	  
	   “Beauty	  sleep?”	  
	   The	  smile	  was	  present	  again.	  The	  captain	  perked	  up.	   “Care	   to	  explain	  
Lt.	  Thon?”	  He	  looked	  to	  immediate	  left.	  Marisa	  Thon,	  a	  pale	  blue,	  almost	  to	  the	  
point	   of	   translucent,	   Andorian-‐human	   hybrid,	   replied	   drolly,	   the	   twin	  
antennae	  on	  her	  forehead	  drooping,	  “It’s	  an	  old	  Earth	  term,	  pertaining	  to	  the	  
rejuvenating	  properties	  of	  adequate	  rest.”	  	  
	   “I	   love	   how	   you	   make	   everything	   sound	   so	   scientific,”	   Brahe	   gave	   a	  
short	  laugh	  that	  was	  not	  joined	  in	  by	  Stinson	  or	  Thon.	  Both	  of	  them	  kept	  their	  
eyes	  on	  Baqan,	  Stinson’s	  gaze	  radiating	  with	  a	  potent	  hostility.	  Perhaps	  with	  
good	  cause,	  the	  man	  had	  fought	  in	  several	  major	  engagements	  of	  the	  war,	  and	  
assuredly	  saw	  quite	  a	  few	  comrades	  die	  at	  Cardassian	  hands.	  	  
	   “But	   please,	   don’t	   let	   us	   keep	   you,”	   the	   captain	   added.	   He	   shifted	   his	  
bulk	   slightly,	   “Dr.	  Lavok?”	  He	  called	  over	   the	  din.	  The	  woman	   turned	   in	  her	  
seat.	   “Care	   to	   join	   us?”	   As	   soon	   as	   the	  woman	   nodded	   affirmatively,	   Baqan	  
proceeded	  toward	  the	  bar.	  
	   He	   would	   be	   damned	   if	   he	   allowed	   the	   woman	   free	   reign	   to	   cast	  
aspersions	   against	   the	   Union.	   Oduara	   reached	   the	   party	   right	   before	   Lavok	  
did.	   “I’ve	   changed	  my	  mind,”	   he	   said.	   Brahe	   smiled	   down	   at	   both	   him	   and	  
Lavok	  while	  the	  other	  two	  Liger	  officers	  bristled.	  	  
	   He	  nearly	   flinched	  when	  Brahe	  clamped	  a	   large	  hand	  on	  his	  shoulder	  
and	  squeezed.	  “The	  more	  the	  merrier,”	  the	  man	  said.	  	  
***	  
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	   Terrence	  Glover	   refrained	   from	   the	   small	   talk	   among	   the	   senior	   staff	  
that	   usually	   filled	   the	  minutes	   until	   the	   captain	   arrived.	   His	   thoughts	  were	  
strictly	   on	  Nya,	   sitting	   across	   from	  him	  on	   the	   other	   side	   of	   the	   long,	   black	  
archerite	  wood	  table.	  	  
	   Sandwiched	  between	  usually	  obstreperous	  Science	  Officer	  N’Saba	  and	  
Security	  Chief	  Zim,	  Nya	  would	  pull	  her	  attention	  away	  from	  the	  fray	  to	  look	  at	  
him	  every	  now	  and	  then,	  her	  expression	  inscrutable,	  and	  it	  drove	  him	  crazy.	  
He	  really	  didn’t	  want	  to	  be	  here	  right	  now.	  He	  wanted	  to	  be	  with	  her,	  holding	  
her,	  discussing	  their	  future	  together.	  
	   Glover	  really	  couldn’t	  believe	  how	  fast	  his	  life	  had	  changed,	  how	  all	  his	  
plans	  had	  disintegrated,	  but	  at	  the	  moment	  he	  didn’t	  care.	  After	  Nya	  informed	  
her	  husband	  of	  the	  news	  and	  got	  a	  divorce,	  then	  they	  could	  be	  together	  as	  a	  
family.	  	  
	   He	  was	  bursting	   inside	   in	  anticipation	  of	   informing	  his	   father	  and	  his	  
friends	  about	  the	  news.	  After	  returning	  from	  the	  Klingon	  Empire	  Glover	  had	  
felt	  lost,	  drifting.	  He	  had	  thought	  that	  maybe	  a	  command	  of	  his	  own	  would	  fill	  
the	  void.	  But	  now	  he	  wondered	  if	  fate	  hadn’t	  had	  other	  plans	  for	  him	  all	  along.	  	  
	   “Commander?	  Commander	  Glover?”	  	  
	   “Yes,”	   he	   said	   distractedly,	   turning	   his	   head	   to	   look	   at	   Lt.	   Sandhurst	  
sitting	  on	  his	  left,	  though	  his	  gaze	  lingered	  on	  Dr.	  Chace.	  
	   “Uh…sir,”	  the	  man	  cleared	  his	  throat,	  his	  voice	  cracking.	  	  
	   “Yes,”	  Glover	  turned	  his	  full	  attention	  to	  the	  man,	  his	  voice	  hardening.	  
Sandurst	   ran	   a	   nervous	   hand	   through	   his	   curly	   black	   hair	   in	   response.	  
Glover’s	  lips	  set	  into	  a	  standard	  frown.	  
	   Something	  about	  the	  acting	  Chief	  Engineer	  didn’t	  set	  right	  with	  Glover.	  
He	   just	   didn’t	   seem	   to	   have	   the	   drive,	   the	   grit	   of	   a	   person	   in	   a	   senior-‐level	  
command	  position.	  The	  captain	  had	  offered	  him	  a	  promotion	  more	  than	  once,	  
and	  he	  had	  rebuffed	  her	  each	  time.	  Terrence	  just	  didn’t	  get	  it.	  He	  was	  a	  man	  
that	   lived	   for	   advancement;	   that	   pushed	   for	   excellence,	   while	   Sandhurst	  
seemed	  content	  to	  putter	  along.	  
	   Sandhurst	  had	  modestly	  told	  Captain	  Diaz	  that	  he	  didn’t	  feel	  ready	  for	  
the	  responsibility	  of	  running	  the	  entire	  engineering	  department.	  In	  response	  
to	  that,	  Glover	  had	  stayed	  on	  the	  man,	  plying	  as	  much	  responsibility	  on	  him	  as	  
possible.	  Terrence	  had	  suggested	  Pedro	  Rojas,	  an	  old	  friend	  from	  the	  Carolina	  
as	   a	   replacement,	   but	  Diaz	  had	   turned	  him	  down,	   accusing	  him	  of	   trying	   to	  
move	  her	  out	  to	  pasture	  before	  her	  time.	  	  
	   Realizing	   how	   stubborn	   Diaz	   could	   be,	   and	   with	   Sandhurst’s	   loyalty	  
factoring	  into	  Diaz’s	  stubbornness	  more	  than	  his	  ability	  to	  do	  the	  job,	  Glover	  
had	  tried	  to	  break	  the	  man.	  It	  was	  a	  disservice	  to	  the	  entire	  crew	  not	  to	  have	  a	  
leader	   in	  the	  most	  vital	  portion	  of	  the	  starship.	  To	  Glover’s	  dismay,	  the	  man	  
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had	  shouldered	  the	  responsibility	  fairly	  well.	  He	  wasn’t	  a	  miracle	  worker	  by	  
any	  stretch	  of	  the	  imagination,	  but	  did	  meet	  his	  deadlines.	  	  
	   “Yes,”	  he	  prodded	  the	  man	  again.	  Sandhurst’s	  cheeks	  reddened,	  as	  the	  
man	  opened	  his	  mouth	   then	   closed	   it.	   Glover	  was	   adept	   to	   see	   a	   current	   of	  
annoyance	  flash	  through	  the	  man’s	  crystal	  blue	  eyes.	  	  
	   It	   seems	   he’s	   got	   a	   spine	   after	   all,	   Glover	   thought.	   “Please	   speak	  
Lieutenant,”	  Glover	  said	  more	  gently.	  
	   “Well…uh	   sir,	   I	   just	   wanted	   to	   ask	   you…have	   you	   heard	   from	  
Commander	  Pell	  lately?”	  
	   Glover	  suppressed	  a	  chuckle,	  but	  he	  couldn’t	  help	  grinning.	  Sandhurst	  
turned	  a	  deeper	  shade	  of	  crimson.	  	  
	   Glover	   had	   known	   Pell	   Ojana	   since	   his	   teenage	   years.	   In	   fact,	   he	   had	  
first	  met	  her	  when	  she	  had	  donated	  her	  blood	  to	  him	  for	  an	  emergency	  blood	  
transfusion	   after	  Terrence	  was	   infected	  with	  Orkett’s	  Disease	  while	   visiting	  
the	  Rajada	  refugee	  camp	  on	  a	  fact	  finding	  mission	  with	  his	  father.	  
	   They	  had	  been	  extremely	  close	  since	  then,	  Pell	  ranking	  alongside	  Ben	  
and	  Cal	  as	  his	  dearest	  friends.	  	  
	   Pell	   had	   told	   him	   about	   her	   nascent	   relationship	   with	   Donald	  
Sandhurst	  during	  a	  chance	  meeting	  at	  Starbase	  46.	  At	   the	   time	  he	  had	  been	  
heading	   to	  Qo’noS	   to	  begin	  his	   year	   long	   service	   aboard	   the	  Dorna,	   and	   the	  
Cuffe	  had	  put	  in	  at	  the	  starbase	  for	  repairs.	  
	   There	   hadn’t	   been	   enough	   time	   to	   meet	   Sandhurst	   then.	   Glover	   was	  
perhaps	  glad	   for	   that,	  because	  he	  had	  been	  pretty	  honest	   that	  he	  didn’t	   feel	  
the	  man	  measured	  up	  when	  Pell	  had	  asked	  him	  his	  thoughts	  shortly	  after	  his	  
posting	  aboard	  the	  Cuffe.	  
	   “Frinx	  that,”	  she	  had	  said,	  wrinkling	  her	  ridged	  nose.	  “You	  shouldn’t	  be	  
so	  judgmental	  Terrence.”	  
	   “I’m	  not,”	  he	  had	  protested,	  waving	  in	  vain	  at	  the	  monitor	  receiving	  her	  
image.	  “It’s	  not	  that	  at	  all.	  He	  just	  seems	  so	  unassuming.”	  
	   “He’s	  a	  good	  man,”	  Pell	  had	  said	   in	  reply,	   “Who	  do	  you	  think	  I	  should	  
get	  involved	  with?”	  
	   “I	  don’t	  know;	  it	  is	  your	  choice	  really.”	  When	  he	  had	  meet	  Pell,	  she	  was	  
a	   young	   widow,	   still	   coping	   with	   the	   execution	   of	   her	   husband	   by	   the	  
Cardassians.	  “I	  just	  want	  you	  to	  be	  happy.”	  
	   “Donald	  did	  make	  me	  happy,”	  she	  had	  replied.	  	  
	   “Did?”	  	  
	   “Yes,	  um…	  been	  some	  strained	  relations	  lately.	  When	  I	  decided	  to	  leave	  
Cuffe,	   he	   didn’t	   want	   to	   come	   with	   me,	   and	   that	   put	   a	   wrinkle	   in	   our	  
relationship.”	  
	   “Is	   that	   right?	  Why	   didn’t	   he	  want	   to	   transfer?	   He	   didn’t	   want	   to	   be	  
under	   anyone’s	   thumb?”	   Glover	   had	   asked.	   At	   that	   time,	   duty	   had	   always	  
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trumped	  the	  affairs	  of	  the	  heart.	  And	  if	  that	  was	  the	  case	  with	  Sandhurst,	  he	  
could	  respect	  the	  man’s	  decision	  to	  pursue	  career	  advancement.	  
	   “No,	  that’s	  not	  it.	  Not	  at	  all.”	  Pell	  had	  answered,	  and	  Glover’s	  respect	  for	  
the	  man	  inched	  down	  another	  notch.	  “He’s	  just	  really	  loyal	  to	  Captain	  Diaz.	  He	  
didn’t	  want	  to	  leave	  her	  in	  a	  lurch.”	  Glover	  also	  respected	  loyalty,	  but	  he	  also	  
knew	   the	  great	  woman	  Sandhurst	  was	  passing	  up,	   and	  he	   couldn’t	  help	  but	  
view	  the	  man	  as	  something	  of	  a	  fool.	  But	  he	  had	  kept	  that	  to	  himself.	  	  
	   “All	  right,	  if	  he’s	  good	  enough	  for	  you,	  then	  that’s	  that,”	  Glover	  had	  been	  
willing	  to	  let	  the	  matter	  drop.	  	  
	   “Thank	   you	   Terrence,”	   she	   had	   smiled	   warmly.	   “Let	   me	   and	   Donald	  
work	  this	  out	  okay.	  You’re	  not	  my	  elder	  sibling,	  remember	  I’m	  older	  than	  you	  
are,	  but	  thanks	  for	  being	  there.”	  
	   “No	  problem.”	  If	  Pell	  saw	  something	  in	  the	  man,	  he	  couldn’t	  be	  all	  bad	  
Glover	  had	  reasoned.	  
	   “To	  answer	  your	  question	  Lieutenant,	  I	  haven’t	  spoken	  to	  Pell	  in	  about	  
two	  weeks.	  The	  Chevalier	  had	  been	  assigned	  to	  the	  Vega-‐Omicron	  sector,	  on	  
the	  far	  side	  of	  the	  quadrant.	  An	  unusual	  assignment,	  especially	  when	  the	  Fleet	  
needs	  as	  many	  ships	  as	  possible	  to	  keep	  watch	  over	  the	  Cardassians.”	  
	   “Oh.”	  The	  man	  had	  replied,	  his	  skin	  returning	  to	  its	  normal	  pinkish	  hue.	  
He	  looked	  ready	  to	  say	  more	  when	  the	  lounge	  doors	  swished	  open.	  Everyone	  
perked	  up	  in	  their	  seats.	  
	   Captain	  Diaz,	  accompanied	  by	  a	  suture-‐faced	  man	  that	  could	  only	  be	  Lt.	  
Laurent,	   walked	   into	   the	   room.	   She	   gestured	   for	   Lt.	   Laurent	   to	   occupy	   the	  
vacant	   seat	   beside	   the	   grim	   Lt.	   Simus,	   Tactical	   Officer.	   The	   dark-‐skinned	  
Vulcan	  was	  seated	  beside	  Sandhurst.	  Diaz	  plopped	  down	  in	  hers.	  
	   Before	   beginning,	   she	   grabbed	   the	   standard	   pitcher	   of	   coffee,	   and	   a	  
mug.	  Pouring	  a	  cup	  full	  of	  the	  steaming	  liquid,	  she	  downed	  it	  without	  so	  much	  
as	   wincing.	   Smacking	   her	   looks,	   she	   regarded	   them	   all	   with	   a	   dead	   eyed	  
expression.	  	  
	   “Let’s	  get	  down	  to	  business.”	  
	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Observation	  Lounge)	  
	   	  
	   	  
	   “You	  can’t	  be	  serious?”	  Lt.	  Seb	  N’Saba	  huffed,	  snout	  flaring	  as	  he	  slid	  his	  
long	   pink	   tongue	   over	   his	   bottom	   row	   of	   sharp	   teeth,	   an	   expression	   of	  
incredulity.	   “What	   Command	   is	   proposing	   is	   suicide.	   Isn’t	   it?”	   He	   looked	  
around	  the	  table,	  his	  golden	  eyes	  searching	  for	  corroboration.	  They	  settled	  on	  
Lt.	  Sandhurst,	  like	  a	  predator	  sighting	  prey.	  The	  engineer	  tugged	  nervously	  at	  
his	  black	  collar,	  looking	  to	  the	  captain	  for	  assistance.	  
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	   Captain	  Diaz	  was	  content	  to	  let	  the	  conversation	  flow	  of	  its	  own	  accord.	  
She	  merely	  returned	  his	  gaze,	  and	  made	  circles	  on	  the	  table	  with	  her	  empty	  
coffee	  mug.	  
	   Donald	  sighed.	  “Well,	  I	  think	  suicide	  is	  a	  harsh	  term.”	  
	   “Is	  it?”	  N’Saba	  pushed,	  flexing	  his	  broad,	  powerful	  shoulders.	  “This…Mr.	  
Laurent	  is	  proposing	  that	  a	  merger	  of	  plasma	  dissipater	  technology	  with	  our	  
isolinear-‐chip	   based	   structural	   integrity	   system.	   This	   is	   a	   procedure	   never	  
before	   attempted.	   In	   fact	   plasma	   dissipater	   technology	   is	   a	   fairly	   new	  
phenomenon,	  and	  was	  conceived	  to	  work	  best	  with	  bioneural	  circuitry.”	  The	  
canid	   Alshain	   turned	   his	   scouring	   gaze	   briefly	   from	   Sandurst	   to	   glare	   at	  
Laurent.	  The	  misshapen	  man	  stared	  back,	  without	  blinking.	  After	  relaying	  his	  
plans	  for	  the	  captain	  to	  convey,	  the	  engineer	  seemed	  content	  to	  allow	  events	  
to	  unfold	  as	  well.	  	  
	   Sandhurst	  nodded,	  saying	  tightly.	  “That	  is	  correct.”	  
	   “But	  we	   are	   only	   halfway	   through	   our	  bioneural	   installation	   process;	  
why	  not	  pick	  another	  ship	  more	  compatible	   for	   these	  upgrades.	  Contending	  
with	   the	   gases	   and	   plasma	   disruptions	   in	   the	   Tong	   Beak	   Nebula	   will	   be	  
difficult	   enough,	  without	   also	  worrying	   if	   our	   power	   systems	  will	   short	   out	  
while	  we’re	  in	  the	  middle	  of	  that	  miasma.”	  
	   “I	  agree,”	  Sandhurst	  replied.	  “But…”	  
	   “I	   concur,”	  Glover	  cut	   the	  engineer	  off.	  He	  glowered	  at	  N’Saba,	  brown	  
skin	   crinkling	   around	   black	   eyes,	   before	   turning	   to	   address	   the	   captain.	  
“Despite	   Mr.	   N’Saba’s	   indelicate	   phrasing,	   I	   don’t	   think	   Cuffe’s	   systems	   can	  
withstand	  the	  cross	  circuiting	  and	  the	  power	  demands	  Mr.	  Laurent’s	  upgrade	  
will	   require.	   It	   will	   lead	   to	   drastically	   reducing	   power	   for	   many	   of	   our	  
departments.”	  
	   “Operability	  is	  a	  key	  issue	  here,”	  N’Saba	  added.	  N’Saba	  was	  serving	  dual	  
roles	  as	  Operations	  and	  Science	  Officer.	  Diaz	  had	  been	  a	  bit	  lax	  in	  breaking	  in	  
a	  new	  Ops	  Officer,	  and	  the	  black	  furred	  Alshain	  seemed	  to	  be	  enjoying	  more	  
opportunities	  to	  boss	  greater	  numbers	  of	  people.	  Despite	  his	  temerity,	  he	  was	  
loyal.	   She	   had	   helped	   him	   escape	   a	   stunted	   life	   stuck	   in	   a	   low-‐level	  
bureaucratic	   position	   on	   Alshain	   Proper,	   by	   sponsoring	   his	   admission	   into	  
Starfleet	  Academy.	  After	  graduation,	  he	  had	  been	  a	  faithful,	  if	  prickly	  addition	  
to	   her	   crew	   ever	   since.	   “Our	   labs	   have	   several	   important	   experiments	   that	  
can’t	  afford	  a	  rationing	  of	  ship’s	  power	  at	  this	  point.”	  
	   “The	  same	  could	  be	  said	  for	  the	  Medical	  section,”	  the	  heretofore	  silent	  
Dr.	  Chace	  spoke	  up.	  “Cutting	  back	  on	  power	  could	  result	  in	  major	  research	  set	  
backs.”	  	  
	   “I	   know,”	   Diaz	   said.	   “But	   we	   have	   our	   orders.	   Command	   says	   Cuffe’s	  
going	   to	   the	  Tong	  Beak,	   and	   that’s	  what	  we’re	  going	   to	  do.	  Even	   though	  we	  
aren’t	   completely	   bioneural,	   Cuffe	   is	   still	   a	   durable	   ship	   with	   the	   most	  
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seasoned	   crew	   in	   this	   sector.	   They	   didn’t	   pick	   us	   to	   head	   the	   taskforce	   for	  
nothing.”	  
	   “I	  understand	  that,”	  Glover	  began,	  “But…”	  
	   “There	  is	  no	  ‘but’,”	  Diaz	  replied,	  causing	  her	  First	  Officer	  to	  bristle	  and	  
Lt.	   Sandhurst	   to	   smile,	   a	   gesture	   he	   quickly	   suppressed.	   “This	  mission	   will	  
require	   a	   severe	   redistribution	   of	   our	   power	   outlays,	   and	   we	   must	   ration	  
accordingly.	   That	   is	  why	   I	   want	   you	  Mr.	   Glover	   to	  work	  with	   Lt.	   N’Saba	   to	  
determine	  which	  departments	  and	  personnel	  we	  will	  be	  leaving	  behind.”	  
	   “We’re	  leaving	  people	  behind	  Captain?”	  Glover	  asked,	  opposition	  to	  her	  
plan	   laced	   in	   his	   voice.	   But	   Diaz	  wondered	   if	   his	   disenchantment	   stemmed	  
more	  from	  having	  to	  work	  with	  Lt.	  N’Saba	  for	  an	  extended	  period.	  Her	  First	  
Officer	  had	  never	  gotten	  along	  with	  the	  haughty	  N’Saba,	  scion	  of	  Sept	  N’Saba,	  
a	   very	   distant	   distaff	   blood	   line	   of	   the	   reigning	   Alshain	   Exarch,	   or	   so	   Seb	  
claimed.	  	  
	   “Yes,	  I	  intend	  to	  shut	  off	  as	  many	  sections	  as	  necessary,	  even	  rerouting	  
life	  support	  to	  feed	  the	  power	  drain	  Mr.	  Laurent’s	  upgrades	  will	  require.	  Mr.	  
Simus,	  I’ll	  need	  you	  to	  also	  work	  with	  Commander	  Glover	  and	  Mr.	  N’Saba	  to	  
coordinate	   a	   network	   of	   force	   fields	   that	   will	   correspond	  with	   the	   affected	  
areas.”	  
	   “Aye	   captain,”	   The	   quiet	   Vulcan	   replied.	   Diaz	   couldn’t	   help	   but	   smirk	  
each	  time	  she	  saw	  him.	  His	  dour	  face	  and	  ascetic	  bearing	  was	  totally	  at	  odds	  
with	  the	  neatly	  plaited	  dreadlocks	  hanging	  down	  to	  his	  shoulders.	  It	  was	  the	  
only	  outward	  sign	  that	   the	  Vulcan	  had	  more	   layers	   to	  him	  than	  he	  had	  ever	  
showed	  any	  of	  them.	  It	  was	   just	  one	  of	  the	  many	  things	  Diaz	  wanted	  to	  find	  
out	  more	  about	  before	  she	  left	  the	  mortal	  coil.	  	  
	   The	  inclusion	  of	  Simus	  mollified	  Glover.	  The	  coil	  of	  tension	  in	  the	  man’s	  
shoulders	  seemed	  to	  loosen.	  Diaz	  was	  glad	  for	  that.	  She	  already	  had	  her	  own	  
serious	   doubts	   about	   the	   feasibility	   of	   this	   mission,	   and	   what	   the	   ulterior	  
motive	   for	   sending	   her	   into	   the	   cauldron	   was.	   And	   she	   didn’t	   want	   to	   be	  
challenged	  by	  her	  XO	  on	  it	  this	  time.	  
	   After	   almost	   a	   year,	   she	   still	   didn’t	   quite	   trust	   the	   man.	   There	   was	  
something,	   a	   dark	   fire	   burning	   within	   him.	   She	   had	   encountered	   a	   lot	   of	  
ambitious	   young	   officers	   in	   her	   time,	   married	   and	   divorced	   one,	   and	   had	  
actually	  been	  one	  herself.	  But	  with	  Terrence	  she	  sensed	  an	  almost	  obsessive	  
need	  for	  command,	  a	  thirst,	  and	  that	  was	  unsettling	  to	  her.	  Dangerous.	  
	   Despite	   his	   friendships	   with	   her	   former	   XO	   Calvin	   Hudson	   and	   Ops	  
Officer	  Pell	  Ojana,	  Terrence	  was	  really	  nothing	  like	  them.	  On	  the	  surface	  they	  
were	   all	   competent	   officers,	   committed	   to	   the	   Federation	   and	   the	   Fleet,	  
conscientious	   to	   uphold	   and	   promote	   the	   ideals	   of	   the	   Federation	   even	  
especially	  in	  their	  off	  hours.	  	  
	   But	  Diaz	   prided	  herself	   on	   her	   ability	   to	   see	   beyond	   the	   screen	  most	  
people	  projected,	  and	  with	  Terrence	  she	  saw	  an	  inferno	  there,	  so	  consuming	  
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that	   it	  was	  harrowing	   in	   its	   totality.	  Unlike	  Monica,	  whom	  Diaz	  had	  come	  to	  
see	   as	   something	   of	   a	   daughter	   for	   the	   two	  who	   had	   rejected	   her,	   she	   had	  
partly	   kept	   Glover	   on	   as	   her	   XO	   to	   keep	   him	   cooped	   up,	   afraid	   of	  what	   his	  
glory	  seeking	  could	  lead	  to.	  A	  disaster	  like	  the	  one	  that	  had	  befallen	  her	  on	  the	  
Unmei;	   She	   admitted	   it	   to	  no	  one,	   rarely	  herself,	   but	   she	  had	  been	   reckless,	  
negligent,	  allowing	  her	  crew	  to	  train	  on	  a	  Romulan	  War	  simulation,	  without	  
holographic	  safeties,	  the	  resultant	  nuclear	  explosion	  costing	  seven	  lives.	  
	   What	  truly	  frightened	  her	  was	  that	  Glover	  reminded	  her	  a	  lot	  of	  herself,	  
even	  more	  so	  Nicandro.	  Maybe	  he	  would	  turn	  out	  like	  her	  husband	  and	  be	  of	  
value	  to	  the	  Federation,	  or	  like	  her,	  damaged	  goods	  with	  tenure.	  She	  wanted	  
to	  put	  Glover	   through	  the	  crucible,	  one	  she	  never	  received,	   to	  make	  sure	  he	  
was	  worthy	  of	  the	  fourth	  pip	  he	  hungered	  for.	  
	   “I	   suggest	   that	  we	   lessen	   our	   disaster	   quotient	   by	   installing	   as	  many	  
upgrades	   as	   possible	   before	   the	   Cardassians	   arrive.	   Mr.	   Sandhurst,	   I	   want	  
your	  people	   round	   the	  clock	  on	   this.	  Add	  a	  Delta	   shift	   to	  your	   rotation.	  You	  
and	  Mr.	  Laurent	  pull	  anyone	  from	  the	  other	  departments	  you	  need.”	  
	   “I	   prefer	   to	   work	   alone,”	   Laurent	   said,	   his	   voice	   scraping	   against	   his	  
throat.	  For	  some	  reason	  Diaz	  found	  that	  strangely	  soothing.	  	  	  
	   “That’s	   nice	   to	   hear,	   but	   I’m	   assigning	   you	   someone	   to	   help	   you	  
expedite	  the	  upgrades	  nonetheless,”	  Diaz	  replied	  with	  a	  grate	  in	  her	  voice	  that	  
would	   brook	   no	   debate.	   Apparently,	   not	   familiar	   enough	   with	   her	   style	   of	  
command,	  Laurent	  tried	  anyway.	  
	   “Captain	  I	  thought	  we	  discussed	  this	  in	  your	  ready	  room,”	  the	  man	  said.	  
“My	  orders	  have	  given	  me	  wide	  latitude.”	  
	   “File	  a	  complaint	  then,”	  Diaz	  said.	  “I’m	  not	  going	  to	  let	  you	  have	  access	  
to	  a	  vital	  system	  necessary	  to	  our	  survival	  in	  the	  Tong	  Beak	  without	  one	  of	  my	  
people	  there.	  It’s	  my	  ship	  on	  the	  line,	  and	  hundreds	  of	  lives	  in	  the	  balance.”	  
	   “We’re	  all	  on	  the	  same	  team	  here,”	  Laurent	  remarked.	  
	   “Are	   you	   sure	   about	   that?”	  Diaz	   asked,	   immediately	   regretting	   it.	   She	  
could	  see	  the	  unease	  her	  accusations	  were	  causing	  for	  her	  senior	  officers.	  
	   Lt.	   Zim,	   the	   ship’s	   Security	   Chief,	   spoke	   with	   his	   typical	   Zaldan	  
bluntness,	   “Captain	   Diaz,	   do	   you	   have	   reason	   to	   believe	   that	   Mr.	   Laurent	  
represents	  a	  threat	  to	  this	  ship?”	  Laurent	  sat	  up	  in	  his	  seat	  at	  the	  charge,	  his	  
face	  purpling	  with	  anger.	  
	   “I	  could	  charge	  you	  with	  insubordination	  for	  that	  specious	  charge	  right	  
now,”	  he	  declared	  with	  cold	  fire.	  
	   “No	   one	   isn’t	   charging	   anybody	   with	   anything,”	   Diaz	   put	   a	   placating	  
hand	   up	   to	   slice	   through	   the	   air	   of	   suspicion	   she	   had	   inadvertently	   helped	  
create.	   “Mr.	   Laurent	   is	   a	   Starfleet	   officer	   that	   comes	   with	   the	   highest	  
recommendations	   of	   his	   former	   Captain,	   Deng	   of	   the	   Emissario.	   The	  
Commander	  also	  spent	  months	  working	  on	  perfecting	  this	  plasma	  dissipation	  
technology	   for	   the	   S.C.E.	   	   Forgive	   me	   for	   misspeaking,	   but	   he	   is	   a	   valued	  
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Starfleet	  officer.	  My	  own	  territoriality	  is	  more	  at	  fault	  for	  my	  statements	  than	  
him.	   My	   apologies	   Commander	   Laurent.”	   That	   seemed	   to	   pacify	   everyone,	  
except	  Zim.	  
	   Already	  suspicious	  by	  nature,	   the	  Security	  Chief	  cracked	   the	  knuckles	  
on	  his	  webbed	  hands,	  sizing	  Laurent	  up.	  Laurent	  returned	  the	  glare.	  	  
	   “It	   is	   I	  who	  should	  apologize,”	   the	   lieutenant	   commander	   said	   slowly,	  
while	  maintaining	  his	   staring	   contest	  with	  Zim.	   “Sometimes	   I	   can	  be	   a	   little	  
territorial	  myself	  about	  my	  work,	  and	  a	   little	  arrogant	  about	   the	  aptitude	  of	  
the	  uninitiated	  to	  follow	  my	  modifications	  to	  the	  letter.	  You	  are	  the	  captain	  of	  
this	  vessel	  and	  I	  accede	  to	  your	  judgment.”	  
	   “Thank	  you	  Mr.	  Laurent,”	  Diaz	  half-‐smiled.	  	  
	   “I	  would	  also	  like	  Mr.	  Laurent’s	  advice	  about	  power	  saving	  measures,”	  
Glover	  offered,	  a	   rare	  olive	  branch	   from	  the	   tenacious	  young	  man.	   “Perhaps	  
we	  could	  meet	  after	  this	  briefing	  concludes?”	  
	   Laurent	  looked	  to	  the	  captain,	  and	  she	  smiled	  and	  nodded	  in	  response.	  
“That	  would	  be	  acceptable.”	  
	   “When	   will	   the	   Cardassians	   arrive?”	   Zim	   asked,	   continuing	   his	  
eyeballing	  of	  Laurent.	  “And	  what	  part	  do	  they	  play	  in	  this?”	  
	   “The	   Cardassians	   are	   scheduled	   to	   arrive	   in	   twenty	   hours.	   I	   want	   all	  
department	  heads	  submitting	  their	  recommendations	  for	  which	  stations	  and	  
sections	   should	   be	   cut	   to	   Lt.	   N’Saba	   and	   Commander	   Glover	   ASAP.	  
Commander,	  I	  want	  a	  report	  in	  my	  ready	  room	  at	  1500	  hours.	  	  
	   Lt.	   Sandhurst,	   I	  want	   your	   four	   shift	   rotation	   plan	   on	  my	  desk	   in	   the	  
next	   hour,	   and	   if	   approved,	   implemented	   in	   the	   next	   two	   hours.	   Any	  
questions?”	  	  
	   Her	  senior	  officers	  were	  bursting	  with	  questions,	  but	  she	  could	  sense	  
that	   they	  didn’t	  know	  exactly	  what	   to	  ask,	  or	  even	  where	   to	  begin.	  The	  real	  
question	   of	   why	   the	   Cuffe	   had	   been	   chosen	   for	   this	   mission	   had	   yet	   to	   be	  
answered.	  	  
	   Diaz	  still	  wished	  she	  knew.	  But	  she	  had	  a	  feeling	  that	  the	  Cardassians	  
would	  peel	  away	  another	  layer	  of	  the	  onion.	  And	  she	  hated	  onions.	  “Fine,”	  she	  
nodded	   curtly.	   “We	   will	   reconvene	   here	   after	   our	   Cardassian	   guests	   are	  
privately	  debriefed	  to	  make	  any	  adjustments	  to	  our	  overall	  plan.	  Be	  prepared	  
for	  my	  call,”	  she	  paused	  to	  glance	  at	  Glover,	  and	  then	  flicked	  her	  gaze	  at	  Dr.	  
Chace.	  	  
	   The	   Trill	   blushed,	   but	   Glover	   was	   a	   block	   of	   ice.	   “I’ve	   also	   began	  
preparing	   for	  a	  reception	   to	  welcome	  the	  Cardassians	  aboard,	  so	  haul	   those	  
dress	  uniforms	  out	  of	  your	  closets,	  because	  we’re	  going	  to	  have	  a	  party,”	  she	  
declared	   with	   as	   much	   faux	   cheer	   as	   possible,	   the	   resultant	   groans	   almost	  
worth	  the	  price	  of	  having	  to	  make	  friendly	  with	  the	  snakeheads.	  	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  FOUR	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Transporter	  Room	  One)	  
	  
	   For	  the	  second	  time	  in	  as	  many	  days,	  Captain	  Sabrina	  Diaz	  stood	  before	  
a	  transporter	  pad,	  Chief	  Balk	  at	  his	  station,	  awaiting	  her	  order.	  But	  this	  time,	  
Commander	  Glover	  stood	  pensively	  beside	  her.	  	  
	   The	  younger	  man	  clearly	  didn’t	  want	  to	  be	  here,	  and	  she	  couldn’t	  blame	  
him.	  She	  didn’t	  want	   to	  be	  anywhere	  near	  Cardassians,	  much	   less	  having	   to	  
greet	  them,	  feign	  cordiality,	  and	  spend	  two	  weeks	  with	  them	  aboard	  her	  ship.	  	  
	   A	   member	   of	   the	   Academy	   Class	   of	   2348,	   the	   Federation	   had	   been	  
embroiled	   in	   conflict	   with	   the	   Cardassians	   for	   the	   entirety	   of	   her	   Starfleet	  
career.	  As	  a	  native	  of	   the	  border	  world	  Hakton	  VII,	   the	  colonists	  had	  had	   to	  
contend	  with	  Cardassian	  marauders	  even	  longer	  than	  that	  and	  often	  without	  
the	  full	  protection	  or	  support	  of	  Starfleet	  or	  other	  Federation	  authorities.	  
	   Sabrina	   had	   learned	   early	   that	   sometimes	   extralegal	   measures	   were	  
more	  effective	  than	  bureaucratic	  or	  legal	  niceties.	  It	  was	  a	  lesson	  that	  hadn’t	  
been	  taught	  in	  her	  Starfleet	  texts,	  but	  it	  was	  one	  born	  of	  experience	  that	  she	  
had	  carried	  over	   into	  her	  own	  career,	   for	  good	  or	   ill.	  Mostly	   ill,	   she	   realized	  
with	  dark	  mirth.	  
	   She	   had	   fought	   the	   Cardassians	   in	   several	   engagements	   during	   the	  
decades-‐spanning	  war,	  and	  knew	  they	  were	  as	  cold	  blooded	  as	  their	  reptilian	  
appearance	  suggested.	  They	  had	  never	  proven	  themselves	  trustworthy,	  as	  far	  
back	  as	   first	   contact	   in	  2327.	  But	   still	   the	  President	  and	  Starfleet	  Command	  
attempted	  to	  find	  common	  cause	  with	  them.	  It	  was	  hopeless,	  but	  they	  couldn’t	  
see	  it.	  	  
	   Her	  former	  XO,	  Monica	  Covey	  had	  often	  pointed	  to	  the	  Klingons	  as	  an	  
example	  of	  an	  enemy	  once	  thought	   implacable	  but	  was	  now	  an	  ally.	  Sabrina	  
had	   always	   countered	   that	   the	   Cardassians	   weren’t	   faced	   with	   ecological	  
disaster	   like	   the	   Klingons	   had	   been	   in	   the	   late	   23rd	   century	   to	   make	   them	  
more	  amendable	  to	  peace.	  
	   And	  despite	  the	  Khitomer	  Accords,	  relations	  with	  the	  Empire	  were	  still	  
tenuous.	  Only	  two	  years	  ago,	  due	  to	  the	  timely	  intervention	  of	  the	  Enterprise,	  
was	  the	  Empire	  saved	  from	  falling	  victim	  to	  a	  hostile,	  anti-‐Federation	  regime.	  
	   The	  Duras	  family	  had	  used	  guile	  to	  attempt	  their	  coup,	  but	  the	  furious	  
passions	  they	  had	  stirred	  up,	  the	  ancient	  warrior	  lust	  of	  the	  Klingons	  had	  not	  
ameliorated	   in	   spite	   of	   their	   relationship	   with	   the	   Federation.	   In	   fact,	   the	  
‘corrupting’	  influence	  of	  Federation	  culture	  had	  been	  a	  major	  rallying	  cry	  for	  
the	  rebelling	  forces	  of	  the	  would	  be	  boy-‐Chancellor	  Toral	  from	  what	  she	  had	  
seen	  of	  the	  Federation	  News	  reports	  of	  the	  time.	  
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	   Though	  the	  Cardassians	  martial	  tradition	  wasn’t	  as	  tied	  to	  their	  sense	  
of	   cultural	   identity,	   it	   was	   a	   key	   part	   of	   Cardassian	   society,	   and	   she	   had	  
already	  heard	  grumbles	  about	  Cardassian	  hardliners	  decrying	  permissive	  and	  
decadent	  Federation	  cultures.	  	  
	   But	  what	   did	   she	   know?	  Her	   experience	   amounted	   to	   nothing,	   in	   the	  
face	  of	  glowing	  headlines	  and	  rising	  poll	  numbers	  for	  President	  Jaresh-‐Inyo’s	  
peace	  overtures.	  The	  majority	  of	  Federation	  citizens	  wanted	  the	  interminable	  
conflict	   to	   end,	   no	  matter	  how	  many	  border	  planets	  were	   sacrificed	   for	   the	  
artificial	  feeling	  of	  peace	  and	  security.	   	  
	   Sabrina	  placed	  a	  hand	  on	  her	  stomach	  in	  a	  futile	  attempt	  to	  stop	  it	  from	  
knotting.	  She	  had	  told	  Mr.	  Glover	   to	  keep	  his	  regular	  red	  and	  black	  uniform	  
on.	  Diaz	  would	  show	  the	  spoon	  heads	  an	  appropriate	  amount	  of	  respect,	  but	  
wouldn’t	  get	  carried	  away	  with	  it.	  Sighing,	  she	  said,	  “Mr.	  Balk,	  signal	  the	  Liger	  
that	  we	  are	  ready	  for	  transport.”	  
	   “Aye	   Captain,”	   the	   Tellarite	   replied,	   a	   growl	   deep	   in	   this	   throat.	   He	  
looked	  up	  at	  Diaz	  with	  an	  upraised,	  bushy	  eyebrow.	  “Ah,	  Captain	  Brahe	  is	  also	  
requesting	  he	  come	  aboard	  as	  well.”	  
	   The	   captain	   looked	   askance	   at	  Glover,	   but	   the	   impassive	  man	  merely	  
shrugged.	  Hoping	   that	  she	  was	  giving	  away	  none	  of	   the	  worry	  she	   felt,	  Diaz	  
nodded.	  “Go	  ahead.”	  
	   There	  was	  a	  soft	  sparkle	  of	   light,	  accompanied	  by	  a	  gentle	  whine	  that	  
coalesced	   into	   four	  distinct	   shafts	   of	   light.	  Within	   seconds	   the	   teleportation	  
process	   was	   complete.	   Four	   tall	   and	   imposing	   figures	   stood	   on	   the	   pad,	  
Captain	  Brahe	  bounced	  off	  the	  pad,	  his	  hand	  extended.	  
	   “Captain	  Brahe,	  welcome	  to	  the	  Cuffe,”	  Diaz	  said,	  stepping	  back	  slightly	  
from	   the	   freight	   train	   barreling	   her	   way.	   The	   big	   man	   stopped	   on	   a	   dime,	  
grabbing	   her	   hand	   and	   shaking	   it	   manically.	   Out	   of	   the	   corner	   of	   her	   eye,	  
Sabrina	  saw	  Glover	  tense	  up,	  but	  she	  nodded	  for	  him	  to	  maintain	  his	  place.	  
	   “It’s	   a	   pleasure	   to	   meet	   you	   Captain	   Diaz,”	   Brahe	   said,	   his	   smile	  
genuine.	  He	  glanced	  around	  the	  transporter	  room.	  “And	  very	  spacious	  rooms	  
too.	   This	   transporter	   room	   could	   hold	   two	   of	  mine	   aboard	   the	   Liger.	   It’s	   a	  
Norway	  you	  know.”	  
	   “Yes,	   I’m	   aware	   of	   that,”	   Diaz	   said	   as	   nicely	   as	   she	   could	   through	  
clenched	  teeth.	  She	  wanted	  to	  maintain	  a	  poker	  face	  around	  the	  Cardassians.	  
She	   knew	   them	   to	   be	   very	   apt	   at	   detecting	   weakness	   and	   exploiting	   it,	  
especially	   when	   they	   were	   in	   a	   group.	   Nicandro	   had	   given	   her	   access	   to	  
Captain	   Edward	   Jellico’s	   report	   of	   the	   recent	  Minos	  Korva	   incident,	   and	   his	  
analysis	   of	   the	   Cardassian	   wolf	   pack	   mentality	   had	   been	   very	   cogent,	   and	  
from	  her	  own	  experiences	  very	  true.	  
	   She	  looked	  beyond	  Brahe	  to	  see	  the	  Cardassians	  looking	  intently	  at	  the	  
two	   captains.	   Their	   hooded,	   dark	   eyes	   glinted	  with	   rapacious	   interest.	   “I’m	  
sure	   I	   can	  arrange	  a	  brief	   tour	   for	   you	  before	  you	  depart	   if	   you	  wish,”	  Diaz	  
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said,	   releasing	   Brahe’s	   hand	   and	   gently	  moving	   beyond	   him.	   “My	   Executive	  
Officer,	  Commander	  Glover	  can	  arrange	  it.”	  
	   “That	  would	  be	  excellent,”	  Brahe	  said.	  Glover	  moved	  smoothly	  to	  take	  
Brahe’s	   proffered,	   but	   now	   empty	   hand.	   Diaz	   approached	   the	   pad,	   her	   skin	  
crawling.	  
	   “Please,	   descend	   from	   the	   transporter	   pad.”	   The	   tallest	   Cardassian,	  
adorned	   in	   a	   dull	   brown	   clamshell	   cuirass,	   the	   standard	   Cardassian	   armor,	  
bowed	  regally	  before	  stepping	  off	  the	  pad.	  The	  other	  two	  Cardassians,	  a	  whip	  
cord	  thin	  man	  dressed	  in	  a	  gray	  tunic	  with	  matching	  pants	  and	  boots,	  and	  an	  
equally	  svelte	  female	  in	  a	  lavender	  pants	  suit,	  followed	  him.	  
	   Standing	  over	  her,	  the	  armored	  Cardassian	  glanced	  down	  at	  her,	  a	  hint	  
of	  a	  smile	  on	  his	  lips,	  “I	  am	  Gul	  Muchesi	  Namek,	  Fifth	  Order.”	  He	  extended	  a	  
hand.	  His	  skin	  was	  smoother	  than	  its	  scaly	  appearance,	  but	  was	  as	  cold	  as	  the	  
blood	   in	   his	   veins.	   Up	   close,	   the	   man’s	   sunken	   face	   took	   on	   an	   even	  more	  
cadaverous	  appearance.	  	  
	   “Gul	  Namek,	  I	  am	  Captain	  Sabrina	  Diaz…welcome	  to	  the	  Starship	  Cuffe.”	  
She	   tried,	   but	   couldn’t	   even	   give	   the	  man	   a	   hint	   of	   a	   smile.	   Her	   powers	   of	  
deception	  were	  limited.	  
	   He	  turned	  away	  from	  her,	  nodding	  at	  his	  compatriots,	  “Protocol	  Officer	  
Baqan	   Oduara	   and	   Dr.	   Kuyan	   Lavok	   of	   the	   Science	   Ministry.”	   Their	   hands	  
were	  similarly	  frigid,	  but	  Diaz	  masked	  her	  discomfort.	  Or	  she	  hoped	  she	  did.	  
	   Oduara	  shook	  her	  hand	  last.	  “Protocol	  Officer?”	  Diaz	  asked.	  “It	  appears	  
my	  information	  was	  not	  in	  order.	  I	  was	  under	  the	  impression	  that	  you	  were	  a	  
Political	  Officer.”	  
	   “It’s	   a	   simple	   mistake,”	   he	   replied	   good-‐naturedly,	   waving	   it	   away.	  
“Political	   Officers	   are	   connected	   to	   the	   Central	   Command,	   and	   serve	   as	  
monitors	   on	   Cardassian	  warships,	   such	   as	   Gul	   Namek’s	  Ekuva.	   They	   insure	  
that	  state	  policy	  is	  enforced.	  Protocol	  Officers	  are	  liaisons	  for	  our	  legations.	  I	  
have	  been	  an	  assistant	  with	  the	  diplomatic	  legation	  representing	  the	  Union	  in	  
the	  most	  recent	  round	  of	  peace	  talks.”	  
	   Diaz	   immediately	  was	   suspicious	   of	   the	   verbose	  man.	   “My	  mistake,	   I	  
apologize.”	  
	   “It’s	   nothing	   really.”	   The	  man	  bowed	   curtly.	   “There	   is	  much	  we	  don’t	  
know	  about	  the	  inner	  workings	  of	  the	  Federation,	  but	  hopefully	  the	  scales	  of	  
suspicion	  hanging	  over	  the	  eyes	  of	  both	  our	  governments	  will	  be	  lifted	  once	  
the	  armistice	  is	  ratified.”	  The	  captain	  merely	  nodded.	  
	   “There	  is	  much	  we	  need	  to	  discuss,”	  Diaz	  said.	  “I	  suggest	  we	  get	  to	  it.”	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Captain’s	  Ready	  Room)	  
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	   Captain	   Diaz’s	   private	   office	   was	   sufficiently	   ascetic.	   Muchesi	   Namek	  
had	   expected	   an	   opulent	   room	  brimming	  with	   plush	   couches	   and	   glittering	  
statuary,	  an	  office	  built	  for	  comfort,	  for	  exploration,	  and	  not	  conquest.	  
	   But	   he	   had	   been	   surprised.	   Diaz	   didn’t	   even	   have	   the	   obligatory	  
pictures	   of	   her	   relatives,	   and	   even	  Namek	   had	   a	   holo	   of	   his	   departed	  mate	  
Gelora	  on	  his	  desk.	  The	  walls	  were	  a	  stark	  gun	  metal	  gray,	  at	  odds	  with	   the	  
seashell	   colored	   wall	   panels	   in	   the	   corridors	   and	   the	   ship’s	   bridge.	   No	  
pictures	  or	  paintings	  adorned	  them.	  And	  there	  weren’t	  any	  statutes,	  plants,	  or	  
fish	   tanks	   in	   the	   office.	   From	   intelligence	   reports	   he	   had	   read	   about	  
Federation	   starships,	   the	   commanding	   officers	   often	   attempted	   to	  
domesticate	   their	  environs	  with	  mementos	   from	   their	  home	  worlds	  or	  with	  
items	  reminding	  them	  of	  their	  travels.	  Not	  so	  with	  Captain	  Diaz.	  	  
	   Even	  Diaz’s	  desk	  was	  absent	  of	  baubles	  or	  clutter.	  And	  she	  leaned	  back	  
in	   her	   simple	   black	   leather	   seat	   with	   the	   stringent,	   majestic	   bearing	   of	   a	  
legate.	   He	  was	   impressed.	   The	   human	  must	   have	   recognized	   the	   transitory	  
nature	   of	   their	   profession,	   and	   the	   fewer	   attachments	   formed	   the	   better,	  
Namek	  realized.	  Gelora	  had	  been	  his	  only	  weakness,	  and	  the	  fates	  had	  saw	  fit	  
to	  show	  him	  the	  error	  of	  his	  ways.	  	  
	  	   “Please	  sit,”	  the	  woman	  flicked	  her	  hand	  at	  the	  four	  chairs	  ringing	  her	  
large,	  salish	  wood	  desk.	  Perhaps	  the	  woman’s	  only	  conceit,	  he	  realized.	  Maybe	  
she	  isn’t	  as	  hard	  as	  she	  appears,	  Namek	  frowned.	  
	   The	   Cardassians	   sat	   together,	   leaving	   both	   Captain	   Brahe	   and	   the	  
Cuffe’s	  First	  Officer	  to	  eye	  the	  last	  seat.	  Obviously,	  Brahe’s	  addition	  was	  a	  last	  
minute	  modification.	  The	   surprise	  on	   the	  woman’s	   sand	  colored	   face	  hadn’t	  
faded	  by	   the	   time	   they	  had	   transported	  onboard.	  Even	  he	  didn’t	   know	  why	  
Brahe	  had	  decided	  to	   join	  them.	  But	   it	  didn’t	  trouble	  him	  terribly.	  He	  hadn’t	  
reached	  the	  heights	  he	  had	  by	  asking	  too	  many	  questions.	  	  
	   “I	   know	   I’m	   a	   late	   addition,	   and	   this	   seat	   was	   meant	   for	   you	  
Commander	  Glover,	  may	   I	  call	  you	  Terrence?”	  Brahe	  asked;	   the	  cheer	   in	  his	  
voice	  cloying.	  It	  brought	  back	  unpleasant	  memories	  of	  the	  Torothan	  dish	  that	  
had	   wreaked	   havoc	   on	   his	   stomach.	   He	   clutched	   his	   midsection,	   causing	  
everyone	  to	  glance	  in	  his	  direction.	  
	   “Are	  you	  well	  Gul	  Namek?”	  Diaz	  asked,	  her	  concern	  almost	  genuine.	  
	   “Yes,”	   he	   said,	   embarrassed	   to	   have	   his	   weakness	   on	   display.	   “I	   am	  
fine.”	  He	  said,	  making	  up	  a	  quick	  lie	  to	  deflect	  their	  attention	  away	  from	  him.	  
“It	  has	  been	  a	  long	  journey.”	  Diaz	  nodded.	  
	   “Please	   Captain	   Brahe,	   take	   the	   seat.	   It	   won’t	   hurt	   me	   to	   stand,”	   the	  
Executive	  Officer	  declared,	  his	  voice	  sharp	  and	  his	  jaw	  tight.	  	  
	   “No,	  I	  insist.	  It	  would	  be	  rude	  of	  me	  to	  run	  roughshod	  over	  how	  you	  all	  
conduct	  business	  over	  here.	  I’m	  just	  a	  guest.”	  
	   “A	  guest	  that	  outranks	  me.”	  Glover	  replied.	  	  
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	   “And	  that’s	  why	  I’m	  ordering	  you	  to	  take	  the	  seat,”	  Brahe	  said,	  just	  soft	  
enough	   that	   the	   command	  carried	  no	   sting.	   It	  was	   shameful.	  Any	  gul	  would	  
claim	  what	  was	   theirs	   by	   right,	   and	   if	   the	   subordinate	   protested	   then	   they	  
would	  be	  severely	  punished.	  
	   “Captain	   Brahe,	   take	   a	   seat!”	   Diaz	   said,	   with	   enough	   force	   that	   it	  
startled	   the	  Liger’s	   captain.	  He	  quickly	  sat	  down,	   like	  an	  unruly	  school	  child	  
reprimanded	   by	   a	   docent.	   “I’m	   sorry,”	   the	   woman	   added.	   Namek	   stifled	   a	  
laugh.	  He	  knew	  that	  she	  wasn’t.	  	  
	   “No,	  no,”	  Brahe	  offered,	  sitting	  on	  the	  edge	  of	  his	  seat,	  his	  knees	  almost	  
touching	  Diaz’s	  desk.	  “I’m	  the	  one	  that	  should	  apologize.	  Look	  at	  me,	  carrying	  
on	  with	  Terrence	  like	  we	  are	  in	  grade	  school.”	  
	   “It’s	  okay,”	  Diaz	  said.	  
	   “No,	   I	   do	   have	   a	   tendency	   to	   draw	   things	   out…”	   Brahe	   continued	  
blathering.	  
	   “It’s	   okay!”	   Diaz	   shouted,	   her	   face	   clouding	   with	   embarrassment	  
seconds	  later.	  “I	  apologize,”	  she	  repeated,	  this	  time	  truly	  penitent.	  Out	  of	  the	  
corner	   of	   his	   eye,	   Namek	   spied	   Oduara.	   He	   could	   tell	   that	   the	   “Protocol	  
Officer”	   was	   enjoying	   this	   display	   of	   the	   internal	   dynamics	   of	   the	   Starfleet	  
officer	  corps.	  The	  Obsidian	  Order	  agent	  would	  be	  able	  to	  extrapolate	  several	  
tactical	   stratagems	   for	   his	   superiors	   back	   on	  Prime	   regarding	  psychological	  
warfare	   and	   interrogation	   techniques	   based	   on	   the	   exchange.	  Dr.	   Lavok,	   on	  
the	  other	  hand,	  seemed	  agitated.	  Glover	  moved	  to	  stand	  behind	  Captain	  Diaz’s	  
chair,	  his	  dark	  eyes	  raking	  across	  the	  Cardassian	  contingent.	  	  	   	  
	   “I’m	   the	   one	   that	   should	   apologize,”	   Brahe	   said	   quickly,	   before	   he	  
turned	  to	  Namek.	  “It	  might	  be	  best	  if	  the	  gul	  presented	  his	  orders	  first.”	  
	   Diaz	  nodded,	  and	  Namek	  sat	  up	  straight	  in	  his	  seat.	  He	  detached	  a	  small	  
padd	   from	   the	   belt	   of	   his	   uniform,	   activated	   it	  with	   a	   thumbprint	   and	   then	  
handed	   it	   to	   Diaz.	   While	   the	   woman	   perused	   it,	   he	   spoke,	   “On	   Federation	  
stardate	   45892.3,	   the	   Cardassian	   science	   vessel	   Sogah	   and	   its	   escort,	   the	  
Mbaata	  were	  attacked	  by	  what	  our	  investigation	  later	  proved	  to	  be	  a	  vehicle	  
of	  Federation	  Starfleet	  manufacture:	  The	  Palamedes,	  from	  the	  USS	  Chevalier.”	  
He	  paused,	  to	   let	  the	  shock	  sink	  in.	   If	  not	  of	  the	  attack	  itself,	   then	  of	  the	  ties	  
both	  Diaz	  and	  Glover	  had	  with	  several	  Chevalier	  senior	  officers.	  	  
	   Neither	  Diaz	  nor	  Glover	  seemed	  unsettled,	  but	  Brahe’s	  face	  was	  florid,	  
even	  though	  he	  had	  already	  been	  shown	  the	  same	  data	  days	  ago.	  Could	  it	  be	  
possible	  that	  both	  knew	  about	  the	  incident	  already?	  	  
	   Adm.	  Nechayev	  had	  given	  them	  information	  about	  the	  stolen	  Starfleet	  
runabout	  Palamedes,	  as	  well	  as	  information	  about	  the	  suspected	  culprits,	  the	  
insurrectionist	   Brigade	   was	   only	   known	   at	   the	   highest	   levels	   of	   Starfleet	  
Command.	  
	   But	  Baqan	  had	  learned	  through	  his	  sources	  that	  the	  Brigade’s	  tentacles	  
also	  reached	  into	  the	  highest	  branches	  of	  Starfleet,	  and	  involved	  more	  officers	  
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than	  Nechayev	  had	   let	   on.	  He	  might	   actually	   be	   conversing	  with	   two	  of	   the	  
voles	  right	  now.	  	  
	   “Please	  continue,”	  Diaz	  said,	  the	  slight	  creak	  in	  her	  voice	  the	  only	  sign	  
that	  the	  news	  disturbed	  her.	  Or	  at	  least	  she	  was	  pretending	  that	  it	  did.	  Glover	  
remained	  glacial.	  
	   “The	  Sogah	  had	  been	  mapping	  the	  Tong	  Beak,	  testing	  its	  contents	  to	  see	  
if	  its	  sirillium	  clouds	  could	  be	  converted	  to	  usable	  energy.”	  
	   “And	   it	   needed	   a	   warship	   escort	   for	   that?”	   Glover	   asked,	   his	   voice	  
dripping	   with	   skepticism.	   Diaz	   craned	   her	   neck,	   shooting	   him	   a	   look.	   The	  
sepia-‐skinned	  man	  wrinkled	   his	   nose	   and	   shifted	   his	   jaw,	   but	   said	   nothing	  
else.	  	  
	   “These	   are	   dangerous	   times,”	   Oduara	   said	   smoothly.	   “Despite	   the	  
imminent	  peace	  with	  the	  Federation,	  the	  Tong	  Beak	  still	  is	  our	  longest	  shared	  
border	  with	   you.	  And	   after	   the	  Phoenix	   rampage	   in	   the	  Cuellar	   system,	   and	  
obviously	   this	  dreadful	   assault	  by	   renegade	  Starfleet	   factions,	   it	   is	   vital	   that	  
we	  protect	  our	  kith	  and	  kin.”	  
	   “And	   I	   guess	   the	   Central	   Command’s	   plan	   to	   annex	  Minos	  Korva	  was	  
just	  water	  under	  the	  bridge	  huh?	  Or	  the	  torturing	  of	  Captain	  Picard?”	  Glover	  
challenged.	   “And	  Starfleet	  didn’t	   condone	   the	  actions	  of	   this	   rogue.	  Can	  you	  
say	   the	   same	   about	   Minos	   Korva?”	   The	   man’s	   vehemence	   slammed	   into	  
Namek.	   Oduara	   rose	   in	   self-‐righteous	   umbrage,	   while	   Lavok	   laughed.	   And	  
Brahe	  looked	  terribly	  distressed.	  	  
	   “That’s	  it	  Mr.	  Glover!”	  Diaz	  stood	  out	  of	  her	  seat,	  placing	  a	  firm	  hand	  on	  
the	   charged	   First	   Officer’s	   knotted	   shoulder,	   “You’re	   restricted	   to	   quarters	  
until	  further	  notice!”	  
	   “But,”	  the	  man	  began,	  the	  edge	  sloughed	  off	  his	  voice.	  
	   “Go!”	   Diaz	   nudged	   him.	   “Now!”	   Glover	   glared	   at	   the	   Cardassians	   one	  
more	   time	   before	   tearing	   out	   of	   the	   office.	   The	   captain	   exhaled,	   affecting	   a	  
placid	  veil	  over	  her	  features	  before	  she	  sat	  back	  down.	  
	   “On	  behalf	  of	  this	  ship	  and	  crew,	  I	  apologize.	  Please	  forgive	  Mr.	  Glover	  
for	  that	  outburst.	  Commander	  Glover	  is	  one	  of	  my	  best	  officers.	  Unfortunately,	  
there	  is	  still	  a	  strong	  atmosphere	  of	  distrust.”	  
	   “I	   thought	   it	   would	   be	   you	   that	   would	   erupt,	   according	   to	   our	   data	  
files,”	   Oduara	   let	   slip.	   Namek	   and	   Diaz	   were	   both	   shocked	   by	   the	   man’s	  
admission.	  
	   “Please,	   let’s	   just	   move	   on.”	   Brahe	   replied,	   shaken	   by	   Glover’s	  
meltdown.	  When	  men	  like	  Glover	  were	  in	  subordinate	  positions,	  while	  Brahe	  
commanded	   a	   starship,	   it	   didn’t	   speak	   well	   to	   the	   resolve	   or	   military	  
readiness	  of	  Starfleet	  HQ,	  or	  of	  the	  failure	  of	  the	  Central	  Command	  to	  defeat	  
the	   Federation.	   It	  was	   only	   natural	   to	   fear	   and	   hate	   a	   decades-‐long	   enemy.	  
Why	  so	  many	  Federation	  and	  Starfleet	  officials	  pretended	  otherwise	  spoke	  to	  
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their	  mendacious	  natures.	  A	  man	  like	  Glover	  he	  could	  deal	  with	  openly.	  And	  
of	  course	  defeat,	  if	  ever	  they	  met	  on	  a	  field	  of	  honor.	  	  
	   “Would	   anyone	   care	   for	   refreshments?	   Something	   to	   drink?”	   Diaz	  
asked.	   The	   Cardassians	   declined.	   The	   heat	   pulsing	   in	   the	   room	   was	  
comforting	   to	   Namek.	   The	   rest	   of	   the	   starship	   felt	   drafty,	   but	   the	   fiery	  
emotions	   stirred	   by	   Glover	   and	   still	   simmering	   in	   his	   immediate	   wake,	  
reminded	  him	  of	  the	  Andeel	  Desert	  on	  Prime.	  
	   “I’ll	  take	  Altairian	  water,”	  Brahe	  said.	  	  
	   “Coming	   up,”	   Diaz	   got	   up	   from	   her	   seat	   and	   moved	   over	   to	   a	   small	  
alcove	   cut	   into	   the	   wall	   beside	   what	   Namek	   speculated	   was	   the	   refresher	  
facility.	  Her	  fingers	  ran	  against	  the	  smooth	  panel	  right	  above	  the	  alcove,	  and	  
she	  spoke	  gently,	  “Altairian	  water,	  chilled.”	  There	  was	  a	  flash,	  and	  then	  a	  glass	  
of	  water	  appeared	  in	  the	  alcove.	  	  
	   “Bolian	  tonic	  water,”	  Diaz	  said	  next,	  the	  replicator	  producing	  it	  seconds	  
afterward.	  Both	  beverages	  in	  hand,	  she	  walked	  back	  over	  to	  the	  desk,	  handing	  
the	  Altairian	  water	  off	  to	  a	  grateful	  Brahe.	  He	  sipped	  nervously,	  still	  upset.	  	  
	   Easing	   behind	   her	   desk,	   Diaz	   took	   a	   large	   gulp	   of	   the	   clear	   liquid,	  
smacking	  her	  lips	  unseemly	  in	  delight	  at	  its	  taste.	  “All	  right,	  where	  were	  we?”	  
She	  picked	  up	  the	  padd	  again.	  
	   “As	  I	  was	  saying,”	  Namek	  began	  slowly,	  trying	  to	  remember	  where	  he	  
had	  stopped,	  “Oh	  yes,	  the	  Sogah	  was	  using	  a	  quantum	  spectrograph	  device	  to	  
map	  the	  nebula.”	  
	   “Quantum	  spectrograph?”	  Diaz	  asked.	  	  
	   “Yes,	   it’s	   one	   of	   the	   most	   recent	   advances	   of	   the	   Urlak	   Trading	  
Consortium,”	   Namek	   said.	   “It	   measures	   the	   intensity	   of	   ultraviolet	   light	  
produced	  by	  emission-‐class	  nebulas,	   such	  as	   the	  Tong	  Beak,	   to	  detect	   areas	  
most	  abundant	  with	  sirillium	  or	  other	  elements	  we	  desire.”	  	  
	   “And	   you’re	   saying	   that	   a	   rogue	   Starfleet	   craft	   disrupted	   this	  
experiment?”	  Diaz	  asked,	  her	  brow	  furrowing.	  “Why?”	  
	   “Have	   you	   ever	   heard	   of	   the	   Brigade?”	   Brahe	   said,	   placing	   his	   half-‐
finished	  glass	  on	  the	  captain’s	  desk.	  
	   “No,”	  she	  replied,	  looking	  at	  him	  askance.	  
	   “It	   appears	   that	   an	   armed	   resistance	   movement	   is	   forming	   to	   the	  
Federation-‐Cardassian	  peace	  treaty,”	  Brahe	  replied,	  “We	  don’t	  know	  the	  exact	  
numbers	   or	   members,	   but	   I	   am	   ashamed	   to	   tell	   you	   that	   Starfleet	   officers	  
might	  be	  involved.”	  
	   “Might?”	  Oduara	  said,	  incredulous.	  
	   “Well	   Starfleet	   involvement	  hasn’t	  been	   confirmed,”	  Brahe	   countered.	  
“However,	   Adm.	   Nechayev	   believes	   that	   a	   cabal	   of	   Starfleet	   officers	   lent	  
assistance	  to	  the	  cause	  of	  the	  shadowy	  Brigade,	  facilitating	  their	  campaign	  of	  
terrorism.	   The	   admiral	   suspects	   that	   the	   attack	   on	   the	   Sogah	   and	  Mbaata	  
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were	   connected	   to	   the	   Brigade.	   Another	   attempt	   to	   sow	  more	   distrust	   and	  
animosity	  between	  our	  nations	  to	  prevent	  the	  signing	  of	  the	  armistice.”	  
	   “But	   why	   would	   they	   attack	   the	   Sogah	   if	   it	   weren’t	   only	   conducting	  
quantum	  spectrograph	  experiments?”	  Diaz	  hit	  Namek	  with	  a	  piercing	  gaze.	  	  
	   “Our	   best	   guess	   is	   that	   the	   Brigade,	   or	   their	   Starfleet	   patrons,	  
erroneously	   thought	   our	   experiment	   had	   military	   applications,”	   Oduara	  
imparted	  smoothly,	  sinking	  his	  verbal	  dagger	  with	  skill.	  
	   “And	  it	  doesn’t?”	  Diaz	  shot	  back.	  
	   “Yes,	  it	  could,”	  Lavok	  said.	  	  
	   “However,	   the	   dual	   use	   purposes	   of	   the	   quantum	   spectrograph	   are	  
minimal.	  Nothing	  that	  could	  upset	  the	  balance	  of	  power,”	  Oduara	  offered.	  
	   “I	  guess	  I’ll	  have	  to	  take	  your	  word	  on	  it.”	  The	  captain	  quipped.	  
	   “I	  can	  assure	  you	  that	  such	  a	  course	  would	  be	  advisable.”	  Baqan’s	  voice	  
and	  expression	  were	  models	  of	  earnestness.	  Lavok	  coughed	   loudly,	  drawing	  
an	  intense	  stare	  from	  the	  Protocol	  Officer.	  	  
	   “Let’s	  get	  this	  back	  on	  track,”	  Diaz	  said.	  “Let	  me	  review:	  the	  Palamedes	  
attacked	  and	  disabled	  two	  Cardassian	  ships,	  a	  science	  vessel	  and	  a	  warship,	  to	  
prevent	   the	   testing	   of	   a	   quantum	   spectrograph	   device	   that	   this	  mysterious	  
Brigade	  believed	  might	  be	  a	  weapon?”	  
	   “Correct,”	  Namek	  said.	  
	   “Lt.	  Commander	  Laurent	  of	  the	  Starfleet	  Corps	  of	  Engineers	  has	  already	  
begun	  integrating	  plasma	  dissipation	  technology	  into	  our	  structural	  integrity	  
field	  system	  for	  this	  voyage.	  With	  this	  new	  information,	  I	  can	  assume	  that	  the	  
Palamedes	  is	  still	  somewhere	  inside	  the	  nebula.”	  
	   “You	  are	  correct	  about	  this	  as	  well,”	  Namek	  replied.	  “We	  found	  several	  
non-‐Cardassian	   corpses	   onboard	   the	   Sogah.	   We	   believe	   that	   at	   least	   one	  
Brigade	  member	  escaped,	  Lt.	  Alec	  Danvers	  of	  the	  Chevalier.	  She	  was	  the	  pilot	  
of	   the	   runabout,	   and	   she	   stole	   it.	   The	   Chevalier	   was	   conducting	   plasma	  
dissipation	  trials	  in	  the	  Badlands	  when	  the	  theft	  occurred.	  In	  conjunction	  with	  
Starfleet	  authorities,	  we	  discovered	  that	  information	  during	  our	  interrogation	  
of	  Jack	  Danvers,	  her	  grandfather.	  Danvers	  also	  confirmed	  the	  identities	  of	  the	  
corpses	  in	  our	  possession.”	  
	   “He	  didn’t	   supply	  you	  with	   any	  other	   information	  beyond	   that?”	  Diaz	  
asked.	  	  
	   “No,”	   Oduara	   said,	   with	   a	   hint	   of	   pride	   on	   his	   face.	   “It	   took	   several	  
injections	  of	  sodium	  penthol	  to	  eke	  that	  much	  information	  from	  the	  man.	  His	  
mental	  defenses	  were	  admirable,	  according	  to	  the	  reports	  I	  read.”	  
	   The	   captain	   sat	   back,	   rubbing	   her	   chin,	   her	   face	   scrunched	   in	   deep	  
thought.	  Namek	  had	  never	  wanted	  to	  be	  a	  mind	  reader	  more	  in	  his	  life.	  After	  
several	   seconds,	   the	   woman	   leaned	   forward,	   propping	   her	   elbows	   on	   the	  
desktop.	   “Are	   you	   sure	   the	   runabout	   is	   still	   in	   the	   nebula,	   that	   it	   isn’t	   long	  
gone	  by	  now.	  I	  mean,	  that	  was	  almost	  two	  years	  ago?”	  
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	   “The	  Ekuva	  discovered	  the	  aftermath	  of	  the	  battle	  by	  accident,”	  Namek	  
answered.	  “Our	  sensors	  had	  been	  drawn	  to	  anomalous	  readings	  coming	  from	  
the	   Tong	   Beak.	  When	  we	   arrived	  we	   discovered	   the	   Sogah’s	   wreckage	   and	  
Mbaata’s	  debris.	  	  
	   Expanding	   our	   investigation,	   we	   discovered	   a	   warp	   trail	   with	   a	  
Federation	   signature,	   but	   just	   as	   importantly	   a	   massive	   deuterium	   leakage	  
accompanying	   the	   trail.	   We	   speculated	   that	   the	  Mbaata	   was	   able	   to	   inflict	  
serious	  damage	  on	  Palamedes’	  warp	  engine	  before	  it	  was	  destroyed.”	  
	   “And	  the	  runabout	  limped	  away	  to	  die	  in	  the	  nebula?”	  Diaz	  asked.	  
	   “Yes.”	  Oduara	  answered.	  “But	  it’s	  a	  bit	  more	  complicated	  than	  that.”	  
	   “How	  so?”	  	  
	   “The	  nebula	  is	  in	  a	  state	  of	  massive	  quantum	  disturbance,”	  Lavok	  said.	  
“Various	  parts	  of	  it	  are	  phasing	  in	  and	  out	  of	  our	  space-‐time	  continuum,	  and	  
we	  even	  believe	  opening	  apertures	  to	  other	  quantum	  realities.	  The	  anomalies	  
were	  minute	  a	  year	  ago,	  but	  have	  grown	  steadily.	  Both	   the	  Science	  Ministry	  
and	   the	   Central	   Command	   have	   lost	   ships	   attempting	   to	   study	   the	  
phenomenon.	   Our	   shielding	   technology	   is	   at	   least	   a	   decade	   behind	   the	  
Federation’s.”	  	  
	   Baqan’s	   face	   tightened	  at	   the	  admission,	  and	  Namek’s	  stomach	  roiled.	  
He	   was	   glad	   he	   had	   been	   forced	   to	   leave	   all	   weapons	   behind	   on	   Ekuva	  
because	   the	   woman	   would	   surely	   be	   ash	   if	   he	   had	   been	   carrying	   a	   phase-‐
disruptor.	  	  	  
	   Namek	  took	  the	  speaking	  floor	  back	  from	  Lavok.	  “Danvers	  was	  able	  to	  
steal	   the	   quantum	   spectrograph	   advice,	   but	   we	   believe	   that	   something	  
occurred	  deep	  within	  the	  nebula,	  perhaps	  a	  merging	  of	  quantum	  energy	  with	  
the	  antimatter,	  creating	  a	  quantum	  fissure.”	  
	   “A	   quantum	   fissure?”	   Diaz	   scowled.	   “And	   you	   think	   Danvers	   or	   the	  
Palamedes	  survived	  that?”	  
	   “It	  wouldn’t	  appear	  likely,”	  Namek	  conceded.	  “However,	  the	  last	  vessel	  
the	   Central	   Command	   sent	   near	   the	   nebula	   used	   acoustic	   location	   to	  
determine	   if	   the	   runabout	   still	   existed	   in	   hopes	   of	   finding	   the	   locus	   of	   the	  
anomalies.	  Before	  the	  ship	  was	  destroyed,	  it	  transmitted	  its	  findings.	  There	  is	  
something	  inside	  the	  nebula.”	  
	   “And	  that	  would	  be?”	  The	  captain	  prodded.	  
	   “We…don’t	  know…	  for	  certain,”	  Namek	  looked	  away,	  a	  familiar	  feeling	  
of	  dread	  crawling	  along	  his	  arms.	  	  
	   “Did	  it	  fit	  the	  same	  dimensions	  of	  the	  Palamedes?”	  	  
	   “Not	  quite,”	  Lavok	  answered,	  “The	  shape	  appeared	  to	  be	  phasing	  in	  and	  
out	   of	   our	   reality.	  We	   suspect	   that	   the	   runabout	  might’ve	   actually	   survived	  
causing	   a	   tear	   in	   the	   space-‐time	   continuum	  and	   is	   presently	   stuck	   between	  
realities.”	  
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	   “That’s	  deep,”	  Diaz	  whistled.	  “Phasing	  in	  and	  out	  of	  reality;	  Sounds	  like	  
hell	  to	  me.”	  
	   “I	   can	   think	   of	   worse	   fates,”	   Oduara	   said	   so	   softly	   that	   only	   Namek	  
heard	  him.	  Then	  the	  Obsidian	  Order	  agent	  looked	  at	  Lavok.	  
	   “I’m	  surprised	  that	  Starfleet	  hasn’t	  taken	  note	  of	  these	  anomalies,	  since	  
the	  Tong	  Beak	  also	  enters	  Federation	  space,”	  Diaz	  noted.	  
	   “Actually,	   Starfleet	  has,”	  Brahe	   spoke	  up.	   “Cuffe	  was	  not	   the	   first	   ship	  
chosen	  for	  this	  assignment.	  The	  Excellent,	  a	  Nova	  fresh	  out	  of	  Utopia	  Planitia	  
attempted	  to	  enter	  the	  nebula	  on	  stardate	  46041.2.	  The	  quantum	  anomalies	  
played	   havoc	  with	   the	   ship’s	  bioneural	   circuitry.	  With	  Cuffe	   being	   the	  most	  
durable	   vessel	   closest	   to	   Tong	   Beak,	   and	   still	   with	   some	   isolinear-‐based	  
systems,	   your	   ship,	   for	   better	   or	   worse,	   became	   the	   top	   candidate	   for	   this	  
assignment.”	  	  
	   Diaz’s	   expression	   softened	   for	   an	   instant	   at	   the	   news,	   perhaps	   a	  
revelation	   for	   her.	   The	   file	   Namek	   had	   read	   on	   the	   captain	   outlined	   her	  
strained	   relations	  with	   Starfleet	   Command.	  Maybe	   the	  woman	   thought	   that	  
she	   was	   being	   unnecessarily	   placed	   in	   a	   precarious	   position	   as	   a	   result	   of	  
internecine	  skullduggery.	  	  
	   “Anything	  else	  Captain	  Brahe?”	  	  
	   “Not	  really,”	  he	  said	  after	  a	  few	  seconds,	  “only	  that	  the	  Liger	  has	  been	  
assigned	  to	  assume	  command	  of	  the	  Minos	  Korva	  taskforce	  in	  your	  absence.	  
And	  that	  I	  pray	  that	  you	  return	  to	  relieve	  me	  as	  soon	  as	  possible.”	  
	   “There	  goes	  the	  party,”	  Diaz	  muttered.	  
	   “What?”	  Namek	  asked.	  
	   “Nothing,”	   the	   woman	   replied.	   “If	   none	   of	   you	   have	   any	   more	   to	  
contribute,	  I	  suggest	  you	  settle	  in.”	  She	  paused,	  tapping	  the	  pin	  on	  her	  chest.	  
	   “Zim	  here,”	  a	  voice	  crackled	  through	  the	  tiny	  communicator.	  
	   “Mr.	  Zim,”	  Diaz	  said,	  “please	  come	  to	  my	  ready	  room.	  I	  would	  like	  you	  
to	  escort	  our	  guests	  to	  their	  quarters.”	  
	   “Aye	  Captain.”	  Heartbeats	  later,	  the	  door	  chimed.	  
	   “Come	   in,”	  Diaz	   called.	   It	   slid	   open	   to	   reveal	   a	   hulking	  Zaldan,	  with	   a	  
slick	   black	   coiffure	   and	   large,	   gnarled	   webbed	   hands.	   A	   silver	   phaser	   was	  
clipped	   to	   the	  belt	   of	  his	   gold	  and	  black	  uniform.	   “Mr.	   Zim	  will	   take	   care	  of	  
you.”	  As	   the	   four	   rose	  out	  of	   their	   seats,	  Diaz	   said,	   “Captain	  Brahe,	   hang	  on	  
please.”	  
	   The	  overly-‐accommodating	  man	  complied.	  It	  left	  Namek	  wanting	  to	  lag	  
behind	  too,	  but	  from	  the	  scowl	  on	  the	  Zaldan’s	  planar	  face	  he	  didn’t	  want	  to	  
risk	   another	   confrontation	   like	   the	   one	   that	   had	   almost	   transpired	   with	  
Commander	  Glover.	  
	   As	  the	  doors	  closed	  on	  Diaz	  and	  Brahe,	  Namek	  just	  hoped	  that	  the	  story	  
he	  had	  told	  them	  both	  could	  stand	  up	  to	  whatever	  doubts	  and	  scrutiny	  they	  
might	  have.	  There	  was	   just	  enough	  truth	  mixed	   in	  with	  the	   lies	   to	  confound	  
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even	  a	  Vulcan	  logician.	  He	  needed	  the	  Diaz	  and	  her	  crew	  just	  long	  enough	  to	  
reach	   the	   locus	   of	   the	   quantum	   disturbance.	   By	   that	   time	   he	   and	   Baqan	  
would’ve	  configured	  an	  efficient	  plan	  to	  eliminate	  them	  so	  that	  he	  could	  claim	  
for	  Cardassia	  the	  prize	  awaiting	  them.	  
***	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Deck	  Five,	  Corridor	  2-‐G)	   	  
	  
	   “Commander,	  a	  moment	  of	  your	  time?”	  
	   Terrence	  Glover	  breezed	  by	  the	  couple,	  still	  seething	  with	  anger	  at	  the	  
arrogance	  of	   the	  Cardassians,	  particularly	   the	  Protocol	  Officer:	  Oduara.	  How	  
dare	   he	   come	   on	   a	   Starfleet	   vessel	   and	   declare	   that	   Fleet	   officers	   were	  
complicit	   in	   criminal	   acts?	   Even	   if	   it	  might	   be	   true,	   it	  wasn’t	   for	   that	   smug	  
bastard	  to	  point	  out.	  
	   “Commander?”	  A	  rasping	  voice	  intruded	  again	  on	  his	  thoughts.	  Glover	  
whipped	  around,	  	  
	   “What?”	   he	   barked,	   his	   nostrils	   flaring.	   Ensign	   T’Shanir,	   a	   Vulcan	   on	  
Sandhurst’s	  engineering	  team	  recoiled,	  her	  rigid	  discipline	  slipping	  briefly	  in	  
the	   face	  of	  Glover’s	   emotional	  barrage.	   She	  dropped	   the	  padd	   she	  had	  been	  
holding,	  the	  hand-‐held	  computer	  struck	  the	  carpeted	  floor	  with	  a	  dull	  thud.	  Lt.	  
Commander	  Laurent	  smirked,	  totally	  un-‐phased.	  
	   “Is	  something	  wrong	  sir?”	  The	  man	  asked	  innocently.	  
	   “What’s	  it	  to	  you?”	  Glover	  snapped.	  
	   “Just	  concerned	  about	  your	  welfare	  sir.”	  
	   Somehow	   I	   doubt	   that,	   Terrence	   thought,	   but	   he	   reigned	   in	   his	  
emotions	  enough	  not	  to	  say	  it.	  Instead:	  “I’m	  sorry	  if	  I	  startled	  you	  ensign.”	  He	  
bent	  down,	  recovered	  the	  rectangular	  padd	  and	  handed	  it	  to	  the	  woman.	  She	  
gingerly	   took	   the	   computer	   from	   his	   proffered	   hand,	   her	   sallow	   skin	   now	  
colored	  a	  wan	  green.	  
	   “Thank	   you	   sir.”	   Despite	   her	   blushing	   cheeks,	   her	   voice	   was	   as	  
inflectionless	  and	  void	  of	  emotion	  as	  always.	  
	   “Ensign	  T’Shanir,	  please	  give	  me	  a	  few	  moments	  with	  the	  Commander,”	  
Laurent	   said.	   “You	   can	   implement	   the	   graviton	   polarity	   enhancements	  
without	  me	  standing	  watch	  over	  you.”	  
	   “Aye	   sir,”	   the	   Vulcan	   said,	   pausing	   a	   second	   to	   glance	   at	   Glover.	   He	  
nodded	  for	  her	  to	  continue;	  glad	  once	  again	  that	  his	  dark	  brown	  skin	  veiled	  
his	  own	  embarrassment.	  After	  the	  Vulcan	  left,	  he	  turned	  to	  Laurent.	  
	   “What	   is	   it	  Mr.	   Laurent?”	  He	   asked.	   Glover	   had	   been	   so	   embroiled	   in	  
carrying	  out	  the	  captain’s	  orders	  to	  relocate	  non-‐essential	  personnel	  that	  he	  
hadn’t	  been	  able	  to	  keep	  a	  closer	  eye	  on	  the	  interim	  Chief	  Engineer.	  Perhaps	  it	  
was	  a	  sign	  that	  his	   fortunes	  were	  about	   to	  change	  that	  Laurent	  was	  seeking	  
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him	  out	  instead	  of	  the	  other	  way	  around.	  It	  would	  at	  least	  make	  his	  inquiries	  
appear	  less	  suspicious.	  
	   “Might	  we	  speak	  in	  your	  quarters?	  I	  assume	  you	  were	  headed	  there.”	  
	   “And	  why	  would	  you	  assume	  that?”	  Glover	  asked	  sharply.	  Had	  news	  of	  
his	   reprimand	   already	   spread	   throughout	   the	   ship?	   It	   couldn’t	   have.	   The	  
commander	  didn’t	  think	  that	  Diaz	  could’ve	  concluded	  her	  meeting	  that	  soon.	  
But	   if	   his	   disgrace	  was	   rifling	   through	   the	   rumor	  mill	   then	   only	   Chief	   Balk	  
could	   spread	   gossip	   at	   light	   speed	   and	   he	   would	   deal	   with	   the	   loquacious	  
Tellarite	  after	  he	  was	  allowed	  out	  of	  his	  cabin.	  
	   “Well	   your	   quarters	   are	   on	   this	   floor,	   and	   you	   were	   headed	   in	   that	  
direction,”	  Laurent	  offered.	  
	   “Fair	  enough,”	  Glover	  said.	  He	  shrugged.	  “Follow	  me.”	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Executive	  Officer’s	  Quarters)	  
	  
	   After	   Laurent	   had	   settled	   on	   a	   comfortable,	   honey-‐colored	  
Aaamazzarite	   couch,	   Glover	   took	   a	   chair	   from	   the	   small	   kitchen	   area	   and	  
turned	  it	  around,	  propping	  its	  arms	  on	  its	  back	  when	  he	  sat	  down.	  “What’s	  on	  
your	  mind	  Mr.	  Laurent?”	  
	   “The	  Cardassians	  sir,	  that’s	  what.”	  Oduara’s	  insouciant	  image	  bloomed	  
in	  Terrence’s	  mind.	  He	  couldn’t	  help	  but	  frown	  at	  the	  memory.	  
	   “I	  see	  that	  they’ve	  already	  shown	  their	  colors,”	  Laurent	  said.	  “I	   take	  it	  
the	  captain’s	  meeting	  didn’t	  go	  as	  well	  as	  hoped?”	  
	   “That’s	  really	  none	  of	  your	  business,”	  Glover	  snapped.	  “If	  you’ve	  taken	  
time	  out	  of	  my	  schedule	  and	  yours	  to	  plum	  me	  for	  information,	  I’ll	  have	  you	  
cleaning	   the	   warp	   coil	   injectors	   with	   your	   tooth	   brush	   until	   we	   reach	   the	  
Tong	  Beak.”	  
	   “No,	  no,”	  Laurent	  sat	  up.	  “That’s	  not	  my	  intent	  at	  all.	  It’s	  just…to	  have	  a	  
group	  of	  Cardassians	  aboard	  as	  we’re	  heading	  into	  a	  nebula	  so	  close	  to	  their	  
space.	  It	  just	  makes	  me	  nervous.”	   	  
	   Glover	  grunted.	  He	  really	  couldn’t	  fault	  the	  man	  for	  that	  because	  he	  felt	  
the	  same	  way.	  And	  he	  said	  so.	  	  
	   Laurent	   tried	   to	   grin,	   but	   it	   looked	  more	   like	   a	   grimace.	   “I’m	  glad	  we	  
can	  agree.	   It	   just	  seems	   like	  so	  many	  officers	  have	   their	  heads	   in	   the	  clouds	  
about	   how	   dangerous	   the	   Cardassians	   are.	   Even	   the	   Romulans	   understand	  
their	   boundaries.	   Except	   for	   a	   few	   isolated	   incidents,	   they’ve	   stayed	  behind	  
the	   Neutral	   Zone	   since	   the	   Earth-‐Romulan	   War.	   But	   the	   Cardies,”	   Laurent	  
spat,	  “they	  just	  don’t	  know	  when	  they’re	  defeated.”	  
	   Terrence	   was	   shocked	   that	   the	   man	   would	   be	   so	   candid	   with	   him.	  
Laurent	   had	   been	   fairly	   taciturn	  with	   everyone,	   holing	   himself	   up	   on	   Deck	  
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Eleven,	  his	  only	  contact	  with	  the	  similarly	  reserved	  T’Shanir.	  The	  commander	  
couldn’t	  help	  but	  ponder	  what	  the	  man’s	  game	  was	  now.	  	  
	   So	  he	  decided	  to	  play	  along.	  “You	  know,	  I	  think	  you’re	  right.	  This	  peace	  
deal	   is	  madness.	   Just	  a	  couple	  months	  ago	  the	  Cardassians	  were	  planning	  to	  
take	  Minos	  Korva,	  but	  still	  the	  peace	  process	  rolls	  on,	  the	  annexation	  attempt	  
barely	  a	  bump	  in	  the	  road.”	  
	   Laurent’s	   eyes	   glinted.	   “That’s	   right.	   It	   makes	   one	   wonder	   how	   such	  
short	  sighted	  people	  get	  placed	  in	  such	  key	  positions	  of	  power.	  It’s	   like	  they	  
don’t	   understand	   that	   their	   idealism	   has	   consequences…consequences	   that	  
they	  are	  not	  ready	  to	  even	  acknowledge,	  much	  less	  deal	  with.”	  
	   “Such	   as?”	   The	   question	   hung	   in	   the	   air	   for	   several	   seconds,	   Laurent	  
peering	  at	  Terrence	  with	  such	  intensity	  that	  it	  made	  him	  uncomfortable.	  	  
	   “Such	  as	  all	  of	  us	  grunts	  who	  have	  paid	  the	  price	  for	  the	  Fleet’s	  lack	  of	  
tactical	   preparation,”	   Laurent	   pounded	   his	   chest.	   “This	   isn’t	   sunburn	   you	  
know.	   If	  maybe	   the	  Admiralty	   had	   saw	   fit	   to	   develop	   a	   fleet	   of	  warships	   in	  
addition	  to	  explorers	  then	  maybe	  Wolf	  359	  wouldn’t	  have	  been	  so	  disastrous.	  
Or	   this	  Cardassian	  conflict	  wouldn’t	  have	   lasted	  decades.	  And	   the	  Tzenkethi	  
would’ve	  been	  an	  amusing	  historical	  footnote,	  and	  not	  an	  actual	  war.”	  
	   Glover	  didn’t	  quite	  agree.	  He	  felt	  that	  the	  larger	  starships,	  such	  as	  the	  
Galaxy	   and	   Nebula	   classes	   were	   more	   than	   capable	   of	   holding	   their	   own.	  
“What	  about	  the	  Defiant	  –class	  ships?	  One	  of	  my	  friends	  was	  helped	  develop	  
that.	  I	  know	  SCE	  also	  had	  a	  major	  roll	  in	  developing	  it.”	  
	   “And	   the	   prototype	   is	   accumulating	   dust	   right	   now	   instead	   of	   being	  
perfected	  through	  another	  round	  of	  field	  testing.	  From	  what	  I’ve	  heard,	  some	  
bigwig	   Councilor,	   Santiago	   out	   of	   Cygnus	   VII	   had	   led	   a	   campaign	   to	   have	  
research	   money	   shifted	   to	   other	   ship	   designs	   like	   the	   Saber	   and	   the	  
Steamrunner.	  Santiago	  said	  the	  building	  of	  a	  war	  fleet	  sent	  the	  wrong	  message	  
about	  Federation	  intentions.”	  
	   “My	  friend	  said	  that	  the	  project	  had	  been	  scraped,	  but	  he	  hadn’t	  gone	  
into	  too	  many	  details.	  I	  guess	  I	  know	  my	  answer	  now.”	  
	   “Yeah,”	  Laurent	  shook	  his	  head.	  “Listen,	  I	  shouldn’t	  have	  burdened	  you	  
with	  my	  issues.	  I	  hope	  this	  stays	  between	  you	  and	  I.	  Off	  the	  record?”	  
	   “Of	   course	   Lieutenant	   Commander,”	   Terrence	   nodded.	   “I	   promise.”	  
Laurent	  attempted	  to	  smile	  again,	  but	  with	  his	  lipless	  mouth,	  it	  turned	  into	  a	  
death’s	  head	  grin.	  	  
	   “I	  also	  wanted	  to	  inform	  you	  that	  my	  upgrades	  are	  exceeding	  ahead	  of	  
schedule.	   Ensign	   T’Shanir	   has	   been	   a	   great	   help.	   After	   this	   mission	   I’ll	  
probably	  recommend	  that	  she	  receive	  a	  commendation	  for	  her	  efforts.”	  
	   “That’s	   good.	  Captain	  Diaz	   and	  Lt.	   Sandhurst	  will	   be	  pleased	   to	  know	  
that.”	  Laurent	  sighed,	  and	  then	  patted	  his	  thighs.	  He	  got	  off	  the	  couch	  slowly.	  	  
	   “I’ll	  be	  taking	  my	  leave	  of	  you	  sir?”	  He	  asked.	  
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	   “Dismissed,”	   Glover	   replied,	   smiling	   at	   the	   man.	   As	   soon	   as	   he	   was	  
gone,	  Glover	  headed	  to	  his	  desktop	  monitor.	  He	  entered	  a	  secret	  encryption	  
code,	  rerouting	  his	  communiqué	  through	  the	  ship’s	  sensor	  array,	  and	  masking	  
it	  as	  a	  tachyon	  pulse.	  
	   Minutes	   later,	   Banti	   Awokou	   appeared	   on	   the	   screen.	   His	   eyes	   were	  
bright	   and	   eager.	   Predatory.	   “You’ve	   got	   something	   for	   me	   Terrence?”	   The	  
commander	  then	  promptly	  his	  promise.	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Captain’s	  Ready	  Room)	  
	  
	   Donald	  Sandhurst	  didn’t	  want	   to	   sag	   in	   the	   seat,	   but	  he	   couldn’t	  help	  
himself.	  He	  was	  exhausted.	  And	  the	  disappointing	  news	  he	  had	  just	  received	  
almost	  broke	  him	  completely.	  	  
	   He	  had	  drove	  his	  team	  like	  never	  before	  to	  replace	  the	  ship’s	  systems	  
with	  bioneural	  circuits.	  To	  speed	  up	  the	  work,	  Commander	  Glover	  had	  gladly	  
passed	   off	   Lt.	   N’Saba	   and	   his	   Operations	   team	   to	   help.	   Now	   he	   just	   had	  
learned	  it	  was	  all	  for	  nothing.	  
	   “You	  mean	  we	  have	  to	  uninstall	  the	  bioneural	  circuitry	  and	  put	  back	  the	  
isolinear	   chips	  we’ve	   already	   removed?”	   He	   asked,	   frustration	   straining	   his	  
voice.	  
	   Captain	   Diaz,	   sinking	   into	   her	   own	   chair,	   a	   haggard	   cast	   to	   her	   face,	  
shrugged,	  “I’m	  sorry	  Donald,”	  she	  replied,	  and	  Donald	  knew	  she	  truly	  was.	  It	  
made	  him	  feel	  guilty	  about	  the	  snippy	  tone	  of	  his	  voice,	  and	  his	  even	  snippier	  
thoughts.	   “If	   I	   had	   known	   ahead	   of	   time	   about	   the	   quantum	   anomalies	   and	  
their	  effect	  on	  bioneural	   technology,	   I	  never	  would’ve	  ordered	  your	  crew	  or	  
anyone	  else	  for	  that	  matter,	  to	  bust	  their	  asses	  to	  get	  us	  up	  to	  speed.	  But	  for	  
some	  reason,	  Command	  has	  felt	  it	  necessary	  to	  parcel	  out	  information	  to	  me	  
in	  a	  piecemeal	  fashion.”	  
	   Sandhurst	   knew	   that	   Diaz	   didn’t	   have	   the	   greatest	   reputation	   among	  
some	  in	  the	  Admiralty,	  but	  he	  felt	  it	  was	  highly	  disrespectful,	  not	  to	  mention	  
counterproductive	   to	   issue	   orders	   in	   such	   a	   vague,	   callous,	   and	   haphazard	  
way.	  	  
	   Now	  he	  would	  have	  to	  order	  his	  department	  to	  reverse	  course	  and	  they	  
wouldn’t	  be	  able	   to	   attend	   the	   reception	   they	   so	   richly	  deserved	   to.	   “I	   can’t	  
say	  I’m	  pleased	  by	  this	   turn	  of	  events,”	  he	  said	  slowly,	  “but	  we’ll	  get	   the	   job	  
done.”	  
	   Diaz	   smiled	   reminding	   him	   of	   his	  mother	   Dolores.	   It	   wasn’t	   the	   first	  
time	   that	   he	   had	   seen	   parallels	   between	   the	   two	   strong	   willed	   women.	   It	  
almost	  made	   him	  wonder	   if	   his	   desire	   to	   remain	   aboard	  Cuffe,	   so	   far	   away	  
from	   Pell,	   was	   caused	   by	   some	   deep	   rooted,	   Freudian	   tie	   to	   his	   own	  
relationship	  with	  Dolores	  Sandhurst.	  “You’re	  a	  good	  man	  Donald.	  I	  knew	  you	  
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would	   understand.	   That’s	   why	   I	   wanted	   to	   tell	   you	   first,	   before	   I	   told	   the	  
others.	   Usually	   I’m	   all	   for	   a	   good	   row,	   but	   I’m	   really	   not	   in	   the	   mood	   for	  
another	  inquisition	  from	  Mr.	  N’Saba	  at	  the	  moment.”	  
	   Donald	  couldn’t	  help	  but	  smile.	  The	  feisty	  Alshain,	  who	  bore	  more	  than	  
a	   small	   resemblance	   to	   the	  werewolves	   in	   the	   vids	   he	   used	   to	   terrorize	   his	  
sister	   Aviel	   with,	   seemed	   to	   love	   drawing	   out	   their	   staff	  meetings	  with	   his	  
endless	  questions.	   It	   took	  Sandhurst	  almost	  a	  year	   to	  realize	   that	   the	   lupine	  
merely	   loved	   to	   hear	   himself	   talk,	   and	   to	   find	  ways	   to	   always	   interject	   the	  
latest	   theory	   into	   their	   discussions,	   as	   if	   he	   alone	   had	   access	   to	   the	   LCARS	  
system.	  Captain	  Diaz	  had	  a	  quirky	  sense	  of	  humor	  and	  usually	  found	  ways	  to	  
provoke	   the	  Alshain	   at	   the	  dismay	  of	   the	   rest	   of	   the	  meeting’s	   participants.	  
But	  even	  she	  had	  limits.	  That	  was	  a	  nice	  thing	  for	  Donald	  to	  discover.	  
	   “And	  don’t	  worry	  about	  the	  reception,”	  the	  captain	  said,	  as	  if	  she	  could	  
read	  his	  mind.	  “I’m	  canceling	  it.	  But	  we	  will	  have	  a	  small	  formal	  dinner	  in	  my	  
private	  dining	  chamber	  at	  1900	  hours,	  formal	  dress	  required.”	  
	   “Aye.”	  
	   “One	  more	  thing…you’re	  going	  to	  hate	  me	  for	  it,	  but	  I’m	  pulling	  you	  off	  
bioneural	  removal.	  I	  think	  one	  of	  your	  subordinates	  can	  handle	  that	  just	  fine.	  I	  
want	  you	  working	  with	  Dr.	  Lavok	  on	  the	  sensor	  array.	  Lavok	  is	  an	  expert	   in	  
the	  particle	   fountain	  mining	  process.	  We’re	   going	   to	   reconfigure	   the	   sensor	  
array	  to	  mimic	  a	  particle	  fountain,	  to	  drag	  the	  Palamedes	  out	  of,	  or	  away	  from	  
that	  quantum	  fissure	  without	  risking	  getting	  pulled	  in	  ourselves.”	  	  
	   Though	  the	  Nebula	  shared	  a	  similar	  primary	  and	  secondary	  hull	  design	  
with	  the	  larger	  Galaxy	  class,	  the	  ship	  differed	  in	  that	  its	  twin	  nacelles	  curved	  
downward	  directly	  from	  the	  ship’s	  saucer	  section.	  But	  the	  Nebula-‐class’s	  most	  
unique	  feature	  was	  the	  dome-‐shaped	  module	  attached	  to	  the	  aft	  of	  the	  saucer	  
by	  an	  upswept	  pylon.	  	  
	   The	   module	   could	   be	   modified	   to	   serve	   as	   navigational	   deflector,	  
weapons	  platform,	  or	  sensor	  array	  based	  on	  the	  needs	  of	  the	  crew.	  	  
	   Donald	   tended	   to	   like	   the	   compact,	   sturdy	  design	   and	   the	  workhorse	  
like	  feel	  of	  the	  ship	  more	  than	  the	  sleeker,	  more	  aerodynamic	  Novas	  and	  the	  
other	  newer	  models	  being	  cooked	  up	  at	  Utopia	  Planitia.	  
	   “Sounds	  like	  a	  plan,”	  Donald	  said.	  “Do	  you	  want	  me	  to	  bring	  her	  up	  to	  
speed	  after	  the	  dinner?”	  
	   “Actually	   she’s	   waiting	   in	   Engineering	   for	   you	   now,”	   Diaz	   intoned.	  
Sandhurst	  squelched	  the	  groan	  in	  his	  throat.	  “She’s	  raring	  to	  go.”	  
	   “I’ll	  do	  my	  best	  to	  integrate	  her	  into	  how	  we	  do	  things.”	  
	   “I	   know	   you	  will,”	   the	   captain	   said,	   her	   face	   darkening	   for	   a	   second.	  
“But	   make	   sure	   you	   keep	   her	   close	   to	   the	   vest.	   I	   don’t	   want	   Cardassians	  
having	   free	   reign	   on	   my	   vessel.	   The	   mission	   is	   dangerous	   enough	   already	  
without	  having	  to	  contend	  with	  any	  potential	  duplicity.”	  
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	   Sandhurst	  sought	   to	  see	   the	  good	   in	  everyone	  and	  often	  batted	  down	  
the	  tendency	  of	  some	  members	  of	  his	  team	  to	  make	  generalized	  assumptions	  
about	   nations	   hostile	   to	   the	   Federation,	   like	   the	   Cardassians,	   Romulans,	   or	  
Tzenkethi.	   But	   the	   increasing	   strangeness	   of	   this	   mission	   gave	   him	   pause,	  
which	  had	  allowed	  even	  some	  of	  his	  own	  suspicions	  to	  sneak	  in.	  
	   “I’ll	   be	   very	   circumspect	   in	   my	   spying,”	   rounding	   his	   own	   spike	   of	  
tension	  with	  a	  joke.	  	  
	   “Thank	  you,”	  the	  captain	  smiled	  again.	  “I	  don’t	  have	  to	  worry	  about	  any	  
blow	  ups	  with	  you.”	  Donald	  waited	  for	  the	  captain	  to	  say	  more,	  but	  she	  didn’t	  
elaborate.	  Instead	  she	  glanced	  at	  her	  black	  desktop	  monitor.	  	  
	   “I	  don’t	  want	  to	  take	  up	  anymore	  of	  your	  time,”	  Sandhurst	  offered.	  
	   “Thank	  you	  again	  Donald,	  you	  are	  appreciated,	  even	   if	   I	  don’t	  show	  it	  
all	  the	  time,”	  Diaz	  said.	  “See	  you	  at	  1900	  then.”	  
	   “Yes	  ma’am.”	  
	   “Dismissed,”	  she	  said	  softly.	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  FIVE	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Sensor	  Array)	  
	  
	   Dr.	  Kuyan	  Lavok	  was	  all	   delicate	   scales	   and	   soft	   ridges,	   until	   she	  had	  
opened	   her	   mouth.	   “This	   level	   of	   disorganization	   is	   pathetic,”	   the	   woman	  
wailed	   for	   the	   umpteenth	   time.	   “How	   in	   the	   heavens	   do	   you	   ever	   intend	   to	  
have	   this	  ship	  acceptable	   for	   travel?”	  She	  had	  started	   in	  on	  Lt.	  Sandhurst	  as	  
soon	  as	  he	  had	  entered	  Main	  Engineering.	  
	   And	   she	  had	   continued	   to	   harangue	  him	   for	   hours	   as	   he	  had	   tried	   to	  
explain	  why	  his	  department	  was	   in	  such	  disarray,	  panels	  and	  walls	  stripped	  
bare,	  miles	   of	   wiring	   and	   circuits	   hanging	   as	   his	   crew	   tirelessly	   worked	   to	  
restore	  the	  isolinear	  data	  chips	  and	  lines	  that	  they	  had	  just	  taken	  out.	  
	   He	   had	   quickly	   escorted	   Lavok	   to	   the	   upper	   module,	   afraid	   that	   she	  
might	   incite	   a	   hostile	   response	   from	   his	   very	   fatigued	   crew.	   The	   module’s	  
lighting	   was	   dim,	   the	   soft	   glow	   of	   the	   sensor	   platform	   beating	   a	   soothing	  
multitude	  of	  colors	  every	  few	  minutes.	  “At	  least	  the	  damage	  here	  isn’t	  as	  bad	  
as	   in	   your	   main	   engine	   section,”	   the	   extraction	   expert	   conceded.	   The	   glow	  
from	  the	  giant	   telescope	  shaped	  array	  made	   the	  dash	  of	  blue	  painted	   in	   the	  
spoon-‐shaped	  crest	  of	  her	  forehead	  a	  bizarre	  turquoise.	  
	   “You	   seem	   basically	   competent,”	   Lavok	   said,	   “I	  will	   need	   only	   you	   to	  
assist	  me.”	  
	   Good,	   Donald	   thought,	   because	   I	   couldn’t	   bear	   to	   put	   anyone	   else	  
through	   the	   torture.	  He	   really	  wasn’t	   in	   a	   good	  mood.	   First,	   he	   had	   to	   cede	  
authority	  of	  his	  department	  to	  the	  shady	  Commander	  Laurent.	  Then	  Captain	  
Diaz’s	  revelation	  and	  the	  order	  to	  disassemble	  all	  of	  their	  hard	  work	  had	  hit	  
him	   like	   a	   Kaylar	   cudgel.	   But	   Sandhurst	   had	   tried	   to	   remain	   as	   chipper	   as	  
possible,	   for	   the	   captain	   and	   his	   team.	   He	   knew	   that	   everyone	   was	   under	  
immense	  pressure,	  and	  he	  hadn’t	  wanted	  to	  add	  to	  anyone’s	  strain.	  
	   He	   assumed	   that	   the	   saturnine	   Lavok	  was	   perhaps	  masking	   her	   own	  
anxieties	  with	  needless	   carping,	   and	  Donald	  wanted	   to	   keep	  his	   promise	   to	  
the	   captain	   that	   he	   would	   be	   a	   good	   ambassador.	   Though	   at	   the	   time	   the	  
promise	  was	  made,	  he	  had	  no	  idea	  how	  hard	  it	  would	  be.	  
	   Without	   asking,	   the	   Cardassian	   yanked	   on	   the	   silver	   equipment	   tote	  
bag	  at	  Sandhurst’s	  side,	  carried	  on	  a	  strap	  across	  his	  chest.	  “Hey,”	  he	  yelped.	  
	   “Are	  you	  repelled	  by	  a	  snakehead’s	  touch?”	  The	  woman	  goaded,	  rifling	  
into	   the	  bag	   for	   a	   tricorder.	   She	  held	   it	   up	   for	   him	   to	   see,	   “If	   you	  pay	   close	  
attention	  you	  just	  might	  learn	  something	  about	  particle	  fountain	  mining.”	  	  
	   Donald	  repressed	  the	  urge	  to	  tell	  her	  that	  he	  was	  already	  well	  versed	  
with	  the	  procedure.	  It	  had	  been	  invented	  five	  years	  ago	  by	  Farallon,	  a	  Tyran	  
scientist.	  Several	  months	  ago,	   the	   field	   test	  results	  at	  Tyrus	  VIIa	  had	  proven	  
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unsuccessful.	   The	   particle	   fountain	   was	   supposed	   to	   revolutionize	   orbital	  
mining,	   lifting	   500	   kilograms	   per	   minute	   from	   the	   planet’s	   surface.	  	  
	   Dr.	   Farallon	   had	   suggested	   that	   her	   work	   to	   reconstruct	   the	   particle	  
fountain,	  due	  to	  its	  damaged	  impeller	  would	  take	  at	  least	  two	  years.	  However,	  
many	  engineers	  and	  scientists,	  Donald	  among	  them,	  still	  believed	  the	  project	  
failed	   because	   of	   the	   involvement	   of	   the	   exocomps,	   highly	   advanced	   tools	  
designed	  by	  Farallon	   to	  assist	   in	   the	   fountain	  mining	  procedure.	  During	   the	  
course	   of	   the	   testing,	   Lt.	   Data	   of	   the	   Enterprise	   had	   discovered	   that	   the	  
machines	  were	  actually	   sentient	  and	  had	  sabotaged	   the	  project	  out	   for	   self-‐
preservation	  purposes.	  
	   A	  simulated	  particle	  fountain	  stream,	  using	  the	  sensor	  array’s	  tachyon	  
particles	  and	  the	  array	  itself	  as	  a	  makeshift	   impeller	  would	  serve	  as	  a	  super	  
tractor	   beam.	   Combined	   with	   Cuffe’s	   standard	   towing	   capabilities,	   the	   ship	  
should	   have	   sufficient	   power	   to	   haul	   the	   Palamedes	   out	   of	   the	   strong	  
gravitational	  pull	  of	  a	  quantum	  fissure.	  
	   Donald	  of	   course	  had	   to	  make	  sure	   strong	  enough	  containment	   fields	  
were	   in	   place	   to	   prevent	   the	   particle	   stream	   from	   irradiating	   the	   entire	  
module.	  But	  he	  kept	  that	  to	  himself,	  and	  allowed	  Lavok	  to	  explain	  it	  all	  to	  him,	  
nodding	  his	  head	  at	  certain	  points	  as	  if	  he	  were	  hearing	  this	  information	  for	  
the	   first	   time.	   Despite	   a	   lot	   of	   repetition,	   Sandhurst	   did	   hear	   enough	   new	  
things	  to	  keep	  him	  attentive.	  	  
	   He	  had	  to	  remind	  himself	  that	  while	  he	  was	  fairly	  well	  read	  about	  the	  
particle	  fountain	  project,	  Lavok	  had	  helped	  Farallon	  develop	  it.	  	  
	   “While	  I	  calculate	  particle	  stream	  density,	  I	  want	  you	  to	  begin	  routing	  
the	   ship’s	   communication	   traffic	   to	   secondary	   and	   tertiary	   servers.”	   Lavok	  
said.	  When	  Cuffe	  had	  been	  chosen	  to	  head	  the	  Minos	  Korva	  taskforce,	  Captain	  
Diaz	  had	  ordered	  the	  module	  be	  converted	  into	  a	  subspace	  amplifier,	  to	  allow	  
for	   real-‐time	   communication	   with	   Starfleet	   Command.	   The	   captain	   also	  
allowed	   the	   crew	   to	   take	   advantage	   of	   the	   unwanted	   boon	   to	   relieve	   the	  
tension	  of	  waiting	  on	  the	  frontier	  for	  a	  possible	  invasion.	  	  
	   Many	   had	   communicated	   with	   their	   relatives	   or	   significant	   others.	  
Donald	  was	  a	  bit	  ashamed	  that	  he	  had	  found	  little	  time,	  or	  inclination,	  to	  talk	  
to	  either.	  Though	  he	  wasn’t	  really	  be	  sure	  if	  Pell	  fit	  under	  the	  significant	  other	  
category	  or	  not.	  
	   “Lt.	  Sandhurst,	  are	  you	  well?”	  	  
	   “Yes,”	  he	  said	  after	  a	   few	  seconds,	   though	  his	  stomach	  fluttered	  a	   few	  
more	  times	  as	  he	  tried	  to	  expunge	  his	  thoughts	  of	  Pell.	  Now’s	  not	  a	  good	  time,	  
he	  told	  himself.	  “I’m	  fine,”	  he	  declared	  with	  more	  authority.	  
	   “Are	  you	  sure?”	  The	  woman	  placed	  a	  cool,	  smoothly	  textured	  hand	  over	  
his,	  her	  expression	  suddenly	  less	  reptilian.	  Donald’s	  throat	  constricted	  and	  he	  
felt	  unexpected,	  but	  not	  all	  together	  unpleasant,	  warmth	  suffuse	  his	  body.	  
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	   “I’m…I’m	  sure,”	  he	  managed	  to	  get	  out.	  What’s	  wrong	  with	  me,	  Donald	  
thought.	  He	  shifted	  his	  arm	  slightly,	  causing	  Lavok	  to	  look	  down.	  The	  woman	  
laughed,	  and	  the	  sound	  wasn’t	  as	  grating	  as	  Sandhurst	  imagined	  it	  might	  be.	  	  
	   “How	   did	   that	   get	   down	   there?”	   She	   removed	   her	   hand,	   but	   not	  
knowing	  what	  else	  to	  do	  with	  it,	  placed	  it	  behind	  her	  back.	  “Well…I	  guess	  we	  
should	  get	  started.”	  
	   “Lets,”	   Donald	   hurriedly	   agreed.	   He	   didn’t	   know	   what	   had	   just	  
happened	  between	  them,	  and	  he	  wasn’t	  sure	  he	  wanted	  to	  know.	  But	  it	  made	  
him	   feel	   dirty,	   and	   more	   than	   a	   little	   guilty.	   Despite	   Lavok’s	   admitted	  
attractiveness,	   he	   had	   just	   met	   the	   woman,	   and	   she	   had	   been	   nothing	   but	  
abrasive	  with	  him.	  He	  cared	  for	  Pell,	  even	  if	  he	  didn’t	  always	  express	  it	  well.	  
How	  could	  be	  attracted	  to	  another	  woman,	  especially	  a	  Cardassian	  female,	  a	  
member	  of	  the	  race	  that	  had	  caused	  Pell	  and	  her	  people	  so	  much	  grief?	  	  
	   Donald	  wished	  he	  had	  time	  to	  dash	  to	  the	  holodeck	  and	  get	  Dr.	  Freud’s	  
opinion	   on	   it.	  He	  was	   sure	   Sigmund	  have	   a	   field	   day	  dissecting	   his	   twisted,	  
conflicting	  emotions.	  	  
	   To	  get	  back	  to	  the	  task	  at	  hand,	  Donald	  decided	  to	  make	  a	  home	  on	  the	  
other	   side	   of	   the	   large	   array,	   tapping	   into	   a	   data	   panel	   on	   the	   cylindrical	  
object’s	  side.	  	  
	   But	  even	  as	  he	  resigned	  himself	  to	  hours	  of	  data	  relocation,	  Sandhurst	  
couldn’t	  shake	  the	  feel	  of	  the	  woman’s	  hand	  on	  his	  skin.	  	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Executive	  Officer’s	  Quarters)	  
1700	  hours…	  
	  
	   Even	   though	   Captain	   Diaz	   had	   restricted	   him	   to	   quarters,	   Terrence	  
continued	   supervising	   the	   relocation	   of	   non-‐essential	   personnel	   to	   Minos	  
Korva.	  	  
	   The	   idea	   of	   leaving	   it	   in	   the	  hands	   of	   others	  wasn’t	   his	   style.	   Plus	   he	  
needed	   activities	   to	   occupy	   him,	   really	   to	   distract	   him	   from	   his	   growing	  
disquiet.	  
	   Captain	   Awokou	   had	   been	   just	   as	   much	   in	   the	   dark	   about	   the	  
Palamedes	  and	  its	  role	  in	  the	  destruction	  of	  both	  the	  Sogah	  and	  the	  Mbaata.	  
Adm.	  Nechayev,	  or	  some	  other	  persons	  were	  keeping	  the	  Phoenix	  captain	   in	  
the	  dark	  as	  much	  as	  he	  and	  Captain	  Diaz.	  Banti	  had	  promised	  to	  check	  with	  
Nechayev	  and	  get	  back	  to	  him,	  but	  Glover	  hadn’t	  wanted	  to	  merely	  sit	  around	  
and	  wait	  for	  his	  call.	  
	   He	   had	   stripped	   to	   his	   trunks,	   and	   performed	   several	   Mok’bara	  
exercises	  to	  relieve	  his	  stress,	  pushing	  and	  straining	  his	  body	  to	  its	  limits.	  He	  
had	  learned	  the	  strenuous	  meditative/martial	  arts	  movements	  while	  serving	  
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aboard	   the	   Dorna.	   Krastil	   had	   been	   a	   great	   teacher,	   increasing	   his	   pain	  
threshold	  to	  levels	  he	  hadn’t	  believed	  possible.	  
	   After	   two	  hours	  he	  had	   collapsed	  on	  his	   floor,	   breath	   ragged	  until	   he	  
gained	  control	  of	  his	  breathing	  as	  the	  fierce	  Klingon	  warrior	  had	  taught	  him.	  
Once	  strength	  returned	  to	  his	  limbs,	  Glover	  took	  a	  long	  sonic	  shower.	  
	   Refreshed	   in	   mind	   and	   body,	   he	   had	   since	   been	   working	   on	   the	  
relocation	   plans	   with	   Lieutenant	   Zim.	   Thirty	   minutes	   ago	   the	   Zaldan	   had	  
informed	  him	  that	  he	  had	  to	  prepare	  for	  the	  formal	  dinner	  at	  1900	  hours,	  and	  
had	  Junior	  Lieutenant	  Nyota	  Dryer	  take	  over	  as	  his	  replacement.	  	  
	   The	  commander	  hadn’t	  voice	  his	  concern	  about	  the	  change,	  but	  he	  still	  
felt	  a	  little	  uncomfortable	  around	  Dryer.	  The	  woman	  was	  something	  of	  a	  bon	  
vivant	   and	   she	   had	   made	   her	   interest	   in	   Glover	   very	   apparent	   during	   the	  
shore	  leave	  at	  Wrigley’s	  Pleasure	  Planet.	  	  
	   With	  her	  sculpted	  cheekbones,	  full	  lips,	  and	  burnished	  mahogany	  skin	  
encasing	  a	  lean,	  though	  curvaceous	  figure,	  Dryer’s	  offer	  had	  been	  almost	  too	  
tempting	  to	  ignore.	  Before	  that	  time	  he	  had	  seen	  the	  woman	  occasionally,	  but	  
had	  always	   taken	  her	  excessive	  smiling	  around	  him	  at	  best	   for	  cordiality,	  at	  
worse	  obsequiousness.	  	  
	   When	  Diaz	  had	  given	  the	  order	  for	  shore	  leave,	  Dryer	  had	  accompanied	  
Zim,	   Nya,	   Simus,	   Ensign	   Hunal,	   and	   Glover	   down	   to	   the	   surface.	   At	   first,	  
Terrence	   had	   thought	   that	   Dryer	   had	   a	   thing	   for	   Zim,	   but	   he	   had	   quickly	  
learned	  otherwise	  when	  the	   flaxen	  haired	  Bolian	  Hunal	  had	  pulled	  a	  willing	  
Zim	   away	   to	   the	   Wrigley	   Palms	   Hotel	   almost	   as	   soon	   as	   their	   boots	  
materialized	  on	  Bacchanalia	  City’s	  latinum-‐inlaid	  main	  walk.	  
	   That	  had	   left	   a	  quartet.	   Simus	  had	   long	  ago	  discovered	   the	  affair,	   but	  
kept	  it	  discreet	  because	  he	  considered	  it	  a	  personal	  matter.	  Dryer,	  of	  course,	  
had	  no	   idea.	   Later	  on,	  Glover	  would	   learn	   from	  Zim	   that	   the	  woman	  had	   in	  
fact	  tagged	  along	  to	  get	  more	  personal	  with	  him.	  If	  he	  had	  known	  that	  ahead	  
of	   time,	  Terrence	  would’ve	  declined	  Nya’s	   advice	   to	   take	   the	   young	  woman	  
out	  on	  the	  dance	  floor,	  at	  the	  first	  night	  club	  they	  encountered,	  aptly	  titled	  the	  
Boom	  Boom	  Room.	  
	   The	  dance	  floor	  had	  been	  packed	  with	  species	  of	  all	  varieties,	  and	  the	  
music	   had	   been	   blaring,	   a	   strange	   mixture	   of	   Andorian	   blues	   and	   Terran	  
reggae.	  The	  dancers	  were	  swaying	  melodically	  to	  the	  slow,	  seductive	  tune.	  	  
	   Nyota,	  resplendent	  in	  a	  mauve	  satin	  dress,	  her	  cleavage	  on	  impressive	  
display,	  had	  melted	  into	  him,	  wrapping	  her	  arms	  firmly	  around	  his	  waist	  and	  
pressing	  her	  head	  against	  his	  chest.	  Glover	  had	  looked	  back	  at	  Nya,	  but	  hadn’t	  
been	  able	  to	  see	  her	  for	  the	  mass	  of	  people	  now	  blocking	  his	  vision.	  
	   Glover	  had	  eventually	  allowed	  himself	  to	  yield	  to	  the	  moment,	  pulling	  
the	  woman	  even	  more	  closely	  to	  him,	  enjoying	  the	  feel	  of	  her	  muscled	  body,	  
the	  smell	  of	  spice	  on	  her	  skin.	  He	  had	  closed	  his	  eyes,	  imagining	  that	  he	  was	  
dancing	  with	  Nya,	  a	  familiar	  heat	  uncoiling	  within	  him.	  
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	   Things	   had	   been	   going	   splendid	   until	   Dryer	   goosed	   him.	   At	   first	   he	  
hadn’t	  believed	   it.	  The	  woman	  had	  struck	  as	  quickly	  a	  sinoraptor,	  her	  hands	  
cupping	  his	  derriere,	  giving	  both	  buns	  a	  firm	  squeeze.	  
	   Once	  he	  realized	  what	  had	  happened,	  and	  who	  the	  culprit	  was,	  Glover	  
pulled	  away	  from	  her,	  embarrassment	  evident	  on	  his	   face.	  “What	  was	  that?”	  
He	  had	  asked	  just	  loud	  enough	  to	  be	  heard	  over	  the	  din	  of	  the	  music.	  
	   Dryer	   had	   smiled	   at	   first.	   “What	   do	   you	   think?”	   The	   woman	   had	  
challenged	  playfully,	   running	   the	   tip	  of	   her	   tongue	  over	  her	  bottom	   lip.	  But	  
after	  a	  few	  seconds	  she	  saw	  that	  Terrence	  had	  neither	  smiled	  nor	  answered	  
her	  challenge.	  	  
	   “I	  think	  this	  dance	  is	  over.”	  
	   “I’m	  sorry	  sir,”	  the	  woman	  hung	  her	  head.	  
	   “There’s	  no	  need	  to	  apologize,”	  he	  said.	  “It’s	  okay,	  really.”	  
	   “No,	  no	  I	  really	  am	  sorry,”	  she	  replied.	  “I	  just	  thought…well,	  maybe…”	  
	   Intrigued,	  Glover	  couldn’t	  help	  but	  ask,	  “Maybe	  what?”	  
	   “Well,	  I	  just	  thought	  you	  might	  want	  to	  have	  a	  good	  time.	  You	  seem	  so	  
driven	   all	   the	   time…so	   alone.”	   She	   paused,	   tensing.	   “Perhaps	   I	   should’ve	  
started	   this	   by	   asking	   permission	   to	   speak	   freely?”	   He	   waved	   away	   the	  
question.	  
	   “This	  is	  shore	  leave,”	  he	  reminded	  her.	  “Anything	  goes.”	  Dryer	  smiled	  at	  
the	   comment.	   “Well,	   not	   anything.”	   Her	   lips	   drew	   into	   a	   tight	   line.	   Glover	  
hesitated	   before	   pulling	   the	   woman	   near	   again,	   “Let’s	   just	   forget	   this	   ever	  
happened,”	  he	  whispered	   in	  her	   ear,	   fighting	   an	   errant	  urge	   to	  nibble	  on	   it.	  
Dryer	  had	  nodded	  in	  agreement.	  
	   But	  neither	  one	  of	  them	  had	  really	  been	  able	  to	  forget.	  Glover’s	  throat	  
closed	  up	  when	  Nyota	  appeared	  on	   the	  screen.	   “Commander,”	   she	  said	  with	  
similar	  effort.	  
	   “Lt.	   Dryer,”	   he	   replied,	   clearing	   his	   throat	   several	   times.	   “What’s	   the	  
status	  of	  the	  relocation?”	  The	  woman	  looked	  down	  for	  several	  seconds.	  
	   Looking	  up	   again,	   she	   said,	   “Sir,	  we	  have	  beamed	  down	  one	  hundred	  
crew	   personnel	  within	   the	   last	   hour.	   One	   hundred	  more,	   and	  we	  will	   have	  
pared	  down	  the	  crew	  complement	  to	  the	  ordered	  two-‐hundred	  fifty.”	  
	   Terrence	   nodded.	  He	   found	   it	   a	   little	   hard	   to	   believe	   that	   a	   ship	   that	  
housed	   750	   people	   could	   operate	   successfully	   with	   absent	   five	   hundred.	  
However,	   in	   reality	   the	   advanced	   computer	   systems	   on	   most	   Federation	  
starships	  could	  function	  effectively	  with	  even	  less.	  
	   “Thank	  you	  Lieutenant.”	  Dryer	  looked	  off	  screen,	  and	  then	  smiled.	  
	   “I’m	  alone	  now,	  you	  can	  call	  me	  Nyota.”	  
	   Since	   their	   awkward	   dance,	   Terrence	   had	   formed	   something	   of	   an	  
acquaintance	  with	  Dryer.	  Absent	  Nya,	  she	  was	  the	  only	  woman	  on	  board	  that	  
had	   had	   the	   pleasure	   of	   pawing	   him	   like	   an	   Orion	   animal	   woman,	   and	  
occasionally	  they	  would	  exchange	  pleasantries,	  or	  gossip.	  	  
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	   Glover	   had	   also	   reminded	   himself	   of	   the	   key	   position	   Dryer,	   as	   a	  
security	  specialist,	  had	  regarding	  the	  armory.	  He	  was	  certain	  if	  Nyota	  learned	  
of	  any	  strange	  weapons	  transfers	  or	  allocations	  she	  would	  be	  sure	  to	  tell	  him.	  
	   He	   had	   successfully	   cultivated	   her	   as	   an	   asset,	   but	   things	   were	   still	  
occasionally	   clumsy	   between	   them.	   “Nyota,”	   he	   leaned	   closer	   to	   his	   screen,	  
“Has	   there	   been	   any	   problems	  with	   the	   plasma	   dissipation	   project?	   Or	   any	  
unusual	   activity	   on	   the	   part	   of	   Commander	   Laurent?”	   She	   mimicked	   his	  
gesture.	  	  
	   He	   hadn’t	   bothered	   telling	   her	   about	   his	   restriction,	   because	   he	   was	  
certain	   Diaz	   had	   already	   informed	   Zim	   to	   alert	   his	   team	   to	  make	   sure	   that	  
Glover	   remained	   confined	   to	   quarters.	   Terrence	   wouldn’t	   be	   surprised	   to	  
check	  his	  door	   and	   see	   an	   armed	  guard	   standing	  watch.	  He	  hadn’t	  done	   so,	  
and	   he	   knew	   things	   hadn’t	   deteriorated	   between	   him	   and	   the	   captain	   so	  
drastically,	  but	  his	  inner	  cynic	  wasn’t	  so	  certain.	  
	   Lowering	  her	  voice,	  Dryer	  said,	  “No	  sir,	  not	  to	  my	  knowledge.	  Laurent	  
looks	  fairly	  creepy,	  but	  his	  energy	  demands	  haven’t	  been	  excessive.	  And	  he’s	  
largely	  stayed	  off	  the	  grid.”	  
	   “That’s	  what	  concerns	  me,”	  Glover	  admitted.	  “Since	  I’m…indisposed	  at	  
the	  moment,	   I	   need	   someone	   to	   keep	   an	   eye	   on	  him.	   Could	   you	  do	   that	   for	  
me?”	  
	   Dryer	  brightened.	  “Anything	  for	  you	  sir.”	  	  
	   Glover	  grimaced.	  “Laying	  it	  on	  pretty	  thick	  aren’t	  you	  Lieutenant.”	  
	   “Obviously	  not	  thick	  enough,”	  she	  shot	  back.	  For	  the	  second	  time	  today,	  
Glover	  was	  glad	  he	  didn’t	  look	  as	  florid	  as	  he	  felt	  on	  the	  inside.	  
	   “Good	  one,”	  was	  all	  he	  could	  come	  up	  with.	  “Report	  back	  to	  me	  if	  you	  
discover	  anything	  unusual	  about	  Laurent.	  I	  want	  to	  know	  about	  it	  even	  before	  
Mr.	  Zim.”	  
	   “Aye	  sir.”	  
	   “Call	  me	  Terrence.”	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Chief	  Medical	  Officer’s	  Quarters)	  
	  
	   Eban	  was	  more	  of	  himself	  than	  he	  had	  been	  in	  a	  long	  time.	  This	  is	  going	  
to	  be	  the	  hardest	  thing	  I	  ever	  do,	  Nya	  realized,	  as	  soon	  as	  her	  husband	  winked	  
and	  grinned	  at	  her.	  	  
	   “How	  are	  you	  doing	  Nya?”	  He	  said,	  with	  genuine	  warmth	   in	  his	  voice	  
that	  had	  been	  missing	   for	  years.	   “Calling	   to	   regale	  me	  with	  new	   tales	  about	  
gaseous	  anomalies?	  It’s	  good	  hearing	  from	  you.	  It’s	  been	  too	  long.”	  After	  Nya	  
found	  that	  she	  couldn’t	  talk,	  Eban	  good	  cheer	  slowly	  receded.	  
	   He	   knows	   something	   is	   wrong,	   Dr.	   Chace	   realized	   as	   Eban	   leaned	  
forward,	  his	  face	  almost	  pressing	  against	  his	  monitor.	  “What’s	  wrong	  Nya?”	  
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	   “I…I…have	  something	  to	  tell	  you.”	  
	   “Tell	  me,”	   he	   said,	   a	   detached	   tone	   returning	   to	   his	   voice.	   Ever	   since	  
Eban	  had	  been	  joined	  with	  the	  Qin	  symbiont	  he	  had	  grown	  distant	  from	  her,	  
the	  chasm	  spreading	  so	  wide	  between	  them	  that	  Nya	  had	  pondered	  dissolving	  
their	   marriage	   for	   quite	   some	   time.	   But	   she	   had	   never	   brought	   herself	   to	  
broach	  the	  subject	  with	  him.	  Instead	  she	  had	  taken	  her	  need	  to	  be	  loved	  and	  
cherished	  and	  placed	  it	  in	  Terrence’s	  arms.	  And	  now	  she	  carried	  his	  child.	  
	   “I’m…,”	  Nya	  choked	  up,	  tears	  welling	  in	  her	  eyes.	  “I…”	  	  
	   Eban	  was	  really	  concerned	  now.	  His	  sallow	  brow	  was	  etched	  with	  deep	  
worry	   lines.	   “Are	   you	   okay?	   Are	   you	   in	   danger?	   Is	   the	   ship	   okay?”	   Before	  
returning	   home	   to	   Trill	   to	   be	   joined,	   Eban	   had	   served	   as	   a	   civilian	  
xenobiologist	  aboard	  the	  Cuffe	  with	  her.	  	  
	   He	  had	  formed	  many	  friendships	  aboard	  and	  had	  been	  just	  as	  much	  a	  
part	   of	   the	   ship’s	   community	   in	   many	   ways	   as	   she	   was.	   “Did	   something	  
happen	  to	  the	  captain?”	  
	   “I…”	  Nya	  couldn’t	  bring	  herself	  to	  tell	  him.	  “I’ll	  talk	  to	  you	  later…okay?”	  
	   “No,	   it’s	   not	   okay,	   talk	   to	   me	   now,”	   Eban	   pleaded,	   “I	   need	   to	   know	  
everything	  is	  okay	  with	  you,	  and	  if	  it	  isn’t,	  I	  want	  to	  help	  you.”	  
	   How	  had	  she	  been	  so	  wrong?	  So	  blind	  not	  to	  see	  that	  he	  still	  loved	  her,	  
despite	  the	  multiple	  life	  times	  his	  attachment	  to	  the	  symbiont	  had	  given	  him,	  
the	  virtual	   immortality?	  Nya	  had	   feared	   that	   she	  might	  be	   lost	   in	   the	   sea	  of	  
memories	  buffeting	  Eban,	  and	  for	  a	  while	  she	  knew	  she	  actually	  had	  been	  as	  
the	  man	  struggled	  to	  integrate	  the	  four	  previous	  Qin’s	  hosts’	  experiences	  into	  
his	  personality.	  He	  appeared	  to	  have	  done	  that,	  and	  his	  love	  for	  her	  remained.	  	  
	   She	  had	  stayed	  away	  from	  him	  for	  a	  long	  time,	  avoiding	  contact,	  afraid	  
that	   the	   next	   time	   she	   saw	   him	   the	   old	   flame	   in	   his	   eyes	   for	   her	  would	   be	  
extinguished.	  But	  she	  had	  been	  wrong.	  	  
	   “I’m	   okay,”	   she	   said	   quietly,	   “the	   ship,	   everyone	   is	   all	   right.	  We…just	  
have	  a	  long	  mission	  we’re	  going	  on…I	  didn’t	  know	  when	  I	  would	  be	  back.”	  
	   “Another	  deep	  space	  jaunt?”	  He	  asked,	  his	  voice	  no	  longer	  fraught	  with	  
concern,	  though	  his	  gaze	  still	  was	  skeptical.	  “Is	  that	  all	  it	  is?”	  
	   “Yes,”	   Dr.	   Chace	   said	   more	   firmly.	   She	   wanly	   smiled	   at	   him	   in	   an	  
attempt	  to	  assuage	  away	  his	  remaining	  doubts.	  	  
	   “What	  is	  the	  mission	  about?”	  
	   “Well,	  I	  can’t	  go	  into	  too	  many	  of	  the	  particulars.	  It’s	  a	  rescue	  mission,	  
of	  sorts.”	  
	   “Oh,”	  Eban’s	  brow	  weighted	  with	  worry.	  “How	  dangerous?”	  
	   “Nothing	  to	  concern	  yourself	  about,	  it’s	  fairly	  standard	  stuff,”	  Nya	  lied.	  
	   “There’s	  always	  a	  potential	  for	  the	  standard	  to	  go	  awry	  at	  a	  moment’s	  
notice,”	  Eban	  countered.	  “I’m	  no	  stranger	  to	  starship	  life	  remember?”	  	  
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	   “I’m	   sure	   you	   also	   remember	   that	   we’re	   professionals,”	   Nya	   jested.	  
“Awry	   is	  all	  within	  our	   job	  parameters.”	  Eban	   laughed,	  but	   it	   sounded	  more	  
like	  a	  cough.	  
	   “Take	  care	  of	  yourself,	  for	  me,	  okay?”	  
	   “I	  will,”	  she	  replied,	  “and	  you	  too.”	  He	  rolled	  his	  eyes	  playfully.	  
	   “Well,	  unless	  the	  Borg	  invades	  the	  Alpha	  Quadrant	  again	  before	  you	  get	  
back,	  I	  think	  Trill	  will	  be	  just	  fine.”	  
	   “Very	  funny	  Mr.	  Comedian.”	  
	   “Seeing	  you	  smile	  was	  worth	  it,”	  Eban	  paused,	  his	  joviality	  replaced	  by	  
seriousness	  again.	  “Nya,	  I	  know	  there’s	  more	  going	  on	  than	  you’re	  telling	  me.	  
But	  I	  respect	  you	  enough	  to	  allow	  you	  to	  inform	  me	  whenever	  you	  feel	  ready.	  
I	  want	  you	  to	  understand	  that	  I	  will	  always	  love	  you,	  no	  matter	  what…it	  is.”	  
	   Overcome	   with	   emotion,	   Nya	   blubbered,	   “I…I	   got	   to	   go.”	   She	  
deactivated	  the	  link	  before	  Eban	  could	  respond.	  The	  tears	  rained	  free	  seconds	  
after	  the	  screen	  blackened.	  	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Executive	  Officer’s	  Quarters)	  
1840	  hours…	  
	  
	   Terrence	   Glover	   polished	   off	   his	   shot	   of	   Arcturian	   Fizz	   before	   he	  
answered	   the	  door.	  His	   smile	  quickly	  disappeared	  when	  he	  saw	  Nya’s	  puffy	  
eyes	  and	  damp	  face.	  From	  the	  neck	  down	  the	  woman	  was	  stylish	  in	  her	  long	  
blue	   and	   black	   dress	   uniform.	   Even	   her	   hair	   was	   tightly	   woven	   into	   an	  
intricate	  bun.	  From	  a	  distance	  nothing	  would	  look	  out	  of	  place.	  
	   Her	   eyes	   told	   a	   different	   story	   however.	   There	  was	   pain	   there.	   Hurt.	  
Immediately	   Glover	   felt	   the	   need	   to	   protect	   her,	   to	   throw	   his	   arms	   around	  
her.	   Without	   thinking	   about	   someone	   seeing	   them,	   he	   pulled	   her	   into	   the	  
room.	  He	  tried	  to	  embrace	  her,	  but	  she	  threw	  up	  her	  forearms	  to	  block	  him.	  
	   “What’s	  wrong?”	  He	  asked,	  confused.	  
	   “We	  need	  to	  talk,”	  the	  woman’s	  voice	  sounded	  ragged,	  hoarse,	  as	  if	  she	  
had	  been	  crying	  for	  a	  long	  time.	  
	   “What’s	   wrong?”	   Glover	   repeated,	   more	   forcefully	   this	   time.	   “Is	   the	  
baby	  all	  right?”	  Nya	  stiffened	  at	  the	  mention	  of	  their	  child,	  and	  a	  pain	  lanced	  
through	  Glover’s	  heart.	  “Something’s	  happened	  to	  our	  child?”	  He	  clutched	  her	  
forearms.	  “Please,	  tell	  me!”	  
	   The	  Trill	  gently	  extricated	  herself	   from	  his	  grasp.	  She	  shook	  her	  head	  
slowly.	  “No…it’s	  not….”	  
	   “Then	  what	  is	  going	  on?”	  He	  was	  exasperated	  now.	  “Perhaps	  you	  would	  
like	  to	  have	  a	  seat	  first,	  something	  to	  drink?”	  
	   “	  I	  was	  just	  on	  my	  way	  to	  the	  captain’s	  dining	  chamber.”	  
	   “I	  figured	  that.”	  Glover	  said	  glumly.	  “I’m	  still	  grounded.”	  
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	   “I	  can	  tell	  that	  by	  your	  lack	  of	  dress	  uniform,”	  Nya	  said.	  	  
	   “What	   is	   it	   you	   have	   to	   tell	   me?”	   Terrence	   dispensed	  with	   the	   small	  
talk.	  “It’s	  obviously	  something	  important.”	  
	   Nya	  closed	  her	  hands,	  placing	  an	  open	  palm	  against	  her	   flat	   stomach.	  
She	   breathed	   in	   deeply	   for	   several	   seconds,	   centering	   herself.	   It	   was	   a	  
relaxation	  technique	  that	  she	  had	  taught	  Terrence.	  He	  knew	  she	  only	  resorted	  
to	  it	  when	  she	  was	  terribly	  upset.	  	  
	   This	   isn’t	   going	   to	   be	   good,	   Glover	   realized,	   his	   stomach	   twisting	   in	  
knots.	  But	  I	  would	  rather	  know	  than	  not.	  
	   When	  Nya	  reopened	  her	  eyes,	  she	  turned	  to	  gaze	  quizzically	  at	  him,	  as	  
if	  she	  were	  seeing	  him	  for	  the	  first	  time.	  With	  a	  soft	  touch,	  she	  ran	  the	  tips	  of	  
her	   finger	   along	   his	   jaw	   line,	   brushing	   against	   his	   lips.	   There	   was	   a	   great	  
sadness	  in	  her	  liquid	  indigo	  eyes.	  Revulsion.	  And	  a	  horrible	  pity.	  
	   “I’m	   still	   in	   love	   with	   my	   husband.”	   She	   had	  made	   the	   admission	   so	  
softly	   that	   it	   took	   Terrence	   a	   few	   seconds	   to	   comprehend	   the	   whispered	  
words.	  
	   “Huh?”	  
	   Hand	   now	   compressed	   against	   his	   cheek,	   in	   an	   almost	   maternal	  
gesture,	  Nya	  said,	  “I	  love	  Eban.	  I	  always	  have…it’s	  just	  when	  I	  thought….”	  
	   “Thought?	  Thought	  what?”	  
	   “When	  he	  didn’t	  get	  selected	  at	  first	  for	  joining,	  he	  decided	  to	  follow	  me	  
to	   Earth.	   I	   went	   into	   Starfleet	   Medical	   and	   he	   went	   on	   to	   work	   at	   the	  
Daystrom	  Institute.	   I	  never	  wanted	  to	  be	   joined,	  and	  I	   thought	  he	  had	  given	  
up	   on	   his	   old	   dream	   too.	   But	   when	   his	   former	   field	   docent	   requested	   that	  
Eban	  host	  his	  Qin	  symbiont,	   the	  Symbiosis	  Commission	  made	  Eban	  an	  offer	  
that	  was	  too	  tempting	  for	  him	  to	  ignore.	  He	  became	  joined…	  and	  he	  changed.”	  
	   “I	  know	  this	  already,”	  Glover	  didn’t	  mean	  to	  be	  pushy,	  but	  he	  couldn’t	  
help	  himself,	  “What	  does	  this	  have	  to	  do	  with	  us?	  And	  our	  child?”	  
	   “Everything…listen	   Terrence,	   I	   really	   thought	   it	   was	   over	   between	  
Eban	  and	  I.	  It’s	  taken	  him	  a	  long	  time	  to	  bring	  the	  Qin	  symbiont	  to	  heel.	  And	  
when	   I	   met	   you…you	   were	   so	   kind,	   so	   attentive,	   and	   ambitious-‐much	   like	  
Eban	  had	  once	  been.	  But	  more	  importantly…you	  were	  empty	  and	  lonely,	  just	  
like	  me.	  You	  understood	  what	  a	  shattered	  heart	  felt	  like,	  and	  you	  were	  there	  
when	  I	  needed	  you.	  I	  never	  meant	  to	  cheat	  on	  my	  husband.	  I	  never	  intended	  
for	  this	  to	  happen.”	  
	   “You	  haven’t	  told	  him	  about	  us,	  have	  you?”	  
	   “I…I	  just	  couldn’t.	  It	  would	  shatter	  him.”	  
	   “But	   Nya,	   you’re	   going	   to	   have	   to	   tell	   him.	   You’re	   pregnant	   with	  my	  
son.”	   The	  Trill	   took	   her	   hand	   away	   from	  his	   face,	   her	   eyes	   starting	   to	   brim	  
with	  tears	  again.	  
	   “Oh	   gods,”	   she	   warbled.	   “I’ve…done	   something	   Terrence,	   something	  
you’re	  going	  to	  hate	  me	  for.”	  She	  backed	  away	  from	  him.	  
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	   “What	  are	  you	  talking	  about?”	  Glover	  asked,	  hackles	  rising	  on	  the	  back	  
of	  his	  neck.	  “I	  could	  never	  hate	  you.”	  
	   “I	  just	  can’t	  lose	  Eban;	  you’ve	  got	  to	  understand	  that.”	  
	   “Listen	  Nya,	  I	  care	  for	  you	  a	  great	  deal.	  And	  it	  would	  hurt	  me	  if	  we	  can’t	  
be	  a	  family	  together,	  but	  for	  the	  sake	  of	  our	  child	  I	  think	  Eban	  needs	  to	  know	  
so	  we	  can	  work	  out	  some	  arrangements.”	  
	   “That’s	   what	   I	   want	   to	   talk	   to	   you	   about,”	   Nya	   said.	   “Our	   child…our	  
son…is	  gone.”	  
	   “Gone,”	   Terrence	   staggered	   back,	   the	  world	   spinning	   around	   him.	  He	  
reached	   for	   something	   to	   lean	   against.	   Finding	   nothing,	   he	   crumpled	   to	   the	  
floor.	  “Did	  you…did	  you…have	  a	  miscarriage?”	  
	   Tears	   flowed	   down	   Nya’s	   face,	   splattering	   against	   the	   front	   of	   her	  
uniform	   on	   the	   way	   to	   the	   floor.	   “No	   Terrence,”	   she	   said	   after	   several	  
attempts,	  “I	  terminated	  the	  pregnancy.”	  
	   “You,	  you	  what?”	  A	  hot	  sickness	  swelled	  inside	  Glover,	  acidic	  bile	  jetted	  
from	   his	   stomach	   through	   his	   throat	   and	   out	   of	   his	   mouth.	   He	   retched,	  
vomiting	   on	   the	   floor.	   He	   wiped	   the	   pungent	   remains	   from	   his	   lips.	   “How	  
could	  you?	  
You…you…murdered…killed…murdering…bitch!”	   His	   body	   shivering,	  
Terrence	  struggled	  to	  rise	  to	  his	  feet,	  his	  hands	  twitching,	  and	  madness	  in	  his	  
scarlet,	  tear-‐soaked	  eyes.	  	  
	   “Oh	   gods	  Terrence!	  Don’t	   say	   that,”	  Nya	   fell	   against	   the	  door,	   “Please	  
don’t	  say	  that!	  Don’t	  hate	  me…please.”	  
	   He	   lumbered	   toward	   the	   hapless	   woman,	   a	   soulless	   darkness	  
envenoming	   his	   heart.	   “Leave…now…”	   he	  murmured	  with	   deadly	   certainty.	  
Taking	   one	   look	   into	   his	   vacant	   eyes,	   Nya	   tapped	   the	   release	   panel	   by	   the	  
door	  and	  slithered	  quickly	  through	  it.	  
	   Seconds	   later,	   Glover’s	   fist	   smashed	   into	   the	   duranium	   door	   where	  
Nya’s	  head	  had	  just	  been.	  Terrence	  didn’t	  realize	  that	  his	  hand	  was	  broken	  for	  
several	  hours.	  	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  SIX	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Captain’s	  Private	  Dining	  Chamber)	  
1900	  hours…	  
	  
	   The	   dinner	   was	   proceeding	   better	   than	   she	   had	   expected.	   Even	   the	  
chattering	  Captain	  Brahe	  wasn’t	  annoying	  her	  as	  much	  as	  Diaz	  had	  feared.	  	  
	   Seated	   to	   Diaz’s	   immediate	   left,	   the	  man	   had	   spent	   a	  majority	   of	   the	  
evening	   leaning	   over	   the	   shoulder	   of	   the	   lavender-‐skinned	   Commander	  
Kak’Leem’Chek,	  the	  Saurian	  CO	  of	  the	  Dunkirk,	  the	  only	  other	  Starfleet	  vessel	  
in	  the	  vicinity.	  
	   	  The	  captain	  made	  a	  mental	  note	  to	  make	  sure	  that	  Kak’Leem	  received	  
a	   bottle	   of	   vintage	   2268	   Saurian	   brandy	   for	   unintentionally	   running	  
interference	  for	  her.	  	  
	   A	   somber	   mood	   hung	   over	   the	   table,	   the	   Cardassians	   at	   her	   right,	  
picking	   absently	   at	   the	  wide	   range	   of	   sea	   foods	   she	   had	   had	   the	  Mess	   Hall	  
prepare	   for	   the	   occasion.	   From	   the	   listing	   of	   foods	   Starfleet	   Command	   had	  
sent	  her,	  Diaz	  saw	  that	  the	  Cardassians	  were	  fond	  of	  sea	  food	  in	  particular.	  So,	  
she	   decided	   to	   at	   least	  make	   an	   attempt	   at	   playing	   an	   amiable	   hostess	   and	  
supplying	  her	  guests	  with	  various	  dishes	   from	  Pacifica,	  Antede	   III,	   and	  New	  
Martim	  Vaz	  on	  Earth.	  
	   Donald	   sat	   beside	   Dr.	   Lavok.	   She	   was	   glad	   the	   two	   seemed	   to	   be	  
working	  together	  fine.	  Laurent	  sat	  on	  Donald’s	  other	  side.	  Opposite	  them,	  sat	  
Lt.	   N’Saba,	   Lt.	   Simus,	   and	   a	   very	   demur	  Dr.	   Chace.	   Sabrina	   had	   known	  Nya	  
long	  enough	  to	  know	  that	  something	  was	  troubling	  the	  Trill,	  and	  she	  resolved	  
to	  find	  out	  what	  that	  might	  be.	  No	  one	  seemed	  to	  notice	  Commander	  Glover’s	  
absence	   at	   all,	   but	   the	   fact	   that	   no	   one,	   not	   even	   the	   pesky	   N’Saba	   had	  
mentioned	  Terrence	  or	  inquired	  as	  to	  his	  whereabouts	  dispelled	  her	  wishful	  
thinking.	  	  
	   And	   something	   told	   Diaz	   that	   it	   had	   to	   do	  with	   Terrence.	   The	   young	  
man	   was	   foolish	   to	   believe	   that	   he	   and	   Nya	   could	   conduct	   assignations	  
onboard	  Cuffe	  without	  its	  captain	  learning	  about	  it.	  	  
	   In	   fact,	   it	  was	  the	  doctor	  who	  had	   informed	  her.	  The	  tortured	  woman	  
came	  to	  her	  for	  advice,	  and	  Diaz	  had	  to	  delve	  into	  the	  memories	  of	  her	  own	  
painful	  failed	  marriage	  to	  tell	  the	  woman	  to	  follow	  her	  heart	  no	  matter	  where	  
it	  might	  lead	  or	  who	  it	  might	  hurt.	  And	  it	  would	  lead	  to	  someone	  getting	  hurt,	  
either	   Glover	   or	   her	   husband	   Eban,	   or	  maybe	   the	   doctor	   herself.	   That	   was	  
unavoidable	  in	  a	  triangle,	  Diaz	  had	  told	  her.	  
	   She	   had	   imparted	   that	   advice	   a	   couple	   of	  weeks	   after	   shore	   leave.	   It	  
appeared	   that	  Nya	   hadn’t	   heeded	   it	   though.	   Until	  maybe	   today,	   the	   captain	  
realized.	  
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	   Brahe’s	  braying	  laughter	  blasted	  into	  her	  thoughts.	  She	  frowned	  at	  him.	  
	   “Something	  funny	  Captain	  Brahe?”	  
	   He	   shook	   his	   head	   vociferously,	   his	   shoulders	   quaking	   with	   mirth,	  
“Please	  Captain	  Diaz,	  call	  me	  Matthew.	  I	  feel	  titles	  are	  so	  passé,	  a	  sign	  of	  the	  
archaic	  militaristic	  dogma	  of	  the	  Earth	  Starfleet,	  and	  we’re	  so	  far	  beyond	  that	  
now.”	  
	   “You	  think	  so?”	  She	  murmured	  quietly,	  taking	  a	  sip	  of	  her	  coffee.	  
	   “Of	  course	  we	  are,”	  Brahe	  answered.	  “As	  a	  matter	  of	   fact,	  Commander	  
Kak’Leem’Chek,	   may	   I	   call	   you	   Kak’Leem?”	   He	   paused,	   waiting	   on	   the	   thin	  
faced	   woman	   to	   give	   her	   assent,	   before	   he	   continued.	   “Thank	   you	  
Kak’Leem…but	  as	  I	  was	  saying,	  Kak’Leem	  here	  was	  just	  talking	  about	  old	  cold	  
warrior	   Jim	   Kirk’s	   tale	   of	   his	   encounter	   with	   another	   quantum	   reality,	   an	  
actual	  Mirror	  Universe,	   can	  you	  believe	   that,	  where	  we	  all	  have	  a	  mustache	  
twirling	   evil	   duplicate.	   Can	   you	   believe	   that?	   I	   tell	   you	   that	   Kirk	  was	   quite	  
fanciful.”	  
	   Diaz	   couldn’t	   help	   but	   smile	   sadly	   herself.	   Brahe’s	   observation	  
reminded	   her	   of	   the	   good	   natured	   arguing	   that	   used	   to	   occur	   between	   her	  
former	   XO,	   Monica	   Covey	   who	   worshipped	   Jim	   Kirk	   and	   believed	   every	  
account	  of	  his	  historic	  five-‐year	  mission	  aboard	  the	  Enterprise	  1701,	  and	  the	  
more	   skeptical	   Lt.	   Commander	  Pell	  Ojana,	  who	   seemed	   to	   derive	   an	   almost	  
devilish	   delight	   in	   picking	   through	   the	   logic	   holes	   of	   Kirk’s	   logs,	   much	   to	  
Covey’s	  consternation.	  
	   Regret	  pinched	  at	  her	  for	  how	  she	  let	  the	  two	  women,	  her	  two	  friends	  
walk	  out	  of	  her	  life	  on	  such	  bad	  terms.	  Just	  like	  Sonia	  and	  Nadia…	  
	   “Kak’Leem	  was	  speculating	  that	  the	  quantum	  fissure	  in	  the	  Tong	  Beak	  
might	   in	   fact	  be	  another	  doorway	  to	  this	  parallel	  dimension.	   I’ve	  seen	  many	  
wonders	  in	  my	  career,	  and	  imagined	  many	  more;	  but	  the	  idea	  of	  there	  being	  a	  
mirror	  version	  of	  myself	  almost	  boggles	  the	  mind.	  	  
	   Can	   you	   imagine	   a	   duplicate	   of	   Captain	   Diaz,	   wearing	   one	   of	   those	  
skimpy	   outfits	   Kirk	   and	   crew	   reports	   described,	   armed	   with	   daggers,	   or	  
starship’s	   filled	  with	  Tantalus	   Fields	   and	  Agony	  Booths?	   I	  wonder	  what	  my	  
opposite	  would	  look	  like?	  Would	  he	  have	  a	  beard?	  Would	  he	  wear	  sleeveless	  
shirts	   and	   sashes?	  Would	   he	   not	   be	   a	   sourpuss?	  Well,	   what	   does	   everyone	  
think?”	  He	  looked	  around	  the	  table.	  	  
	   “The	  Alshain	  Astrological	  Society	  has	  speculated	  the	  existence	  of	  such	  
quantum,	  or	  parallel	   realities	   for	  decades.	  Our	   scientific	   inquiry	  expeditions	  
have	   yet	   to	   encounter	   one	   though,	   so	   this	   is	   a	   great	   learning	   opportunity,”	  
N’Saba	  said	  with	  dry	  earnestness.	  
	   “It	  might	  be	  over	  before	  we	  even	  get	   there,”	  Donald	   spoke	  up.	   “From	  
what	   little	   data	   Starfleet	   has	   accumulated	   about	   quantum	   fissures,	   they	   are	  
said	  to	  be	  short-‐lived	  and	  not	  that	  large.”	  
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	   “Our	   Science	   Ministry	   has	   arrived	   at	   similar	   conclusions,”	   Lavok	  
concurred.	   “However,	   the	   quantum	   fissure	   in	   the	   Tong	   Beak	   has	   not	  
collapsed.	  We	  can’t	  be	  certain	  of	  how	  stable	  it	  currently	  is	  or	  its	  size,	  but	  the	  
longer	   that	   remains	   open,	   the	   more	   ripples	   through	   our	   space-‐time	  
continuum	  it	  will	  produce.”	  
	   “And	  we	  have	  also	  hypothesized	  that	  the	  warp	  field	  from	  the	  Palamedes	  
is	   perhaps	   the	   culprit	   in	   keeping	   in	   the	   fissure	   open,”	   Namek	   spoke	   over	  
Lavok.	   The	   woman	   sent	   him	   a	   viperous	   look	   in	   response.	   Diaz	   noted	   that	  
Oduara	  was	  content	  to	  sit	  back	  and	  observe	  their	  sniping.	  	  
	   “Of	  course,”	  N’Saba	  spoke	  up	  again,	  his	  need	  to	  be	  the	  final	  authority	  or	  
to	  say	  the	  last	  word	  besting	  him	  again.	  “Theoretically,	  any	  high	  energy	  source,	  
especially	   warp	   fields,	   can	   increase	   the	   size	   of	   quantum	   fissures,	   also	  
destabilize	   them,	   and	   create	   even	   more	   dangerous	   parallel	   universe	  
interactions.	  That’s	   quantum	  elementary	   theory.”	  N’Saba	   sniffed	   in	  Namek’s	  
direction.	  The	  Cardassian	  retained	  an	  inscrutable	  expression	  on	  his	  face.	  
	   “I	  concur,”	  Lavok	  said,	  her	  pallid	  gray	  face	  brightening.	  N’Saba	  glanced	  
at	  the	  woman,	  his	  snout	  twitching	  in	  approval.	  
	   “You	   know	   what	   they	   say	   about	   great	   minds…”	   The	   Science	   Officer	  
began.	  
	   “What	   do	   they	   say	   about	   great	   minds?”	   Brahe	   asked.	   N’Saba	   looked	  
askance	  at	  the	  captain,	  a	  hint	  of	  annoyance	  flashing	  through	  his	  golden	  eyes.	  
Diaz	  stifled	  a	  chuckle.	  
	   “Captain	  Brahe…Matthew…asked	  you	  a	  question	  Mr.	  N’Saba,”	  she	  said.	  
	   “Well,	  it	  is	  a	  human	  saying,	  so	  I	  thought	  most	  humans	  were	  well	  aware	  
of	  it,”	  N’Saba	  replied.	  
	   “As	   you	   can	   see,	   humans	   are	   in	   the	   minority	   in	   this	   room,”	   Diaz	  
countered.	  
	   “And	   in	   the	   quadrant,”	   Oduara	   slid	   in	   quietly.	   She	   glanced	   at	   him,	  
working	  her	  face	  into	  a	  cold	  smile.	  
	   “Touche,	  Officer	  Oduara.”	  
	   “In	   the	   spirit	   of	   Captain	   Brahe’s,	   Matthew’s	   fine	   example,	   please	  
address	  me	  by	  my	  given	  name:	  Baqan.”	  
	   Diaz	  nodded	  curtly.	  “Certainly…Baqan.”	  
	   “And	  might	  I	  call	  you	  Sabrina.”	  
	   “No.”	  
	   “My	   apologies,”	   even	   Oduara’s	   smile	   looked	   oily.	   “I	   didn’t	   mean	   to	  
offend.”	  
	   “You	  didn’t.”	  
	   “So	   far,”	   Namek	   replied,	   “our	   probes	   have	   not	   encountered	   any	  
quantum	  realities,	  so	   there	   is	  a	  remote	  chance	  that	   this	   fissure	  will	  produce	  
them.	  What	  we	  have	  recorded	  is	  a	  series	  of	  spatial	  anomalies,	  some	  similar	  to	  
those	   encountered	   by	   the	   Vulcan	   High	   Command	   and	   the	   aforementioned	  
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Earth	  Starfleet	  in	  the	  Delphic	  Expanse.	  Perhaps	  instead	  of	  preparing	  to	  meet	  
our	  duplicates,	  Captain	  Diaz	  can	  begin	  lining	  the	  ship’s	  hull	  with	  Trellium.	  No	  
apologies	  Lieutenant	  Simus.”	  
	   “None	  taken,”	  Simus	  said,	  with	  a	  deft	  nod	  of	  his	  head.	  The	  trellium	  ore	  
that	  had	  protected	  ships	  from	  the	  anomalies	  had	  created	  adverse,	  irreversible	  
neurological	  effects	  in	  Vulcans.	  	  
	   Diaz	  didn’t	  know	  if	  Namek	  was	  attempting	  to	  make	  a	  joke,	  a	  threat,	  or	  
both.	  Either	  way,	  she	  didn’t	  like	  it.	  “Well,	  I	  think	  this	  dinner	  is	  over.”	  
	   “Really,”	  Brahe	  said,	  crestfallen,	  “And	  I	  was	  just	  getting	  warmed	  up.”	  
	   “Unlike	  you	  Captain	  Brahe,	  we	  have	  a	  mission	  to	  embark	  on	  at	  0600,”	  
Diaz	   felt	   like	   she	  was	   talking	   to	  one	  of	  her	  kids	  again,	  when	  either	  Sonia	  or	  
Nadia	  had	  argued	   to	  stay	  up	  past	   their	  bed	   time.	  Nicandro	  had	  always	  been	  
better	  at	  coaxing	  them.	  She	  had	  more	  of	  a	  meat	  cleaver	  approach.	  
	   “Understood	   Captain,”	   Kak’Leem	   touched	   the	   saddened	   man’s	  
shoulder.	   “Matthew,	   would	   you	   care	   to	   tour	   the	   Dunkirk.	   It’s	   not	   as	   a	  
marvelous	  a	  ship	  as	  a	  Nebula-‐class,	  but	  my	  Miranda	  has	  a	  long	  history,	  dating	  
back	  to	  the	  late	  23rd	  century.”	  
	   “Really,”	  Brahe’s	  eyes	  sparkled.	  
	   “Yes,”	  the	  life-‐saver	  nodded.	  Diaz	  smiled.	  She	  would	  send	  that	  bottle	  to	  
her	  before	  she	  went	  to	  bed	  tonight,	  even	  if	  she	  had	  to	  suit	  up	  in	  an	  EVA	  and	  
space	  walk	  it	  over.	  
	   “I	  want	  everyone	  to	  get	  some	  rest,	  and	  be	  up	  and	  at	  your	  posts	  by	  0400	  
hours.”	   Diaz	   ordered,	   yawning	   for	   effect.	  When	   the	   diners	   began	   to	   get	   up	  
from	  their	  seats,	  Diaz	  called	  innocently	  to	  Dr.	  Chace.	  
	   “Nya,	  could	  I	  talk	  to	  you	  for	  a	  moment…in	  private.”	  A	  funny	  look	  flitted	  
across	  the	  Trill’s	  face.	  	  
	   “Of	  course	  Captain.”	  	  
	   Laurent	   shuffled	   out	   quietly,	   his	   silence	   during	   the	   dinner	   arousing	  
more	  suspicion	  in	  Diaz	  than	  it	  should	  have.	  She	  had	  almost	  forgotten	  the	  man	  
was	  sitting	  at	  the	  table.	  And	  when	  you	  can	  forget	  that	  a	  face	  as	  smashed	  as	  his	  
is	   breaking	   bread	   across	   from	   you,	   his	   powers	   of	   deflection	   were	   quite	  
formidable.	  Sabrina	  reminded	  herself	  to	  stay	  on	  her	  guard.	  	  
	   After	   everyone	   had	   cleared	   the	   dining	   chamber	   except	   her	   and	   the	  
doctor,	  Diaz	  cleared	  a	  plate	  and	  some	  cutlery	  before	  she	  sat	  down	  on	  the	  edge	  
of	  the	  table.	  	  
	   “Care	   to	   tell	   me	   what’s	   troubling	   you?”	   It	   wasn’t	   the	   first	   time	   Diaz	  
would	  ask	  a	  question	  that	  she	  would	  later	  come	  to	  realize	  she	  didn’t	  want	  an	  
answer	  to.	  	  
***	  
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	   Lt.	  Donald	  Sandhurst	  couldn’t	  sleep.	  He	  had	  tried	  to	  follow	  the	  captain’s	  
directive	   after	   the	   dinner	   had	   concluded.	   He	   had	   returned	   to	   his	   quarters,	  
slipped	  into	  a	  suit	  of	  cranberry	  red	  pajamas,	  and	  tried	  to	  relax.	  
	   But	   he	   had	   been	   restless,	   the	   voyage	   into	   the	   Tong	   Beak	   weighing	  
heavily	  on	  his	  mind.	  There	  was	  so	  much	  work	  left	  to	  convert	  the	  sensor	  array.	  
He	  would	  be	  working	  up	  until	  the	  ship	  reached	  the	  nebula,	  and	  perhaps	  after.	  
	   Donald	  had	  rolled	  around	  in	  his	  bed	  for	  almost	  half	  an	  hour	  before	  he	  
gave	  up	  on	  sleep.	  He	  pulled	  out	  his	  kal-‐toh	  game,	  a	  gift	  from	  Pell.	  The	  Bajoran	  
woman	  had	  fallen	  in	  love	  with	  the	  Vulcan	  strategy	  game	  somewhere	  along	  the	  
way	   during	   her	   years	   as	   a	   refugee,	   and	   had	   once	   challenged	   Lt.	   Simus	   to	   a	  
series	   of	   kal-‐toh	   matches	   at	   the	   After	   Burner,	   the	   ship’s	   main	   recreation	  
lounge.	  
	   When	  she	  had	  left	   for	  the	  Chevalier,	  Ojana	  had	  given	  the	  game,	  one	  of	  
her	  most	   treasured	  possessions,	   to	  him.	  Thinking	  about	  her,	   and	  how	  much	  
the	   game	   had	   meant	   to	   her,	   maybe	   even	   keeping	   Pell	   sane	   during	   her	  
horrifying	   ordeal	   from	   escaping	   occupied	   Bajor	   to	   obtaining	   Federation	  
citizenship,	  it	  made	  Donald	  ache	  more	  to	  see	  her	  again.	  
	   He	  regretted	  his	  decision.	  “Perhaps	  I	  should’ve	  pulled	  out	  the	  Jokarian	  
chess	  board	  instead,”	  Donald	  murmured	  to	  himself.	  But	  he	  made	  no	  move	  to	  
put	   the	   kal-‐toh	   pieces	   back	   in	   their	   container.	   Instead	   he	   stared	   at	   them,	  
unsure	  of	  what	  to	  do	  or	  how	  to	  feel.	  
	   Sandhurst	   was	   relieved	   to	   escape	   his	   inner	   turmoil	   when	   the	   soft	  
chiming	   at	   this	   door	   broke	   his	   thoughts.	   “Enter,”	   he	   said,	   perhaps	  with	   too	  
much	  cheer,	  standing	  up	  as	  the	  door	  slid	  open.	  
	   Dr.	  Lavok	   filled	   its	  entrance.	  Glancing	  at	  him,	  and	   then	   the	   table	  with	  
the	   scattered	   kal-‐toh	   pieces,	   she	   smiled.	   “Kal-‐toh,	   one	   of	  my	   favorites,”	   she	  
remarked,	  “Care	  to	  endure	  a	  little	  humiliation?”	  
	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Sensor	  Array)	  
	   	  
	   Junior	  Lt.	  Nyota	  Dryer	  repressed	  a	  shudder.	  Whenever	  she	  saw	  the	  new	  
Chief	  Engineer,	  Commander	  Laurent,	  it	  reminded	  her	  of	  plasma	  burn	  victims	  
she	   had	   seen	   after	   the	   Cuffe	   had	   assisted	   the	   medical	   ship	   Ferguson	   on	  
Bersallis	  V.	  Unfortunately	  none	  of	  those	  victims	  had	  survived.	  
	   But	   looking	  at	   the	  misshapen	  engineer,	  Dryer	  sometimes	  wondered	   if	  
they	  hadn’t	  in	  fact	  been	  the	  lucky	  ones.	  
	   When	  the	  man	  shambled	  near,	  she	  tensed,	  hoping	  that	  Laurent	  thought	  
her	   rigid	   posture	   was	   solely	   related	   to	   her	   standing	   at	   attention	   before	   a	  
superior	  officer.	  
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	   The	  man	  smiled,	   causing	  her	  stomach	   to	  clench.	   “At	  ease	  Lieutenant,”	  
he	  said	  softly.	  “Is	  Lt.	  Sandhurst	  in	  there?”	  He	  pointed	  behind	  her	  at	  the	  door	  
leading	  to	  the	  sensor	  array.	  
	   “No	   sir,	   the	   room	   is	   empty.	   No	   one	   has	   entered	   the	   room	   since	   Lt.	  
Sandhurst	  and	  Dr.	  Lavok	  left	  to	  prepare	  for	  the	  dinner.”	  And	  she	  would	  know,	  
because	   she	   had	   been	   tasked	  by	   Lt.	   Zim	  with	   the	   unenviable	   assignment	   of	  
standing	  watch	  over	  the	  door,	  on	  what	  had	  to	  be	  one	  of	  the	  dullest	  postings	  
she	  has	  had	  in	  quite	  a	  while.	  She	  hated	  standing	  guard,	  despite	  loving	  being	  in	  
the	  security	  division.	  Dryer	   loved	  action,	  and	  would	  even	  prefer	  doing	  drills	  
than	  waiting	  around	  for	  nothing	  to	  happen.	  Nyota	  couldn’t	  blame	  the	  captain	  
for	  requesting	  guards	  at	  sensitive	  areas	  as	  long	  as	  the	  Cardassians	  remained	  
aboard.	  She	  had	  heard	  enough	  war	  stories	  from	  some	  of	  the	  Cardassian	  War	  
veterans	  to	  know	  that	  many	  Cardassians	  were	  masters	  of	  infiltration.	  	  
	   “You’re	   doing	   good	   work	   Lieutenant,”	   Laurent	   replied.	   “Now,	   please	  
step	   aside	   and	   let	  me	   inspect	  Mr.	   Sandhurst’s	   work.”	   He	   held	   up	   the	   small	  
silver	  case.	  
	   “Sorry	   sir,	   Lt.	   Zim	   instructed	   me	   to	   inform	   him	   regarding	   if	   any	  
unauthorized	   personnel	   wished	   to	   enter	   the	   sensor	   array.”	   The	   woman	  
rooted	  her	  black	  boots	  in	  the	  carpet.	  
	   Laurent	   flicked	   the	   two	   and	   a	   half	   pips	   on	   his	   collar.	   “I	   am	   the	   Chief	  
Engineer	  Lieutenant,	  hardly	  unauthorized.”	  
	   “But	   Lt.	   Sandhurst	   and	   Dr.	   Lavok	   have	   been	   cleared	   to	   work	   in	   this	  
section	  only.”	  
	   “So,	   you’re	   telling	   me	   that	   if	   Dr.	   Lavok	   showed	   up	   right	   now	   and	  
requested	  entrance	  you	  would	  allow	  her	  with	  no	  questions	  asked?”	  
	   “Well,	  um,	  I’m…not	  sure.”	  
	   “Of	  course	  you	  wouldn’t.	  That’s	  prudent	  and	  conscientious.	  I	  only	  want	  
to	   do	   a	   quick	   check	   on	   the	   project’s	   progression.	   You	   could	   leave	   the	   door	  
open	  if	  you	  wish.”	  
	   “I	  don’t	  know…”	  
	   “I	   would’ve	   run	   this	   through	   both	   Lieutenant	   Sandhurst	   first,	   but	   he	  
appeared	  preoccupied.	  I	  saw	  Dr.	  Lavok	  visiting	  his	  quarters,”	  the	  man	  winked.	  	  
	   “It	  would	  only	  take	  a	  moment	  though	  to	  contact	  Lt.	  Zim,”	  Dryer	  reached	  
to	  tap	  her	  communication	  pin.	  
	   “I’ll	  be	  finished	  in	  a	  moment.	  It’s	  been	  a	  long,	  trying	  several	  days.	  Why	  
bother	  them	  to	  make	  one	  more	  decision	  that	  doesn’t	  really	  need	  to	  be	  made?	  
You	  can	  accompany	  me.	  I’ll	  get	  in	  and	  out	  in	  a	  flash.”	  Despite	  his	  insistence	  of	  
his	  words,	  Laurent	  remained	  calm,	  centered,	  almost	  placid.	  	  
	   Not	   sure	   what	   to	   do,	   she	   stalled.	   After	   a	   few	  more	   seconds,	   Laurent	  
shrugged.	  “Listen,	  I’ll	  just	  come	  back	  later.	  It	  might	  throw	  off	  our	  journey	  by	  a	  
day	  or	  two	  if	  Lt.	  Sandhurst	  and	  Dr.	  Lavok’s	  calculations	  are	  off	  though,	  and	  I	  
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for	  one	  want	  this	  mission	  to	  go	  as	  smoothly	  as	  possible	  so	   I	  can	  get	  back	  to	  
the	  S.C.E.”	  
	   “Allllright,”	   Dryer	   said	   slowly,	   “I’ll	   leave	   the	   door	   open.	   Make	   your	  
check	   and	   vacate	   the	   room.	   If	   I	   see	   anything	   untoward…”	   she	   patted	   the	  
phaser	  slung	  on	  her	  hip.	  He	  grinned	  again,	  making	  skin	  crawl.	  
	   “I	  like	  your	  style,”	  he	  remarked,	  before	  entering	  the	  room.	  Dryer	  leaned	  
against	   the	   open	   door	   portal,	   cradling	   the	   handle	   of	   her	   weapon.	   Laurent	  
moved	  to	  the	  large,	  darkened	  cylinder	  dominating	  the	  room.	  He	  flipped	  open	  
a	  panel	   on	   the	   cylinder,	   set	  his	   case	  down	  on	   the	   floor,	   and	  pulled	  a	  device	  
that	   looked	   like	   a	   scanner	   from	   it.	  Dryer	  wasn’t	   sure	   however,	   because	   she	  
was	  as	  clueless	  around	  engineering	  tools	  as	  a	  Berellian.	  	  
	   He	  ran	  the	  scanner	  looking	  thing	  over	  the	  panel	  several	  times,	  and	  then	  
closed	   the	   panel.	   “That’s	   it?”	   Dryer	   asked.	   Though	   it	   had	   only	   been	   a	   few	  
seconds,	   it	   felt	   like	  an	  hour.	  Nyota	  couldn’t	   shake	   the	   feeling	  of	  eyes	  on	  her	  
back.	  	  
	   “Yes,	   that’s	   all,”	   Laurent	   said,	   “Everything’s	   in	   order.	   Thank	   you	   for	  
indulging	  my	  perfectionism.”	  
	   “No	   problem,”	   Nyota	   uttered,	   but	   she	   couldn’t	   help	   wonder	   if	  
perfectionism	  wasn’t	  the	  only	  thing	  she	  had	  just	  helped	  Laurent	  indulge.	  	  
	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Captain’s	  Ready	  Room)	  
	  
	   Captain	   Diaz	   hated	   interruptions.	   “What	   now?”	   She	   groused.	   She	  
squeezed	   Nya’s	   hand	   before	   tapping	   the	   pin	   on	   her	   chest,	   activating	   her	  
communication	  link.	  “Diaz	  here.”	  
	   “Captain,	  Gul	  Namek	   is	   requesting	   access	   to	   stellar	   cartography,”	   Zim	  
said.	  
	   “At	  this	  time	  of	  night?”	  
	   There	  was	  a	  pause,	  then:	  “Yes	  sir.	  The	  gul	  says	  that	  he	  doesn’t	  require	  
much	   sleep.	   He	   wants	   to	   recalibrate	   our	   flight	   plan	   again,	   based	   on	   new	  
information	  the	  Central	  Command	  has	  sent	  him	  regarding	  projected	  locations	  
of	  new	  anomalies.”	  
	   Sabrina	   sighed	   loudly.	   “Fine,”	   she	   relented,	   “but	   make	   sure	   that	   Mr.	  
Namek	   has	   an	   escort.	   I	   also	   want	   the	   stellar	   sciences	   duty	   officer	   to	   assist	  
Namek	   in	   uploading	   information	   into	   the	   computer	   core.	   I	   don’t	   want	   him	  
doing	  it	  by	  himself.”	  
	   “Understood.”	  
	   “One	   more	   thing,”	   Diaz	   added	   quickly,	   “Where	   is	   Protocol	   Officer	  
Oduara?”	  There	  was	  another	  pause.	  Zim	  finally	  replied,	  
	   “Gul	  Namek	  says	  that	  Officer	  Oduara	  is	  resting	  in	  his	  quarters.”	  
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	   “And	  you’ve	  confirmed	  that?”	  
	   “I’m	  not	  a	   first	   timer	  at	   this	  Captain,”	  Zim	  said,	  drawing	  a	   smile	   from	  
Diaz.	  
	   “Of	   course	   you	   aren’t,”	   she	   chuckled,	   “Diaz	   out.”	   The	   captain	   turned	  
back	  to	  Dr.	  Chace.	  The	  woman	  was	  beyond	  distraught.	  She	  looked	  miserable.	  
Pathetic.	  Tear	  tracks	  appeared	  to	  be	  etched	  down	  her	  tawny	  cheeks.	  Her	  once	  
lustrous	  hair	  was	  disheveled.	  Downy.	  And	  her	  face	  looked	  skeletal,	  as	  sunken	  
in	  as	  Namek’s.	  The	  Trill	  appeared	  to	  have	  aged	  years	  within	  in	  the	  span	  of	  a	  
few	  hours.	  	  
	   “I.	  just	  don’t	  know	  what	  to	  do,”	  she	  croaked,	  her	  voice	  hoarse.	  “I	  didn’t	  
mean	  to	  hurt	  him.	  I	  care	  for	  Terrence.”	  
	   “But	  you	  love	  Eban,”	  Diaz	  pointed	  out.	  
	   “I	  know.”	  
	   “Then	  that’s	  all	  there	  is	  to	  know.	  Look,	  I	  haven’t	  lied	  to	  you	  yet,	  and	  I’m	  
not	  going	  to	  do	  so	  now.	   I	  don’t	  agree	  with	  keeping	  Terrence	  out	  of	   the	   loop	  
about	  your	  decision	  to	  end	  your	  pregnancy.	  But	  what’s	  done	  is	  done.	  You’ve	  
got	  to	  live	  with	  the	  consequences.”	  
	   “I	  know	  that	  too,”	  Nya	  pulled	  her	  hand	  out	  of	  Diaz’s	  grasp	  and	  used	  it	  to	  
wipe	   away	   a	   fresh	   round	   of	   tears.	   “I	   need	   some	   time…I	   am	   requesting	  
emergency	  leave.”	  
	   “You’ve	   got	   it,”	   Diaz	   said	   instantly,	   “on	   one	   condition.”	   The	   woman	  
craned	  her	  neck	  slowly,	  her	  dark	  eyes	  full	  of	  suspicion.	  
	   “And	  that	  would	  be?”	  
	   “That	  you	  get	  some	  help,	  psychiatric	  help.”	  
	   “I…don’t	  need	  help.”	  
	   “Look	   at	   you,”	   Diaz	   slowly	   reached	   out	   and	   grabbed	   the	   Trill	   by	   her	  
sharp	  chin,	  holding	  her	  face	  steady.	  “You	  are	  not	  the	  same	  person	  that	  I	  used	  
to	  know.	  You	  need	  help	  sorting	  this	  out,	  and	  I’m	  far	  from	  qualified.”	  
	   “What	  about	  Counselor	  Ellan?”	  Nya	  offered.	  Diaz	  had	  had	  such	  little	  use	  
for	   Cuffe’s	   counselor	   that	   she	   hadn’t	   even	   thought	   to	   bring	   the	   Deltan	   into	  
their	  discussion.	  Of	  course	  she	  hadn’t	  known	  the	  enormity	  of	  Chace’s	  torment	  
when	  she	  brought	   the	  Trill	   into	  her	  ready	  room	  either.	   In	   fact,	  Lt.	  Ellan	  had	  
been	   relocated	   to	   Minos	   Korva	   as	   part	   of	   the	   evacuation	   of	   non-‐essential	  
personnel.	  	  
	   In	  hindsight,	  she	  wished	  she	  had	  contacted	  the	  man	  and	  had	  him	  beam	  
up.	  But	  there	  was	  still	  time	  to	  make	  use	  of	  his	  services.	  “That’s	  a	  good	  idea,”	  
Diaz	   answered	   in	   response	   to	   Nya’s	   query.	   “I	   want	   you	   to	   beam	   down	   to	  
Minos	  Korva	  before	  we	  leave	  out	  at	  0500.	  I’ll	  make	  arrangements	  for	  Lt.	  Ellan	  
to	  meet	  you	  at	  the	  main	  transporter	  hub.”	  
	   “I	   don’t	   know,”	   Nya	   backtracked,	   “It’s	   not	   right	   that	   I	   leave	   you	   in	   a	  
lurch.	  Especially	  going	  into	  that	  nebula.”	  
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	   “Your	   Junior	   Medical	   Officer,	   Nemato	   is	   more	   than	   capable	   correct?”	  
Diaz	  asked,	  quashing	  a	   shiver	  at	   the	   thought	  of	   the	   large,	   slug-‐like	  Antosian	  
running	  his	  cilia-‐like	  feelers	  over	  her	  body.	  
	   Nya’s	  smile	  was	  ghostly.	  “Yes,	  he’s	  qualified.	  I	  trained	  him,	  you	  know?”	  
	   “That’s	  settled	  then,”	  Diaz	  remarked.	  “We’re	  in	  good	  hands.”	  
	   “But…but	   what	   about	   Terrence?”	   Nya’s	   face	   clouded,	   and	   her	   eyes	  
rimmed	  with	  tears	  again.	  “I	  just	  can’t	  leave	  him,	  not	  like	  this.”	  
	   “From	  what	  you’ve	  told	  me	  Nya,	  you’re	  the	  last	  person	  Terrence	  wants	  
to	   see,	   or	   really	   needs	   to	   see	   right	   now.	   Don’t	  worry	   about	   him.	   I’ll	   talk	   to	  
him.”	  
	   “You…will?”	  She	  said,	  a	  glimmer	  of	  hope	  in	  her	  voice.	  
	   “Have	  I	  lied	  to	  you	  yet?”	  The	  captain	  smiled.	  “I’ll	  take	  care	  of	  Mr.	  Glover.	  
You	  do	  what	  you	  need	  to	  do	  to	  get	  yourself	  together,	  and	  I’ll	  do	  what	  I	  have	  to	  
on	  this	  end.”	  
	   “Thank	  you.	  Thank	  you	  so	  much	  Captain.”	  
	   “Hey,	  it’s	  all	  in	  a	  day’s	  work.”	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Executive	  Officer’s	  Quarters)	  
	  
	   Glover	  had	  been	  anticipating	  a	  chime	  at	  his	  door.	  But	  the	  identity	  of	  the	  
visitor	  had	  surprised	  him.	  “Cap-‐captain?”	  he	  stammered.	  
	   “May	  I	  come	  in	  Mr.	  Glover?”	  
	   “Of	   course,”	   Glover	   moved	   to	   the	   side,	   “Please.”	   By	   this	   time	   he	   had	  
cleaned	   up	   his	   vomit,	   and	   the	   air	   filtration	   system	   had	   erased	   its	   stench.	  
Glover	  had	  also	  showered	  again,	  and	  sought	  out	  several	  friends	  for	  advice,	  but	  
only	  reaching	  Captain	  Awokou.	  
	   He	   had	   spoken	   with	   the	   man	   for	   almost	   two	   hours,	   disgorging	   his	  
agony	  similarly	   to	   the	  way	  he	  had	  his	   lunch	  and	  the	  Arcturian	  Fizz	   that	  had	  
been	   laying	   on	   his	   stomach.	   Banti	   was	   a	   stern	   man	   who	   didn’t	   like	  
unauthorized	  or	  personal	  matter	  intrusions	  into	  his	  work	  time,	  but	  one	  look	  
at	  Terrence	  and	  the	  man	  had	  put	  aside	  his	  other	  concerns.	  
	   The	  talk,	  and	  Banti’s	  advice	  had	  made	  Glover	  feel	  a	  little	  better,	  but	  not	  
all	  right,	  or	  no	  where	  approaching	  whole.	  He	  still	  felt	  empty,	  gutted.	  Betrayed.	  
How	  could	  Nya,	  the	  woman	  he	  cared	  for,	  who	  had	  conceived	  his	  child,	  do	  this	  
to	  him?	  He	  didn’t	  have	  an	  answer,	  no	  matter	  how	  hard	  he	  racked	  his	  brain.	  
	   Glover	  had	  been	  sitting	  in	  silence,	  the	  room	  dimly	  lit	  by	  a	  single	  Draylax	  
lamp,	  waiting	  on	  Nya	  to	  come	  back	  and	  explain	  it	  to	  him.	  He	  felt	  terrible,	  and	  
deeply	  unsettled	  about	  the	  rage	  that	  had	  overtaken	  him,	  and	  the	  violence	  he	  
was	  certain	  he	  would’ve	  committed.	  It	  sickened	  him	  to	  have	  come	  so	  close	  to	  
the	  edge	  and	  that	  such	  a	  cowardly	  streak	  existed	  deep	  within	  his	  core;	  that	  he	  
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could	   even	   conceive	   of	   striking	   the	  woman	   he	   cared	   about	   and	   thought	   he	  
might	  even	  love.	  
	   He	  had	  waited	  in	  the	  murky	  light,	  praying	  for	  her	  return.	  The	  first	  thing	  
Glover	   knew	   he	   would	   do	   was	   apologize	   before	   he	   even	   brought	   up	   her	  
actions.	   But	   he	   also	   knew	   that	   he	   had	   to	   know	  why,	   he	  needed	   to	   know	   as	  
much	  as	  his	  body	  needed	  oxygen.	  	  
	   “I’ve	  spoken	  with	  Nya.	  I	  know	  everything.”	  Captain	  Diaz	  said.	  	  
	   “Where	   is	   she?”	   Without	   answering	   him,	   the	   captain	   made	   herself	  
comfortable	  on	  Glover’s	  couch.	  “Lights,”	  she	  said,	  the	  room	  lighting	  instantly	  
at	  her	  command.	  “What	  happened	  to	  your	  hand?	  That	  needs	  to	  be	  looked	  at.”	  
Glover	  held	  up	  his	  swollen,	  disfigure	  hand.	  He	  grunted	  at	  her	  observation.	  The	  
pain	  had	  was	  no	  longer	   intense	  as	   it	  had	  been,	  settling	  down	  to	  a	  persistent	  
angry	   throb.	   He	   had	   learned	   how	   to	   master	   pain	   well	   during	   his	   service	  
aboard	  the	  Klingon	  vessel	  Dorna.	  	  
	   “Where	  is	  she?	  Where’s	  Nya?”	  Terrence	  asked	  again.	  
	   “Sit	  down,”	  Diaz	   said,	  patting	   the	   space	   right	  beside	  her.	   “We	  need	   to	  
talk.”	  
	   “I’m	  sorry	  captain,	  but	  I	  really	  need	  to	  see	  Nya	  right	  now.”	  
	   “No,”	  with	  a	  hint	  of	  steel	  in	  her	  voice,	  “You	  need	  to	  follow	  my	  orders.”	  
	   “Right	  now,	  I	  don’t	  give	  a	  damn	  about	  your	  orders!”	  Diaz’s	  expression	  
hardened.	  
	   “I	  know	  you’re	  in	  a	  very	  emotional	  state	  right	  now,	  so	  I’m	  going	  to	  let	  
that	   one	   pass.	   But	   I	   tell	   you	  Terrence,	   another	   outburst	   like	   that	   and	   you’ll	  
never	  see	  the	  captain’s	  chair	  when	  Command	  reads	  my	  report.”	  
	   A	  vein	  throbbed	  along	  Glover’s	  jaw	  but	  the	  man	  slowly	  trudged	  over	  to	  
the	  couch	  and	  fell	  onto	  it.	  	  
	   “Terrence,”	   she	   started	   slowly,	   her	   dark	   eyes	   probing	   into	   him.	   “I	  
haven’t	  done	  right	  by	  you	  as	  a	  captain.”	  
	   Intrigued,	  in	  spite	  of	  himself,	  Glover	  cocked	  his	  head	  to	  the	  side.	  “What	  
do	  you	  mean?”	  	  
	   “To	   be	   honest,	   I	   haven’t	   really	   opened	   up	   to	   you,	   trusted	   you	   like	   a	  
captain	  needs	  to	  do	  with	  their	  first	  officer,”	  the	  woman	  paused,	  waiting	  for	  a	  
response.	  When	  Glover	  didn’t	  give	  her	  one,	  she	  continued.	  “It’s	  been	  hard	  for	  
me	   to	   forge	   those	   bonds	   again…after	   things	   with	   Monica	   went	   south.	   And	  
then	  Mr.	  Hudson	  left	  so	  suddenly.”	  
	   “Captain,”	   he	   said,	   his	   voice	   scraping	   against	   his	   throat,	   “with	   all	   due	  
respect…”	  
	   “I’m	  trying	  to	  make	  a	  point	  here	  damn	  it,”	  Diaz	  snapped,	  her	  expression	  
softening	   seconds	   later.	   She	   reached	   out	   to	   grab	   Glover’s	   shoulder	   but	   he	  
pulled	   away.	   “I’m	  making	   a	  mess	   of	   things,	   like	   I	   always	   do,”	   she	  muttered.	  
“Listen,	  what	  I’m	  trying	  to	  tell	  you	  is	  that	  you’ve	  got	  to	  find	  a	  way	  to	  put	  this	  
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behind	   you	   right	   now.	   I	   need	   you	   in	   the	   game,	   thinking	   clearly.	   With	   the	  
Cardassians	  aboard	  and	  our	  new	  Chief	  Engineer	  lurking	  around…”	  
	   “You	  don’t	  trust	  Mr.	  Laurent	  do	  you?”	  
	   “Do	  you?”	  
	   “No,”	  he	  admitted,	  “I	  don’t.”	  
	   “See,	  we’re	   gelling	   all	   ready,”	   Diaz	   smiled	  weakly,	   but	   Glover	   did	   not	  
return	   the	  gesture.	  Her	   face	  drawing	   tight	   again,	   she	   tugged	  on	   the	   front	  of	  
her	  uniform.	  
	   “You	   spoke	   to	   Nya,”	   Terrence	   stated.	   “And	   she	   told	   you	   everything?”	  
Diaz	  nodded.	  
	   “Did	  she…did	  she	  tell	  you	  why?	  Why	  she	  murdered	  our	  child?”	  
	   “‘Murder’	  is	  a	  harsh,	  pejorative	  term,”	  the	  captain	  said.	  “I’ve	  known	  Nya	  
longer	  than	  you,	  and	  she	  would	  never	  willingly	  hurt	  a	  sentient	  being.”	  
	   “And	  you	  don’t	  think	  that	  my	  child	  was	  sentient?”	  
	   “What	  I	  think	  is	   irrelevant,	  Nya	  didn’t	  think	  that	  the	  embryo	  you	  both	  
created	  had	  achieved	  sentience,	  and	  she’s	  the	  medical	  expert.”	  
	   “You	   have	   children	   Captain,	   could	   you…	   did	   you	   ever	   think	   of	  
terminating	  them.”	  
	   “I’m…not…let’s	  leave	  me	  out	  of	  this.”	  
	   “Too	   late	   for	   that,”	   Glover	   remarked.	   “You	   come	   into	   my	   quarters;	  
injected	  yourself	  into	  my	  personal	  affairs.	  You’re	  in	  deep	  now.”	  	  
	   “Ah,	  a	  captain’s	  burden.	  You	  are	  right,	  I	  am	  in	  deep.	  And	  I	  want	  to	  help.”	  
	   “Fine,	  where’s	  Nya?”	  
	   “I’m	  sending	  her	  to	  Minos	  Korva.	  She’s	  sitting	  out	  this	  mission.”	  
	   “You…you	  can’t	  do	  that.	  I	  need	  to	  see	  her!”	  Diaz	  shook	  her	  head	  slowly,	  
her	  expression	  sad,	  but	  her	  eyes	  steely.	  
	   “I’m	   not	   certain	   about	   your	   emotional	   state	   Mr.	   Glover,	   and	   I	   don’t	  
think	  you	  are	  either.	  Your	  broken	  hand	  can	  attest	  to	  that.	   I	  won’t	  put	  any	  of	  
my	  crewmen	  needlessly	  in	  danger.”	  
	   “Do	  you	  think	  I’m	  a	  danger	  to	  Nya?	  Do	  you	  think	  I	  would	  hurt	  her?”	  
	   “Would	  you?”	  
	   Terrence	  couldn’t	  answer,	  his	   throat	  closing	  up.	  He	   lowered	  his	  head.	  
“I…I	  just	  got	  to	  see	  her.	  I’ve	  got	  to	  know.”	  
	   “Maybe	   its	   best	   that	   you	  don’t.	   You	   can’t	   go	  back	   and	  undo	  what	  has	  
already	  happened.”	  
	   “That’s	   a	   pretty	   pat	   answer,”	   Glover	   snapped.	   “Don’t	   patronize	   me	  
captain.”	  
	   “I’m	  not,”	  Diaz	  replied,	  “Really,	   I’m	  not.	  You’ve	  had	  a	  very	  good	  run	  in	  
the	  Fleet	  so	  far,	  from	  almost	  one	  golden	  assignment	  to	  the	  next.	  You’ve	  faced	  
a	   few	   bumps	   along	   the	   way,	   some	   major	   I’m	   sure,	   but	   you’ve	   never	   faced	  
anything	  like	  this.	  Believe	  me	  Terrence,	  how	  you	  deal	  with	  this…particularly	  
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in	   relation	   to	   your	   duties	   and	   your	   commitment	   to	   this	   ship	   and	   crew	  will	  
determine	  whether	  you	  are	  fit	  for	  the	  center	  seat	  or	  not.”	  
	   Glover	   wanted	   to	   break	   down,	   but	   refused	   to	   do	   so	   in	   front	   of	   the	  
captain.	  “I	  don’t	  care	  about	  the	  big	  chair	  right	  now.	  I	  just	  want	  to	  see	  Nya.”	  
	   “To	   do	   what?”	   Diaz	   challenged.	   “Make	   a	   scene?	   Create	   an	   outburst?	  
Right	  now	   this	  drama	   is	  being	  played	  off	   stage	  and	   that’s	  where	   it	  needs	   to	  
stay.	  I’ve	  granted	  Nya	  leave	  because	  she	  needs	  it.	  She’s	  no	  good	  to	  me	  or	  this	  
ship	   in	   the	  condition	  she’s	   in.	   I	  am	   loath	   to	  do	   the	  same	   for	  you	  because	   I’ll	  
need	  your	  tactical	  and	  piloting	  skills	  when	  we	  reach	  the	  Tong	  Beak.	  But	  I	  need	  
to	  know:	  Are	  you	  up	  to	  the	  task?”	  
	   Terrence	  couldn’t	  answer	  her.	  Right	  now	  he	   just	  didn’t	  know.	  For	   the	  
first	  time	  in	  his	  life	  he	  didn’t	  know	  what	  he	  wanted.	  
	   “I’ll	  give	  you	  some	  time.	  Let	  me	  know	  your	  decision	  before	  we	  cast	  off	  
at	  0500,”	  Diaz	  proceeded	  to	  get	  up.	  
	   “Captain?”	   She	   stood	   up,	   and	   looked	   down	   on	   him,	   her	   gaze	   almost	  
maternal.	  “Am	  I	  still	  restricted	  to	  quarters?”	  
	   “Even	  though	  my	  gut	  tells	  me	  to	  keep	  the	  restriction	  in	  place	  until	  we	  
set	   out,	   I	   can’t	   make	   a	   big	   spiel	   about	   trust	   and	   then	   retreat	   from	   it.”	   She	  
placed	  a	  hand	  tenderly	  on	  his	  shoulder.	  “I’m	  asking	  you	  not	  to	  upset	  Nya	  right	  
now.	  If	  you	  cared	  for	  her	  at	  all,	  you’ll	  give	  her	  time	  to	  heal.	  Oh,	  and	  stay	  away	  
from	   the	  Cardassians	   right	  now	   too.	   I	  would	   just	  hate	   for	  Officer	  Oduara	   to	  
accidentally	  run	  upside	  your	  fist.”	  Glover	  chuckled.	  	  
	   “Thank	  you	  Captain.”	  
	   “No,	  thank	  you…Number	  One.”	  It	  was	  the	  first	  time	  that	  Diaz	  had	  ever	  
referred	   to	   him	   with	   the	   endeared	   term	   she	   had	   often	   used	   for	   his	  
predecessors.	  “I	  trust	  you	  to	  act	  like	  a	  Starfleet	  officer	  and	  put	  the	  welfare	  of	  
this	  ship	  above	  your	  personal	  turmoil.	  I	  trust	  you	  to	  do	  the	  right	  thing.”	  
	   “I…”	  He	  had	   intended	   to	   tell	   the	   captain	   that	   she	  could	  count	  on	  him,	  
but	  Glover	  couldn’t	  muster	  the	  words.	  	  
	   “Just	  let	  me	  know	  before	  0500…I’ll	  send	  someone	  to	  take	  a	  look	  at	  that	  
hand.”	  Glover	  waited	  an	  agonizing	  five	  minutes	  before	  he	  left	  his	  quarters	  to	  
seek	  out	  Nya.	  	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  SEVEN	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Sickbay	  One)	  
	  
	   The	   regenerator	   ran	   hot	   over	   Terrence’s	   hand	   as	   it	   stitched	   together	  
his	  broken	  bones.	  His	  only	  acknowledgement	  of	  the	  discomfort	  was	  a	  pointed	  
scowl	   at	  Dr.	  Nemato.	   The	  Antosian’s	   eyestalks	  drooped	   in	   response,	   and	  he	  
clicked	  out	  a	  question	  with	  his	  mandibles,	  “Are	  you	  in	  pain	  Commander?”	  
	   You	  have	  no	  idea,	  Glover	  thought.	  But	  he	  said:	  “Its	  fine…I’m	  fine.”	  
	   “You	  don’t	  sound	  well,”	  Nemato	  said.	  
	   “Take	  my	  word	  for	  it,”	  Glover	  snapped,	  “I’m	  sorry.”	  
	   “No	   need	   to	   apologize,”	   the	   vermicular	   Junior	  Medical	   Officer	   replied	  
cheerily	   enough.	   “Despite	  being	  an	   invertebrate	   I	   am	  quite	  durable,	   and	  am	  
not	  as	   susceptible	   to	   spiking	  variations	   in	  human	  emotion.	   I’ve	  gotten	  quite	  
used	  to	  them	  at	  this	  point.”	  
	   “That’s	   good	   to	   know,”	   the	   commander	   muttered.	   He	   tried	   to	   look	  
around	  innocently	  at	  the	  empty	  medical	  bay.	  “Where’s	  Dr.	  Chace?”	  
	   “In	  her	  quarters	  I	  believe,”	  Nemato	  answered,	  as	  he	  reared	  back	  on	  his	  
hind	  quarters,	  twisting	  and	  stretching	  his	  tubular	  body	  in	  an	  unnatural	  way	  as	  
he	   reached	   across	   the	   biobed	   to	   nab	   a	   hypospray.	   “She’s	   heading	   to	   the	  
surface;	  taking	  emergency	  leave.”	  
	   “Do	   you	   know	  why?”	   The	   Antosian	   placed	   the	   hypospray	   against	   his	  
neck,	  its	  tip	  cool	  against	  his	  skin.	  With	  a	  quick	  hiss,	  and	  soft	  sting,	  the	  device	  
injected	  medicines	  into	  his	  system.	  Almost	   immediately	  the	  pain	  in	  his	  hand	  
abated.	  
	   “This	  hypo	  should	   take	  care	  of	   the	   inflammation	  almost	   instantly,	  but	  
the	   swelling	  will	   go	  down	   in	   a	   few	  hours.	  How	  did	   you	   say	  you	  broke	  your	  
hand	  again?”	  
	   “A	   holodeck	   program,”	   Glover	   replied	   quickly,	   “Klingon	   calisthenics.”	  
He	   sighed	   as	   he	   tried	   to	   hold	   back	   his	   frustration.	   “I	   was	   asking	   about	   Dr.	  
Chace.	  Do	  you	  know	  why	  she’s	  not	  going	  with	  us?”	  
	   Nemato	  looked	  at	  him,	  his	  normally	  waving	  eyestalks	  aligning	  side	  by	  
side	  to	  stare	  hard	  at	  Terrence.	  The	  commander	  gulped	  under	  the	  scrutiny.	  He	  
felt	  guilty	  enough	  already	  for	  his	   loss	  of	  control,	  and	  he	  wondered	  if	  anyone	  
else	  had	  learned	  how	  badly	  he	  had	  slipped.	  “You	  would	  have	  to	  ask	  her	  that…”	  
the	   Antosian	   said	   slowly,	   “and	   I	   hope	   that	   you	   don’t	   engage	   in	   any	   more	  
Klingon	  calisthenics	  until	  after	  you	  do.”	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Deck	  Six,	  Corridor	  J-‐25)	  
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	   The	  ship	  looked	  as	  empty	  as	  Glover	  felt.	  The	  corridor	  lighting	  was	  dim,	  
and	   the	   halls	   were	   absent	   of	   the	   bustle	   Terrence	   was	   used	   to	   seeing	   even	  
during	  the	  night	  watches.	  	  
	   It	   was	   to	   be	   expected	   of	   course,	   since	   he	   had	   helped	   coordinate	   the	  
relocation	  of	   the	  majority	  of	   the	  Cuffe’s	   crew	   to	  Minos	  Korva,	  but	   it	  was	  his	  
first	   time	   outside	   his	   quarters	   since	   the	   process	   had	   concluded,	   and	   he	  
couldn’t	  help	  shake	  the	  feeling	  that	  he	  was	  walking	  through	  a	  ghost	  town.	  
	   Reaching	  his	  destination,	  he	  pushed	  the	  chime.	  Getting	  no	  response,	  he	  
pushed	   it	   again.	   “Nya…I	   know	   you’re	   in	   there,”	   Terrence	   said	   into	   the	  
intercom	  panel	  just	  beneath	  the	  buzzer.	  “Please,	  let	  me	  in.	  Let’s	  talk.”	  
	   “Go	  away	  Terrence…just	  go	  away.”	  Her	  voice	   sounded	   tinny,	  metallic.	  
But	  Glover	  didn’t	  think	  that	  it	  was	  the	  intercom	  grid	  alone	  that	  was	  the	  reason	  
that	  was	  so.	  	  
	   “Don’t,	  don’t	  leave	  me	  like	  this.	  Don’t	  go	  to	  Minos	  Korva…not	  before	  we	  
talk.	  I	  want	  to	  see	  you…I	  need…”	  
	   “How	  did	  you	  know	  about	  that?”	  
	   “Captain	  Diaz,	  she	  came	  to	  see	  me.”	  
	   “Oh.”	  
	   “Are	  you	  going	  to	  let	  me	  in?”	  
	   “I…can’t	  Terrence.	  I	  just	  can’t.	  I’m	  so	  sorry.”	  
	   “I	  can	  override	  the	  door	  controls.	  You	  know	  that.”	  
	   “I	  do.”	  She	  said	  so	  softly	  that	  Terrence	  barely	  heard	  her.	  
	   “Nya,”	  Glover	  began,	  choking	  up.	  He	  placed	  his	  hands	  against	  the	  cool,	  
pastel-‐colored	   duranium	   doors	   separating	   them.	   He	   placed	   his	   forehead	  
against	  the	  door,	  tears	  wetting	  his	  face.	  “I’ll	  never	  understand,”	  he	  murmured,	  
“but	  I	  don’t	  hate	  you.”	  	  
	   “Terrence?	  Terrence!”	   There	  was	   an	   edge	   of	   hysteria	   in	   the	  woman’s	  
pleating	  call.	  But	  he	  wouldn’t	  answer	  it.	  He	  couldn’t.	  	  
	   “Goodbye,”	   he	   whispered,	   snorting	   and	   then	   turning	   away	   from	   the	  
door…and	  Nya	  Chace.	  	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Deck	  Five,	  Corridor	  2-‐G)	  
	  
	   Lt.	  Dryer	  was	  waiting	  by	  his	  door.	  The	  woman	  stiffened	  when	  she	  saw	  
him.	  “Sir…Terrence	  are	  you	  okay?”	  She	  started	  to	  move	  towards	  him,	  but	  he	  
froze	  her	  with	  a	  glare.	  “I	  see	  your	  restriction	  has	  been	  lifted.”	  	  
	   “What	  is	  it	  Nyota,”	  he	  said,	  his	  voice	  weary.	  
	   “I’m	  sorry,”	   the	  woman	  moved	  away	  from	  his	  door	   in	  the	  direction	  of	  
an	  adjacent	  corridor.	  “It’s	  nothing	  really,	  probably	  just	  my	  imagination.”	  
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	   “Are	  you	  saying	  that	  you’ve	  been	  standing	  outside	  my	  door	  because	  of	  
your	  imagination?”	  He	  asked,	  his	  voice	  saturated	  with	  incredulity.	  “Come	  in,”	  
he	  ordered,	  entering	  his	  cabin	  and	  not	  waiting	  for	  her	  to	  respond.	  
	   She	   slid	   after	   him	   quickly.	   Glover	   suddenly	   rounded	   on	   her,	   startling	  
the	   young	   woman.	   She	   gasped,	   jumping	   back.	   He	   was	   off,	   his	   movements	  
jerky,	  his	  mind	  shriven.	  He	  hadn’t	  meant	  to	  scare	  her,	  but	  he	  couldn’t	  seem	  to	  
do	  anything	  right	  lately.	  “I…	  didn’t…”	  
	   “It’s	   okay	   Commander,	   I’m	   just	   a	   little	   jumpy	   that’s	   all.	   I	   had	   an	  
encounter	  with	  Commander	  Laurent.”	  
	   “Laurent?”	  
	   “Yeah,	  he	  wanted	  access	  to	  the	  Sensor	  Array	  about	  an	  hour	  ago.”	  
	   “Did	  you	  clear	  it	  with	  Lt.	  Zim?”	  
	   “Well…actually…no.”	  
	   Glover	  scowled.	  “And	  why	  didn’t	  you	  follow	  procedure?”	  
	   Dryer	  shrugged.	   “I	  was	  watching	  him	  the	  whole	   time.	  He	   just	  ran	  this	  
scanner	   thingy	   over	   the	   sensor	   array,	   said	   he	   was	   checking	   up	   on	   Lt.	  
Sandhurst’s	  work.”	  
	   “And	  that’s	  all?”	  
	   “Yes.	  I	  was	  watching	  him	  the	  whole	  time,”	  Dryer	  repeated.	  
	   “If	  that	  was	  it,	  then	  why	  are	  you	  here?”	  
	   “I	  wanted	   to	   keep	   you	   informed	   about	   Laurent	   as	  much	   as	   possible,”	  
Dryer	  paused,	  “and…”	  
	   “And?’	  Glover	  prodded.	  
	   “I	   don’t	   know,	   I	   already	   told	   you	   before	   that	   the	  man	   creeps	  me	   out.	  
Just	  him	  lurking	  around	  at	  such	  an	  odd	  hour…”	  
	   “Could	  be	  that	  he	  was	  just	  burning	  the	  midnight	  oil,”	  Glover	  remarked,	  
a	  hint	  of	  a	  smile	  touching	  his	  lips,	  “not	  every	  one	  has	  an	  active	  social	  life	  like	  
you	  Lieutenant.”	  
	   She	  returned	  his	  smile,	  “I	  do	  what	  I	  can.”	  
	   “I	  bet.”	  
	   “You’d	   be	   betting	   on	   a	   winner,”	   she	   remarked,	   moving	   close	   to	   him.	  
“Every	  time.”	  
	   He	  gently	  nudged	  her	  away,	  “Now	  is	  not	  the	  time.”	  Dryer	  pouted.	  
	   “Okay…maybe	  later…one	  day.”	  
	   Glover	   turned	   away	   from	   her,	   his	   eyes	   moistening.	   “Goodnight	  
Lieutenant.”	  
	   “Are	  you	  sure?	  You	  seem	  very	  troubled.	  Is	  there	  anything	  I	  can	  do?”	  
	   “No,	  just	  keep	  me	  informed	  about	  Laurent’s	  doings.”	  
	   “I	   will,”	   Dryer	   said,	   tenderly	   squeezing	   his	   bicep.	   “If	   there’s	   anything	  
else…”	  Terrence	  turned	  away	  from	  her,	  trembling	  with	  grief.	  
	   “Just	   leave	   me	   alone,	   okay?”	   The	   lieutenant	   hesitated	   before	   finally	  
acceding	  to	  his	  request.	  	  
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	   Alone	  again,	  the	  room	  lit	  only	  by	  the	  starlight	  peeking	  through	  his	  view	  
port,	  Glover	   took	  a	  bottle	  of	  his	  best	  Acamarian	  brandy,	  sat	  at	  his	  desk,	  and	  
watched	  the	  unchanging	  stars.	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  EIGHT	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Tong	  Beak	  Nebula)	  
	  
	   Captain’s	  Log,	  Stardate:	  46560.8.	  One	  week	  into	  the	  Tong	  Beak,	  and	  
it’s	  definitely	  hasn’t	  been	  a	  vacation	  cruise.	  But	   I	  am	  happy	   to	  note	   that	  
the	   few	   anomalies	   we	   have	   encountered	   have	   been	   minor,	   causing	  
minimal	  damage.	  The	  shields	  and	  structural	  integrity	  system	  are	  holding.	  
Commander	   Laurent’s	  modifications	   are	  working.	   It	   remains	   to	   be	   seen	  
regarding	   the	  makeshift	   particle	   fountain	   in	   the	   Sensor	  Array.	  But	  we’ll	  
find	  out	  soon	  enough.	  	  
	  
	   The	   insistent	   pinging	   drew	   Captain	   Diaz’s	   rapt	   attention.	   She	   leaned	  
forward	   in	   her	   seat,	   her	   voice	   crackling	   with	   excitement.	   “You’ve	   got	  
something	   Mr.	   N’Saba?”	   The	   hirsute	   Alshain	   was	   hunched	   over	   the	   Ops	  
console	  at	  the	  front	  of	  the	  command	  well,	  to	  the	  captain’s	  right.	  Lt.	  Hunal	  sat	  
primed	  at	  the	  Flight	  Control	  panel	  adjacent	  from	  N’Saba.	  
	   “Yes,”	   the	   lupine	   officer	   replied,	   his	   voice	   coated	  with	   eagerness.	   The	  
electromagnetic	   interference	   caused	   by	   the	   nebula	   wreaked	   havoc	   on	   the	  
ship’s	   sensors,	   rendering	   the	   main	   viewer	   largely	   inoperable.	   Through	   the	  
incessant	   shower	   of	   static	   it	   occasionally	   revealed	   unnerving	   gouts	   of	   the	  
greenish	  yellow	  gases	  swirling	  and	  slinking	  around	  the	  ship,	  severely	  taxing	  
its	  structural	  integrity	  field.	  
	   The	  sirillium	  deposits	   rife	   through	   the	  Tong	  Beak	  also	   forced	   them	  to	  
cut	  warp	  power.	  Unprocessed	   sirillium	   could	  explode	   if	   it	   came	   into	  contact	  
with	   a	   warp	   field,	   not	   to	   mention	   the	   quantum	   anomalies	   that	   also	   had	  
negative	  reactions	  to	  them.	  	  
	   As	  a	  result,	   they	  were	   traveling	  at	  a	  snail’s	  pace	  on	   impulse	  power.	   It	  
reminded	  her	  of	  the	  month’s	  long	  honeymoon	  she	  had	  Nicandro	  had	  spent	  on	  
the	  Andorian	  ice	  cutter	  Ushaan-‐tor.	  	  	  
	   But	  her	  nights	  were	  noticeably	  less	  interesting	  than	  they	  had	  been	  with	  
her	   ex	   all	   those	   years	   ago.	   “It	   appears	   that	   the	   acoustic	   communications	  
modifications	  worked.”	  
	   Diaz	   turned	   in	   her	   seat,	   to	   glance	   over	   the	   partition	   separating	   the	  
upper	   level	   from	   the	   command	   well.	   She	   rose	   slightly,	   and	   nodded	   at	   Gul	  
Namek.	   “Thank	   you	   for	   your	   help.”	   The	   gul,	   along	   with	   Oduara	   and	   Lavok	  
were	  sitting	  together	  in	  the	  aft	  portion	  of	  the	  upper	  level,	  by	  barely	  manned	  
environmental	  controls.	  
	   Commander	   Laurent	   was	   standing	   at	   the	   bridge’s	   engineering	  
interface.	   Diaz	   also	   looked	   in	   his	   direction,	   “Good	   work	   on	   the	   plasma	  
dissipation	  tech	  too.	  It’s	  still	  holding	  strong.”	  
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	   Laurent	  nodded,	   but	  Namek	   said,	   “You	  are	  welcome.”	  With	   the	   ship’s	  
sensor	  net	  blinded	  by	  the	  nebula,	  they	  had	  been	  forced	  to	  rely	  on	  an	  acoustic	  
communication	  relay,	  akin	  to	  the	  old	  Earth	  technology	  sonar.	  	  
	   The	   Cardassians	   were	   more	   advanced	   in	   the	   area,	   Starfleet	   having	  
developed	  more	   tachyon-‐based	  communication	  and	  data	  collection	  systems,	  
and	  Namek	  had	  willingly	  helped	   them	  convert	   their	  systems.	  The	  Cuffe	  now	  
constantly	  sent	  out	  ultrasonic	  waves.	  If	  these	  waves	  encountered	  any	  objects	  
they	  would	  bounce	  back	   toward	   the	   source	   of	   their	   origin.	  Namek	  had	   also	  
helped	  construct	  an	  ultrasonic	   receiver	   to	  capture	  as	  many	  of	   the	   returning	  
waves	  as	  possible,	  though	  some	  might	  go	  errant	  depending	  on	  the	  size	  of	  the	  
object	  they	  impacted.	  	  
	   So	  far,	   they	  hadn’t	  encountered	  anything.	  And	  Diaz	  was	  certain	  that	   if	  
the	  runabout	  had	  survived,	  then	  the	  acoustic	  relay	  would	  discover	  it.	  	  
	   “Is	   it	   the	  runabout	  Mr.	  N’Saba?”	  She	  asked,	   looking	  expectantly	   to	  her	  
right.	   She	   had	   never	   been	   happier	   to	   have	   Commander	   Glover	   by	   her	   side	  
than	  at	  this	  moment.	  He	  gave	  her	  a	  close	  lipped	  smile	  followed	  by	  a	  shrug.	  	  
	   “It	   is	   unlikely,”	   N’Saba	   replied,	   his	   eyes	   planted	   on	   the	   information	  
scrolling	   across	   his	   screen.	   “The	   returning	   waves	   suggest	   a	   much	   smaller	  
object.”	  
	   “A	  vessel?”	  Glover	  asked.	  
	   “This	   form	   of	   sensory	   information	   retrieval	   is	   not	   lucid	   enough	   to	  
determine	   what	   exactly	   is	   approaching	   us,”	   N’Saba	   answered.	  
	   “Something’s	   approaching	   us?”	   Diaz	   asked.	   “What	   could	   possibly	  
survive	  out	  here	  without	  the	  modifications	  we’ve	  got?”	  
	   The	  Alshain	  shrugged.	  “I	  haven’t	  a	  clue,	  but	  I	  am	  curious	  to	  find	  out.”	  
	   “So	   am	   I,”	   Diaz	   glanced	   again	   at	   Glover.	   The	   man	   nodded	   tightly.	  
“Helm,”	  she	  said,	  her	  voice	  rising	  with	  excitement,	  “set	  an	  intercept	  course.”	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Main	  Bridge)	  
	  
	   “All	  stop,”	  Diaz	  stood	  up.	  She	  walked	  over	  to	  N’Saba’s	  seat,	  and	  peered	  
over	  his	  shoulder.	  A	  fat	  red	  dot	  was	  blinking	  on	  his	  flat	  panel	  console.	  “How	  
close	  are	  we?”	  
	   “Within	  tractor	  beam	  range,”	  the	  Alshain	  answered.	  “Shall	  I?”	  His	  paw	  
hovered	  over	  the	  activation	  button.	  
	   “Uh	  Captain,”	  Laurent	  called	  out	  yet.	  N’Saba	  snorted	  as	  Diaz	  turned	  in	  
his	  direction.	  	  
	   “Yes	  Commander?”	  
	   “I	  think	  this	  might	  be	  a	  good	  time	  to	  test	  the	  particle	  fountain.	  Request	  
permission	  to	  activate	  it?”	  
	   “Not	  without	  me,”	  Lavok	  rose	  out	  of	  her	  seat.	  
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	   “I’m	  capable	  of	  operating	   the	   sensor	  array	  by	  myself,”	  Laurent	  nearly	  
barked	  out	  his	  reply.	  
	   “Of	  that	  I	  have	  no	  doubt,”	  Diaz	  said,	  “But	  Dr.	  Lavok…and	  Lt.	  Sandhurst	  
will	  be	   joining	  you	  regardless.	  You	  two	  have	  my	  permission	  to	   leave	   for	   the	  
Sensor	  Array.	  I’ll	  contact	  Lt.	  Sandhurst.”	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Sensor	  Array)	  
	  
	   Lt.	  Donald	  Sandhurst	  was	  still	  reeling	  from	  last	  night.	  Not	  only	  because	  
he	  had	  turned	  in	  so	  late	  that	  he	  had	  to	  be	  up	  again	  with	  only	  an	  hour’s	  sleep,	  
but	   mainly	   because	   of	   his	   conversation	   with	   Lavok.	   While	   playing	   kal-‐toh,	  
followed	  by	  a	  few	  rounds	  of	  Jokarian	  chess,	  Kuyan	  had	  told	  him	  about	  life	  in	  
the	   Union,	   interspersed	   with	   gaming	   secrets	   of	   her	   one	   of	   her	   favorite	  
pastimes,	  the	  Cardassian	  board	  game	  kotra.	  	  
	   He	   had	   been	   suspicious	   at	   her	   surprise	   appearance	   at	   his	   door,	   and	  
fearful	  of	  letting	  her	  in,	  but	  by	  the	  time	  she	  left	  he	  was	  shamed	  by	  his	  attitude.	  
Lavok	  told	  him	  that	  the	  most	  freedom	  she	  had	  ever	  experienced	  had	  been	  her	  
short	   jaunt	  to	  Tyrus	  VIIa	  and	  she	  had	  merely	  wanted	  to	  recapture	   it,	   to	   talk	  
shop	  and	  politics	  with	  an	  equal,	  without	   the	   fear	   that	   the	   conservation	  was	  
being	  monitored	  or	  parsed	  for	  seditious	  content.	  	  
	   Kuyan	   had	   been	   surly	   with	   him	   only	   to	   gauge	   his	   tolerance	   for	  
Cardassians,	   she	  had	   revealed.	  Rightly	   so,	   she	  had	  sensed	  an	  atmosphere	  of	  
suspicion	   aboard	   Cuffe	   caused	   by	   their	   presence.	   Donald	   hadn’t	   denied	   it,	  
even	  though	  he	  wished	  it	  weren’t	  so.	  And	  he	  also	  realized	  that	  the	  he	  would	  
no	  longer	  feed	  into	  the	  mistrustful	  mood	  prevailing	  among	  the	  ship’s	  crew.	  	  
	   In	  fact,	  Lavok	  reminded	  him	  so	  much	  of	  Pell	  that	  he	  had	  almost	  found	  
himself	  wanting	  to	  ask	  the	  woman	  to	  stay	  with	  him.	  But	  he	  hadn’t.	  
	   He	  was	  glad	   to	  have	  a	   chance	   to	  work	  with	  her	  again	  sooner	   than	  he	  
expected.	  “Hello	  Dr.	  Lavok,”	  Donald	  greeted	  her	  warmly,	  reaching	  out	  a	  hand.	  
He	   saw	  Laurent	  glowering	  on	  his	  periphery,	  but	  he	   ignored	   the	  man.	  Lavok	  
took	  the	  proffered	  hand,	  shaking	  it	  forcefully.	  
	   “Donald,	  you	  look	  well	  rested.”	  
	   “Yeah,	   I	   guess	   so.”	  He	   said,	   smiling	   at	   the	   compliment.	  He	   felt	   like	  he	  
had	  been	  wrestling	  with	  a	  mugato	  but	  Donald	  was	  glad	  that	  Lavok	  had	  chosen	  
to	  be	  diplomatic	  about	  the	  bags	  under	  his	  eyes	  and	  his	  paled	  face.	  	  
	   “Captain,	  Lt.	  Sandhurst	  has	  just	  arrived,”	  Laurent	  said,	  speaking	  into	  an	  
intercom	  hidden	  in	  a	  ceiling	  bulkhead.	  
	   “Excellent,	  please	  activate	  the	  particle	  fountain	  on	  my	  mark.	  Lt.	  N’Saba	  
is	  sending	  you	  the	  targeting	  information…now.”	  	  
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	   Sandhurst	   sat	   down	   at	   an	   auxiliary	   server.	   It	  was	   the	   temporary	  hub	  
for	  the	  information	  he	  had	  diverted	  from	  the	  sensor	  array	  itself.	  Laurent	  and	  
Lavok	  took	  up	  positions	  at	  the	  terminal	  controlling	  the	  array	  itself.	  
	   “I’m	   receiving	   the	   information…,”	   Sandhurst	   said,	   frowning.	   The	  
computer’s	  firewall	  had	  netted	  a	  recursive	  subroutine	  during	  its	  last	  sweep	  of	  
the	   communications	  data	   sometime	   the	  night	   before.	   Sandhurst	   had	   set	   the	  
computer	   to	  randomly	  check	  the	   information	  being	  diverted	  to	   the	   terminal	  
for	   worms	   or	   viruses	   before	   it	   was	   rerouted	   into	   the	   secondary	   servers,	  
where	  it	  might	  corrupt	  the	  entire	  data	  storage	  network.	  “Hmm,”	  he	  mumbled	  
as	  he	  sought	  out	  the	  origin	  of	  the	  subroutine.	  
	   “Do	  we	  have	  the	  information?”	  Laurent	  asked	  the	  engineer.	  	  
	   “Ah…yes,”	  he	  said,	  “But…”	  
	   “But…what?”	   Laurent	   barked.	   Lavok	   glared	   at	   the	   man	   before	  
addressing	  Donald.	  
	   “What	  is	  it	  Lieutenant	  Sandhurst?”	  
	   “The	  firewall	  detected	  a	  recursive	  subroutine	  last	  night.”	  
	   “So?”	  Laurent	  asked,	  his	  voice	  tinged	  with	  impatience.	  
	   “So,	  that	  means	  that	  someone	  programmed	  a	  recursive	  subroutine	  into	  
the	   computer	   to	   erase	   or	   cover	   up	   something…perhaps	   an	   encoded	   or	  
encrypted	   message.”	   He	   speculated,	   feeling	   a	   little	   loopy	   at	   the	   paranoid	  
conclusion.	  
	   “Or	  perhaps	  it	  was	  just	  a	  computer	  savvy	  tech	  wanting	  to	  shield	  prying	  
eyes	   from	   a	   love	   letter	   or	   some	   other	   nonsense,”	   Laurent	   replied.	   “Is	   this	  
really	  relevant	  to	  the	  task	  at	  hand?”	  
	   “Well,	  no,”	  Sandhurst	  admitted.	  Laurent	  nodded	  sharply	  before	  turning	  
back	  to	  the	  console.	  “It’s	  just	  curious	  is	  all.”	  	  
	   “Perhaps	   you	   can	   isolate	   it	   and	   investigate	   it	   after	   we	   are	   finished	  
here,”	  Kuyan	  offered.	  “I’d	  be	  more	  than	  willing	  to	  assist	  you.”	  
	   “Thanks,”	  Donald	  replied.	  
	   “Relay	  Mr.	  N’Saba’s	  information	  to	  our	  console,”	  Laurent	  said,	  his	  back	  
to	  Donald.	  He	  sent	  the	  data.	  	  
	   “Captain	  Diaz,	  we’re	  ready	  here,”	  he	  said	  loudly.	  	  
	   “Commence,”	  the	  captain	  ordered.	  	  
	   “Initiating	   the	   particle	   fountain	   process	   now,”	   Laurent	   informed	   the	  
bridge.	  Lavok	  looked	  back	  over	  her	  shoulder	  and	  winked	  at	  him.	  The	  cylinder	  
lit	  up,	  and	  a	  loud	  hum	  buzzed	  in	  Donald’s	  ears.	  	  
	   His	  ears	  popped	  painfully	  as	  the	  hum	  turned	  into	  a	  loud	  whine.	  “That’s	  
odd,”	   he	   heard	   Laurent	   roar	   over	   the	   din,	   as	   the	   lights	   on	   the	   sensor	   array	  
began	  to	  strobe	  wildly,	  their	  intense	  colors	  blinding	  Donald.	  	  
	   “We’ve	   got	   a	   rapid	   build	   up	   in	   tachyon	   radiation!”	   Lavok	   screamed,	  
“We’ve	  got	  to	  shut	  the	  array	  down!”	  The	  cylinder	  was	  shivering	  now,	  sparks	  
running	  the	  length	  of	  it.	  	  
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	   Sandhurst	   tapped	   his	   combadge,	   “Sandhurst	   to	   Bridge!	   Sandhurst	   to	  
Bridge!”	  There	  was	  no	  response.	  A	  hand	  clamped	  on	  his	  shoulder.	  He	  stared	  
up	  into	  the	  wild,	  frightened	  eyes	  of	  Commander	  Laurent.	  
	   “The	  radiation	  has	  fried	  our	  compins,”	  he	  shouted,	  the	  roar	  in	  the	  room	  
sounding	   like	   a	   hurricane,	   “We’ve	   got	   to	   get	   out	   of	   here	   before	   the	   particle	  
beam	  reverses	  on	  us.”	  
	   “No,	  we’ve	  got	   to	  deactivate	   it,”	  Donald	  replied.	   “If	  we	  don’t	  a	  reverse	  
beam	  could	  puncture	  this	  module	  and	  slice	  through	  the	  primary	  hull,	  killing	  
us	  all!”	  
	   Donald	  pulled	  Laurent’s	  hand	  off	  his	  shoulder.	  He	  stood	  up	  and	  pushed	  
past	   the	  man.	   Kuyan	  was	  working	   frantically	   at	   the	   controls,	   trying	   to	   save	  
their	  lives	  while	  Laurent	  was	  worried	  about	  his	  own	  neck.	  
	   He	  had	  almost	   reached	  her	  when	  cord-‐like	  arms	  wrapped	  around	  his	  
chest	  and	  twisted	  him	  around.	  “Hey!”	  Donald	  yelped	  as	  Laurent	  threw	  him	  to	  
the	   ground.	  He	   hit	   the	   carpeted	   floor	   hard,	  with	   a	   crunch.	   Struggling	   to	   get	  
back	  to	  his	   feet,	   the	  taste	  of	  blood	   in	  his	  mouth,	  Sandhurst	   looked	  up	  to	  see	  
Laurent,	  his	  hideous	  face	  contorted	  in	  fear	  and	  agony	  flying	  at	  him.	  A	  wave	  of	  
darkness	  was	  at	  the	  man’s	  back.	  Donald	  didn’t	  know	  which	  one	  hit	  him	  first.	  	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Sickbay	  One)	  
	  
	   Donald	  heard	  voices	  on	  the	  rim	  of	  his	  consciousness.	  He	  tried	  to	  open	  
his	   eyes,	   but	   the	   lids	  were	   too	  heavy.	  When	  he	   attempted	   to	   focus	  on	  what	  
was	  said,	  the	  voices	  ran	  together,	  creating	  an	  unintelligible,	  babbling	  stream.	  	  
	   His	  thoughts	  were	  half-‐formed,	  disjointed.	  Donald	  remembered	  bright,	  
frenzied	   colors,	   and	   a	   screeching,	   monstrous	   face	   springing	   from	   the	  
darkness,	  so	  reminiscent	  of	  the	  fright	  films	  he	  used	  to	  adore	  as	  a	  teenager.	  	  
	   He	  heard	  a	  loud	  hiss,	  then	  a	  sharp	  stinging,	  followed	  by	  a	  coldness	  that	  
seeped	  over	  his	  body,	  crystallizing	  the	  haze	  clouding	  his	  mind.	  It	  crumbled	  as	  
he	  struggled	  to	  open	  his	  eyes.	  Dark,	  formless	  shapes	  hovered	  over	  him.	  
	   There	   was	   a	   persistent	   clicking	   that	   on	   some	   level	   he	   found	   that	   he	  
understood.	  “He’s	  awakening.”	  
	   “Good	  work	  Doctor	  Nemato.”	  A	  shadow	  hovered	  over	  him	  that	  slowly	  
came	   into	   focus.	  His	  mother…no,	  no…Captain	  Diaz	   smiled	  down	  at	  him.	  She	  
placed	  a	  dry	  hand	  against	  his	  damp	  forehead.	  
	   “Wuh…what…”	  
	   “Ssshh,”	  she	  cooed,	  “Don’t	  talk.”	  
	   “Buh…”	  
	   “It’s	  okay	  Donald,”	  Diaz	   said,	   “You’re	  going	   to	  be	  all	   right.”	  He	   turned	  
away	   from	   her,	   looking	   at	   the	   other	   shapes	   surrounding	   him.	   There	   was	  
Commander	  Glover	  and	  the	  Cardassians,	  Namek	  and	  Oduara.	  
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	   “Laurent,”	  he	  said;	  his	  voice	  raw,	  the	  words	  painful,	  “Kuyan.”	  He	  noted	  
that	   Glover	   looked	   agitated	   at	   the	   mention	   of	   their	   names.	   Something	   had	  
happened	  to	  them.	  Something	  terrible.	  	  
	   Donald	   tried	   to	   sit	   up,	   but	   strong	   hands	   gently	   held	   him	   in	   place.	  
“Where…what?”	   He	   asked,	   twisting	   his	   neck	   to	   see	   if	   he	   could	   see	   them,	  
catching	  a	  glimpse	  of	  a	   large	  lumped	  form	  on	  the	  biobed	  adjacent	  from	  him.	  
Sandhurst	  saw	  a	  shimmering	  field	  covering	  the	  bed.	  	  
	   “Laurent?”	  
	   “It’s	   going	   to	   be	   okay	   Donald,”	   Diaz	   promised,	   but	   for	   the	   first	   time	  
since	  he’d	  known	  her	  he	  didn’t	  believe	  her.	  
	   “Captain,”	   Glover	   sighed.	   “I	   think	   we	   should	   be	   honest	   with	   Lt.	  
Sandhurst.”	  
	   The	  woman	  shot	  him	  an	  angry	  look.	  “Now	  isn’t	  the	  best	  time.”	  
	   “I	  can’t	   think	  of	  a	  better	  time,”	   the	  man	  replied.	  Donald	  found	  himself	  
agreeing	  with	   Glover	   in	   this	   instance.	   It	  was	   one	   of	   the	   few	   times	   the	  man	  
actually	  made	  sense.	  
	   “Please,”	  he	  rasped,	  adding	   to	  Glover’s	  argument.	   “I…can	  handle	   it.”	   It	  
was	  now	  Diaz	  who	  exhaled	  loudly.	  	  
	   “Dr.	   Nemato,”	   she	   said,	   finally	   relenting.	   The	   glistening,	   vermicular	  
medic	   slither-‐crawled	   up	   the	   side	   of	   Sandhurst’s	   biobed	   and	   then	   hovered	  
over	   him.	   From	   his	   supine	   position,	   Donald	   got	   the	   eerie	   feeling	   that	   the	  
Antosian	  was	  poising	  before	  he	   struck,	   the	  mandibles	   curving	   from	  his	   face	  
were	  viciously	  pointed.	  	  
	   The	  doctor	   spoke.	   “Lieutenant	   Sandhurst,”	   he	   said	   slowly,	   twisting	   to	  
look	  down	  at	  him.	  “You	  are	  very	  fortunate.	  You	  only	  suffered	  a	  concussion.	  It	  
appears	   that	   Commander	   Laurent	   took	   the	   brunt	   of	   the	   tachyon	   radiation	  
exposure	  when	  he	  jumped	  on	  top	  of	  you.”	  
	   Donald	  gasped,	  “Is…is	  he?”	  
	   “He’s	   suffered	   severe	   radiation	   burns.	   He	   has	   been	   treated	   with	  
nexaline	  and	  placed	  in	  a	  status	  field.	  We	  will	  know	  in	  the	  next	  several	  hours	  if	  
he	   will	   survive.	   The	   odds	   are	   good	   that	   Mr.	   Laurent	   will	   pull	   through	  
however.”	  
	   “Kuyan…Dr.	  Lavok,	  I	  mean,”	  Sandhurst	  asked.	  When	  Nemato	  looked	  to	  
the	  Captain,	  and	  she	  in	  turn	  glanced	  in	  the	  direction	  of	  the	  Cardassians,	  then	  
he	  knew.	  But	  he	  had	  to	  hear	  it	  himself.	  “Kuyan…what	  happened?”	  
	   “Allow	   me,”	   Namek	   said	   softly,	   stepping	   closer	   to	   the	   bed.	   His	   face	  
appeared	   even	   more	   withdrawn	   and	   sucked	   in	   than	   usual.	   His	   dark	   eyes	  
glinted	   with	   sadness.	   “Dr.	   Lavok	   was	   too	   close	   to	   the	   tachyon	   radiation	  
eruption.	  She	  could	  not	  be	  saved.”	  
	   “Oh,”	  the	  rest	  of	  the	  statement	  caught	  in	  Sandhurst’s	  throat	  as	  his	  eyes	  
filled	  with	  tears.	  He	  turned	  away	  from	  them,	  not	  wanting	  anyone	  to	  see	  him	  
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grieve,	   especially	   not	   the	   Cardassians	   or	   Commander	   Glover.	   “I…can	   I…	   be	  
alone…right	  now,”	  he	  said	  after	  a	  few	  moments.	  
	   “Of	  course,”	  Diaz	  said,	  “when	  you	  get	  better	  I’ll	  want	  to	  talk	  to	  you	  more	  
in	  depth	  about	  what	  happened.	  As	  soon	  as	  the	  radiation	  has	  been	  scrubbed,	  
I’ve	   ordered	   Lt.	   Zim	   to	   conduct	   an	   investigation.	   Hopefully	   the	   particle	  
fountain	  is	  salvageable.”	  
	   “There	  was	  no	  particle	  feedback?”	  He	  asked,	  grateful	  that	  the	  loss	  of	  life	  
was	  minimized	  even	  if	  his	  friend	  and	  the	  man	  who	  had	  saved	  his	  life	  were	  its	  
biggest	  casualties.	  	  
	   “No,	   Lieutenant,”	   Glover	   replied.	   “There	   was	   a	   terrible	   leakage	   of	  
tachyon	   radiation	   from	   the	   array	   though.	   Thank	   goodness	   it	  was	   contained	  
right	   outside	   the	   corridor.	   The	   sensor	   array	   has	   been	   shut	   down	   with	  
emergency	  bulkheads	  until	  it	  can	  be	  properly	  de-‐radiated.”	  
	   Diaz	  smiled,	  “That’s	  right.	  It	  was	  about	  the	  only	  positive	  thing	  that	  we	  
can	  point	  to…the	  hull	  wasn’t	  punctured.”	  
	   Donald	   held	   back	   his	   tears.	   The	   mention	   of	   the	   fountain	   brought	  
something	   else	  back	   to	  his	  mind.	  He	   reached	  out	   and	   snagged	   the	   captain’s	  
sleeve.	   “A	   moment	   Captain?”	   The	   woman	   gestured	   for	   the	   others	   to	   go	   on	  
without	  her.	  She	  leaned	  down	  beside	  the	  engineer.	  
	   “Yes?”	  
	   “The	  recursive	  subroutine	  I	  found…”	  Diaz	  looked	  askance.	  
	   “What?”	  
	   “I	  found	  a	  recursive	  subroutine…right	  before	  the	  accident.”	  
	   “A	  recursive	  subroutine?”	  She	  asked,	  rubbing	  her	  chin.	  	  
	   “I	  don’t	  think	  this	  was	  an	  accident.”	  
	   “What	  are	  you	  saying?”	  Diaz’s	  brows	  beetled	  with	  concern.	  
	   “I	  think	  the	  array	  might’ve	  been	  booby	  trapped.”	  
	   “Donald,	  you	  can’t	  be	  serious.	  Perhaps	  with	  your	  concussion…”	  
	   He	  shook	  his	  head,	  his	  voice	  cutting,	  “I	  know	  what	  I	  saw.”	  
	   “Okay,”	   the	   captain	   yielded.	   “I’ll	   have	   Mr.	   Zim	   retrieve	   any	   data	   that	  
hasn’t	  been	  irradiated.”	  
	   “Thank	  you.”	  Donald,	  still	  holding	  on	  to	  her	  sleeve,	  tugged	  it	  again.	  “And	  
Captain,	   once	   Doc	   Nemato	   clears	   me…I	   want	   to	   help	   decipher	   that	  
subroutine.”	  
	   “Even	   if	   it	   still	   exists	  Mr.	   Sandhurst,	   and	   that’s	   a	   big	   if,	   I’ll	   need	   you	  
working	  on	  repairing	  the	  particle	  fountain.”	  
	   “T’Shanir	   can	   do	   that.	   Already	   she’s	   half	   the	   engineer	   that	   I	   am.”	  
Sandhurst	  replied.	  “I	  need	  to	  work	  on	  the	  subroutine.	  I	  owe	  it	  to	  Laurent…and	  
Kuyan.”	  His	  voice	  cracked	  at	  the	  mention	  of	  the	  departed	  woman.	  
	   Diaz	  stood	  up,	  but	  continued	  looking	  down	  at	  him,	  compassion	  roiling	  
in	  her	  dark	  eyes.	   She	   rubbed	  absently	  at	  her	   chin,	   as	   she	  mulled	  his	  words.	  
After	  what	  seemed	  like	  an	  eternity	  for	  Donald,	  Diaz	  finally	  replied.	  “All	  right,	  
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but	  I	  want	  to	  be	  informed	  immediately	  with	  whatever	  you	  find.	  If	  what	  you’re	  
saying	  is	  true	  then	  we	  have	  a	  dangerous	  person,	  willing	  to	  go	  to	  any	  lengths	  to	  
hide	  their	  skullduggery.	  And	  we	  are	  all	  at	  risk.”	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  NINE	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Cargo	  Bay	  Four)	  
	  
	   Captain	   Diaz	   caught	   up	   with	   Terrence	   at	   the	   door	   to	   the	   cargo	   bay.	  
“What	  happened	  to	  our	  Cardassian	  guests?”	  The	  woman	  asked.	  
	   “I	  sent	  them	  back	  to	  their	  quarters,”	  Glover	  replied.	  	  
	   “Why?”	  Diaz	  frowned.	  	  
	   “I	  wasn’t	  sure	  if	  you	  wanted	  them	  to	  see	  the	  craft	  at	  the	  same	  time	  we	  
did.	  Who	  knows	  what	   it	  might	  contain?”	  She	   thought	  about	   it,	  nodding	  with	  
approval.	  
	   “I	  guess	  that	  makes	  sense.”	  
	   “It	  didn’t	  to	  Officer	  Oduara,”	  Glover	  chuckled.	  	  
	   “I	  can	  imagine	  it	  wouldn’t.”	  
	   “With	  your	  permission?”	  Glover’s	  fingers	  hovered	  over	  the	  door	  release	  
controls.	  
	   “Your	  hand	  looks	  good	  by	  the	  way,”	  Diaz	  said,	  “Sickbay	  did	  a	  good	  job	  
repairing	  it.”	  
	   “Thank	  you	  Captain.”	  Terrence	  wiggled	  his	  fingers.	  The	  explorer	  in	  him	  
was	  anxious	  to	  see	  what	   lie	  on	  the	  other	  side	  of	   the	  door.	  He	  didn’t	  want	  to	  
trade	   in	  extraneous	   small	   talk	  with	   the	   captain,	   even	   though	  he	   found	   their	  
relationship	  now	  largely	  absent	  of	  the	  burdening	  weight	  of	  mistrust.	  
	   “You’re	  welcome.	  At	  your	   leisure	  Commander,”	  Diaz	  ordered.	  Glover’s	  
fingers	  ran	  quickly	  over	  the	  flat	  controls.	  The	  cargo	  doors	  opened	  with	  a	  loud	  
hiss.	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Cargo	  Bay	  One)	  
	  
	   “You	   were	   right	   Mr.	   Glover,”	   Captain	   Diaz	   gasped	   as	   they	   as	   they	  
crossed	   the	   threshold	   together.	  Trapped	   in	   the	  cone	  of	  a	   confinement	  beam	  
was	  a	  lifeboat	  of	  Cardassian	  design,	  with	  a	  burnt	  orange	  finish	  and	  sharpened	  
edges.	  Magenta	  light	  swirled	  around	  the	  tiny	  vessel.	  
	   “What’s	   going	   on	   here	   Lt.	   N’Saba?”	   Glover	   asked.	   The	   Alshain	   was	  
standing	  as	  close	  to	  the	  beam	  as	  he	  could	  without	  being	  trapped	  in	  its	  energy	  
field.	  He	  held	  a	  tricorder	  in	  one	  of	  his	  mitts.	  
	   “The	  escape	  pod	  appears	   to	  be	   in	   a	   severe	   state	  of	  quantum	   flux,”	  he	  
remarked.	  	  
	   “Is	  there	  anyone	  inside?”	  Diaz	  asked.	  
	   N’Saba	   grunted.	   Something	   he	   frequently	   did	   when	   he	   was	   baffled.	  
“Yes…”	  he	  said	  slowly,	  “and	  the	  bio-‐sign	  is	  Bajoran.”	  
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	   “Bajoran?	   In	   a	   Cardassian	   lifeboat?”	   Glover	   asked,	   incredulous.	   “Are	  
you	  certain?”	  
	   “The	  mysteries	  of	  our	  galaxy	  teach	  one	  to	  never	  presume	  to	  be	  certain	  
of	   anything.	   However,	   these	   tricorder	   readings	   are	   another	  matter,”	   N’Saba	  
asked	  snidely.	  
	   “Watch	  the	  sarcasm	  Lieutenant,”	  Glover	  warned.	  	  
	   Ignoring	   them	   both,	   Diaz	   was	  more	   intrigued	   by	   the	   lifeboat	   and	   its	  
mysterious	  occupant.	  “How	  strong	  is	  the	  bio-‐signal	  Mr.	  N’Saba?”	  
	   The	   Science	   Officer	   referred	   back	   to	   the	   tricorder.	   “The	   life	   sign	  
appears	  strong,	  but	  with	   the	   interference	   from	  the	  quantum	  phasing,	   I	   can’t	  
be	  certain.	  But	  on	  a	  better	  note,	  the	  flux	  effect	  is	  ebbing.”	  
	   Excited,	  Diaz	  said,	  “How	  soon	  until	  we’ll	  be	  able	  to	  get	  a	  crack	  at	  it.”	  
	   “My	  best	  estimate	  is	  another	  hour,	  an	  hour	  and	  a	  half	  at	  most,”	  N’Saba	  
replied.	  
	   “Inform	  me	  before	  you	  go	   in,”	  Diaz	  ordered.	   “I	  want	   to	  be	  here	   to	  see	  
this.”	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Sensor	  Array)	  
	  
	   Lt.	  Zim	  didn’t	  know	  why	  he	  was	  shocked	  at	  the	  gross	  normality	  of	  the	  
room.	   It	  appeared	  very	   little	   to	  be	  marked	  by	  death	  at	  all.	  The	  sensor	  array	  
was	   blackened,	   and	   there	   was	   a	   brief	   hint	   of	   fried	   circuitry	   in	   the	   air,	   but	  
beyond	   that	   the	  module	   appeared	   as	  mundane	   as	   any	   other	   section	   of	   the	  
ship.	  	  
	   “Get	   to	   work,”	   he	   ordered	   the	   engineers	   fidgeting	   behind	   him.	   The	  
three-‐person	  team,	  hurried	  past	  him,	  scanners	  in	  hand	  as	  they	  proceeded	  to	  
dissect	  the	  cause	  of	  the	  radiation	  leakage.	  
	   But	   after	   speaking	  with	   the	   captain,	   he	   doubted	   they	  would	   find	   the	  
real	  reason	  for	  the	  tragic	  occurrence.	  As	  he	  squatted	  down	  by	  the	  innocuous	  
looking	  console	  adjacent	  to	  the	  array,	  Zim	  was	  certain	  that	  the	  answer	  would	  
be	   found	   somewhere	  within	   the	   terminal’s	   coil	   of	   circuits.	   He	   detached	   his	  
own	  scanner	  from	  his	  hip.	  	  
	   Removing	  the	  console’s	  panel,	  Zim	  set	  to	  work.	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Captain’s	  Ready	  Room)	  
	  
	   Diaz	   preferred	   to	   be	   impatient	   alone.	   Sitting	   in	   the	   command	   chair,	  
squirming	  with	  restless	  energy	  as	  she	  awaited	  updates	  from	  both	  N’Saba	  and	  
Zim,	  the	  captain	  had	  eventually	  relinquished	  the	  conn	  to	  Terrence,	  so	  that	  she	  
could	  pace	  and	  mumble	  to	  herself	  in	  the	  privacy	  of	  her	  own	  office.	  
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	   She	  paused	  a	  moment,	   the	  garish	   light	  seeping	   through	  her	  view	  port	  
catching	  her	  attention.	  Diaz	  walked	  to	  the	  window,	  placing	  her	  hands	  against	  
its	  surface,	  whipping	  back	  in	  pain	  seconds	  later.	  
	   She	   waved	   her	   hands,	   trying	   to	   cool	   them	   off.	   So	   used	   to	   the	   frigid	  
feeling	  of	  normal	  space	  against	  her	  window,	  Diaz	  was	  a	  bit	  surprised	  by	  the	  
heat	  and	  its	  intensity.	  	   Though	  she	  really	  shouldn’t	  have	  been.	  
	   Another	   reason	   she	  had	   sought	   the	   succor	   of	   her	   ready	   room	  was	   so	  
that	  she	  could	  doff	  her	  uniform	  jacket.	  It	  would’ve	  been	  unseemly	  to	  do	  so	  in	  
front	  of	  the	  crew.	  	  
	   Even	   though	   she	   now	   only	   wore	   a	   thin	   gray	   tank	   top	   hanging	   loose	  
over	   her	   black	   pants,	   it	   had	   done	   little	   to	   alleviate	   her	   discomfort.	   She	  was	  
still	  damp	  with	  sweat	  and	  miserable.	  The	  ship’s	  environmental	  controls	  were	  
at	  minimum,	  the	  majority	  of	  their	  power	  shifted	  to	  maintaining	  the	  structural	  
integrity	  system.	  
	   The	  pressures	  of	   the	   thermal	  gasses	  pressing	  down	  on	  Cuffe	   gave	   the	  
ship	  a	  dark,	  oppressive	  feel,	  and	  it	  had	  begun	  to	  get	  to	  her.	  Diaz	  didn’t	  feel	  as	  
protected	   behind	   the	   ship’s	   duranium	   hull	   and	   the	   transparent	   aluminum	  
view	   port	   as	   she	   normally	   did.	   She	   felt	   vulnerable,	   breakable.	   And	   Sabrina	  
hated	  it.	  
	   The	   intercom	   above	   her	   head	   crackled	   to	   life.	   “Captain	  Diaz?	   Captain	  
Diaz?”	  
	   Diaz	   paused	   in	   her	   pace,	   rolling	   her	   eyes	   heavenward.	   “What	   is	   it	  
Officer	  Oduara?”	  She	  asked,	  not	  caring	  about	  the	  rude	  edge	  in	  her	  voice.	  
	   Oblivious	   to	   her	   tone,	   Oduara	   continued,	   “Captain…Gul	   Namek	   and	   I	  
were	  wondering	  when	  we	  might	  have	  an	  opportunity	  to	  study	  the	  mysterious	  
object	  in	  the	  cargo	  bay?”	  
	   “I’ll	  let	  you	  know,”	  Diaz	  said.	  
	   “But…”	  the	  Cardassian	  began	  to	  protest.	  
	   “I	   said	   I’ll	   inform	   you,”	   she	   repeated,	   with	   more	   force	   behind	   her	  
words.	  Oduara	  exhaled	  loudly.	  
	   “Very	  well,”	  he	  breathed,	  disconnecting	  the	  link.	  
	   Damn	   right,	   Diaz	   nodded,	   satisfied	   that	   the	   Cardassian	   knew	   his	  
limitations	   with	   her.	   She	   wasn’t	   in	   the	   mood	   for	   verbal	   jousting	   or	   mind	  
games.	  The	  captain	  hoped	  that	  whoever	  was	  nestled	  inside	  the	  lifeboat	  might	  
have	  the	  answers	  she	  needed	  to	  close	  the	  fissure	  so	  the	  Cuffe	  could	  leave	  this	  
forsaken	  stretch	  of	  space.	  
	   “I	  wonder	  if	  Jon	  Archer	  often	  thought	  the	  same	  thing,”	  Diaz	  muttered	  as	  
she	  walked	  over	  to	  her	  personal	  painting	  of	  the	  Enterprise	  NX-‐01	  hanging	  on	  
the	  alcove	  beside	  the	  replicator,	  tucked	  away	  from	  casual	  visitors.	  It	  was	  the	  
room’s	  only	  adornment.	  	  
	   She	   didn’t	   like	   sharing	   her	   artwork	   with	   others,	   but	   she	   felt	   the	  
painting	  was	  more	  appropriate	   in	  her	   ready	   room,	  where	   she	   could	  hop	  up	  
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quickly	   and	   draw	   inspiration	   from	   it	   if	   need	   be	   rather	   than	   lost	   among	   the	  
other	  pieces	  in	  her	  cabin.	  	  
	   Archer	  had	  been	  a	  hero	  of	  hers	  long	  before	  she	  joined	  the	  Fleet,	  and	  she	  
had	  boned	  up	  on	  his	   star	   log	  entries	  and	  reports	  about	  his	   journey	   into	   the	  
Delphic	  Expanse	  in	  preparation	  for	  her	  own	  venture	  into	  the	  unknown.	  
	   She	  ran	  a	  finger	  over	  the	  painting’s	  dimpled	  finish,	  a	  mirthless	  smile	  on	  
her	   face	  as	   she	   thought	  about	  how	   the	  Expanse	  had	  changed	  Archer	   from	  a	  
naïve	  explorer	  to	  an	  embittered	  military	  commander.	  Diaz	  couldn’t	  help	  but	  
wonder	  how	  the	  Tong	  Beak	  would	  alter	  her.	  
	   The	  intercom	  squawked	  again.	  “What	  now?”	  Diaz	  groaned.	  
	   “Captain	  Diaz?”	  N’Saba	  asked,	  his	  voice	  brimming	  with	  excitement.	  
	   “Yes,”	   Sabrina’s	   sour	   mood	   evaporated.	   “You’ve	   got	   something	   don’t	  
you	  Seb?”	  
	   “That	  is	  an	  understatement.”	  
	   “I’ll	   be	   right	   there.”	   Diaz	   said.	   She	   moved	   quickly	   to	   her	   chair	   and	  
plucked	  her	  red	  jacket	  hanging	  from	  it.	  She	  slid	  it	  on	  as	  she	  raced	  toward	  the	  
door.	  Fully	  clothed	  as	  she	  stepped	  on	  to	  the	  bridge,	  she	  nodded	  at	  Terrence.	  
	   “Mr.	  Glover,	   you’re	  with	  me.”	  Without	   even	   a	  moment’s	   hesitation	  he	  
hopped	  from	  the	  command	  chair.	  
	   “Lt.	  Hunal,	  take	  the	  conn.”	  
	   “Aye,”	  the	  Bolian	  female	  deftly	  exited	  her	  seat.	  Glover	  was	  already	  with	  
Diaz	  by	  the	  turbolift	  by	  the	  time	  Hunal	  sat	  down	  in	  the	  command	  chair.	  
	   He	  filed	  in	  after	  the	  captain.	  As	  soon	  as	  the	  doors	  closed	  on	  the	  lift,	  she	  
ordered	  it,	  “Deck	  Twelve.”	  
	   “I	  take	  it	  the	  lifeboat	  is	  ready	  to	  be	  boarded?”	  Her	  First	  Officer	  asked.	  
	   “And	   I	   think	  you	  might	  be	  batting	  a	   thousand	   today	  Mr.	  Glover,”	  Diaz	  
replied,	  feeling	  hopeful	  for	  the	  first	  time	  since	  this	  mission	  began.	  	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  TEN	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Cargo	  Bay	  One)	  
	  
	   Commander	   Glover	   wished	   he	   had	   a	   phaser,	   or	   had	   thought	   of	  
recommending	  that	  both	  he	  and	  the	  captain	  stop	  over	  at	  the	  armory	  on	  their	  
way	  to	  the	  cargo	  bay.	  	  
	   But	   he	   was	   certain	   that	   Diaz	   would’ve	   dismissed	   the	   precautionary	  
step.	   She	   seemed	   enlivened	  by	   the	  unknown	  passenger	   on	   the	   lifeboat,	   and	  
didn’t	  want	  to	  waste	  time	  unraveling	  the	  mystery.	  
	   With	  security	  guards	  Lt.	  Dryer	  and	  Grazerite	  Warrant	  Officer	  Kostige-‐
Yayo	   placing	   the	   boat’s	   entrance	   in	   the	   crosshairs	   of	   their	   phasers,	   Diaz	  
approached	  the	  ship	  alone.	  Her	  destination	  was	  the	  emergency	  exit	  on	  the	  aft	  
portion	  of	  the	  vessel.	  	  Lt.	  N’Saba	  tapped	  a	  boot	  anxiously	  as	  the	  woman	  slowly	  
twisted	  the	  hatch	  lever,	  the	  large,	  circular	  door	  rolling	  open	  with	  a	  loud	  gasp.	  	  
	   Glover’s	  stomach	  bunched	  with	  tension.	  He	  didn’t	  like	  the	  captain	  being	  
in	   such	  a	   vulnerable	  position.	  Despite	  his	   counter-‐mission	  aboard	   the	  Cuffe,	  
he	   understood	   that	   maintaining	   the	   captain’s	   safety	   was	   still	   an	   important	  
aspect	  of	  his	  duty	  as	  Executive	  Officer.	  And	  he	  liked	  performing	  to	  the	  best	  of	  
his	  abilities	  in	  all	  endeavors.	  
	   Unable	  to	  restrain	  himself,	  he	  quickly	  covered	  the	  distance	  to	  the	  door.	  
He	  would	   face	   the	  unknown	  with	  his	  captain.	  Terrence	  reached	  Diaz	   just	  as	  
she	  poked	  her	  head	  inside	  the	  darkened	  ship.	  	  
	   An	   orange	   disruptor	   beam	   sizzled	   between	   them,	   its	   heat	   searing	  
Glover’s	   cheek.	  Without	   thinking,	   the	   commander	   grabbed	   Captain	   Diaz	   by	  
the	  shoulders	  and	  roughly	  threw	  her	  to	  the	  ground,	  jumping	  on	  top	  of	  her	  to	  
cover	  her	  as	  best	  he	  could.	  	  
	   He	   also	   did	   his	   best	   to	   ignore	   the	   woman’s	   cursing	   and	   thrashing.	  
Instead	  he	   looked	   to	  both	  Dryer	  and	  Yayo.	   “Nyota,	   incapacitate	   the	   shooter.	  
Use	  only	  a	  stun	  setting!”	  
	   “Aye,”	  the	  startled	  woman	  said,	  quickly	  recovering.	  Both	  she	  and	  Yayo	  
returned	   fire,	   the	   yellow	   beams	   from	   their	   weapons	   striking	   harmlessly	  
against	   the	   lifeboat’s	  hull	   almost	  as	  much	  as	  puncturing	   the	  environs	  of	   the	  
vessel.	  Orange	  beams	  continued	  to	  spit	  from	  the	  lifeboat,	  the	  air	  riveted	  with	  
the	  smell	  of	  fried	  particles.	  The	  agile	  N’Saba	  weaved	  between	  the	  exchange	  of	  
gunfire,	   grabbing	  both	  Glover	  and	  Diaz	  and	  dragging	   them	   from	   the	   field	  of	  
fire.	  Glover	  had	  never	  felt	  so	  impotent.	  	  
	   Yayo	  groaned	  as	  he	  crumpled	  to	  the	  ground,	  blood	  streaming	  from	  his	  
chest.	  Nyota	  screamed	  charging	   the	  shuttle.	  Seeing	  his	  chance,	  Glover	  broke	  
free	  of	  N’Saba	  and	  picked	  up	  the	  fallen	  Grazerite’s	  weapon.	  	  
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	   Dryer	  was	  at	  the	  rim	  of	  the	  door,	  taking	  a	  shot	  every	  few	  seconds	  into	  
the	  hole	  before	  she	  ducked	  away	  to	  avoid	  a	  volley	  of	  fire.	  Terrence	  upped	  the	  
stun	  setting,	  and	  ran	  to	  the	  other	  side	  of	  the	  boat,	  across	  from	  Nyota.	  
	   He	   looked	  at	  her,	   silently	  mouthing	  orders.	  Dryer	   replied	  with	  a	   feral	  
smile	   that	   reminded	   him	   of	   his	   former	   paramour	   Krastil,	   the	   Klingon	  
navigator	   on	   the	  Dorna.	   With	   Dryer	   covering	   him,	   Glover	   jumped	   into	   the	  
opening,	  firing	  several	  shots	  even	  before	  he	  hit	  the	  unyielding	  deck.	  Ignoring	  
the	   teeth	   rattling	  pain	  of	   his	   fall,	   Terrence	  kept	   firing.	  He	   felt	  Nyota	  behind	  
him,	  and	  saw	  the	  charged	  beams	  of	  her	  weapon	  joining	  with	  his	  to	  illuminate	  
the	  shadowy	  vessel.	  
	   A	   shadow	   in	   the	   bow	   of	   the	   boat	   squealed	   and	   then	   jerked	   several	  
times	  before	  slumping	  backwards	  over	  a	  console.	  The	  shadow	  slid	  in	  a	  lump	  
to	  the	  floor.	  	  
	   “Stop	   firing,”	  Glover	  ordered.	  He	  got	  up	  slower	   than	  he	  had	   intended,	  
Nyota	   locking	   an	   arm	  around	  his	   elbow	   to	   help	  him.	  Brushing	   off	   his	   pants	  
and	   shaking	   off	   his	   pain,	   the	   commander	   aimed	  his	   phaser	   at	   the	   assailant,	  
and	  gingerly	  approached	  the	  bow.	  
	   “Find	  a	  lighting	  control,”	  he	  ordered	  Dryer.	  The	  woman	  sighed,	  but	  she	  
began	  searching	  along	  an	  adjacent	  terminal	  bank	  from	  the	  one	  the	  lump	  was	  
splayed	   in	   front	   of.	   Nyota	   found	   it	   seconds	   after	   Glover	   had	   reached	   the	  
shadow,	  and	  turned	  the	  person	  over.	  
	   He	  fell	  backwards,	  as	  auburn	  hair	  fell	  away	  from	  the	  culprit’s	  face,	  the	  
aquiline	  features,	  and	  ridged	  nose	  unmistakable.	  
	   “Pell…”	  he	  gasped.	  
	   “My	  God,”	  Diaz	  said	  behind	  him.	  Glover	  hadn’t	  even	  heard	  the	  woman	  
enter	  the	  vessel.	  “That’s	  Pell	  Ojana!”	  	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Sickbay	  One)	  
	  
	   Dr.	   Nemato	   had	   been	   gracious	   enough	   to	   alert	   Donald	   when	  
Commander	  Laurent	  had	  awakened.	  Sandhurst	  had	  been	  cleared	  an	  hour	  ago,	  
and	   he	   had	   spent	   that	   time	   holed	   up	   in	   his	   cabin,	   forcing	   himself	   not	   to	  
impede	  on	  Lt.	  Zim’s	   investigation.	  He	  was	  glad,	  beyond	  the	  obvious	  reasons,	  
when	  Nemato	   had	   informed	   him	   that	   he	   had	   already	   deactivated	   the	   stasis	  
field	  and	  Laurent	  was	  lucid.	  	  
	   Looking	  down	  into	  the	  man’s	  ruined	  face	  and	  knotted	  form,	  Sandhurst	  
was	  surprised	  that	  he	  was	  still	  alive,	  much	  less	  already	  on	  the	  mend.	  	  
	   “I	  just	  wanted	  to	  thank	  you	  for	  saving	  my	  life,”	  the	  engineer	  said.	  	  
	   “Save	  the	  apology,”	  Laurent	  spoke	  slowly,	  with	  some	  effort.	  “It	  was	  my	  
duty.	  I	  couldn’t	  leave	  the	  Cuffe	  without	  its	  chief	  engineer.”	  	  
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	   “I	   know	  you	   are	   in	   a	   lot	   of	   pain,”	  Donald	   said.	   “Talking	  must	   be	   very	  
hard	  for	  you	  right	  now.	  I	  can	  come	  back	  later.”	  
	   “No,”	   the	   man	   said	   with	   surprising	   force.	   “These	   scars…this	   face…its	  
more	  cosmetic	  than	  anything.	  There	  is	  little	  than	  can	  be	  done	  for	  my	  body,	  the	  
delta	  radiation	  I	  was	  exposed	  to	  saw	  to	  that.	  But	  the	  face,	  most	  of	  the	  outward	  
appearance…I	  kept	  that.	  I	   felt	  that	  it	  was	  the	  least	  I	  owed	  to	  the	  people	  who	  
died	  at	  Wolf	  359.	  At	  least	  I’m	  still	  drawing	  breath…”	  
	   “I	  understand,”	  Sandhurst	  said	  softly.	  
	   “Do	   you?”	   Laurent	   asked,	   a	   rough	   hand	   clamping	   on	   Donald’s	   wrist.	  
“That	  was	  no	  accident	  in	  the	  sensor	  array.”	  
	   Sandhurst’s	  brow	  furrowed.	  “How	  do	  you	  know	  that?”	  
	   “Because,”	   the	   man	   paused,	   the	   intense	   gaze	   in	   his	   eyes	   softening.	  
“Because	   I…I	   conducted	   a	   spot	   check	   on	   your	   progress	   days	   before,	   and	   I	  
discovered	  nothing	  out	  of	  the	  ordinary.”	  
	   “A	  spot	  check?”	  Sandhurst	  tamped	  down	  his	  displeasure.	  “Why	  wasn’t	  I	  
informed?	  Only	  Lavok	  and	   I	  were	  allowed	  access	   into	   the	   room.	   I’m	   certain	  
Captain	   Diaz	   or	   Lt	   Zim	  would’ve	   contacted	  me	   in	   the	   event	   that	   they	  were	  
modifying	  that	  standing	  order.”	  
	   “Despite	  my	  ghastly	  appearance,	  I	  can	  be	  persuasive	  when	  the	  situation	  
requires,”	  Laurent’s	  chortle	  turned	  into	  a	  cough.	  “Besides,	  I	  knew	  that	  you	  and	  
Lavok…were	  indisposed.”	  
	   Sandhurst’s	   cheeks	   pinked	   before	   sorrow	   sliced	   through	   the	  
momentary	   embarrassment.	   “Dr.	   Lavok…”	  
	   “She’s	  dead,”	  Laurent	  said,	  his	  voice	  infuriatingly	  void	  of	  compassion	  or	  
sympathy.	  
	   “How	  do	  you	  know?”	  
	   “I	  got	  a	  few	  hellacious	  radiation	  burns	  to	  add	  to	  my	  collection,	  but	  Dr.	  
Lavok	  was	  standing	   too	  close	   to	   that	  array	   to	   survive	   such	  a	  heavy	   tachyon	  
dosage.”	  
	   Donald	  lowered	  his	  head.	  “It’s	  terrible,	  a	  tragedy.”	  
	   “Perhaps,”	   Laurent	   replied,	   with	   damnable	   coldness.	   “But	   there	   are	  
dark	   forces	   at	   play	   here.	   Someone	   is	   responsible	   for	   Lavok’s	   murder,	   and	  
trying	   to	   kill	   us	   as	   well…I	   need	   your	   help	   ferreting	   out	   the	   traitors	   in	   our	  
midst.	   I	   have	   little	   doubt	   that	   the	   other	   two	   Cardassians	   onboard	   are	  
involved,	   but	   I	   think	   they	   had	   help	   from	   one	   of	   ours.	   There’s	   no	   way	   the	  
Cardassians	  could’ve	  gained	  access	  to	  the	  array…unless	  Lavok…”	  
	   “No,”	   Sandhurst	   said	   adamantly.	   “I	   was	   with	   her	   the	   entire	   time	   she	  
was	  working	  on	   the	  array.	   It	  wouldn’t	  make	   sense	   that	   she	  would	   sabotage	  
the	  array	  and	  place	  herself	  in	  danger	  like	  that.	  The	  woman	  didn’t	  have	  a	  death	  
wish,	  nor	  was	  she	  a	  hard	  line	  fanatic.	  If	  anything,	  she	  hated	  the	  totalitarianism	  
in	  the	  Union,	  and	  wanted	  to	  change	  it.”	  
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	   “If	   that’s	  so,”	  Laurent	  added,	  “maybe	  she	  was	  seen	  as	   just	  as	  much	  an	  
enemy	  as	  the	  Federation…perhaps	  even	  more	  so.”	  
	   “Perhaps,”	   Donald	   had	   to	   concur,	   even	   though	   he	   didn’t	   like	   finding	  
himself	   in	   agreement	  with	  Laurent.	   There	  was	   still	   something	  off	   about	   the	  
man,	   oily.	   But	   at	   the	   same	   time	   he	   had	   put	   his	   life	   on	   the	   line	   to	   save	  
Sandhurst’s	   when	   he	   could’ve	   easily	   jumped	   toward	   the	   exit	   or	   behind	  
another	  console	  to	  preserve	  his	  own	  neck.	  “But	  we’ll	  talk	  about	  this	  later.”	  
	   Laurent	  began	   to	   speak,	   a	  defiant	   fire	   in	  his	   eyes,	   but	  he	   changed	  his	  
mind.	  The	  flame	  ebbing,	  a	  slow	  smile	  spread	  over	  the	  engineer’s	  face.	  “You’re	  
right.	  I’m	  not	  in	  a	  condition	  to	  do	  much	  even	  if	  the	  murderers	  were	  standing	  
right	  in	  front	  of	  me.	  But	  remember	  what	  I	  said	  Donald.	  Be	  careful.”	  
	   “I	   will,”	   Sandhurst	   replied,	   fear	   closing	   around	   his	   heart.	   He	   couldn’t	  
seriously	  fathom	  the	  idea	  of	  Starfleet	  personnel	  being	  involved	  in	  conspiracy,	  
sabotage	   and	  murder.	   Of	   course	   he	   had	   read	   about	   some	   of	   higher	   profile	  
cases	  such	  as	  Adm.	  Kennelly,	  and	  he	  knew	  that	  Federation	  citizens	  along	  the	  
border	   were	   engaged	   in	   a	   low	   intensity	   guerilla	   campaign	  with	   Cardassian	  
patrols	  and	  neighboring	  colonies.	  
	   But	  they	  were	  misguided	  civilians	  for	  the	  most	  part,	  or	  former	  Starfleet	  
officers	   from	  what	  he	  had	  seen	  on	   the	  news	   feeds.	  Not	  anyone	  active	   in	   the	  
Fleet.	  Donald	  was	  deeply	  disturbed	  by	  Laurent’s	   assertions,	  mainly	  because	  
he	  had	  already	  come	  to	  similar	  conclusions.	  
	   Before	   Donald	   reached	   the	   exit,	   he	   heard	   the	   chirping	   of	   Nemato’s	  
communicator	  through	  the	  open	  door	  of	  his	  private	  office.	  “Emergency	  beam	  
in	   for	   two	   people.	  Warrant	   Officer	   Yayo	   has	   a	   serious	   chest	  wound.”	   Diaz’s	  
voice	  was	  ragged.	  Donald	  paused,	  curiosity	  and	  concern	  raging	  in	  his	  mind.	  	  
	   “At	   your	   mark,”	   Nemato	   slithered	   through	   the	   door,	   “Mr.	   Sandhurst,	  
please	   remain	   behind	   to	   assist	   me.”	   As	   Donald	   was	   about	   to	   speak,	   two	  
sparkling	  shafts	  of	  light	  brightened	  the	  muted	  room,	  depositing	  their	  charges	  
on	  the	  floor.	  	  
	   Nemato	   moved	   quickly	   to	   the	   larger	   person,	   his	   black	   and	   green	  
uniform	  covered	  with	  blood,	  a	  wicked	  looking	  hole	  in	  his	  chest.	  “Oh	  my,”	  the	  
Antosian	   clicked,	   “Mr.	   Sandhurst,	   help	   me	   get	   him	   on	   a	   biobed.	   This	   man	  
needs	   to	   be	   stabilized	   immediately.”	   Donald	   rushed	   to	   help,	   grabbing	   the	  
heavy	  Grazerite	  by	  the	  shoulders,	  and	  pulling	  him	  toward	  a	  bed.	  	  
	   The	   Antosian	   had	   paused	   to	   briefly	   check	   on	   the	   other	   patient.	   His	  
curiosity	  getting	  the	  best	  of	  him,	  Donald	  couldn’t	  help	  but	  take	  a	  peak	  as	  he	  
slung	   Crewman	   Yayo	   onto	   a	   bed.	   His	   heart	   thumped	   painfully	   in	   his	   chest	  
when	  he	  realized	  the	  identity	  of	  the	  woman	  lying	  on	  the	  floor.	  
	   Despite	   the	   unfamiliar	   uniform,	   Sandhurst	   knew	   Pell	   Ojana	   when	   he	  
saw	  her.	   Forgetting	   the	   injured	  Grazerite	   for	   a	  moment,	  Donald	   kneeled	   by	  
the	  woman,	  “I’ll	  take	  her,”	  he	  told	  the	  doctor,	  his	  voice	  tinged	  with	  worry.	  
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	   He	   cupped	   her	   angular	   face,	   and	   whispered,	   “What	   are	   you	   doing	  
here?”	   The	   woman	   was	   unconscious,	   but	   Sandhurst	   didn’t	   see	   any	   serious	  
injuries.	  Neither	  had	  Nemato	   it	  appeared,	  because	  the	  Antosian	  was	  already	  
at	  the	  Grazerite’s	  bed	  side,	  activating	  a	  crackling	  stasis	  field	  over	  the	  bed	  until	  
he	  could	  prep	  for	  surgery.	  
	   Donald	  gingerly	  picked	   the	  woman	  up	   in	  his	   arms	  and	   carried	  her	   to	  
the	  empty	  bed	  across	  from	  Yayo.	  
	   Usually	   loathe	   to	   public	   displays	   of	   emotion,	   he	   was	   so	   confused,	  
distressed,	  but	  happy	  to	  see	  her,	  especially	  after	  his	  recent	  brush	  with	  death,	  
that	  Donald	  couldn’t	  help	  himself.	  He	  stroked	  her	  hair,	  and	  murmured	  again,	  
“What	  are	  you	  doing	  here	  Pell?”	  	  
	   After	  a	  few	  seconds,	  the	  Bajoran	  began	  to	  stir.	  Donald’s	  heart	  leapt.	  He	  
pulled	  her	  closer	   to	  him.	   “It’s	  going	   to	  be	  okay,”	  he	  whispered.	   “You’re	  with	  
friends	  now,	  with	  me.”	  
	   The	   woman’s	   brilliant	   green	   eyes	   were	   unfocused,	   she	   whispered,	  
“Soyam?	  Soyam	  you	  survived?”	  
	   Her	  husband,	  Donald	  realized	  instantly.	  She	  must	  be	  in	  shock,	  he	  knew,	  
because	  Soyam	  had	  been	  murdered	  by	  the	  Cardassians	  years	  ago.	  He	  hated	  to	  
bring	  her	  back	  to	  reality	  by	  reminding	  her	  of	  that	  horrendous	  fact.	  “No,	  Pell,	  
Soyam’s…Soyam	  is…gone.”	  
	   “No,”	  she	  cried.	  “Then…who	  are	  you?”	  She	  squinted	  at	  him,	  a	  sharpness	  
returning	  to	  her	  gaze	  and	  her	  face.	  
	   “I’m	  Donald…you	  know,	  you’re	  friend?”	  
	   “You	   are	   Terran	   correct?”	   Donald	   pulled	   back	   from	   her,	   though	   still	  
holding	  Pell	  in	  his	  arms.	  She	  referred	  to	  his	  species	  with	  the	  same	  disgust	  that	  
she	  sometimes	  lapsed	  into	  when	  discussing	  the	  Cardassians.	  
	   “Yes.”	  
	   “I	  could	  never	  be	  friends	  with	  a	  Terran,”	  she	  replied,	  yanking	  out	  of	  his	  
grasp.	  When	  he	  tried	  to	  embrace	  her	  again,	  she	  rammed	  her	  fist	  into	  his	  nose,	  
smashing	  it.	  Donald	  crumpled	  to	  the	  floor,	  his	  eyes	  tearing.	  	  
	   “I…I	  don’t	  understand.”	  He	  said,	  blood	  gushing	  from	  his	  nose.	  	  
	   “That’s	   not	   Pell,”	   he	   heard	   a	   hardened	   voice	   above	   him.	   Through	   the	  
tears	   and	   confusion,	   Donald	   looked	   up	   to	   see	   Commander	   Glover	   with	   a	  
phaser	  trained	  on	  Pell.	  Without	  thinking	  Sandhurst	  hopped	  to	  his	  feet,	  placing	  
himself	   in	   between	   Glover	   and	   the	   Bajoran.	   He	   felt,	   rather	   than	   saw,	   Pell	  
tensing	   behind	   him	   on	   the	   bed.	   There	   was	   a	   low,	   animalistic	   growl	   in	   her	  
throat.	  	  
	   “What	   are	  you	  doing?”	  He	  exclaimed.	  Donald	  noticed	   that	  Glover	  was	  
flanked	  by	  Captain	  Diaz,	  and	  Lieutenants	  N’Saba	  and	  Dryer.	  Dryer	  also	  had	  a	  
phaser	  pointed	  at	  Pell.	  	  
	   “Move	  away	  from	  the	  biobed,”	  Diaz	  ordered.	  
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	   “I’m	  sorry	  Captain,	   I	   can’t	  do	   that	  without	  an	  explanation,”	  Sandhurst	  
said,	  shocked	  by	  his	  own	  defiance.	  “I	  won’t	  let	  Pell	  come	  to	  any	  harm.”	  
	   Diaz	   responded,	   her	   voice	   steely,	   “Are	   you	   defying	   a	   direct	   order	  
Lieutenant?”	   Donald’s	   heart	   shriveled	   in	   his	   chest,	   and	   his	   throat	   was	   now	  
arid,	  but	  he	  managed	  to	  squeak	  out,	  
	   “Yes.”	  
	   “Fine	  then,”	  Glover	  said,	  pressing	  down	  on	  the	  phaser’s	  trigger.	  “You’ll	  
move	  out	  of	  the	  way	  one	  way	  or	  the	  other.”	  	  
	   “Don’t	  Commander,”	  Diaz	  snapped,	  “Explain	  it	  Seb.”	  
	   “That	   is	  Pell	  Ojana,”	  N’Saba	   said.	  Donald	  nodded	   in	   triumph.	   “But	  not	  
the	  Pell	  Ojana	  from	  our	  universe.”	  
	   “What?”	  Sandhurst	  asked,	  incredulous.	  
	   N’Saba	  held	  up	  a	  tricorder.	  “The	  Pell	  Ojana	  coiled	  and	  ready	  to	  pounce	  
behind	  you	  is	  from	  another	  universe.”	  
	   “Come	  again?”	  Donald	  asked.	  
	   “Her	   quantum	   signature	   is	   out	   of	   alignment	   with	   everyone	   and	  
everything	   else	   on	   this	   ship.	   I	   am	   speculating	   that	   she	   came	   through	   the	  
quantum	   fissure	   we	   are	   seeking.	   Her	   uniform	   is	   unfamiliar,	   is	   it	   not?”	  
Sandhurst	  chanced	  a	  glance	  behind	  him.	  
	   Pell	   crouched	   ready,	  her	   teeth	  bared.	  He	  had	  never	   seen	  her	   so	   filled	  
with	  rage	  before.	  
	   “Well…no,	  I’ve	  never	  seen	  it	  before.”	  	  
	   “And	  does	  she	  know	  who	  you	  are?”	  Glover	  asked,	  his	  voice	  thick	  with	  
impatience.	  
	   “No,	  but	   that	  doesn’t	   support	   this	   cockamamie	   theory	  either,”	  Donald	  
retorted.	  	  
	   “Quantum	   realities,	   or	   mirror	   universes,	   have	   been	   encountered	  
before,”	  N’Saba	  remarked.	   “The	  Enterprise	  1701	   is	  perhaps	   the	  most	   famous	  
example.”	  	  
	   “And	  the	  last	  time	  I	  checked,	  Pell	  was	  half	  way	  across	  the	  galaxy,”	  the	  
commander	   added.	   “Be	   sensible	   about	   this.	   We	   are	   in	   a	   portion	   of	   space	  
riddled	  with	   severe	   quantum	  disturbances.	  We	  need	   to	   find	   out	   all	   that	  we	  
can	   from	   this	   Pell	   what	   she	   knows	   about	   the	   fissure	   or	   these	   other	  
anomalies.”	  
	   “Step	  aside,”	  Diaz	  ordered	  again.	  
	   “Okay,”	  Donald	  said	  slowly,	  his	  resistance	  crumbling.	  As	  improbable	  as	  
it	  sounded,	  Sandhurst	  couldn’t	  discount	  the	  possibility	  that	  another	  Pell	  Ojana	  
existed.	  But	  the	  idea	  of	  another	  universe	  existing	  in	  which	  they	  hadn’t	  met,	  or	  
that	  she	  would	  look	  on	  him	  with	  scorn	  or	  hatred,	  saddened	  Donald	  terribly.	  
	   He	  moved	  slowly	  to	  the	  side,	  stopping	  with	  a	  jerk,	  as	  a	  strong	  forearm	  
snaked	  around	  his	  throat,	  cutting	  off	  his	  air	  passage.	  He	  gagged.	  “Pell…”	  
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	   “Silence,”	  the	  woman’s	  breath	  was	  soft	  on	  his	  ear.	  The	  sharp	  object	  she	  
held	  was	  pricked	  against	  his	  neck,	  drawing	  a	  bead	  of	  blood.	  
	   “She’s	  got	  a	  knife,”	  Dryer	  said,	  raising	  her	  phaser.	  
	   “She	  was	  stringing	  us	  along,”	  Glover	  said,	  mimicking	  Dryer,	  “Playing	  us	  
for	  time	  to	  figure	  out	  her	  next	  move.”	  
	   “Drop	  your	  weapons,”	  Pell	  said,	  as	  she	  slid	  off	  the	  bed,	  using	  Donald	  as	  
a	  shield.	  	  
	   “Do	  as	  she	  says,”	  Diaz	  commanded.	  	  
	   Dryer’s	  phaser	  clacked	  to	  the	  floor,	  but	  Glover’s	  never	  wavered.	  	  
	   “Stay	   your	   hand	   Dr.	   Nemato!”	   Diaz	   ordered	   as	   the	   Antosian	   moved	  
behind	   the	  Bajoran,	   a	  hypo	   spray	   in	  one	  of	  his	   feelers.	  When	  Pell	   turned	   to	  
glance	  at	  the	  doctor,	  Glover	  fired.	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  ELEVEN	  
	   	  
	   	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Security	  Detention	  Center)	  
	  
	   Donald	   still	   couldn’t	   believe	   it.	   The	  woman	  was	   an	   exact	   duplicate	   of	  
Pell	  Ojana,	   the	   severe	  militaristic	  gray	  uniform	  with	  black	  Sam	  Browne	  belt	  
strapped	  across	  her	  shoulder	  not	  withstanding.	  	  
	   She	  sat	  on	   the	  cell’s	  hard	  bench,	   the	  room’s	  only	  piece	  of	   furniture.	   It	  
also	  doubled	  as	  a	  bed.	  The	  other	  Pell	  glared	  at	  them,	  her	  green	  eyes	  hard	  with	  
malevolence.	  
	   “I’m	  sorry,”	  Donald	  turned	  to	  Commander	  Glover,	  rubbing	  the	  tiny	  scar	  
on	  his	  neck.	  Dr.	  Nemato	  had	  sealed	  the	  cut	  caused	  by	  Pell’s	  knife	  right	  after	  
resetting	  the	  bones	  in	  his	  nose.	  Though	  Sandhurst	  hadn’t	  cared	  for	  the	  man’s	  
intention	  to	  shoot	  him	  and	  the	  phaser	  blast	  he	  had	  loosed	  to	  disable	  Pell	  had	  
just	   missed	   him	   by	   a	   hair,	   Donald	   felt	   his	   intransigence	   had	   made	   the	  
situation	  worse.	   If	   he	  had	   just	   stepped	  aside	   like	  Captain	  Diaz	  had	  ordered,	  
then	  things	  might	  not	  have	  escalated.	  
	   He	   was	   surprised	   when	   Glover	   actually	   smiled	   briefly.	   “It’s	   okay	  
Lieutenant.	  Pell’s	  my…friend	  too.	  It	  might	  not	  seem	  like	  it	  to	  you,	  but	  I	  had	  no	  
desire	  to	  hurt	  someone	  that	  looks	  some	  much	  like	  her.”	  
	   “I	  am	  Pell	  Ojana,”	   the	  woman	  spat.	   “Glinn	  of	   the	  Alliance	  Battlecruiser	  
Ekuva.”	  	  
	   “Impossible,”	  Gul	  Namek	  replied,	  “I	  am	  Gul	  of	  the	  Ekuva.”	  After	  Pell	  had	  
rebounded	  from	  another	  stun,	  the	  captain,	  Glover,	  N’Saba,	  and	  Sandhurst	  had	  
all	  talked	  to	  the	  woman,	  receiving	  little	  more	  than	  her	  name,	  rank,	  and	  a	  hurl	  
of	  insults.	  	  
	   Not	   thinking	   it	  would	  hurt;	  Diaz	  had	  summoned	  both	  Gul	  Namek	  and	  
Protocol	  Officer	  Oduara.	  There	  was	  an	  immediate	  change	  in	  the	  Bajoran,	  her	  
stance	  softening	  when	  the	  Cardassians	  stepped	  into	  the	  room.	  
	   “Engineer	  Namek,”	  Pell	  said	  imperiously,	  “What	  sort	  of	  trickery	  is	  this?	  
Is	  this	  a	  holo-‐program?	  I	  demand	  answers	  at	  once!”	  
	   “You	   are	   not	   in	   the	   position	   to	   demand	   anything,”	   Oduara	   spoke,	   his	  
peaceable	  façade	  replaced	  when	  an	  icy	  seriousness.	  Donald	  realized	  he	  would	  
hate	   to	   be	   on	   the	   wrong	   side	   of	   an	   interrogation	   table	   from	   the	   suddenly	  
intimidating	  man.	  Pell	  scoffed.	  	   “And	  you	  are?”	  
	   Oduara	  parted	  his	  lips,	  but	  stopped	  himself	  from	  revealing	  too	  much.	  “I	  
am	  Protocol	  Officer	  Oduara,	  a	  diplomatic	  legation	  liaison.”	  
	   “And	  who	  are	  these	  Terrans,	  and	  why	  are	  they	  armed?”	  Pell	  glared	  at	  
all	   of	   the	  humans	   in	   the	   room,	  her	   eyes	   setting	  on	  Donald	   last.	   “And	  would	  



 117 

you	  allow	  that	  one	  to	  touch	  me	  without	  being	  placed	  in	  the	  agony	  booth	  for	  
his	  transgression?”	  
	   Namek	  looked	  at	  Diaz.	  “I	  think	  we	  need	  to	  be	  briefed	  more	  thoroughly.”	  
	   “I	   demand	   answers,”	   Pell	   snarled.	   “Do	   not	   ignore	   me!	   How	   did	   you	  
escape?	   Is	   Gul	   Panor	   with	   you?	   Is	   Soyam?”	   Namek	   merely	   stared	   at	   the	  
woman,	  his	  silence	  agitating	  her	  more.	  “Are	  you	  part	  of	  the	  rebellion?	  You	  are	  
a	  traitor?	  Is	  that	  it?	  By	  the	  Pah	  Wraiths	  you	  will	  answer	  me!”	  Pell	  ran	  up	  to	  the	  
energy	   field,	  Donald	  wincing	  as	  he	   thought	   she	  might	  hit	   it.	  But	   the	  woman	  
wisely	  stopped	  mere	  inches	  from	  it.	  
	   “Captain,”	  Namek	  said	  softly,	  his	  voice	  contemplative.	  
	   “Of	   course,”	   Diaz	   said,	   “In	   the	   observation	   lounge.”	   She	   gestured	   for	  
Glover,	  Sandhurst,	  and	   the	  Cardassians	   to	   follow.	   “Mr.	  Zim,	  keep	  a	  close	  eye	  
on	  her.”	  
	   “Aye.”	  The	  Zaldan	  replied.	  “But	  if	  I	  might	  speak	  with	  Lt.	  Sandhurst	  for	  a	  
moment	   concerning	   a	   previous	   assignment.”	   Diaz	   looked	   confused	   for	   a	  
second,	  and	  then	  her	  eyes	  slightly	  widened.	  
	   “Yes,	  of	  course.”	  She	  said.	  “In	  all	  the	  excitement	  I	  forgot.	  Donald,	  please	  
stay	  behind	  to	  help	  Mr.	  Zim.	  I’ll	  bring	  you	  up	  to	  speed	  when	  necessary.”	  
	   Donald	   didn’t	  want	   to	   be	   left	   out	   of	   the	   briefing,	   nor	   did	   he	  want	   to	  
leave	  Pell.	  But	  he	  had	  already	  defied	  one	  of	  the	  captain’s	  orders	  and	  Diaz	  had	  
been	   magnanimous	   enough	   to	   let	   the	   matter	   drop.	   He	   wasn’t	   planning	   on	  
pushing	  his	  luck.	  
	   “Yes	  captain,”	  he	  replied.	  	  
	   Once	   everyone	   had	   left	   the	   Brig	   except	   for	   him,	   Zim,	   and	   Pell,	   Zim	  
trudged	  over	  to	  his	  office,	  and	  pulled	  out	  a	  blackened	  isolinear	  chip.	  “This	  is	  
the	   only	   data	   we	   were	   able	   to	   recover,”	   he	   said,	   handing	   it	   to	   Donald.	  
“Everything	  else	  was	  fried.”	  
	   The	  mention	   of	   the	   chip,	   and	   the	   accident	   was	   the	   first	   time	   he	   had	  
thought	   about	   Lavok	   and	   his	   resolution	   to	   avenge	   her	   murder	   for	   several	  
hours.	  Chastened	  by	  his	  lapse,	  Sandhurst	  pocketed	  the	  data	  chip.	  “Thank	  you	  
Lieutenant.”	  
	   “Good	  luck	  with	  it,”	  Zim	  said,	  though	  the	  tone	  in	  his	  voice	  revealed	  that	  
he	  had	  little	  faith	  that	  Sandhurst	  would	  recover	  anything	  noteworthy.	  Donald	  
would	  see	   if	  he	  could	  prove	   the	  Zaldan	  wrong,	  and	  buy	  himself	   some	  peace	  
from	  both	  Dr.	  Lavok’s	  ghost	  and	  Pell’s	  twisted	  doppelganger	  in	  the	  process.	  	  
***	  
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	   Muchesi	  Namek	  was	  unsettled.	  The	  meeting	  with	  the	  Bajoran	  woman,	  
claiming	  herself	  a	  Glinn	  on	  his	  ship,	  and	  referring	  to	  him	  as	  a	  mere	  engineer,	  
was	  disturbing.	  	  
	   In	   fact,	   he	   had	   started	   out	   his	   career	   in	   the	   Space	   Armada	   as	   an	  
engineer;	   his	   fortuitous	   marriage	   into	   Gelora’s	   wealthy	   family	   had	   insured	  
him	  a	   command	  posting.	  And	   the	  Panor	   that	  he	  knew	  was	   a	  dim	  blowhard,	  
and	  he	  shuddered	  to	  think	  what	  that	  man	  might	  do	  to	  his	  ship	  if	  he	  ever	  sat	  in	  
its	  command	  seat.	  
	   “So,	  you	  are	  saying	  that	  this	  Bajoran	  is	  from	  another	  universe?”	  Oduara	  
asked	  again,	   for	  at	   least	  the	  third	  time.	  As	  unbelievable	  as	  it	  still	  sounded	  to	  
Namek	  too,	  his	  old	  friend	  had	  even	  less	  tolerance	  for	  the	  fantastic.	  But	  the	  gul	  
would	   rather	   believe	   in	   mirror	   universes	   or	   quantum	   realities	   than	   to	  
contend	  with	  slaving	  under	  Panor	  on	  Ekuva,	  his	  ship.	  	  
	   Diaz	  groused.	  “Yes.”	  	  
	   “Preposterous!”	   Oduara	   remarked.	   “This	   is	   some	   type	   of	   elaborate	  
deception.	   That	  woman	   is	  more	   than	   likely	   a	  member	   of	   the	   Brigade	   or	   an	  
unreconstructed	  Bajoran	  terrorist.”	  
	   “Pell	   Ojana	   is	   a	   Starfleet	   officer,”	   the	   ship’s	   Executive	   Officer	   replied.	  
“The	  ship	  she	   is	  on	   is	  currently	  on	  assignment	   in	   the	  Vega-‐Omicron	  System,	  
half	  away	  across	  the	  galaxy.”	  
	   “And	   you	   have	   conclusive	   proof	   of	   that?”	   Baqan	   challenged.	   Glover	  
scowled.	  
	   “I	  don’t	  need	  to	  prove	  anything	  to	  you.”	  
	   “Hold	   on,”	   Diaz	   said,	   she	   tapped	   a	   few	   commands	   into	   the	   small	  
desktop	   computer	   in	   front	   of	   her,	   and	   then	   turned	   the	  monitor	   around	   for	  
both	   Namek	   and	   Oduara	   to	   see.	   Namek	   barely	   glanced	   at	   it,	   not	   requiring	  
confirmation	   of	   the	   Bajoran’s	   mission	   orders,	   and	   Baqan	   also	   refused,	   for	  
different	  reasons.	  
	   “I	   don’t	   care	   to	   see	   more	   doctored	   information,”	   he	   replied	  
dismissively.	  Namek	  was	  beginning	  to	  think	  his	  associate’s	  obstinacy	  was	  on	  
purpose,	  designed	  to	  provoke	  the	  Starfleet	  officers,	  but	  only	  the	  young,	  brash	  
Commander	  Glover	  seemed	  willing	  to	  take	  the	  bait.	  The	  man’s	  nostrils	  were	  
flaring.	  “She	  could’ve	  disobeyed	  orders	  and	  stolen	  a	  shuttle	  or	  runabout	  like	  
Lt.	  Danvers.	  And	  if	  I	  am	  not	  mistaken,	  Pell	  Ojana	  was	  one	  of	  Danvers’	  superior	  
officers	  on	  the	  Chevalier.”	  	  
	   Captain	  Diaz	  was	  wreathed	  with	   fatigue,	  Lt.	  N’Saba	  remained	  unfazed	  
and	  utterly	  convinced	  of	  his	  findings,	  and	  the	  newcomer,	  the	  Tactical	  Officer	  
Simus,	  regarded	  the	  whole	  exchange	  with	  a	  customary	  Vulcan	  impassivity.	  
	   Namek	  decided	  that	  Baqan	  had	  had	  enough	  fun	  at	  Glover’s	  expense.	  He	  
placed	   a	   restraining	   hand	   on	  Oduara’s	   shoulder.	   He	   spoke	   to	   both	   him	   and	  
Diaz.	  “Despite	  my	  colleague’s	  skepticism,	  I	  am	  the	  senior	  authority.	  And	  I	  am	  
willing	  to	  entertain	  this	  notion	  of	  a	  mirror	  reality.”	  
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	   Diaz	  nodded.	  “Thank	  you	  Gul	  Namek,”	  she	  glanced	  once	  at	  Baqan	  as	  if	  
she	  had	  won	  a	  victory.	  “Now,	  we’ve	  got	  to	  find	  out	  what	  this	  Pell	  knows	  about	  
the	  fissure.	  If	  she	  crossed	  the	  threshold	  into	  our	  space,	  I’m	  assuming	  that	  her	  
version	  of	  the	  Ekuva	  isn’t,	  or	  wasn’t	  far	  behind.”	  
	   “Fascinating,”	  Namek	  said,	  noticing	   that	  Simus	  cocked	  his	  head	  at	   the	  
man’s	  declaration.	  The	  gesture	  caused	  Diaz	  to	  chuckle.	  Ignoring	  them	  both,	  he	  
continued,	   “That	   another	   warship	   Ekuva,	   with	   possibly	   another	   me	   on	   the	  
ship	  as	  its	  engineer…”	  
	   “I	   know,”	   Diaz	   concurred.	   “It	   is	   extremely	   interesting.	   Ever	   since	   the	  
Enterprise	  first	  encountered	  the	  mirror	  universe	  in	  2267,	  it	  has	  been	  a	  subject	  
of	  rapt	  interest	  among	  Federation	  scientists.	  The	  most	  accepted	  theory	  is	  that	  
this	   ‘mirror	   reality’	   is	   actually	   a	   quantum	   inversion	   field	   on	   a	  macroscopic	  
level	  duplicating	  our	  universe	  at	  large,	  but	  altering	  individuals	  and	  events	  on	  
a	  smaller	  scale.”	  The	  Alshain,	  N’Saba	  nodded	  in	  silent	  affirmation.	  
	   “Well,	   I	   won’t	   believe	   it	   until	   I	   see	   this	   ship,	   this	   duplicate	   Ekuva,”	  
Oduara	  huffed	  with	   such	   strong	  disbelief	   that	   the	   gul	   finally	   recognized	   the	  
Obsidian	  Order	  agent’s	  stubbornness	   for	   the	  theatre	  that	   it	  was.	   It	  was	  then	  
that	  Namek	  began	  to	  grasp	  an	  inkling	  of	  what	  might	  truly	  be	  at	  stake	  here.	  
	   He	  had	  assumed	  that	  the	  prize	  awaiting	  them	  in	  the	  Tong	  Beak	  was	  the	  
quantum	   flux	   capacitor,	   but	   he	   had	   been	   wrong.	   There	   was	   a	   possible	  
doorway	  to	  another	  universe,	  with	  possible	  allies	  or	  subjects	  for	  the	  Union	  to	  
spread	  its	  dominion	  over.	  Just	  as	  the	  Federation’s	  discovery	  of	  a	  wormhole	  to	  
the	  Gamma	  Quadrant,	  close	  to	  Terok	  Nor	  had	  revitalized	  the	  Bajoran	  sector,	  
then	  a	  similar	  discovery	   in	   the	  Tong	  Beak	  could	  make	  the	  Cardassian	  Union	  
the	  galactic	  power	  it	  deserved	  to	  be.	  
	   And	  Oduara	  was	  playing	  his	  ignorance	  to	  the	  hilt.	  Perhaps	  also	  to	  cover	  
his	  role	  in	  the	  sensor	  array	  disaster,	  Namek	  speculated.	  He	  wasn’t	  certain	  that	  
Baqan	   had	   selected	   the	   particle	   fountain	   for	   sabotage,	   but	   if	   so,	   then	   they	  
would	   both	   have	   to	   devise	   another	   method	   to	   keep	   the	   discovery	   of	   the	  
gateway	   from	   reaching	   the	   Federation.	  Not	   until	   the	   Central	   Command	  had	  
determined	  what	  strategic	  value	  the	  portal	  might	  hold.	  
	   He	   couldn’t	   wait	   to	   discuss	   this	   further	   with	   Oduara.	   Namek	   wasn’t	  
afraid	  of	  Baqan’s	  wrath	  once	  he	   informed	   the	   agent	   that	  he	  had	  discovered	  
the	  Obsidian	  Order’s	   true	  objective.	  Oduara	  wouldn’t	  risk	  murdering	  him	  so	  
soon	   after	   Lavok,	   not	   until	   they	   had	   reached	   the	   fissure	   and	   Baqan	   had	  
worked	   out	   an	   escape	   plan	   at	   least.	   But	   Namek	   hoped	   that	   his	   colleague	  
wouldn’t	  resort	  to	  such	  drastic	  measures.	  
	   Lavok	  had	  been	  an	   idealistic	   fool,	  with	   treason	  dripping	   from	  her	   lips	  
with	   her	   every	   statement.	   Namek	   was	   a	   loyal	   soldier	   for	   Cardassia,	   and	  
Oduara	   knew	   it.	   Perhaps	   a	   show	   of	   cooperation	   here	   between	   them	  might	  
help	   heal	   the	   bureaucratic	   rift	   between	   their	   respective	   agencies.	   The	   gul	  
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hoped	  that	  Oduara	  would	  find	  that	  argument	  acceptable.	   If	  not,	   then	  he	  also	  
would	  unfortunately	  have	  to	  plan	  for	  contingencies.	  
	   Namek	   was	   grateful	   when	   the	   bulkhead	   intercom	   crackled	   to	   life.	  
Asking	  to	  be	  excused	  without	  a	  good	  excuse	  would	  raise	  Diaz’s,	  and	  especially	  
Glover’s	  hackles.	  	  
	   “Captain	  Diaz.”	  Namek	  recognized	  the	  voice	  instantly.	  Lt.	  Zim.	  
	   “Go	  ahead.”	  	  
	   “The	  prisoner…Glinn	  Pell,	  she’s	  requesting	  an	  audience.”	  
	   Diaz	  leaned	  forward	  in	  her	  seat,	  her	  fatigue	  now	  gone.	  “Tell	  her	  we’re	  
on	  our	  way	  Lieutenant,”	  she	  replied.	  
	   “Sir,	  she	  only	  wants	  to	  speak	  with	  you.”	  Diaz	  looked	  around	  the	  room.	  
Both	  Namek	  and	  Oduara	  remained	  inscrutable.	  As	  did	  everyone	  else.	  Except	  
Commander	  Glover.	  	  
	   “Captain,	  I	  must	  protest,”	  he	  began.	  “Pell	  is	  my	  friend.”	  	  
	   “She	  was	   very	   specific	   in	   her	   request,”	   Zim	   barged	   in,	   obviously	   still	  
listening.	  Glover	  glared	  at	  the	  bulkhead	  above	  as	  if	  it	  had	  offended	  him.	  
	   “I	  wasn’t	  speaking	  to	  you	  Lieutenant.”	  	  
	   “Like	  you	  told	  Lt.	  Sandhurst	  and	  Officer	  Oduara,”	  Diaz	  said	  gently.	  “This	  
isn’t	   the	   Pell	   of	   our	   universe.	   She’s	   been	   very	   tightlipped	   so	   far.	   Let’s	  
accommodate	  her	  in	  this	  instance,	  and	  see	  if	  that	  changes.	  I	  want	  to	  exhaust	  
every	  option	  to	  insure	  that	  we	  aren’t	  running	  into	  anything	  we	  can’t	  handle.”	  
	   The	  commander’s	  face	  scrunched	  up,	  but	  he	  held	  his	  tongue.	  
	   “Thank	   you	  Mr.	   Glover,”	   Diaz	   said	   before	   glancing	   upwards.	   “Lt.	   Zim,	  
tell	  her	  I’m	  on	  my	  way.”	  
***	  
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	   Diaz	  didn’t	  know	  how	  her	  First	  Officer	  had	  reached	  the	  Brig	  before	  she	  
did.	  Before	  she	  could	  ask,	  Glover	  said,	  “Captain,	  I	  would	  really	  like	  to	  be	  a	  part	  
of	  this	  meeting.”	  
	   Stifling	   her	   annoyance,	   Diaz	   said	   as	   charitably	   as	   she	   was	   able	   to,	   “I	  
understand	  where	   you’re	   coming	   from,	  but	   I	  made	  my	  position	   clear	   in	   the	  
Observation	  Lounge.”	  
	   Glover	   nodded,	   “I	   know,	   and	   I	   mean	   no	   disrespect.	   It’s	   just…”	   He	  
struggled	   for	   his	   words,	   his	   lips	   moving	   silently,	   and	   then	   he	   turned	   away	  
from	  her.	  “She’s	  so	  much	  like	  Pell…and	  I	  just…”	  
	   “You	   need	   her	   friendship	   right	   now,”	   Diaz	   concluded.	   “I	   understand	  
that	  more	   than	  you	   could	  know.”	   She	   clapped	  Glover’s	   shoulder.	   “But	   you’ll	  
see	  our	  Pell	  as	  soon	  as	  we	  can	  get	  out	  of	  this	  muck	  of	  space.	  And	  the	  person	  in	  
that	  cell	  might	  be	  able	  to	  help	  us.”	  
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	   Glover	  shifted	  his	  large	  shoulders,	  the	  knotted	  muscle	  rippling	  beneath	  
the	   captain’s	   hand.	  An	   errant,	   inappropriate	   image	  of	  Nicandro	   flashed	   into	  
her	  mind.	  Diaz	  quickly	  removed	  her	  hand.	  
	   “You’re	   doing	   great	   by	   the	   way,”	   she	   told	   her	   First	   Officer.	   “You’re	  
handling	  all	   of	   this	  with	  more	  élan	   than	  many	  of	   the	  admirals	   I	  know.	  Your	  
father	  would	  be	  proud.”	  
	   Terrence	   nodded	   again,	   turning	   to	   look	   at	   her,	   saying	   nothing	   for	  
almost	  a	  minute.	  Finally,	  he	  spoke,	  “I’ll	  head	  back	  to	  the	  bridge.	  I’ve	  held	  you	  
up	  long	  enough.”	  
	   “Thank	  you	  Mr.	  Glover,	  I	  need	  you	  in	  the	  center	  seat	  right	  now.”	  
	   “Aye,”	   he	   said,	   crisply	   turning	   on	   his	   heel	   and	   marching	   down	   the	  
corridor.	  Diaz	  waited	  until	  the	  man	  had	  turned	  the	  corner	  before	  entering	  the	  
Detention	  Center.	  
	   Lt.	  Nyota	  Dryer	  was	  standing	  guard	  at	  the	  cell,	  a	  phaser	  hanging	  from	  
her	  hip.	  After	  greeting	   the	  younger	  woman,	  Sabrina	  quipped,	   “Lt.	  Dryer,	  are	  
you	  the	  only	  person	  in	  our	  Security	  Department?	  It	  seems	  like	  everywhere	  I	  
turn,	  you’re	  around.”	  
	   The	   woman	   smiled	   weakly,	   her	   normally	   bright	   eyes	   dimmed	   with	  
sadness.	  “How	  is	  Mr.	  Yayo?”	  Diaz	  added.	  
	   “In	   intensive	   care	   sir,”	  Dryer	   replied,	   her	   voice	   cracking.	   “Dr.	  Nemato	  
believes	  that	  he’s	  going	  to	  make	  it	  though	  the	  next	  few	  hours	  are	  dicey.”	  
	   “Let’s	   hope	  we	   catch	   a	   break	   for	   once.”	   Diaz	   said	   and	   the	   lieutenant	  
nodded.	  The	  captain	  looked	  past	  her.	  “So,	  how’s	  the	  prisoner?”	  
	   Dryer	  craned	  her	  neck,	  “Well,	  I	  suppose,”	  her	  voice	  chilled.	  The	  Bajoran	  
was	  watching	  their	  conversation	  with	  a	  sardonic	  expression	  on	  her	  face.	  	  
	   “Lower	  the	  force	  field.”	  	  
	   “Sir,	  I	  don’t	  know	  if	  that’s	  the	  wisest	  thing,”	  Dryer	  protested.	  
	   “If	   you	   want	   me	   to	   talk,	   I	   won’t	   do	   it	   behind	   a	   force	   field,	   like	   an	  
animal,”	  Pell	  stood	  up	  from	  the	  bench.	  “Do	  as	  your	  commander	  orders.”	  
	   Dryer	  frowned.	  “I	  don’t	  take	  orders	  from	  you.”	  	  
	   “That’s	   right,”	   Diaz	   added.	   “You	   take	   them	   from	   me.	   So	   do	   as	   I	   say	  
Nyota.”	   The	   security	   specialist	   exhaled	   before	   tapping	   a	   command	   into	   the	  
panel	  she	  had	   just	  been	  blocking.	  The	  previously	   invisible	   field	  covering	  the	  
opening	  to	  the	  cell	  shimmered	  and	  crackled	  briefly	  before	  dissipating.	  Dryer	  
pulled	  her	  weapon	  from	  its	  holster.	  	  
	   Diaz	   stepped	   over	   the	   threshold,	   with	   Dryer	   right	   behind	   her.	   Pell	  
glanced	  derisively	  at	  the	  phaser,	  before	  sitting	  back	  down	  on	  the	  bench.	  “Care	  
for	  a	  seat…captain,”	  she	  patted	  a	  spot	  beside	  her.	  	  
	   The	  captain	  sat	  down.	  “I	  want	  to	  talk	  alone.”	  
	   “Give	  me	   your	   phaser	   Lieutenant,”	   Diaz	   said.	   The	  woman	   reluctantly	  
complied.	  “Now,	  take	  watch	  outside	  in	  the	  corridor.”	  
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	   “Captain,	   this	   woman	   is	   dangerous.	   It	   would	   be	   negligent	   for	   me	   to	  
leave	  you	  alone	  with	  her.	  We	  don’t	  know	  what	  she’s	  capable	  of.”	  
	   “Oh,	  I	  have	  a	  good	  idea,”	  Diaz	  replied.	  “Plus,	  I	  can	  handle	  myself.	  I	  was	  
getting	  into	  and	  out	  of	  scrapes	  with	  Nausicaans	  before	  you	  were	  born.”	  
	   “Captain…”	  Dryer	  started,	  but	  the	  captain	  wasn’t	  in	  the	  mood	  to	  waste	  
more	  time.	  She	  silenced	  her	  with	  a	  slashing	  motion.	  Dryer	  left	  the	  cell	  and	  the	  
room	  much	   in	   the	  same	  dissatisfied	   fashion	  as	  Commander	  Glover	  had	  only	  
minutes	  earlier.	  
	   Once	   the	   doors	   had	   closed	   and	   they	  were	   alone,	   Diaz	   turned	   to	   Pell,	  
with	   the	   phaser	   aimed	   at	   the	  woman’s	   abdomen.	   “So,	  what	   do	   you	  want	   to	  
talk	  about?”	  
	   “Care	  to	  point	  that	  thing	  somewhere	  else?”	  
	   “No.”	  
	   “Okay	   then,”	   the	   woman	   snickered,	   the	   laugh	   so	   similar	   the	   Pell	   she	  
knew	   that	  even	  Diaz	  doubted	   the	  mirror	   theory	  herself	   at	   the	  moment.	   “So,	  
you	  are	  in	  command	  of	  this…this…”	  
	   “This	   is	   a	   starship,	   the	   USS	   Cuffe,	   from	   the	   United	   Federation	   of	  
Planets.”	  
	   “The	  United	  Federation	  of	  Planets,”	  Pell	  repeated	  slowly,	  her	  forehead	  
wrinkled	  in	  thought.	  “I’ve	  never	  heard	  of	  it.”	  
	   “I	  wouldn’t	  assume	  that	  you	  did,	  where	  you	  are	  from.”	  
	   “And	  where	  would	  that	  be?”	  
	   “We	   speculate	   that	   you	   have	   crossed	   a	   quantum	   fissure	   into	   another	  
universe.”	  
	   “By	  the	  Pah	  Wraiths,”	  Pell	  breathed,	  “Impossible.”	  
	   “I	  know	  it	  sounds	  that	  way,”	  Diaz	  began,	  but	  the	  woman	  cut	  her	  off.	  
	   “When	  are	  you	  going	  to	  drop	  this	  charade,	  and	  reveal	  that	  you	  belong	  
to	  the	  Terran	  Resistance?”	  
	   “Terran	  Resistance?”	  
	   “Yes,	  of	  course,	   it’s	   the	  only	  way	  that	  a	  Terran	  could	  ever	  command	  a	  
vessel	   of	   any	   prominence.	   From	   what	   little	   I’ve	   seen	   of	   this	   warship,	   the	  
Resistance	  is	  stronger	  than	  we	  were	  led	  to	  believe.”	  
	   “I	  don’t	  know	  what	  you	  are	  talking	  about?”	  	  
	   “If	  you	  release	  me	  at	  the	  nearest	  Alliance	  outpost	  I	  can	  insure	  your	  safe	  
passage	  and	  make	  sure	  you	  are	  handsomely	  compensated,”	  Pell	  said.	  
	   “I	   can’t	   do	   that,”	   Diaz	   replied.	   “We	   are	   heading	   toward	   the	   quantum	  
fissure	   that	  we	  believe	  you	  encountered,	   and	  we’re	   going	   to	   close	   it.	   I	   need	  
any	  help	  or	  information	  you	  can	  provide.”	  
	   The	  haughtiness	  drained	  a	  little	  from	  Pell’s	  face.	  “You	  are	  serious	  about	  
traveling	  to	  the	  fissure?”	  
	   “Yes.”	  
	   “Are	  you	  saying	  that	  I	  did	  not	  return	  to	  the	  Alliance?”	  
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	   “I	  don’t	  know	  what	  Alliance	  you	  are	  referring	  to.”	  
	   “The	   Klingon-‐Cardassian	   Alliance?	   The	   greatest	   power	   in	   the	   Alpha	  
Quadrant?”	  
	   “No,”	  Diaz	   shook	  her	  head	   slowly,	   “for	   your	  Alpha	  Quadrant	  perhaps.	  
But	   in	   my	   universe,	   there	   are	   several	   major	   powers-‐the	   Federation,	   the	  
Klingon	  Empire,	  the	  Romulans,	  and	  the	  Cardassians.”	  
	   “Terrans	  rule	  the	  Federation?”	  
	   “Terrans,	   humans	   don’t	   rule	   anything.	   We	   work	   in	   concert	   with	   the	  
Vulcans,	   Tellarites,	   Andorians,	   and	   a	   host	   of	   other	   species	   peacefully,	   to	  
explore	  space	  and	  expand	  our	  base	  of	  knowledge.”	  
	   “And	  what	  of	  the	  Terran	  Empire?”	  
	   “There	  was	  no	  Terran	  Empire,	  not	  in	  our	  history.	  I’ve	  read	  reports	  of	  an	  
accidental	  merger	  between	  what	  I	  suspect	  are	  our	  two	  realms	  over	  a	  hundred	  
years	  ago.	  Have	  you	  ever	  heard	  of	  the	  Enterprise	  or	  Captain	  James	  T.	  Kirk?”	  
	   Pell’s	   emerald	   eyes	   glazed	   over	   as	   she	   pondered	   it.	   “The	  
Enterprise…barely.	  But	  Kirk?	  Emperor	  Tiberius?	  And	  his	   liege	  Spock?	  Spock,	  
whose	  ascension	   to	   leadership	   led	   to	   the	  dissolution	  of	   the	  Old	  Empire,	  and	  
the	  rise	  of	  a	  new,	  more	  far	  ranging	  hegemony.”	  
	   “Emperor	   Tiberius,”	   Diaz	   said,	   fascinated	   at	   the	   strange	   quirks	   of	  
mirror	  history	  that	  turned	  a	  legend	  in	  her	  universe	  into	  an	  emperor	  in	  Pell’s.	  
“Yes,	  James	  Tiberius	  Kirk.”	  
	   “The	  monster!”	  Pell	   spat.	   “All	   of	   the	  old	  Earth	   rulers,	   from	  Green	  and	  
Sato	  to	  Kirk,	  they	  were	  butchers!”	  
	   Diaz	  couldn’t	  help	  but	  inquire	  more	  about	  the	  fate	  of	  the	  humans	  after	  
the	  fall	  of	  their	  Empire.	  “And	  what	  of	  the	  Terrans	  now?”	  
	   “They	  are	  slaves,	  as	  are	   their	  Vulcan	  vassals,”	  Pell	   replied.	   “They	  now	  
suffer	  as	  they	  once	  made	  others	  suffer.”	  
	   The	  captain	  shivered	  at	  the	  pride	  in	  Pell’s	  voice.	  “And	  the	  Bajorans?”	  
	   “We	   are	   valued	   members	   of	   the	   Alliance.	   It	   is	   our	   uridium	   ore	   that	  
keeps	  the	  Regent’s	  forces	  strong.”	  
	   “Regent?”	  Diaz	  asked.	  “So,	  your	  Alliance	  is	  some	  form	  of	  monarchy?”	  
	   “I	  will	  not	  divulge	  any	  more	  information	  to	  you,”	  Pell	  snapped.	  “I	  only	  
wished	  to	  speak	  to	  you	  to	  make	  my	  offer.”	  
	   “I	  wouldn’t	  meet	  it	  even	  if	  I	  was	  from	  your	  universe.”	  
	   “I	  have	  yet	  to	  be	  totally	  convinced	  that	  you	  are	  not,	  and	  that	  this	  is	  still	  
some	   kind	   of	   ruse	   on	   the	   part	   of	   the	   rebels	   or	   a	   loyalty	   test	   in	   a	   holo-‐
chamber.”	  
	   “I	  can	  assure	  you	  that	  it	  isn’t.”	  
	   “That	  remains	  to	  be	  seen,”	  Pell	  retorted.	  
	   “I	   still	   could	   use	   your	   assistance,”	   Diaz	   said,	   “I	   need	   to	   know	   what	  
happened	  to	  you,	  how	  you	  wound	  up	  in	  a	  lifeboat	  in	  our	  galaxy.”	  
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	   “I	  no	   longer	   feel	   like	   talking,”	  The	  Bajoran’s	  voice	  was	  dismissive,	   “Be	  
gone.”	  
	   “I	  don’t	  take	  orders	  from	  you,”	  Diaz’s	  response	  was	  flecked	  with	  iron.	  
	   “If	  I	  were	  on	  Ekuva	  right	  now,	  I	  would	  make	  you	  regret	  those	  words,”	  
Pell	  promised,	  with	  a	  nasty	  grin.	  
	   “But	  you’re	  not,”	  Diaz	  riposted.	  “You’re	  on	  my	  ship,	  and	  you	  will	  comply	  
with	  my	  orders.”	  
	   “Or	   what?”	   The	   Bajoran	   challenged.	   The	   dare	   froze	   Diaz	   for	   a	   few	  
minutes.	  She	  wasn’t	  sure	  how	  to	  respond.	  
	   “Pathetic,”	   Pell	   concluded	   after	   Diaz	   hadn’t	   devised	   an	   answer.	   She	  
turned	   away	   from	   the	   captain,	   folding	   her	   arms	   in	   triumph.	   “It’s	   best	   you	  
consider	  my	  offer.	  I	  will	  never	  betray	  the	  Alliance.”	  
	   Diaz	   seized	   upon	   the	   first	   idea	   that	   popped	   into	   her	   head.	   “In	   this	  
universe,	   the	  Klingons	  have	  a	   concept	   called	  Qab	   jIH	  nagil.	  Are	  you	   familiar	  
with	  it?”	  
	   “Yes,”	  Pell	  said,	  slowly,	  “a	  ritual	  challenge,	  mostly	  used	  by	  the	  Klingon	  
Emperors	  as	  part	  of	  their	  Rite	  of	  Succession.”	  
	   The	   captain	   nodded.	   “It	   is	   used	   here	   for	   the	   Empire’s	   Chancellor’s	  
office.	  I’m	  assuming	  that	  it’s	  meaning	  ‘Face	  me	  if	  you	  dare’	  is	  also	  the	  same?”	  
	   “What	   of	   it?”	   The	   woman	   huffed	   impatiently.	   Diaz	   threw	   the	   phaser	  
outside	  of	  the	  cell.	  Pell	  immediately	  perked	  up.	  
	   “I’m	  declaring	  Qab	  jIH	  nagil,”	  Diaz	  said,	  “If	  you	  I	  defeat	  you	  in	  combat	  
right	  here,	  right	  now	  then	  you	  will	  supply	  me	  with	  the	  information	  I	  request.”	  
	   Pell	  gave	  her	  a	  demeaning	  once	  over.	  “And	  if	  you	  lose?”	  
	   “Then	  I	  will	  surrender	  command	  of	  this	  vessel	  to	  you.”	  
	   The	  Bajoran’s	  eyes	  glinted,	  a	  predatory	  smile	  spreading	  over	  her	   lips.	  
“How	  do	  I	  know	  you	  will	  honor	  your	  word?	  Terrans	  have	  been	  known	  to	  be	  
quite	  mendacious.”	  
	   Diaz	   took	  the	   insult	   in	  stride.	   “My	  word	   is	  all	  you’ve	  got.”	  Pell	  rubbed	  
the	  bridge	  of	  her	  nose	  with	  an	  index	  finger	  while	  she	  thought	  it	  over.	  
	   “I	  accept.”	  
	   The	   captain	   stood	   up	   slowly,	   stretching	   her	   muscles.	   She	   hadn’t	  
engaged	   in	   real	   combat	   in	  years,	  while	  Pell	   sprang	   from	   the	  bench	  with	   the	  
feral	  agility	  of	  a	  Caitian.	  She	  hoped	   that	   she	  hadn’t	  bitten	  off	  more	   than	  she	  
could	   chew.	  Diaz	   rightly	   anticipated	   that	   this	   Pell	  might	   be	  more	   open	   to	   a	  
martial	  challenge,	  now	  she	  just	  hoped	  she	  could	  prevail	  against	  an	  Ojana	  that	  
loved	  war	  as	  much	  as	  her	  friend	  loved	  peace.	  
	   “To	   insure	   that	   we	   are	   not	   disturbed,”	   Diaz	   moved	   to	   the	   door	  
companel,	  and	  tapped	  in	  a	  lock	  command.	  Using	  her	  personal	  code,	  it	  would	  
take	   a	   few	   plasma	   torches	   to	   melt	   through	   the	   door	   without	   her	  
authorization.	   She	   clapped	   her	   hands	   with	   satisfaction	   after	   the	   deed	   was	  
done.	  	  
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	   Turning	  back	  to	  Pell,	  Diaz	  next	  flicked	  off	  her	  compin.	  Then	  she	  took	  in	  
a	  large	  quaff	  of	  air,	  before	  saying	  with	  quiet	  intensity,	  “Let’s	  do	  this.”	  	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Chief	  Engineer’s	  Duty	  Office)	  
	  
	   “Has	  there	  been	  any	  progress?”	  Ensign	  T’Shanir	  asked,	  with	  a	  glimmer	  
of	  hope	  in	  her	  inky	  gaze.	  
	   Donald	   sighed,	   leaning	   back	   in	   his	   chair.	   He	   rubbed	   his	   aching	   eyes.	  
“Not	   yet,”	   he	   glumly	   replied.	   He	   held	   the	   sooty,	   chipped	   plastic	   data	   chip	  
between	   his	   thumb	   and	   forefinger	   up	   to	   the	   Vulcan.	   She	   took	   it.	   “I’ve	   tried	  
almost	  every	  data	  recovery	  method	  I	  can	  think	  of.”	  
	   “What	   would	   you	   like	  me	   to	   do	   sir?”	   The	   woman	   asked	   expectantly.	  
Sandhurst	   had	   never	   witnessed	   such	   slippage	   of	   the	   young	   Vulcan’s	  
emotional	  controls.	  Perhaps	  the	  nebula	  is	  taking	  a	  mental	  toll	  on	  everyone,	  he	  
realized.	  Not	  wishing	  to	  embarrass	  T’Shanir,	  Donald	  kept	  the	  observation	  to	  
himself.	  
	   “I	   guess	   our	   only	   option	   is	   a	   data	   transfer	   to	   a	   new	   optical	   chip.”	  
T’Shanir	   cocked	   an	   eyebrow	   in	   surprise.	   Transferring	   data	   from	   a	   chip	   so	  
damaged	  would	  definitely	   result	   in	  a	   loss	  of	   information.	  Donald	   just	  hoped	  
that	  enough	  could	  be	  salvaged	  to	  discover	  what	  the	  recursive	  subroutine	  was	  
seeking	  to	  erase.	  
	   “Lieutenant,	   you	   are	   aware	   that	   placing	   this	   data	   on	   another	   wafer	  
might	  corrode	  it	  further?”	  
	   “I	   really	   don’t	   think	   we	   have	   much	   of	   a	   choice,”	   Sandhurst	   replied	  
wearily.	  “All	  we	  can	  do	  is	  hope	  for	  the	  best.”	  
	   “Hope…is	  illogical.”	  
	   He	  grunted.	   “You	  really	   think	  so?	  After	   surviving	  some	  of	   the	  scrapes	  
we’ve	  been	  in?	  If	  anything,	  I	  think	  it	  was	  hope	  that	  got	  us	  through	  most	  of	  it.”	  
	   “And	  you	  believe	   that	   this	   amorphous	   ‘hope’	  will	   render	   the	   answers	  
you	  seek?”	  
	   “I	  hope	  so.”	  T’Shanir	  unconsciously	  rolled	  her	  eyes,	  causing	  Donald	  to	  
laugh.	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Main	  Bridge)	  
	  
	   Terrence	  Glover	  usually	  enjoyed	  sitting	  in	  the	  captain’s	  chair,	  but	  not	  at	  
the	  moment.	   He	  was	   burning	   to	   know	  what	   the	  mirror	   Pell	  was	   telling	   the	  
captain.	   The	   First	   Officer	   didn’t	   like	   not	   being	   in	   the	   loop.	   Or	   not	   having	   a	  
steady	  distraction	  to	  keep	  his	  thoughts	  off	  Nya.	  
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	   He	  had	  already	  checked	  the	  status	  of	  the	  Cuffe’s	  shields	  and	  structural	  
integrity	  field.	  And	  with	  the	  main	  viewer	  turned	  off,	  there	  wasn’t	  anything	  to	  
look	   at.	   Though	   he	   doubted	   he	   would	   see	   much	   except	   static	   and	   the	  
occasional	  unnerving	  gout	  of	  boiling	  hot	  nebular	  gas.	  	  
	   “Anything	   showing	   up	   on	   the	   acoustic	   sensors?”	   Glover	   asked.	   The	  
junior	  lieutenant,	  a	  middle-‐aged	  Halanan	  responded	  crisply.	  	  
	   “No	  sir.”	  
	   “Great,”	  Glover	  mumbled.	  The	  ship	  hadn’t	  encountered	  another	  vessel	  
since	  the	   lifeboat,	  but	  still	  continued	  deeper	   into	  the	  mire.	  He	  would	   love	  to	  
have	  a	  head’s	  up	  on	  what	  might	  be	  waiting	   for	   them.	  He	  knew	   that	  Captain	  
Diaz	  would	  share	  whatever	  she	  culled	   from	  her	  conversation	  with	  Pell	  with	  
him,	  or	  he	  hoped	  so.	  	  
	   They	  had	  reached	  a	  nice	  détente	  on	  this	  mission,	  but	  Terrence	  wasn’t	  
certain	  how	  long	  it	  might	  last.	  	  
	   Trying	   desperately	   to	   stave	   off	   ennui,	   Glover	   pulled	   up	   the	   ship’s	  
armament	  list	  on	  the	  standing	  console	  beside	  the	  captain’s	  chair,	  checking	  it	  
for	   discrepancies.	   It	   was	   something	   that	   he	   usually	   did	   as	   part	   of	   his	  
clandestine	  observation	  of	  the	  captain.	  He	  would	  inspect	  the	  armory	  to	  see	  if	  
there	  were	  any	  missing	  weapons	  that	  might	  possibly	  wind	  up	  in	  the	  hands	  of	  
the	  Brigade.	  
	   There	   had	   even	   been	   a	   few	   times	   when	   he	   conducted	   spot	   physical	  
inspections.	   He	   had	   at	   first	   hoped	   to	   rattle	   the	   Armory	   Officer,	   but	   to	   his	  
disappointment	   the	   duty	   post	  was	   usually	  manned	   by	   the	  meticulous	   Chief	  
Petty	  Officer	  Kale	  Darma	  of	  Zakdorn.	  The	  portly	  noncom	  actually	  enjoyed	  the	  
commander’s	   intense	   probing;	   the	   only	   crewmen	   onboard	   that	   seemed	   to	  
enjoy	  being	  placed	  on	  the	  hot	  seat.	  	  
	   Glover’s	  inspections	  had	  become	  less	  frequent	  because	  of	  that.	  And	  he	  
had	   long	   ago	   informed	   Captain	   Awokou	   that	   the	   Cuffe	   wasn’t	   one	   of	   the	  
sources	   of	   the	   Brigade’s	   pilfered	   Starfleet	   issued	   weapons.	   But	   Terrence	  
hadn’t	   found	   conclusive	   evidence	   that	   confirmed	   or	   condemned	   Diaz	   for	  
helping	  out	  the	  guerillas	  in	  other	  ways.	  
	   The	   man	   was	   happy	   when	   his	   communicator	   chirped.	   He	   tapped	   it,	  
“Glover	  here,”	  he	  said	  languidly.	  
	   “Commander,”	   Dryer	   screeched,	   with	   breathless	   desperation	   in	   her	  
voice.	  “Commander,	  something’s	  happening	  to	  the	  captain!”	  
	   Glover’s	  sluggishness	  disappeared	  instantly.	  “What	  is	  it	  Lieutenant?”	  
	   “Sir,	   there	   are	   sounds	   of	   struggle	   inside	   the	   detention	   room,	   and	   the	  
door’s	  locked.	  I	  can’t	  override	  it!”	  
	   Without	   asking	  more	  questions,	  Glover	  quickly	  accessed	  his	   terminal,	  
implanting	  his	  own	  override	   codes.	  He	  bit	  back	  a	   curse	  when	   the	   computer	  
revealed	  that	  the	  doors	  had	  been	  locked	  with	  Diaz’s	  code,	  and	  was	  impervious	  
to	  his	  own.	  
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	   “Captain?”	  Dryer	  called	  again.	  
	   “I’m	  on	  it,”	  Glover	  shot	  out	  of	  the	  seat.	  He	  pointed	  at	  a	  similarly	  rapt	  Lt.	  
Simus	  at	  the	  Tactical	  Console.	  “You’re	  with	  me.”	  Then	  he	  thumped	  his	  chest,	  
“Mr.	  Balk,	  two	  to	  transport	  to	  the	  Brig.	  Now!”	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  TWELVE	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Security	  Detention	  Center)	  
	  
	   Captain	   Diaz	   ducked	   another	   blow,	   trying	   her	   best	   to	   remember	   the	  
Capoeira	  moves	  that	  Nicandro	  had	  taught	  her.	  She	  had	  decided	  to	  employ	  the	  
ancient	  Afro-‐Brazilian	  combat	  form	  to	  confound	  her	  opponent	  without	  doing	  
too	  much	  damage.	  
	   Plus,	   she	   hoped	   to	   evade	   the	   more	   vicious	   Pell	   without	   getting	   too	  
banged	  up	   in	   the	  process.	   So	   far	   she	  had	  been	  holding	  her	   own	  against	   the	  
woman.	   She	   was	   swamped	   with	   sweat	   and	   her	   lungs	   were	   ablaze,	   but	   the	  
Bajoran’s	   frustration	   burned	   like	   a	   solar	   flare.	   Unfortunately	   the	   captain’s	  
body	  wasn’t	  as	  willing	  as	  her	  mind.	  She	  weaved	  away	  from	  Pell’s	  slicing	  fist,	  
only	  to	  catch	  a	  fierce	  knee	  to	  her	  ribs.	  
	   The	  woman	  fell	  to	  the	  ground,	  clutching	  her	  broken	  ribs.	  She	  could	  fell	  
at	   least	  one	  poking	  against	  her	  uniform,	  dislodged	   from	   its	   cage.	  Before	  she	  
could	  get	  back	  to	  her	  feet,	  Pell	  lashed	  a	  boot	  at	  her	  face.	  Diaz	  was	  able	  to	  roll	  
away,	  but	  not	  before	  the	  hard	  sole	  clipped	  her	  jaw	  with	  a	  nasty	  crack.	  
	   One	  hand	  over	  her	  ribcage,	  and	  the	  other	  inspecting	  her	  swelling	  jaw,	  
Diaz	  slowly	  got	  to	  her	   feet.	  Crouching	   low	  to	  the	  ground,	  she	  spat	  out	  blood	  
and	  several	  teeth.	  “Good	  one,”	  she	  mumbled,	  wincing	  in	  pain.	  	  
	   Pell	   laughed,	   placing	   her	   hands	   on	  her	   hips.	   “I	  must	   say	   that	   you	   are	  
more	   of	   an	   opponent	   than	   I	   had	   anticipated.	   Not	   even	   the	   thetas	   I	   have	  
defeated	  in	  combat	  at	  Saridar	  have	  lasted	  this	  long.”	  
	   “Well,	  pat	  yourself	  on	  the	  back	  then,”	  Diaz	  remarked,	  hoping	  that	  Pell	  
got	  her	  sarcasm,	  because	  she	  didn’t	  know	  if	  she	  had	  been	  able	  to	  phrase	  the	  
words	  correctly	  with	  her	  protesting	  jaw.	  	  
	   She	  scrambled	  around	  the	  Bajoran,	  keeping	  low.	  Though	  Capoeira	  also	  
employed	  an	  array	  of	  acrobatic	  moves,	  she	  knew	  those	  were	  off	  the	  table	  with	  
at	   least	   one	   broken	   rib	   and	   perhaps	   internal	   bleeding.	   So	   she	   decided	   use	  
Malandragem,	  a	  strategy	  based	  on	  improvisation	  and	  trickery.	  
	   Wheezing,	  she	  stumbled	  spitting	  out	  blood.	  The	  woman	  flopped	  on	  her	  
back.	  When	  Pell	  lunged	  in	  for	  the	  kill,	  Diaz	  threw	  up	  her	  knees,	  impaling	  the	  
Bajoran	   on	   them.	   With	   surprising	   strength,	   and	   ignoring	   the	   sharp,	   lava	  
spewing	   pain	   in	   her	   chest,	   the	   captain	   used	   Pell’s	   forward	   momentum	   to	  
thrust	  the	  woman	  crashing	  into	  a	  wall	  right	  behind	  them.	  	  
	   The	  Bajoran	  crashed	  into	  the	  wall	  head	  first,	  the	  room	  resounding	  with	  
a	   sickening	   crack,	   and	   then	   she	   thudded	   to	   the	   ground.	   Overcome	   with	  
exhaustion	   and	   pain,	   all	   Diaz	   could	   do	   was	   look	   at	   the	   unconscious	   lump,	  
while	  she	  struggled	  to	  catch	  her	  breath.	  
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	   The	  air	  split	  in	  front	  of	  her	  with	  two	  blinding	  flashes.	  She	  covered	  her	  
eyes.	  
	   “Captain?”	   It	   was	   Terrence.	   “Captain,	   are	   you	   all	   right?”	   When	   she	  
dropped	  her	  hands,	  dark	  blotches	  swam	  around	  her	  Executive	  Officer’s	  face.	  
	   “I’m	  fine,”	  she	  groaned.	  “Check	  on	  Pell.”	  
	   “She	   will	   require	   immediate	   medical	   attention.”	   She	   recognized	   the	  
second	  voice	  as	  the	  spot	  resolved	  into	  the	  severe	  carriage	  of	  Lt.	  Simus.	  Glover	  
nodded,	  and	  the	  man	  activated	  his	  combadge.	  
	   “Sickbay	  One,	  this	  is	  Lt.	  Simus,	  I	  am	  initiating	  an	  emergency	  transport.	  
Please	  standby.”	  
	   “Again?”	  Dr.	  Nemato	  clicked,	  none	  too	  pleased.	  
	   Picking	   up	   immediately	   on	   the	  Antosian’s	   displeasure,	  Diaz	   chuckled,	  
before	  a	  spasm	  of	  pain	  hit	  her.	  “Join	  the	  club…”	  she	  mumbled.	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Sickbay	  One)	  
	  
	   “My	  father	  died	  on	  Solidas	  III,”	  Diaz	  grumbled,	  holding	  a	  cold	  compress	  
against	  her	  bulge.	  The	  statement	  only	  made	  Glover	  pause	  for	  a	  second,	  before	  
he	  set	  back	  in	  on	  her.	  
	   “With	  all	  due	  respect	  Captain,”	  he	  chided,	   “that	  was	  a	   totally	  uncalled	  
for	   stunt.”	   Diaz	   shrugged,	   glancing	   at	   the	   biobed	   across	   from	  her	  where	   an	  
unconscious	   Pell	   breathed	   quietly,	   a	   synthetic	   skin	   bandage	   covering	   her	  
forehead.	  	  
	   Pell	   had	   been	   spared	   a	   fatal	   skull	   fracture	   due	   to	   her	   more	   durable	  
Bajoran	  cranial	  structure.	  But	  she	  did	  receive	  a	  nasty	  gash	  along	  her	  forehead,	  
a	  broken	  nose,	  and	  a	  terrible	  headache	  when	  she	  awakened.	  	  	  
	   Before	  applying	  the	  bandage	  Dr.	  Nemato	  had	  anesthetized	  the	  woman	  
to	  prevent	  any	  more	  surprises.	  So	  far	  she	  had	  proven	  fairly	  resistant	  to	  stun	  
blasts	   and	   from	   Nemato’s	   additional	   medical	   scans	   her	   mind	   and	   body	  
revealed	  traces	  of	  stringent	  conditioning	  against	  pain.	  	  
	   “I	  think	  it	  was	  effective	  enough.”	  
	   “So	   do	   I,”	   Laurent	   rasped.	   Amazingly,	   the	   man	   was	   propped	   upright	  
with	   the	   vitals	   on	   the	   biofunction	   monitor	   display	   at	   the	   head	   of	   his	   bed	  
showing	  strong	  indicators.	  His	  recuperative	  powers	  were	  near	  miraculous.	  
	   “I	   see	   you’re	   doing	  well,”	   Glover	   said,	  without	   inflection.	   It	   gave	  Diaz	  
the	  impression	  that	  the	  commander	  might’ve	  been	  lying,	  but	  through	  the	  haze	  
of	  pain	   still	   clouding	  her	  head	  she	  couldn’t	  be	   certain.	   “You	   look	   like	  you’re	  
almost	  ready	  to	  resume	  duty.	  How	  is	  that	  possible?”	  
	   “Will	   power,”	   Laurent	   smiled.	   “And	   a	   commitment	   to	   my	   station.”	  
Glover	  grunted	  in	  response,	  folding	  his	  arms.	  	  
	   “I	  can	  imagine,”	  the	  First	  Officer	  said	  drolly.	  



 130 

	   “Picked	  up	  a	  new	  passenger	  I	  see?”	  Laurent	  asked,	  nodding	  his	  head	  at	  
the	  dozing	  Pell.	  
	   “Yeah,”	   Diaz	   said,	   ignoring	   the	   painful	   tightening	   in	   her	   jaw.	   “Pell	  
Ojana.”	  
	   Laurent	  raised	  an	  eyebrow,	  “Pell	  Ojana?	  Isn’t	  she	  the	  Executive	  Officer	  
on	   the	  Chevalier?	  What	   is	   she	   doing	   in	   the	  Tong	  Beak?	  Why	   is	   dressed	   like	  
that?	   Is	   Chevalier	   here	   also?”	   The	   questions	   poured	   out	   of	   the	   man	   like	   a	  
spigot.	  	  
	   The	  captain	  held	  up	  a	  pleading	  hand.	  “Slow	  down,”	  she	  said,	   jerking	  a	  
thumb	   to	   Commander	   Glover,	   “Mr.	   Glover	   will	   answer	   your	   questions.	   My	  
jaw’s	   on	   fire	   right	   now.”	   Diaz	   made	   herself	   comfortable	   on	   the	   bed	   while	  
Glover	  walked	  over	  to	  Laurent.	  	  
	   Glover:	  “What	  do	  you	  want	  to	  know?”	  
	   Laurent,	  without	  blinking:	  “Everything.”	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Observation	  Lounge)	  
	  
	   Lt.	  Sandhurst	  didn’t	  want	  to	  attend	  this	  meeting.	  After	  glancing	  around	  
the	   conference	   table	   he	   knew	   he	  wasn’t	   alone.	   Everyone	   seemed	   tired	   and	  
restive.	  On	  edge.	  Except	  for	  the	  Cardassians,	  who	  were	  quite	  bright	  eyed	  and	  
focused.	  
	   They	  sat	  to	  the	  immediate	  left	  of	  the	  captain	  who	  sat	  in	  her	  usual	  spot	  
at	  the	  head	  of	  the	  table.	  Pell	  and	  Commander	  Glover	  sat	  to	  her	  right.	  
	   The	   woman’s	   forehead	   was	   slightly	   discolored,	   the	   only	   sign	   of	   her	  
tussle	  with	   the	   captain	   several	   hours	   ago.	   From	  what	   he	   had	   gleaned	   from	  
Lieutenants	  Zim	  and	  Hunal,	  the	  captain	  had	  actually	  challenged	  Pell	  to	  a	  duel	  
in	  exchange	  for	  information	  about	  her	  ship	  and	  the	  quantum	  fissure.	  
	   Her	  presence	  at	  the	  table,	  and	  her	  contrite	  appearance	  were	  indicators	  
that	  Diaz	  had	  won	  the	  fight.	  Donald	  wasn’t	  really	  surprised.	  Despite	  her	  age,	  
the	  captain	  still	  had	  the	  constitution	  of	  a	  Chalnoth.	  
	   Sandhurst	   was	   interested	   in	   what	   Pell	   would	   reveal	   to	   them,	   but	   he	  
hated	  being	  pulled	  away	  from	  his	  investigation.	  The	  data	  chip	  transfer	  was	  a	  
painstaking	  process,	  and	  Sandhurst	  had	  required	  that	  T’Shanir	  use	  even	  more	  
precaution	  than	  usual	  owing	  to	  vital	  information	  that	  might	  be	  contained	  on	  
the	  chip.	  He	  had	  hoped	   to	  be	   in	  his	  office,	   ready	   to	  decrypt	   the	  new	  chip	  as	  
soon	   as	   T’Shanir	   was	   finished	   so	   he	   could	   find	   out	   the	   identity	   of	   Lavok’s	  
murderer.	  
	   Captain	   Diaz	   cleared	   her	   throat.	   It	   brought	   Donald’s	   attention	   to	   the	  
purplish	  mark	   running	   along	  her	   jaw	   line.	   “I’ve	   called	   this	  meeting	   because	  
our…guest…has	  chosen	  to	  be	  more	  amenable	  to	  questioning.”	  
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	   Pell	  glared	  at	  Diaz,	  and	  Donald’s	  heart	  pinched.	  He	  couldn’t	  think	  of	  this	  
woman	   as	   not	   being	   the	   one	   he	   cared	   for.	   Despite	   her	   strange	   origin,	   she	  
seemed	   to	   have	   many	   of	   the	   same	   personal	   gestures	   and	   ticks	   that	   made	  
Ojana	  so	  unique.	   It	  was	  a	  bit	  disheartening	  to	  realize	  that	  people	  weren’t	  so	  
singular	  or	  special	  as	  they	  might	  believe.	  
	   “Well…”	  she	  said,	  her	  words	  slightly	  slurring,	  “I	  am	  Glinn	  Pell	  Ojana	  of	  
the	  Alliance	  battle	  cruiser	  Ekuva.”	  
	   “Is	  this	  Ekuva	  a	  Galor-‐class	  vessel?”	  Gul	  Namek	  charged	  in.	  The	  Bajoran	  
woman’s	  eyes	  widened.	  
	   “Yes,”	  she	  said	  slowly,	  “Yes	  it	  is.”	  	  
	   “Fascinating,”	   Namek	   uttered.	   After	   pausing	   briefly	   to	   see	   if	   Namek	  
wished	  to	  add	  anything	  else,	  Pell	  continued:	  
	   “I	  still	  find	  the	  existence	  of	  this	  dual	  universe	  hard	  to	  accept,	  but	  I	  can	  
no	   longer	   conjure	   an	   alternative	   truth	   to	   the	   one	   that	   Captain	   Diaz	   has	  
revealed	  to	  me.	  There	  is	  no	  finer	  determinant	  than	  combat,	  with	  its	  simplicity	  
and	  purity.	  No	  Terran…human,	  hailing	  from	  the	  Alliance	  could	  ever	  best	  me	  in	  
personal	  combat,	  nor	  control	  a	  starship	  as	  large	  as	  this	  one.”	  
	   “Please	  tell	  us	  more	  about	  this	  Alliance?”	  Oduara’s	  voice	  was	  as	  smooth	  
as	  Bringloidi	  butter.	  
	   The	   woman	   saw	   right	   through	   the	   Cardassian.	   Her	   voice	   tightened.	  
“The	   Alliance	   is	   a	   condominium	   between	   the	   Klingon	   Empire	   and	   the	  
Cardassian	  Union.”	  
	   “Impossible,”	  Namek	   gasped.	   “We	   could	   never	   ally	  with	   the	  Klingons,	  
not	  after	  Betreka!”	  
	   “Betreka?”	  The	  woman	  asked,	  in	  obvious	  confusion.	  
	   “The	   Betreka	   Nebula	   Incident	  was	   an	   eighteen	   year	   conflict	   between	  
the	  Klingons	   and	   the	  Cardassians	  on	  our	   side	  of	   the	   fissure,”	  N’Saba,	   sitting	  
beside	   Donald,	   spoke	   up.	   Oduara	   squinted	   at	   him	   with	   displeasure,	   but	   he	  
remained	  silent.	  
	   “The	  Betreka	  Pact	   united	   the	   two	  nations	   against	   the	  Terran	  Empire.	  
An	  orbital	  memorial	  to	  the	  Alliance’s	  fallen	  exists	  there	  today.”	  Pell	  replied.	  
	   “The	   Terran	   Empire?”	   Hunal	   asked,	   her	   voice	   brimming	   with	  
excitement.	  It	  was	  the	  first	  time	  since	  the	  mission	  began	  that	  the	  Helm	  Officer	  
was	  asked	  to	  sit	  in	  on	  a	  briefing.	  Owing	  to	  the	  fact	  that	  it	  would	  primarily	  be	  
Hunal	  tasked	  with	  getting	  them	  to	  the	  fissure	  and	  then	  out	  of	  the	  Tong	  Beak	  
safely,	  the	  captain	  now	  wanted	  her	  to	  be	  informed	  along	  with	  the	  rest	  of	  the	  
officers	   key	   to	   the	   mission’s	   success	   and	   their	   survival.	   “And	   how	   do	   the	  
Bajorans	   fit	   into	  all	   that?”	  The	  young	  Bolian	  slid	  another	  question	   in	  before	  
Pell	  could	  answer	  her	  first	  one.	  
	   As	  the	  Bajoran	  gave	  a	  truncated	  history	  lesson,	  she	  sounded	  bored	  and	  
her	   gaze	  was	   detached.	   But	  Hunal	  was	   lapping	   up	   the	   counter-‐history	  with	  
the	  eagerness	  of	  an	  Academy	  plebe.	  
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	   “How	   did	   you	   arrive	   in	   the	   Tong	   Beak?”	   Lt.	   Simus	   finally	   asked	   the	  
question	  that	  was	  of	  the	  most	   interest	  to	  Donald.	  The	  Vulcan	  was	  extremely	  
laconic,	  but	  when	  he	  spoke	  it	  was	  usually	  concise	  and	  cut	  right	  to	  the	  chase.	  
	   The	  woman’s	  eyes	  glazed	  over	  and	  she	  withered	  right	  before	  Donald’s	  
eyes.	  Blinking	  furiously	  as	  if	  to	  bat	  back	  awful	  memories,	  Pell	  said	  slowly,	  her	  
voice	   cracking	   every	   few	   seconds,	   “Ekuva	  was	   sent	   to	  determine	   the	   fate	  of	  
two	  of	  our	  ships:	  the	  Sogah	  and	  Mbaata	  had	  been	  assigned	  to	  Ohombri-‐Tor	  to	  
investigate	  strange	  quantum	  disturbances.”	  	  Both	  the	  Cardassians	  stiffened	  in	  
their	  seats.	  
	   “The	   parallels	   are	   haunting,”	   Namek	   breathed.	   Oduara	   nodded	   in	  
affirmation.	  
	   “When	  we	  arrived	  at	  the	  source	  of	  the	  disturbance…we	  were	  shocked	  
to	   discover	   a	   vessel	   in	   the	   middle	   of	   a	   jagged	   rip	   through	   the	   space-‐time	  
continuum,	  a	  maelstrom	  of	  energies	  and	  gases	  whirling	  around	  it.”	  
	   “Was	  it	  a	  small	  vessel?”	  N’Saba	  asked.	  
	   “No,”	  Pell	  shook	  her	  head	  slowly,	  her	  eyes	  far	  away,	  “It	  was	  huge,	  vast,	  
with	   a	   large,	   curving	   sharp	   prow.	   It	   was	  magnificent.”	   The	   various	   officers	  
looked	  around	  the	  table,	  in	  confusion	  and	  shock,	  even	  the	  Cardassians.	  
	   “You	  didn’t	  see	  any	  other	  vessels?”	  Glover	  asked.	  
	   “No.”	  
	   “Was	  the	  ship	   functional	  or	  a	  derelict?”	  Donald	  was	  surprised	  to	  hear	  
his	  own	  voice.	  Pell	  looked	  at	  him,	  smiling	  slightly,	  causing	  two	  reddish	  dots	  to	  
appear	  on	  his	  cheeks.	  
	   “It	  was	  functioning…barely.”	  
	   “Any	  survivors?”	  Zim	  asked.	  
	   “Yes…a	  human.”	  
	   “Human?”	  Diaz	  pressed,	  intrigued.	  “What	  happened	  to	  him?”	  
	   “It	  was	  a	  female,”	  Pell	  corrected.	  “And	  she	  was	  not	  native	  to	  the	  vessel,	  
at	  least	  that’s	  what	  she	  told	  us	  when	  we	  subjected	  her	  to	  the	  mind	  sifter.”	  
	   “You	   what?”	   The	   captain	   stammered,	   her	   face	   darkening	   with	   anger.	  
Glover	  gasped	  loudly.	  A	  chill	  ran	  through	  Donald	  at	  the	  mention	  of	  the	  famed	  
Klingon	   interrogation	   device.	   He	   had	   never	   seen	   one	   but	   the	   tales	   his	  
grandfather	   used	   to	   tell	   him	   about	   the	   mind	   ripping	   device	   often	   utilized	  
against	   captured	   Starfleet	   officers	   during	   the	   Federation-‐Klingon	   War,	  
sometimes	  kept	  him	  up	  awake	  at	  nights	  as	  a	  child.	  	  
	   Pell	   glanced	   at	   her	   casually.	   “The	   Terran	   was	   uncooperative,	   much	  
more	  so	  than	  I.	  The	  mind	  sifter	  is	  a	  standard	  information	  extraction	  tool.”	  
	   “And	   what	   did	   you	   discover	   after	   you	   lobotomized	   this	   person?”	  
Glover’s	  voice	  was	  as	  hard	  as	  granite.	  
	   Pell	  smirked.	  “Some	  of	  the	  same	  things	  you	  have	  revealed	  to	  me,	  but	  I	  
didn’t	  believe	   it	  of	   course.	   I	   thought	   it	  was	  all	  brainwashing,	  an	  anti-‐torture	  
technique	  of	  some	  sort.	  I	  guess	  I	  was	  wrong.”	  
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	   “You	   guess?”	   Glover	   asked	  with	   disgust.	   Sandhurst	   shared	   the	  man’s	  
abhorrence	  at	  Pell’s	  almost	  blithe	  recounting	  of	  torture.	  
	   “I	  don’t	  have	  to	  justify	  myself	  to	  you,”	  Pell	  replied.	  “Nor	  would	  I	  ever!”	  
	   “Listen	  here…”	  The	  commander	  began,	  but	  Diaz	  stepped	  in.	  
	   “Cool	   it	   Mr.	   Glover,”	   she	   snapped.	   The	   man	   struggled	   to	   rein	   in	   his	  
emotions.	  “I’m	  assuming	  you	  did	  learn	  this	  person’s	  name?”	  
	   “Yes,”	   Pell	   rubbed	   her	   sharp	   chin	   in	   thought,	   “It	   was	   Danvers…Alec	  
Danvers.”	  	  
	   “Oh	  my,”	   Diaz	   looked	   to	   Glover	   and	   then	   the	   Cardassians.	   A	   cloud	   of	  
indecision	  hung	  over	  the	  four.	  
	   Oduara	  finally	  broke	  through	  it.	  “And	  what	  else	  did	  you	  learn?”	  
	   “Information	   about	   a	   resistance	   cell	   called	   the	   Brigade	   that	   was	  
planning	  attacks	  on	  our	  fuel	  depot	  on	  Aschelan	  V,”	  she	  paused,	  smirking	  at	  the	  
Cardassians,	  “but	  I	  guess	  that’s	  one	  less	  thing	  I	  have	  to	  worry	  about.”	  Namek	  
glowered,	  but	  Oduara	  showed	  no	  sign	  of	  distress.	  
	   “That’s	  all	  you	  that	  learned?”	  
	   “By	   the	   end	   of	   our	   session,	   the	   Terran	  was	   babbling	   about	   being	   the	  
cause	  of	  the	  rift,	  about	  some	  type	  of	  quantum	  flux	  device…”	  Diaz’s	  eyes	  raked	  
in	   the	   direction	   of	   the	   Cardassians.	   There	  was	   an	   illuminating	   gleam	   in	   her	  
eyes.	  	  
	   “Quantum	  flux,”	  she	  said,	  “Know	  anything	  about	  that	  Gul	  Namek?”	  
	   “Why	  would	  you	  think	  the	  gul	  would	  know	  about	  such	  a	  thing?”	  Oduara	  
spoke	  up.	  
	   “I	  wasn’t	   talking	   to	   you,”	  Diaz	   rasped.	  Namek	  glanced	   at	  Oduara.	  The	  
thinner	  man	  placed	  an	  arresting	  grip	  on	  the	  man’s	  arm.	  The	  gul	  exhaled.	  
	   “It	   will	   be	   better	   to	   be	   as	   transparent	   as	   possible,”	   he	   said	   to	   the	  
Protocol	  Officer.	  
	   “You	  do	  what	   you	   feel	   is	   best,	   but	   I	   can’t	   condone	   this,”	  Oduara	   said,	  
pushing	   back	   his	   seat.	   Out	   of	   the	   corner	   of	   his	   eye,	   Donald	   noticed	   Lt.	   Zim	  
reaching	  under	  the	  table,	  more	  than	  likely	  for	  his	  phaser.	  “Captain	  might	  I	  be	  
allowed	  to	  return	  to	  quarters?”	  
	   She	  nodded	  curtly.	  “Mr.	  Zim,	  please	  escort	  Officer	  Oduara.”	  The	  Zaldan	  
got	  up	  reluctantly	   from	  his	  seat,	  obviously	  wanting	  to	  hear	  what	  Pell	  had	  to	  
say.	  
	   Namek	  waited	   respectfully	   until	   the	   lounge	  door	   slid	   shut.	  He	   leaned	  
toward	   the	   captain.	   “We	   haven’t	   been	   completely	   truthful	   with	   you,”	   the	  
Cardassian	   began.	   “The	   Sogah	   was	   conducting	   experiments	   with	   quantum	  
flux	  technology.”	  
	   “Inter-‐dimensional	   travel,”	   N’Saba	   said	   quickly	   before	   anyone	   asked	  
the	  question.	  	  
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	   “Yes,”	   Namek	   concurred.	   “The	   Science	   Ministry	   had	   developed	   a	  
quantum	  flux	  capacitor.	   If	  successful,	   it	  could’ve	  revolutionized	  space	  travel,	  
making	  transporters	  and	  even	  starships	  obsolete.”	  
	   “It	  could’ve	  also	  been	  used	  as	  weapon,	  a	  way	  to	  rapidly	  move	  warships	  
and	   troops,”	   Diaz	   added	   darkly.	   An	   image	   flashed	   into	   Donald’s	   mind	   of	   a	  
Cardassian	   war	   fleet	   materializing	   en	   masse	   above	   an	   unprepared,	  
unsuspecting	  Earth.	  	  
	   “That	  was	  never	  the	  intention,”	  Namek	  protested.	  
	   “So	  you	  say,”	  Glover	  replied,	  skepticism	  heavy	  in	  his	  voice.	  
	   “And	  I’m	  guessing	  that	  Mr.	  Glover	  wouldn’t	  be	  alone	  in	  his	  sentiment,”	  
the	  captain	  said.	  “That’s	  what	  Danvers	  was	  after	  huh?”	  
	   “We	  believe	  so,”	  Namek	  nodded.	  
	   “And	  why	  didn’t	  you	  feel	  compelled	  to	  share	  this	  earlier?”	  
	   “State	  secret,”	  the	  gul	  admitted	  with	  a	  humorless	  grin.	  “We	  had	  hoped	  
to	  find	  the	  runabout	  and	  recover	  the	  capacitor,	  while	  you	  perhaps	  found	  your	  
renegade	  officer.	  We	  both	  would’ve	  had	  what	  we	  wanted.”	  
	   “How	  does	  all	  that	  factor	  into	  the	  quantum	  fissure?”	  Hunal	  asked,	  and	  
Sandhurst	   thought	   it	   was	   a	   good	   question,	   perhaps	   the	   second	   most	  
important	  one	  put	  forward	  since	  Simus.	  
	   The	   captain	   looked	   at	  Namek	  who	   pulled	   back,	   his	   face	   a	   gray	  mask.	  
Then	  she	  glanced	  in	  Pell’s	  direction.	  “Did	  you	  unravel	  the	  mystery	  of	  the	  rift?”	  
	   The	   Bajoran’s	   eyes	   wetted.	   “My…husband	   Soyam	   was	   the	   Science	  
Officer.	   After	   his	   session	   with	   Danvers,	   he	   informed	   me	   that	   the	   Terran	  
prisoner	  claimed	  that	  she	  caused	  the	  rip	  when	  she	  installed	  the	  capacitor	  into	  
her	  warp	  drive	  system,	  in	  an	  attempt	  to	  escape	  after	  her	  engines	  failed.”	  
	   “That	  explains	   the	  deuterium	   leakage,”	  Namek	  said.	  When	  Diaz	  gazed	  
at	   him	   for	   elaboration,	   he	  waved	   her	   away.	   “Just	   an	   old	  man	   prattling,”	   he	  
remarked.	  “Please	  continue.”	  
	   “Did	  you	  discover	  Danvers’s	  vessel?”	  Simus	  asked.	  
	   “No,	  she	  said	  it	  was	  destroyed.	  She	  had	  escaped	  in	  a	  pod	  that	  crashed	  
into	  the	  alien	  ship	  that	  we	  discovered.	  We	  believed	  that	  its	  propulsion	  system	  
is	  interacting	  with	  the	  fissure,	  keeping	  it	  open.”	  
	   “Did	   you	   attempt	   to	   close	   it?”	   Sandhurst	   asked,	   trying	   to	   glimpse	   the	  
hard	  road	  that	  might	  still	  lie	  before	  them.	  
	   “No,”	  the	  woman’s	  voice	  cracked.	  She	  cleared	  her	  throat	  several	  times	  
before	   continuing.	   “Gul	   Panor	   was	   more	   concerned	   with	   another	   item	   we	  
found,	  a	  weapon	  of	  unlimited	  power.”	  Pell’s	  face	  turned	  ashen.	  	  
	   Captain	  Diaz	  lightly	  smacked	  her	  forehead.	  “Not	  another	  one	  of	  those,”	  
she	  groaned,	  causing	  Hunal	  to	  skittishly	  giggle.	  
	   “Tell	  us	  more	  about	  this	  weapon,”	  Glover	  said,	  immune	  to	  the	  captain’s	  
dry	  humor.	  	  
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	   “It	   is	  some	  type	  of	  psionic	  device,	  a	  thought	  amplifier,”	  Pell	  answered,	  
her	   voice	   losing	   its	   haughtiness.	   She	   stared	   at	   Glover	   with	   hollowed	   eyes.	  
“We…we	   should’ve	   shown	   more	   caution	   when	   we	   came	   upon	   the	   carnage	  
inside	  the	  alien	  vessel.	  But	  caution	  is	  often	  an	  impediment	  to	  command	  in	  the	  
Alliance.	  
	   Panor	   ordered	   Soyam	   to	   work	   on	   the	   amplifier,	   at	   the	   expense	   of	  
divining	  more	  about	  the	  alien	  ship.	  The	  gul	  had	  just	  gotten	  around	  to	  sending	  
Namek	  and	  a	  small	  team	  to	  the	  vessel	  when	  I	  left.”	  
	   “Why	  did	  you	  leave?”	  the	  commander	  pressed.	  
	   “Because	  my	  beautiful,	  foolish	  Soyam	  activated	  the	  amplifier,”	  Pell	  said	  
as	  if	  the	  answer	  was	  obvious.	  Seeking	  to	  test	  it	  on	  our	  cargo	  of	  Terran	  slaves,	  
the	   device	   drove	   them	  berserk.	  Within	  minutes	  we	  had	   a	   full	   revolt	   on	   our	  
hands.	   Instead	   of	   allowing	   me	   to	   shut	   off	   the	   section	   and	   vent	   it,	   Panor	  
ordered	  that	  the	  device	  be	  retaken	  at	  all	  cost.	  
	   I	  sent	  Security	  Chief	  Krag	  and	  a	  squadron	  into	  the	  hold.	  None	  of	  them	  
came	   out…Despite	   our	   best	   efforts,	   we	   couldn’t	   prevent	   the	   Terrans	   from	  
capturing	  the	  ship.	  The	  device	  had	  done	  something	  to	  them.	  They	  looked	  the	  
same,	   but	   somehow	   they	   were	   different…feral,	   more	   impervious	   to	  
pain…savage…	  
	   I…It	  was	  all	   I	   could	  do	   to	  save	  myself.	   I	   initiated	  a	  self-‐destruct	  order	  
and	   vacated	   the	   ship.	   The	   noxious	   gases	   of	   the	   nebula	   choking	   my	  
communications	   capability,	   I	   had	   traveled	   in	   darkness,	   hoping	   that	   I	  would	  
encounter	  an	  Alliance	  patrol.	  Instead…”	  
	   The	  woman	  lowered	  her	  head,	  finally	  breaking,	  tears	  running	  down	  her	  
face	   and	   her	   chest	   heaving	   from	   her	   anguished	   sobbing.	   It	   was	   all	   Donald	  
could	  do	  not	   to	  vacate	  his	  seat	  and	  wrap	  his	  arms	  around	  her.	  He	  could	   tell	  
that	  both	  Glover	  and	  Diaz	  were	  fidgeting,	  as	  if	  they	  were	  contemplating	  doing	  
the	  same.	  
	   But	   his	   stiff,	   rebuilt	   nose	   tingled	   at	   that	  moment,	   bringing	   Sandhurst	  
back	   to	   reality.	   This	   wasn’t	   his	   Pell.	   This	   woman	   had	   broken	   his	   nose	   and	  
threatened	   to	   kill	   him.	   She	   had	   also	   shot	   a	   security	   guard	   and	   attacked	   the	  
captain.	  She	  was	  dangerous.	  
	   Donald	  knew	  that,	  but	  at	  the	  moment	  he	  couldn’t	  believe	  it.	  All	  he	  saw	  
was	   a	   vulnerable,	   intensely	   sad	   woman	   that	   was	   the	   spitting	   image	   of	   the	  
person	  he	  cared	  for.	  He	  had	  failed	  his	  Ojana,	  and	  Dr.	  Lavok,	  but	  maybe	  there	  
was	  something	  he	  could	  do	  to	  lighten	  this	  Pell’s	  burden.	  
	   “Did	  you	  witness	  the	  Ekuva	  self-‐destruct?”	  Namek	  asked,	   intruding	  on	  
the	  moment	   of	   silence	   the	   Cuffe	   crew	   had	   tacitly	   given	   the	   Bajoran	   to	   pull	  
herself	  together.	  The	  Cardassian	  ignored	  several	  pointed	  stares	  he	  received	  as	  
a	  result	  of	  his	  intrusion.	  
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	   “No,”	  Pell	  shook	  her	  head,	  using	  one	  hand	  to	  wipe	  away	  her	  tears,	  “No,	  I	  
turned	  the	  thrusters	  on	  full	  impulse	  to	  get	  as	  far	  away	  from	  the	  explosion	  as	  
possible.”	  
	   Namek	   leaned	   back	   in	   his	   seat.	   “So,	   the	   Alliance	  Ekuva	   could	   still	   be	  
there?”	  	  
	   “And	  the	  other	  alien	  ship	  as	  well,”	  N’Saba	  added.	  
	   “What	  are	  you	  getting	  at?”	  Glover	  asked.	  “As	  far	  as	  I’m	  concerned	  we’ve	  
learned	   the	   fate	   of	   the	   Palamedes,	   and	   uncovered	   an	   additional	   layer	   of	  
Cardassian	  duplicity	  to	  boot.	  This	  mission’s	  over	  as	  far	  as	  I’m	  concerned.”	  
	   “No,	  it	  isn’t	  I’m	  afraid,”	  Diaz	  said,	  her	  spryness	  now	  absent.	  The	  woman	  
looked	  bone	  tired.	  “We	  still	  have	  to	  find	  some	  way	  to	  seal	  the	  rift.”	  
	   “And	   the	   ship	   and	   this	   amplifier	   could	   be	   potential	   boons,”	   Namek	  
added.	  
	   “I’m	  going	  to	  send	  that	  ship	  back	  where	  it	  came	  from	  and	  destroy	  that	  
psionic	  hellmouth,”	  Diaz	  sharply	  stated,	  her	  words	  brooking	  no	  debate.	  
	   “I	   can’t…I	   won’t	   go	   back	   there,”	   Pell	   said,	   her	   voice	   rising	   almost	   to	  
shrillness.	  “You	  don’t	  know	  what	  I	  saw,	  what	  that	  thing	  did	  to	  the	  crew….the	  
horrors…”	  The	  woman	  flew	  out	  of	  her	  seat,	  backing	  away,	  her	  muscles	  tensed	  
and	  ready	  to	  fight.	  Glover	  moved	  to	  counter	  her,	  but	  the	  captain	  ordered	  him	  
to	  return	  to	  his	  chair.	  	  
	   “It’s	  okay,”	  Diaz	  said,	  easing	  out	  of	  her	  seat.	  “In	  our	  universe,	  we	  have	  a	  
saying,	   ‘To	  be	  forewarned	  is	  to	  be	  forearmed’.	   If	  you	  help	  us	  close	  down	  the	  
portal,	  I’ll	  insure	  that	  you	  return	  to	  your	  own	  universe.”	  
	   “No,”	  the	  Bajoran	  was	  adamant.	  “I	  would	  rather	  end	  my	  own	  life	  than	  
witness	   such	   savagery	   again.”	   Sandhurst’s	   skin	   crawled	   at	   Pell’s	   solemn	  
declaration.	  
	   “Okay,”	  Diaz	  said,	   “I	  won’t	  make	  you	  assist	  us.	  But	  you	  will	   remain	   in	  
our	  brig	  until	  we	  have	  finished	  our	  business.	  I’ll	  send	  you	  on	  your	  way	  once	  
its	  safe.”	  
	   “I	  believe	  you	  to	  be	  an	  honorable	  woman	  Captain,”	  Pell	  admitted,	  “But	  
you	  are	  a	   fool.	  From	  what	   I	  can	  tell,	  our	  technological	   level	  rivals	  yours	  and	  
that	  device	  overtook	  our	  ship	  like	  a	  physical,	  living	  thing	  because	  it	  attacked	  
our	   minds,	   shutting	   off	   what	   little	   mercy	   and	   compassion	   we	   possessed,	  
reducing	  us	  to	  beasts.”	  
	   “Well,	   from	   what	   you’ve	   told	   me	   about	   the	   Alliance,	   mercy	   isn’t	   a	  
valued	  commodity,”	  Diaz	  retorted.	  
	   “True,”	  Pell	  nodded.	   “But	  don’t	   think	   this	  machine	  won’t	  discover	   the	  
beasts	  coiling	  underneath	  your	  compassionate	   facades.	   It	  stripped	  away	  our	  
fear,	  the	  only	  thing	  holding	  together	  our	  ship.	  It	  will	  find	  a	  way	  to	  slip	  beneath	  
your	  defenses,	  and	  I	  fear	  the	  carnage	  will	  be	  even	  worse	  because	  you	  pretend	  
to	  be	  something	  that	  you	  are	  not.	  We	  never	  lied	  to	  ourselves.”	  
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	   “We’ll	  take	  every	  precaution,”	  Diaz	  assured	  her,	  but	  Donald	  didn’t	  feel	  
all	   that	   comforted	   by	   the	   captain’s	   confident	   rebuttal.	   “But	   this	   device	  
represents	  too	  grave	  a	  threat	  and	  it	  must	  be	  destroyed.”	  
	   Pell	   straightened,	   her	   face	   going	   slack.	   The	   way	   she	   turned	   off	   her	  
emotions	  was	  chilling.	  “I’ve	  warned	  you	  captain.	  If	  you	  don’t	  turn	  back	  around	  
now,	  you	  will	  live	  to	  regret	  it.”	  
	   “Maybe,”	  Diaz	  quipped,	  “But	  it	  won’t	  be	  the	  first	  time.”	  
	   “I	  promise	  you	  it	  will	  be	  the	  last,”	  Pell	  remarked	  with	  deadly	  certainty.	  
For	  that	  the	  captain	  had	  no	  reply.	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  THIRTEEN	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(After	  Burner	  Lounge)	  
	  
	   Captain’s	   Personal	   Log-‐Supplemental.	   Two	   more	   days	   of	   nothing.	  
After	   inputting	   Glinn	   Pell’s	   course	   corrections,	   we	   still	   haven’t	  
encountered	   the	   rift	   or	   the	   massive	   starship	   that	   the	   woman	   claims	   is	  
rooted	  inside	  the	  portal.	  
	   Everybody’s	  tired	  and	  tempers	  are	  short.	   I	  can’t	  wait	   for	  this	  to	  be	  
over.	  But	  at	  the	  same	  time	  I’m	  afraid	  of	  what	  we	  might	  find	  on	  that	  alien	  
ship,	   or	   the	   alternate	   Ekuva.	   No	   matter	   how	   hard	   I	   try,	   or	   how	   many	  
Aldebaran	   shots	   I	   imbibe,	   I	   can’t	   shake	   that	   brief	   sliver	   of	   fear	   in	   Pell’s	  
eyes.	   It	   was	   so	   total,	   abject.	   Sheer	   actually…with	   a	   gripping	   purity	   that	  
I’ve	  never	  experienced	  nor	  do	  I	  want	  to…	  
	   	  
	   “Care	  for	  another	  Captain?”	  	  
	   Diaz	  put	  down	  her	  stylus	  and	  deactivated	  her	  padd	  before	   looking	  up	  
into	   the	   smiling	   face	   of	   Chief	   Larn,	   the	   bulky	   Lurian	   recreation	   officer	   in	  
charge	  of	  the	  After	  Burner,	  Cuffe’s	  main	  recreation	  lounge.	  
	   “Huh?”	  She	  asked,	  her	  mind	  still	  on	  her	  unfinished	  log	  entry.	  	  
	   “Another	  whisky?”	  He	  inquired,	  cheerily	  enough,	  pointing	  a	  thick	  finger	  
in	  the	  direction	  of	  the	  table.	  Sabrina	  followed	  it	  down	  to	  the	  glass	  in	  front	  of	  
her,	  now	  filled	  only	  with	  melting	  ice.	  
	   “	  No,	  I’m	  fine,”	  she	  said.	  The	  Lurian’s	  slash	  of	  a	  mouth	  drew	  into	  a	  tight	  
line.	  	  
	   “Anything	  you	  would	  like	  to	  discuss	  Sabrina,”	  he	  said	  quiet	  enough	  for	  
only	  her	  to	  hear.	  
	   “No,	   Larn,	   I’m	   fine,”	   she	   lied.	   “Just	   need	   to	   sort	   some	   things	   out	   for	  
myself.”	  For	  a	  moment	  she	  thought	  he	  might	  protest,	  she	  could	  see	  it	  forming	  
on	  his	  blunt	  featured	  face.	  There	  was	  a	  low	  rumble	  in	  his	  throat,	  and	  then	  he	  
turned	  and	  left	  her	  to	  her	  thoughts.	  It	  was	  one	  instance	  that	  she	  hated	  that	  the	  
tenacious	  Lurian	  didn’t	  dig	  in	  his	  heels	  and	  prod	  her	  more	  to	  talk,	  to	  open	  up	  
and	  share	  her	  anxieties.	  
	   It	   might’ve	   felt	   better	   to	   unload	   a	   little	   of	   her	   burden,	   but	   it	   wasn’t	  
something	  she	  could	  easily	  reveal.	  Which	  had	  partly	  been	  her	  problem	  with	  
both	  Nicandro	  and	  her	  children;	  Diaz	  had	  always	  carried	  her	  emotions	  bottled	  
within	  her,	  trying	  to	  use	  her	  will	  power	  to	  rein	  them	  in.	  
	   Instead	  of	  calling	  the	  Lurian	  back	  she	  let	  him	  shamble	  back	  to	  the	  long,	  
fluorescent	   lighted	  bar.	   She	   looked	  away	   from	  him.	  Turning	   to	   the	  gaze	  out	  
the	  lounge’s	  wide	  view	  ports,	  the	  captain	  took	  in	  the	  scope	  of	  the	  storm	  raging	  
around	   them.	   The	   lounge	   was	   bathed	   in	   the	   sickly	   green	   cast	   from	   the	  
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maelstrom.	   Every	   few	   seconds	   she	   could	   hear	   the	   pinging	   of	   the	   gases	   and	  
particles	  rapping	  against	  the	  ship’s	  hull	  like	  hail.	  
	   The	  Tong	  Beak	   looked	  as	  vexed	  as	  she	   felt.	  Perhaps	   the	  universe	  was	  
trying	  to	  tell	  her	  something.	  Diaz	  stood	  up	  from	  her	  seat,	  and	  turned	  her	  back	  
to	   whatever	   message	   was	   hidden	   among	   the	   noxious	   clouds.	   She	   was	   a	  
woman	  who	  didn’t	  care	  for	  subtlety.	  
	   Ambling	  over	  to	  the	  bar,	  she	  slid	  onto	  a	  stool,	  and	  propped	  her	  elbows	  
on	  the	  smooth	  bar	  top.	  Motioning	  Larn	  over,	  his	  eyes	  were	  hopeful	  when	  he	  
reached	  her.	  “I	  think	  I	  will	  take	  another	  whisky,	  Aldebaran	  neat.”	  
	   His	  anticipation	  quickly	  faded	  after	  Diaz	  downed	  the	  stinging	  shot	  and	  
then	  vacated	  the	  lounge,	  her	  problems	  still	  her	  own.	  	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Security	  Detention	  Center)	  
	  
	   Commander	   Glover	   should’ve	   known	   better,	   but	   he	   found	   himself	  
standing	  at	  the	  door	  of	  the	  cell	  anyway.	  “Drop	  the	  field,”	  he	  ordered	  the	  duty	  
guard.	  
	   “Aye	   sir.”	   Terrence	   was	   happy	   that	   the	   young	   Napean	   merely	  
responded	  with	  no	  questions	  asked.	  Nyota	  definitely	  would’ve	  inquired	  about	  
his	  appearance	  here,	  and	  Zim	  probably	  would’ve	  stared	  through	  him	  until	  he	  
found	   an	   answer	   that	  would	   satisfy	   him.	   Or	   that	   he	   could	   at	   least	   tolerate,	  
because	  very	  little	  satisfied	  the	  Zaldan.	  	  	  
	   Pell,	   who	   had	   been	   lying	   on	   her	   cot,	   slowly	   sat	   up	   when	   the	   field	  
crackled	  off.	  Glover	   stepped	   through	   the	   threshold.	  The	  Bajoran	   smiled,	   the	  
gesture	  too	  much	  like	  his	  old	  friend’s.	  “Take	  post	  outside.”	  The	  young	  security	  
guard	  genially	  complied.	  	  
	  
	   “Am	  I	  disturbing	  you?”	  He	  asked	  Pell	  once	  they	  were	  alone,	  his	  throat	  
suddenly	  dry.	  
	   “No,”	   she	   said,	   “Would	   you	   care	   to	   sit?”	   She	   slid	   over	   to	   allow	   him	   a	  
space	  beside	  her.	  
	   He	  shook	  his	  head.	  “No…I	  prefer	  to	  stand.”	  
	   “As	   you	   wish,”	   she	   replied	   nonchalantly.	   “Do	   you	   have	   more	  
questions?”	  
	   “Not…necessarily,”	  Glover	  found	  himself	  growing	  uncomfortably	  warm	  
and	  wanting	  to	  wring	  his	  hands.	  But	  he	  kept	  them	  rigidly	  at	  his	  sides.	  
	   “Then	  what	  is	  the	  purpose	  of	  this	  visit?”	  Her	  voice	  was	  cordial	  enough,	  
but	  her	  eyes	  were	  hard,	  searching.	  
	   “I…wanted	  to	  see	  you,”	  he	  finally	  got	  out.	  
	   “I’m	  flattered,”	  her	  emotionless	  voice	  belying	  the	  statement.	  
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	   “I	  see	  that	  sarcasm	  is	  alive	  and	  well	  even	  in	  a	  parallel	  universe,”	  Glover	  
quipped.	  
	   “Perhaps	  it	  is	  your	  universe	  that	  is	  the	  parallel	  one,”	  Pell	  challenged.	  “It	  
certainly	  seems	  a	  pale	  duplication	  of	  mine.”	  
	   “You	  think	  so?”	  
	   “Of	  course,”	  the	  Bajoran	  retorted.	  “Isn’t	  it	  obvious	  to	  you?”	  
	   “No,	   please	   elaborate.”	   The	   woman	   stretched,	   and	   then	   leaned	   back	  
against	  the	  wall.	  
	   “I’m	  not	   in	   the	  mood	   for	   a	   philosophical	   discussion	   at	   this	   time,”	   she	  
said,	  yawning.	   “I	   feel	   like	   I’ve	  already	  been	   through	  a	  mind	  sifter	  after	  your	  
Captain’s	  briefing.”	  
	   “That’s	  not	   funny.”	  Glover	  remarked,	  a	  horrid	   image	  of	  Danvers	  being	  
tortured	  flitted	  through	  his	  mind.	  	  
	   “Especially	   in	   light	   to	   the	   unfortunate	   fate	   of	   the	   Terran	   agent,	  
Danvers?”	  Pell	  cooed.	  Both	  his	  face	  and	  heart	  hardened.	  
	   “Maybe	  it’s	  best	  that	  I	  leave.”	  
	   “If	  that’s	  what	  you	  wish,”	  Pell	  paused,	  “But	  I	  don’t	  think	  you	  want	  to.”	  
Before	   Glover	   could	   reply,	   Pell	   stood	   up	   and	   walked	   quickly	   to	   him.	   She	  
wrapped	  her	  hand	  around	  his,	  her	  skin	  hot,	  his	  tingling,	  and	  led	  him	  back	  to	  
the	  bench.	  
	   He	  sat	  down	  beside	  her,	  pulling	  his	  hand	  out	  of	  her	  grasp,	  though	  there	  
was	  a	  part	  of	  him	  that	  didn’t	  want	  to.	  And	  that	  made	  him	  feel	  creepy.	  He	  had	  
never	   looked	  at	  Ojana	  as	  anything	  more	  than	  a	  good	  friend,	  a	  near	  sister,	  or	  
had	   there	  always	  been	   something	  more?	  Was	   that	   the	   real	   reason	  he	  didn’t	  
like	  Donald	   Sandhurst?	  That	   the	  unassuming	   engineer	   had	  won	  Pell’s	   heart	  
and	  he	  hadn’t?	  	  
	   The	  thought	  disgusted	  him,	  but	  at	   the	  moment	  he	  couldn’t	  summarily	  
dismiss	   it.	  Being	  so	  close	   to	   this	  woman	  who	  not	  only	  resembled	  Ojana,	  but	  
was	   her,	   it	   was	   almost	   overwhelming.	   Glover	   was	   speechless	   for	   a	   few	  
moments,	  his	  throat	  closing	  up.	  
	   “You’re	  perspiring,”	  Pell	  observed.	  “Are	  you	  well?	  I	  know	  that	  Terrans	  
generally	  are	  vulnerable	  to	  humid	  conditions,	  but	  the	  increased	  temperature	  
in	   this	   room	   can’t	   be	   that	   terrible.	   Unless	   the	   humans	   of	   this	   universe	   are	  
weaker	  than	  our	  workers.”	  	  
	   “Humans	   are	   not	   workers,”	   he	   said	   tightly,	   glad	   that	   the	   woman’s	  
arrogant	  banter	  activated	  his	  anger.	  
	   “In	  my	  universe	  they	  are,”	  Pell	  countered.	  “And	  rightly	  so.	  They	  brought	  
it	  on	  themselves.”	  
	   “Listen,	  I	  didn’t	  come	  here	  to	  debate	  with	  you.”	  
	   “That’s	  a	  relief.”	  
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	   “Damn	  it	  woman,”	  Glover	  snorted,	  turning	  away	  from	  her.	  She	  reached	  
around,	  her	  hand	  on	  his	  cheek	  first	  and	  then	  his	  chin.	  He	  allowed	  her	  to	  pull	  
his	  head	  back	  around	  to	  look	  at	  her.	  	  
	   “What	  are	  you	  here	   for	   then?”	  She	   said,	  her	  voice	   low,	  her	  eyes	   filled	  
with	  a	  shocking	  depth	  of	  compassion.	  Pell	  reached	  out	  again,	  gingerly	  tugging	  
on	   his	   right	   earlobe.	   “Your	   pagh	   is	   very	   turbulent.	   What’s	   troubling	   you	  
Commander?”	  	  
	   “You	   look	   so	   much	   like	   her,”	   Glover	   said,	   nearly	   breathless.	   “In	   this	  
universe,	  Pell…Ojana	  is	  one	  of	  my	  closest	  friends.	  She	  saved	  my	  life.”	  
	   “How	  did	  she	  do	  that?”	  
	   “I	  was	  sick	  once,	  a	  plague…Orkett’s	  disease.”	  The	  woman’s	  face	  pinched	  
at	   the	  mention	   of	   the	   disease.	   “It	   exists	   in	   your	   universe	   too?”	   She	   nodded.	  
Glover	   continued,	   “Pell	   donated	   her	   blood	   platelets	   to	   be	   replicated	   and	  
bonded	   to	   mine,	   altering	   my	   blood.	   The	   procedure	   gave	   my	   body	   the	  
necessary	   antibodies	   to	   defeat	   the	   virus.	   You	   could	   say	   that	   we	   share	   the	  
same	  blood.”	  The	  woman’s	  face	  darkened,	  but	  she	  remained	  quiet.	  
	   After	  a	  few	  more	  silent	  minutes,	  Pell	  spoke,	  “I	  didn’t	  think	  such	  a	  thing	  
would	  be	  possible:	  Bajoran	  blood	  being	  compatible	  to	  Terran	  blood.”	  
	   “Well,	  it	  wasn’t	  a	  simple	  transfusion,”	  Glover	  corrected.	  “It	  took	  a	  little	  
elbow	  work	  from	  a	  Federation	  hematologist	  at	  the	  hospital	  I	  was	  sent	  to.	  But	  
my	   life	   symbolizes	   that	   humans	   and	   Bajorans	   share	  more	   in	   common	   than	  
you	  might	  think.”	  
	   “That’s	   revolting,”	   Pell	   replied.	   “If	   the	   Alliance	   ever	   discovered	   that,	  
they	  might	  reduce	  us	  to	  chattel	  like	  you.	  We	  were	  once	  subjects	  of	  the	  Terran	  
Empire,	  and	  we	  will	  not	  yield	  before	  another	  alien	  power	  again.”	  
	   “From	   what	   you’ve	   told	   us,	   it	   just	   seems	   like	   you’ve	   switched	   new	  
masters	  is	  all,”	  Glover	  said.	  
	   “No,”	   Pell	   shook	   her	   head	   strongly.	   “We	   are	   valued	   members	   in	   the	  
Alliance,	  partners.”	  
	   “If	  you	  say	  so,”	  Glover	  replied	  as	  nonchalantly	  as	  possible.	  Pell	  pointed	  
to	  the	  pins	  running	  along	  the	  upraised	  collar	  of	  her	  uniform.	  “I	  am	  a	  Glinn	  in	  
the	  Alliance	  military,	  and	  my	  mate	  was	  a	  Science	  Officer.	  We	  never	  had	  such	  
opportunities	  under	  Tiberius.”	  
	   “But	  it	  could	  always	  be	  better,”	  Glover	  pointed	  out.	  Pell’s	  face	  closed	  up,	  
but	  her	  eyes	  flashed	  with	  acceptance	  of	  his	  observation.	  
	   “So,	   is	   that	   your	   purpose	   for	   coming	   here	   Terrence,”	   she	   said,	  
unsettling	  him	  with	  the	  usage	  of	  his	  first	  name,	  “to	  unnerve	  me	  with	  fears	  that	  
humans	   and	  Bajorans	   have	   a	   common,	   damning	   bond?	   This	   Federation	   has	  
more	  subtle	  psychological	  warfare	  techniques	  than	  you’ve	  let	  on.”	  
	   “I	  didn’t	   come	  here	   to	  upset	  you,”	  he	  said.	   “To	  be	  honest,	   I	  wanted	   to	  
just	  see	  you…to	  get	  a	  closer	  look.	  You	  are	  so	  similar	  to	  my	  friend.”	  	  
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	   “But	  I’m	  not	  her.”	  Pell	  absently	  touched	  the	  ceremonial	  earring	  hanging	  
from	  her	  left	  ear,	  Glover’s	  sudden	  intense	  scrutiny	  making	  her	  fidget.	  Outside	  
of	   the	   uniform,	   it	   was	   the	   only	   other	   divergence	   between	   this	   Pell	   and	   his	  
friend.	   Ojana,	   like	  most	   followers	   of	   the	   Prophets,	   wore	   her	   earring	   in	   her	  
right	  ear.	  
	   “I	   know	   that…”	  
	   “No,	  you	  don’t.”	  She	  replied,	  reaching	  out	  and	  grasping	  his	  head	  in	  both	  
of	  her	  hands.	  Before	  he	  knew	  what	  she	  was	  doing,	  her	  lips	  were	  covering	  his,	  
and	  her	  tongue	  was	  sliding	  between	  them.	  	  
	   Glover	   found	   that	   he	   couldn’t	   pull	   away,	   even	   though	   he	   knew	   he	  
should.	   Everything	   that	   had	   happened	   to	   him	   over	   the	   last	   several	   weeks	  
collided	   inside	  him	  at	   once	   and	  he	   found	  himself	  melting.	  A	   furnace	   roared	  
inside	  him,	   and	  he	   instead	  of	   pushing	  Pell	   back,	   he	  pulled	  her	   forward.	   She	  
didn’t	  protest.	  	  
	   Instead	  she	  slid	  back	  along	  the	  cot,	  and	  he	  found	  himself	  on	  top	  of	  her,	  
his	  hands	  roving	  over	  her	  curves,	  teasing	  her	  gentle	  crests.	  	  
	   “What	  the	  hell	  is	  going	  on	  here?”	  Glover	  sat	  up	  with	  a	  jolt	  as	  if	  he	  had	  
touched	  a	   live	  conduit	  wire.	  Pell,	  her	  hair	   tousled	  and	  her	   face	   flushed	  with	  
desire,	  followed	  suit.	  
	   Lt.	   Sandhurst	  was	   standing	   in	   the	   threshold,	   abject	   shock	  on	  his	   face.	  
Embarrassed,	  his	  face	  aflame	  with	  shame,	  Terrence	  was	  speechless.	  
	   “He	   is	   the	   commander,”	   Pell	   said.	   “Your	   superior…and	   mine	   for	   the	  
moment.	  He	  can	  do	  whatever	  he	  wants.”	  
	   “Oh	  my…”	  Donald	  said,	  his	   features	   twisting	  with	  disgust.	   “How	  could	  
you	  take	  advantage	  of	  a	  prisoner	  sir?”	  
	   “What?”	  Glover	  was	  now	  animated.	  “That’s	  not	  what	  happened!	  Not	  at	  
all!”	  
	   “But…”	  Sandhurst	  started,	  but	  Terrence	  cut	  him	  off.	  He	  stood	  up	  to	  his	  
full,	  menacing	  height.	  
	   “What	  happened	  here…was	  inappropriate,	  but	  it’s	  not	  what	  you	  think.”	  
	   “Then	  what	  should	  I	  think?”	  The	  engineer	  asked.	  
	   “I	   don’t	  have	   to	   answer	   to	   you,”	  Glover	   snapped.	   “I	   am	  your	   superior	  
officer.”	  Pell	  laughed	  softly	  behind	  him.	  The	  commander	  whipped	  around	  on	  
her.	  “This	  was	  all	  a	  game	  to	  you,	  wasn’t	  it?”	  
	   “No,”	   she	   said,	   though	   there	   was	   a	   specter	   of	   a	   smile	   on	   her	   face,	  
“You’ve	  experienced	  a	  great	   loss,	   I	   sensed	   it	   in	  your	  pagh.	   I’ve	  had	  a	  similar	  
loss.	  Things	  seemed	  to	  take	  a	  natural	  course	  after	  that.”	  
	   “Oh.”	   Donald	   said,	   backing	   away	   from	   the	   cell,	   his	   face	   beat	   red.	   “I	  
didn’t	  mean	  to	  intrude.”	  
	   “You’re	  not,”	  Glover	  said	  harshly,	   tugging	  on	  his	   tunic	   to	  straighten	   it.	  
“Were	  you	  looking	  for	  me	  Lieutenant?”	  
	   “Umm…no,	  Sir,”	  Sandhurst	  stammered.	  “I	  came	  to	  see	  Pell.”	  
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	   The	  woman	  smiled.	  “How	  can	  I	  help	  you	  Lieutenant?”	  
	   “Nothing…I	  was	  just…checking	  up	  on	  you.”	  
	   “That’s	  very	  considerate,”	  the	  Bajoran	  replied.	  “I	  am	  doing	  well.”	  
	   “I	  can	  see.”	  
	   “What’s	   that	   supposed	   to	   mean?”	   Glover	   snapped.	   “I’m	   sorry,”	   he	  
hurriedly	   added	   before	   Donald	   could	   respond.	   “I’ve	   got	   some	   business	   to	  
attend	  to.”	  	  
	   Rife	  with	  embarrassment,	  Terrence	   sped	  out	  of	   the	  Detention	  Center,	  
not	  looking	  back.	  	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Deck	  Six)	  
	  
	   “Don’t	  Vulcans	  ever	  sleep?”	  Glover	  hid	  his	  distress	  behind	  a	  sly	  grin.	  
	   “Unlike	  humans,	  Vulcans	  require	  very	  little	  sleep,”	  remarked	  Lt.	  Simus,	  
sitting	   in	   the	   middle	   of	   the	   living	   quarters	   of	   his	   suite,	   legs	   folded,	   and	   a	  
glowing	   candle	   in	   front	   of	   him.	  Despite	   the	   fact	   that	   he	   had	   gotten	   off	   duty	  
with	  Terrence	  about	  four	  hours	  ago,	  he	  was	  still	  dressed	  in	  his	  gold	  and	  black	  
uniform.	  “We	  are	  as	  replenished	  by	  a	  few	  hours	  of	  meditation	  as	  your	  species	  
is	  by	  a	  double	  amount	  of	  time	  slumbering.”	  
	   “That’s	  good	  to	  know,”	  Glover	  said,	  “May	  I	  enter?”	  
	   “Of	  course,”	  the	  Vulcan	  nodded.	  “Please	  enter.”	  When	  the	  doors	  closed	  
behind	  Glover,	  he	  was	  enveloped	   in	  darkness,	   the	  scant	   light	  of	   the	  singular	  
candle	  the	  only	  illumination	  in	  the	  room.	  He	  used	  it,	  as	  well	  as	  the	  sweet	  smell	  
of	  its	  burning	  tallow	  to	  lead	  him	  over	  to	  the	  Tactical	  Officer.	  
	   Without	  asking,	  Glover	  sat	  down	  opposite	  from	  the	  Vulcan,	  crossing	  his	  
legs	   in	   like	  manner.	   Though	   he	   didn’t	   consider	   Simus	   a	   friend,	   he	   shared	   a	  
love	  of	  martial	  history	  with	   the	  Vulcan.	  At	   first	   it	  had	   thrown	  Terrence	   that	  
Simus	  would	   be	   a	  military	   history	   buff.	   Glover	   had	   always	   bought	   into	   the	  
popular	  perception	  of	  Vulcans	  being	  a	  pacifistic	  people.	  He	  had	  learned	  very	  
early	  on	  from	  Simus	  that	  that	  hadn’t	  always	  been	  the	  case.	  	  
	   He	   had	   regaled	   Glover	   with	   stories	   of	   Vulcan’s	  more	   violent	   past,	   as	  
well	  his	  own	  scrapes	  against	  the	  Klingons	  when	  he	  had	  first	  entered	  the	  Fleet	  
almost	   sixty	   years	   ago.	   He	   had	   left	   the	   service	   several	   times	   for	   a	   host	   of	  
reasons,	  some	  he	  was	  reluctant	  to	  reveal.	  Pushing	  close	  to	  eighty	  years	  of	  age,	  
Simus’s	  vibrant	  appearance	  was	  quite	  deceptive.	  
	   Simus	  had	  also	  been	  involved	  in	  the	  Exchange	  Officer	  program,	  doing	  a	  
year	   of	   instruction	   in	   Federation	   military	   history	   at	   the	   famed	   Klingon	  
military	   academy	   on	   Ogat.	   	   Both	   of	   the	   emotional	   shells	   the	   men	   had	  
constructed	  around	  them,	  Simus’s	  a	  result	  of	  his	  Vulcan	  heritage	  and	  Glover’s	  
born	  of	  his	  clandestine	  mission,	  had	  cracked	  slightly	  after	  Diaz	  had	  mentioned	  
their	  shared	  experience	  in	  passing.	  
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	   Terrence	  had	  had	  very	   little	   time	  to	  scour	  over	   the	  service	  records	  of	  
the	  senior	  staff	  before	  he	  came	  on	  board,	  and	  the	  revelation	  had	  taken	  him	  by	  
surprise.	   Since	   that	   initial	   meeting,	   he	   had	  made	   frequent	   visits	   to	   Simus’s	  
quarters	   to	   discuss	   Klingon	   culture	   and	   martial	   arts,	   in	   addition	   to	   other	  
topics.	  
	   Simus	  was	  also	  Glover’s	  primary	  partner	  in	  his	  holodeck	  recreations	  of	  
famous	  historical	  battles.	  	  
	   “This	   is	   an	   odd	   hour	   to	   seek	  meditation,”	   Simus	   said,	   “for	   a	   human.”	  
Glover	  gave	  a	  little	  laugh.	  
	   “You	   still	   have	  much	   to	   learn	   about	  us,”	  Terrence	   replied,	   taking	   in	   a	  
deep	  whiff	  of	   the	  soothing	  candle	  before	  he	  continued,	   “the	  dead	  of	  night	   is	  
perhaps	  the	  best	  time	  to	  seek	  solace.”	  
	   “I	  must	  remind	  you	  Commander	  that	  T’Sheni	  remains	  a	  pleasing	  mate,”	  
Simus	  said,	  his	  face	  deadpan.	  
	   “Was	  that	  a	  joke?”	  	  
	   “Vulcans	  do	  not	  joke.”	  
	   “Now	  that’s	  a	  lie.”	  
	   “Vulcans	  do	  not	  lie.”	  
	   “Post-‐Reformation	  you	  mean?”	  	  
	   “Good	  one.”	  Simus	  replied,	  a	  glint	  of	  humor	  in	  his	  cold	  eyes.	  Glover	  was	  
honored	  that	  the	  Vulcan	  felt	  comfortable	  enough	  with	  him	  to	  reveal	  flashes	  of	  
the	   emotions	   bubbling	   beneath	   his	   placid	   veneer.	   “You	   appear	   troubled	  
Commander.	  How	  might	  I	  be	  of	  assistance?”	  
	   The	   abrupt	   change	   in	   the	   flow	   of	   the	   conversation	   threw	   Glover	   off.	  
Momentarily	  at	  a	   loss	  for	  words,	  his	  need	  to	  eject	  all	  of	  the	  roiling	  emotions	  
churning	  inside	  him	  crashing	  against	  his	  reticence	  over	  letting	  anyone	  else	  on	  
the	   ship	  besides	  Diaz	   know	  how	  close	   to	   the	   edge	  he	  was.	  The	   long	   silence	  
caused	  Simus	   to	  raise	  an	  eyebrow	  and	   tilt	  his	  head	  as	   if	   studying	  a	  new	   life	  
form,	  and	  in	  many	  ways	  he	  was.	  
	   Terrence	  wasn’t	   the	  man	  he	  had	  been	  only	   a	   few	  weeks	   ago.	  He	  was	  
something	  else	  entirely,	  stripped	  open,	  vulnerable,	  pliable,	  and	  he	  detested	  it,	  
this	  thing	  that	  Nya’s	  selfish	  callousness	  had	  created.	  But	  could	  he	  solely	  place	  
the	  blame	  at	  her	  feet?	  
	   “Perhaps	  I	  should	  go,”	  Glover	  said,	  the	  best	  he	  could	  come	  up	  with	  after	  
several	  anxious	  minutes.	  “I	  didn’t	  mean	  to	  disrupt	  your	  meditation.”	  
	   “As	  you	  humans	  are	   fond	  of	   saying,	   it’s	  no	  big	  deal,”	   Simus	   shrugged.	  
“In	  fact,	  I	  was	  planning	  on	  practicing	  with	  the	  lirpa	  before	  I	  turned	  in	  for	  the	  
night.”	  He	  glanced	  at	   the	   two	  weapons	   crossed	   together	  on	   the	  wall.	  Glover	  
could	  barely	  see	  them	  in	  the	  darkness,	  though	  he	  was	  fairly	  familiar	  with	  the	  
staff-‐like	  weapons.	  
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	   In	  exchange	  for	  teaching	  the	  Vulcan	  Mok’bara,	  Simus	  was	  reciprocating	  
with	   Suus	   Mahna	   techniques.	   The	   ancient	   Vulcan	   martial	   art	   was	   in	   many	  
ways	  more	  lethal	  than	  its	  Klingon	  counterpart.	  
	   Simus	   was	   also	   instructing	   Glover	   in	   the	   usage	   of	   ancient	   Vulcan	  
weapons	  such	  as	   the	   lirpa.	  The	   long	  weapon	  had	  a	   fan-‐shaped	  blade	  on	  one	  
end	  and	  a	  club	  on	  the	  other.	  	  
	   The	  commander	  was	  just	  getting	  accustomed	  to	  the	  weapon	  that	  dealt	  
pain	  on	  both	  ends,	  whereas	  the	  Klingon	  weapons	  he	  was	  passably	  skilled	  in:	  
the	  tajtiq,	  qis,	  dk’tahg,	  chuHwI’,	  mek’leth,	  and	  bat’leth	  were	  all	  bladed	  weapons	  
designed	  for	  more	  close	  quarter,	  straightforward	  offense.	  
	   “Sure,”	  he	  said,	  hoping	  that	  a	  good	  work	  out	  would	  take	  his	  mind	  off	  of	  
the	   encounter	   in	   the	  Brig.	  He	   could	   still	   taste	  Pell’s	   lips,	   and	   the	   feel	   of	   her	  
tongue	  entwining	  in	  his	  own.	  Why	  had	  he	  done	  that?	  How	  could	  he	  have	  done	  
that?	  	  
	   There	  was	  no	  way	  he	  could	  justify	  it.	   It	   felt	  so	  wrong,	  but	  at	  the	  same	  
time,	  so	  right.	  Natural	  even.	  Had	  he	  always	  felt	  this	  way	  about	  Ojana,	  and	  had	  
been	  hiding	  it	  from	  himself,	  lying	  to	  himself?	  If	  so,	  why?	  	  
	   Glover	  was	  a	  man	  who	  always	  had	  known	  what	  he	  wanted,	  declared	  it,	  
and	  accomplished	  it.	  His	  audacity	  was	  something	  that	  had	  impressed	  his	  last	  
commander,	  Captain	  Borte	  of	  the	  Dorna.	  She	  had	  often	  wondered	  aloud	  if	  he	  
had	  Klingon	  ancestry.	  	  
	   The	  only	  non-‐human	  blood	  in	  his	  veins	  belonged	  to	  Pell,	  and	  perhaps	  it	  
was	  for	  that	  reason	  that	  he	  felt	  such	  a	  connection	  to	  the	  woman,	  and	  even	  her	  
doppelganger.	  	  
	   Terrence	  really	  didn’t	  know.	  It	  troubled	  him,	  but	  he	  didn’t	  know	  what	  
to	  do	  about	  it.	  “I’m	  ready	  when	  you	  are,”	  he	  told	  the	  patient	  Vulcan.	  
	   “Lights,”	   Simus	   said	   softly.	   The	   computer	   returned	   the	   room	   to	   its	  
normal	   illumination.	   The	  Vulcan	  blew	  out	   the	   candle,	   stood	  up,	   and	  walked	  
around	  Terrence.	  	  
	   Perhaps	   after	   I	   drain	   this	   nervous	   energy,	   I’ll	   be	   able	   to	   think	   more	  
clearly,	   Glover	   told	   himself	   as	   he	   uncrossed	   his	   legs	   and	   stood	   up.	   He	  
stretched,	  his	  bones	  creaking	  while	  Simus	  removed	  the	  two	  lirpas	  from	  their	  
mount	  on	  the	  wall.	  	  
	   They	   normally	   practiced	   in	   the	   holodeck,	   but	   with	   the	   holographic	  
chamber	  was	  shut	  down,	  its	  power	  siphoned	  off	  to	  the	  shields	  and	  structural	  
integrity	  systems.	  Simus’s	  suite	  was	  Spartan	  enough,	  that	  his	   living	  quarters	  
provided	  a	  near	  perfect	  arena.	  	  
	   After	  he	  felt	  limber	  enough,	  Terrence	  bent	  down,	  and	  grabbed	  the	  dish	  
with	   the	   candle	   and	   placed	   it	   in	   the	   cabin’s	   kitchenette.	  When	  he	   returned,	  
Simus	  was	  holding	  a	  lirpa	  in	  each	  hand.	  
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	   “Catch,”	   the	   Vulcan	   said,	   throwing	   one	   of	   the	   weapons.	   Without	  
thinking,	  Terrence	  snatched	  the	  deadly	  missile	  out	  of	  the	  air,	  twirling	  around	  
as	  he	  crouched	  into	  a	  battle	  stanch.	  
	   “Bring	   it,”	   Terrence	  was	   barely	   able	   to	   get	   out,	   before	   Simus	  was	   on	  
him.	  The	  Vulcan	  might	  wind	  up	  being	  a	   friend	  yet,	  Glover	  thought	  before	  he	  
gave	  himself	  over	  fully	  to	  the	  duel.	  	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Main	  Engineering)	  
	  
	   Donald	   Sandhurst	   was	   swooning.	   After	   catching	   Commander	   Glover	  
and	   the	   alternate	   universe	   Pell	   in	   a	   compromising	   position,	   the	   following	  
conversation	  he	  had	  had	  with	  the	  woman	  had	  been	  even	  more	  surreal.	  
	   He	  had	  wanted	   to	   turn	  and	   leave	   immediately,	  but	  Glover	  had	  beaten	  
him	  to	   the	  punch.	  And	  Donald	  hadn’t	   come	  up	  with	  a	  good	  excuse	   to	  not	   to	  
continue	  with	  his	  original	  intention	  to	  learn	  more	  about	  the	  woman.	  	  
	   But	  throughout	  their	  brief	  talk,	  he	  couldn’t	  get	  the	  image	  of	  Glover	  on	  
top	  of	  Pell	  out	  of	  his	  mind.	   It	  had	  made	  him	  feel	  sick,	  dirty,	  and	  he	  hated	  to	  
admit	   it…jealous.	   Ever	   since	   Glover	   had	   come	   aboard	   Cuffe,	   and	   Ojana	   had	  
spoke	  about	  him	  in	  such	  glowing	  terms,	   it	  had	  planted	  a	  seed	  of	  curiosity	  in	  
Sandhurst	  that	  he	  had	  tried	  to	  leave	  untended,	  hoping	  it	  would	  wither	  away.	  
	   It	  really	  hadn’t,	  especially	  after	  Donald	  couldn’t	  reconcile	  the	  steadfast,	  
caring	  friend	  Pell	  described	  with	  the	  inconsolable	  taskmaster	  he	  saw.	  Out	  of	  
respect	  for	  Ojana,	  Donald	  had	  tried	  not	  to	  discuss	  Glover,	  afraid	  that	  he	  might	  
reveal	  his	  own	  displeasure	  for	  the	  man’s	  style,	  if	  not	  the	  man	  himself.	  He	  also	  
didn’t	  want	   to	   tempt	   himself	   into	   asking	   Pell	   about	   the	   exact	   nature	   of	   her	  
bond	  with	  Glover.	  
	   The	  Bajoran	  had	   intimated	   that	   a	   transfusion	  of	   her	   blood	  had	   saved	  
Glover’s	   life	   years	   ago,	   but	   their	   closeness	   seemed	   a	   bit	   more	   than	   that.	  
Sandhurst	  didn’t	  pry,	  though	  he	  really	  wanted	  to.	  
	   He	  was	  glad	   that	   the	  nebula	  cut	  off	   subspace	  communication	  because	  
Donald	  was	  half	  tempted	  to	  contact	  Pell	  on	  the	  Chevalier	  and	  demand	  a	  fuller	  
accounting	  of	  her	  relationship	  with	  Commander	  Glover.	  
	   Sweeping	  into	  Engineering,	  his	  eyes	  were	  squarely	  locked	  on	  his	  office	  
entrance.	  Not	  even	  the	  soft	  thrumming	  and	  pale	  blue	  glow	  of	  the	  intermixing	  
warp	  chamber	  could	  distract	  him.	  He	  generally	  liked	  to	  pause	  from	  his	  work	  
to	  gaze	  into	  the	  swirling	  gases	  of	  the	  towering	  chamber,	  watching	  the	  clash	  of	  
matter	  and	  antimatter	  that	  powered	  the	  ship.	  
	   But	  not	   today,	  he	  knew.	  Donald	  wanted	   the	   comfort,	   the	   safety	  of	  his	  
office.	  He	  would	  check	  to	  see	  if	  T’Shanir	  had	  left	  any	  updates	  about	  the	  data	  
retrieval	   project,	   and	   maybe	   even	   write	   a	   letter	   to	   Pell	   expunging	   his	  
thoughts.	   He	   sometimes	   did	   that,	  writing	   long	   hand	   in	   a	   journal	   filled	  with	  
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actual	  paper.	   It	  had	  been	  another	  kooky	  gift	   from	  Aviel	  upon	  his	  graduation	  
from	  the	  Academy.	  His	  sister	  had	  a	  penchant	  for	  off	  the	  wall	  gifts.	  	  
	   Only	   recently	  had	  he	  begun	   really	   committing	   the	   time	   to	  writing	  his	  
thoughts	   down.	   A	   very	   private	   man,	   he	   nonetheless	   kept	   the	   journal	   in	   a	  
drawer	  in	  his	  office;	  mainly	  because	  he	  spent	  more	  time	  there	  than	  he	  did	  in	  
his	  personal	  suite.	  
	   Stuck	   between	   random	   thoughts,	   were	   several	   missives	   he	   wrote	   to	  
Pell,	  revealing	  his	  true	  feelings	  for	  her	  which	  he	  hadn’t	  been	  able	  to	  verbalize.	  
He	  had	  never	  given	  them	  to	  her,	  and	  he	  knew	  he	  never	  would.	  He	  didn’t	  feel	  
right	  not	  being	  able	  to	  tell	  her	  how	  he	  felt.	  
	   When	  the	  doors	  parted,	  Donald	  stopped	  dead	  in	  his	  tracks.	  Commander	  
Laurent	  was	  sitting	  in	  his	  chair,	  a	  tricorder	  gripped	  in	  his	  hands.	  Behind	  him	  
stood	   Ensign	   T’Shanir,	   her	   face	   pale,	   her	   eyes	   haunted.	   Sandhurst’s	   spine	  
immediately	  iced.	  
	   “What	   is	   it?”	   For	   an	   insane	   second,	  Donald	  wondered	   if	   the	  man	  had	  
read	  his	  journal.	  	  
	   “Please	   step	   inside,”	   Laurent	   said,	   his	   voice	   now	   even	   devoid	   of	   any	  
faux	  courtesy.	  Once	  Sandhurst	  had	  crossed	  the	  threshold,	  and	  the	  doors	  had	  
closed	   behind	   him,	   Laurent	  motioned	   for	   Donald	   to	   approach	   the	   desk.	   He	  
stood	  up	  slowly,	  trembling.	  
	   “Sir,	   did	  Dr.	  Nemato	   clear	   you?”	   Sandhurst	   asked,	   concerned.	  Despite	  
the	  man’s	  amazing	  recuperative	  powers,	  he	  still	  appeared	  very	  weak,	  and	  his	  
skin	  had	  a	  sickly	  jaundiced	  cast.	  
	   “Look	  at	   this,”	  Laurent	  replied,	  holding	  out	   the	   tricorder.	  Donald	   took	  
the	  proffered	  device	   reluctantly,	   afraid	  of	   its	   contents.	  Quickly	   scanning	   the	  
data	  contained	  on	  it,	  his	  fears	  were	  justified.	  
	   Sandhurst’s	   knees	   buckled,	   and	   he	   quickly	   stumbled	   to	   the	   nearest	  
chair,	  falling	  into	  it.	  
	   “Lieutenant?”	   T’Shanir	   moved	   behind	   the	   desk,	   genuine	   concern	  
riveting	  her	  voice.	  But	  Donald	  was	  too	  shaken	  to	  respond.	  His	  eyes	  were	  still	  
glued	  to	  the	  small	  screen,	  but	  his	  grip	  on	  reality	  was	  momentarily	  tenuous.	  
	   “This…this	  is	  impossible.”	  
	   “No,	   not	   as	   incredulous	   as	   you	   might	   believe,”	   Laurent	   said	   softly,	  
resuming	  his	  position	   in	  Donald’s	   chair.	   “T’Shanir	  discovered	   these	   findings	  
herself,	   and	   after	   she	   informed	   me,	   I	   ordered	   her	   to	   conduct	   a	   level	   four	  
diagnostic	  which	  has	  netted	  even	  more	  evidence	  of	  a	  conspiracy.”	  
	   “I	   can’t	   believe	   it.”	   Sandhurst	   gasped.	   “Captain	   Diaz	   and	   Commander	  
Glover	  might	  both	  be	  traitors?	  Unbelievable.”	  	  
	   “The	  evidence	  is	  pretty	  convincing,”	  T’Shanir	  said,	  her	  voice	  squeaking	  
slightly.	   “And	   the	   diagnostic	   uncovered	   further	   sabotage	   to	   the	   engineering	  
mainframe,	  a	  demagnetizing	  code	  that	  would’ve	  destabilized	  the	  warp	  core’s	  
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magnetic	   field,	   causing	   a	   breach	   as	   soon	   as	  we	   jumped	   to	  warp	   speed.	   The	  
encryption	  had	  an	  Elgol-‐black	  marker.”	  
	   “Cardassians?”	  Donald	  glanced	  down	  at	   the	   tricorder	  again,	   thumbing	  
until	  he	  ran	  across	  that	  bit	  of	  information.	  He	  shook	  his	  head,	  unable	  to	  speak.	  
	   “It	   appeared	   that	   your	   ship	   was	   caught	   in	   pincers,	   from	   both	   the	  
Brigade	  and	  the	  Cardassians,”	  Laurent	  said.	  
	   “Brigade?”	  Donald	  said.	  “The	  Pell	  alternate	  had	  said	  something	  about	  a	  
Brigade	  in	  passing	  earlier.	  What	  does	  that	  have	  to	  do	  with	  this?”	  	  
	   “What	   I	   reveal	   to	   both	   of	   you	   now	   never	   leaves	   this	   room.”	   Laurent	  
paused,	   waiting	   for	   both	   Sandhurst	   and	   T’Shanir	   to	   nod	   their	   assent.	   Once	  
they	  did,	  Laurent	  continued.	  
	   “I’m	   not	   merely	   a	   member	   of	   the	   S.C.E;	   I	   also	   work	   for	   Starfleet	  
Intelligence.”	  Laurent	  paused	  again,	  waiting	  for	  the	  shock	  to	  recede.	  T’Shanir	  
hid	  whatever	   surprise	   she	   had	  well.	   A	   lump	   formed	   in	   Donald’s	   throat.	   He	  
pushed	  it	  down,	  and	  nodded	  for	  the	  man	  to	  continue.	  	  
	   “For	  almost	  three	  years	  now,	  SI	  has	  been	  tracking	  a	  mysterious	  guerilla	  
group	  of	  Federation	  citizens	  that	  calls	  itself	  the	  Brigade.	  They	  are	  much	  more	  
amorphous	   and	   dangerous	   than	   the	   few	  more	   vocal	   dissident	   groups,	   both	  
violent	   and	   non-‐violent	   that	   sprung	   up	   in	   the	   wake	   of	   the	   Cardassian-‐
Federation	  peace	  talks.”	  
	   “What	   makes	   this	   Brigade	   so	   particularly	   dangerous?”	   Sandhurst	  
asked.	  
	   “The	  Brigade	  presents	  a	  greater	  threat	  because	  SI	  has	  strong	  suspicion,	  
and	   now	   conclusive	   evidence	   that	   high-‐ranking	   Starfleet	   officers	   were	  
involved	   in	   supplying	   weapons	   and	   sensitive	   information	   to	   them.	   I	   was	  
placed	  on	  this	  ship	  to	  root	  out	  traitors,	  and	  it	  appears	  with	  your	  help	  that	  I’ve	  
been	  successful.”	  	  
	   “Hold	  on,”	   Sandhurst	   said.	   “This	  data	  doesn’t	   implicate	   the	   captain	  or	  
commander.”	  
	   “You’re	  right,”	  Laurent	  admitted,	  “but	   it	  does	  reveal	   that	  both	  Captain	  
Diaz	   and	   Commander	   Glover	   recently	   sent	   encrypted	  messages,	   	   hidden	   on	  
piggybacked	   tachyon	  waves,	   and	   that	   a	   recursive	   subroutine	  was	   set	   up	   to	  
scrub	  the	  computer	  core	  of	  traces	  for	  either	  one	  or	  both	  of	  them.	  
	   In	  addition,	  Sonia	  Diaz,	  the	  captain’s	  daughter,	  is	  a	  well	  known	  civilian	  
advocate	   against	   détente,	   and	   Captain	   Diaz	   is	   a	   Cardassian	   War	   veteran	  
whose	   home	   planet	   is	   along	   the	   shared	   border.	   That	   is	   enough	   for	   me	   to	  
surmise	   she	   would	   be	   sympathetic	   to	   the	   Brigade’s	   cause,	   if	   not	   actively	  
helping	  them.”	  
	   Even	   though	   he	   hated	   to	   admit	   it,	   Donald	   couldn’t	   deny	   that	   Laurent	  
did	   have	   a	   point.	   “But	   what	   about	   Commander	   Glover?	   What	   motivation	  
would	  he	  have	  to	  join	  such	  an	  extralegal	  group?”	  
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	   “Commander	   Glover	   was	   recently	   restricted	   to	   quarters	   due	   to	   an	  
outburst	  with	  the	  Cardassian	  delegation,”	  Laurent	  replied.	  
	   “How	  would	  you	  know	  that?”	  Sandhurst	  countered,	  feeling	  he	  had	  been	  
outflanked	  somehow.	  
	   “I	  have	  my	  ways,”	  the	  patched	  face	  man	  smiled.	  	  
	   “Care	  to	  elaborate?”	  
	   “No,”	   he	   replied,	   returning	   to	   the	   issue	   at	   hand.	   “That	   episode	   alone	  
reveals	   that	   Glover	   doesn’t	   hold	   a	   fond	   view	   of	   the	   Cardassians	   or	   of	   the	  
imminent	   peace	   between	   our	   nations.	   Furthermore,	   Glover	   is	   an	   ambitious	  
man.	   We	   suspect	   that	   the	   Brigade	   has	   powerful	   patrons	   in	   Starfleet	   and	  
maybe	  even	  the	  Federation	  Council.	  From	  what	  little	  I	  know	  of	  the	  man,	  could	  
you	  honestly	  say	  that	  he	  would	  be	   immune	  to	  currying	   favor	  to	  advance	  his	  
career,	   all	   while	   scuttling	   a	   peace	   process	   with	   the	   Cardassians	   he	   doesn’t	  
trust	  to	  honor	  it	  anyway?”	  
	   “This	   is	   all	   circumstantial,”	   Sandhurst	   said	   in	   a	   near	   pleading	   tone,	  
looking	  to	  T’Shanir	  for	  support.	  The	  Vulcan	  turned	  away	  from	  him.	  He’s	  even	  
convinced	  her	  too,	  Donald	  realized	  sadly.	  “How	  do	  the	  Cardassians	  factor	  into	  
this	  then?	  Are	  they	  the	  ones	  that	  sabotaged	  the	  sensor	  array?”	  
	   “At	  the	  moment,	  I	  don’t	  know,”	  Laurent	  admitted,	  “but	  all	  four	  need	  to	  
be	   taken	   into	  custody	   immediately.	  The	  Elgol-‐black	  marker	   indicates	   that	  at	  
least	  one	  of	  the	  Cardassians	  attempted	  to	  sabotage	  the	  warp	  engine.”	  	  
	   “Taken	   into	  custody,”	  Sandhurst	  balked.	   “You	  can’t	  be	  serious?	  You’re	  
talking	  about	  the	  Captain	  and	  the	  First	  Officer!”	  
	   “I’m	   well	   aware	   of	   that,”	   Laurent	   evenly	   replied.	   “But	   what	   is	   the	  
alternative?	   Until	   we	   get	   to	   the	   bottom	   of	   this,	   the	   safety	   of	   this	   vessel	   is	  
paramount.	   One	   of	   those	   four	   were	   responsible	   for	   sabotaging	   the	   array,	  
injuring	  us	  both,	  and	  murdering	  Dr.	  Lavok.	  I	  know	  that	  you	  two	  developed	  an	  
affinity	  for	  one	  another	  before	  her	  death.	  Are	  you	  willing	  to	  let	  her	  murderer	  
escape	  justice?”	  
	   “I…well,”	  Donald	  stammered,	  his	  chest	  tightening,	  his	  stomach	  boiling.	  
	   “Are	  you?”	  Laurent	  pressed,	  his	  eyes	  drilling	  into	  the	  engineer.	  “I	  need	  
your	   support	   on	   this	   Lt.	   Sandhurst.	   The	   Fleet	   needs	   you.	   The	   Federation	  
needs	  you.”	  
	   Donald	   lowered	   his	   head,	   unable	   to	  meet	   Laurent’s	   penetrating	   gaze.	  
“All	  right,”	  he	  tore	  words	  from	  his	  lips,	  his	  heart	  rending.	  “What	  do	  you	  want	  
me	  to	  do?”	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  FOURTEEN	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Deck	  Six,	  Corridor	  M-‐5)	  
	  
	   “Are	  you	  sure	  this	   is	   the	  right	  thing	  to	  do	  Sir?”	   Junior	  Lt.	  Nyota	  Dryer	  
caught	   up	   to	   her	   superior	   officer,	   their	   combined	   footfalls	   sounding	   like	  
thunderclaps	  in	  the	  deserted	  corridor.	  
	   “We’ve	  got	  our	  orders,”	  Lt.	  Zim	  said	  gruffly,	  his	  eyes	  ahead,	  refusing	  to	  
look	  at	  her.	  “I	  suggest	  if	  you	  want	  a	  long	  career	  in	  the	  Fleet	  you’ll	  learn	  to	  do	  
as	  you’re	  told.”	  
	   “But	  these	  orders	  aren’t	  from	  the	  captain	  or	  Commander	  Glover,”	  Dryer	  
huffed.	  “They’re	  from	  Lt.	  Commander	  Laurent.”	  
	   “For	  the	  moment,	  he’s	  in	  charge,”	  Zim	  said.	  
	   “And	   you’re	   fine	   with	   that?”	   Dryer	   couldn’t	   let	   it	   go.	   “This	   just	   feels	  
wrong.”	  The	  husky	  Zaldan	  stopped	  abruptly,	  yanking	  hard	  on	  Nyota’s	  arm	  to	  
immobilize	  her	  as	  she	  breezed	  by	  him.	  The	  woman	  bit	  back	  a	  yelp,	  and	  also	  
resisted	   an	   urge	   to	   rub	   the	   sore	   spot	   that	   Zim’s	   thick,	   webbed	   fingers	   had	  
created.	  
	   “Sorry,”	   the	   man	   replied.	   “But	   I	   want	   to	   be	   very	   clear	   with	   you	  
Lieutenant,”	  his	  voice	  was	  a	  raspy	  hiss,	  “We’re	  about	  to	  go	  into	  a	  potentially	  
hostile	  situation,	  and	  I	  don’t	  know	  if	  those	  Cardassians	  are	  aware	  that	  we’re	  
on	   to	   them	   or	   not.	   Neither	   your	   or	   I	   have	   the	   rank	   or	   authority	   to	   decide	  
who’s	  innocent	  or	  complicit.	  I’ve	  seen	  the	  evidence	  and	  its	  enough	  for	  me	  to	  
follow	  Laurent’s	  orders	  for	  now,	  until	  I	  can	  sort	  it	  out	  during	  interrogations.	  
But	   I	  want	   you	   to	  put	   it	   out	   of	   your	  mind	  until	  we	  have	   the	  Cardassians	   in	  
custody,	  got	  it?”	  
	   She	  glared	  at	  him,	  unwilling	  to	  agree,	  unable	  to	  accept	  the	  mutiny	  that	  
Laurent	  was	  engineering.	  
	   “Are	  we	  on	  the	  same	  page	  or	  not?”	  Zim	  snapped.	  Nyota	  knew	  the	  man	  
wouldn’t	  ask	  her	  again.	  Plus,	   she	  realized	   that	  she	  might	  be	  of	  more	  help	   to	  
Terrence	  on	   the	  outside	   than	  sharing	  space	  with	  him	  and	  the	  captain	   in	   the	  
Brig,	  or	  restricted	  to	  quarters.	  
	   “I	  read	  you	  Sir.”	  She	  mumbled.	  
	   “Good,”	  he	  said,	  glancing	  down	  the	  hallway.	  “Let’s	  go.”	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Baqan	  Oduara’s	  Guest	  Suite)	  
	  
	   Zim	  pressed	  the	  door	  buzzer	  for	  the	  second	  time.	  To	  his	  immediate	  left,	  
Dryer,	   her	   back	   to	   the	  wall,	   her	   phaser	   at	   the	   ready,	   tensed	   in	   anticipation.	  
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After	  Zim	  had	  informed	  her	  of	  their	  assignment,	  he	  had	  ordered	  her	  to	  check	  
the	  locations	  of	  both	  of	  the	  remaining	  Cardassian	  guests.	  
	   The	   computer	   had	   informed	   them	   that	   both	   Oduara	   and	   Gul	   Namek	  
were	  in	  the	  Protocol	  Officer’s	  quarters.	  	  
	   “Perhaps	   plotting	   their	   next	   perfidious	   move,”	   Zim	   had	   declared,	  
though	  Nyota	  hadn’t	  been	  fully	  convinced.	  Well	  at	  least	  about	  the	  captain	  and	  
Terrence	   being	   possible	   rogue	   officers.	   As	   for	   the	   Cardassians,	   she	   put	  
nothing	  past	  them.	  
	   And	   for	   that	   reason,	   she	   had	   suggested	   that	   Zim	   raise	   a	   full	   security	  
team,	   but	   he	   had	   stressed	   the	   need	   for	   discretion.	   Commander	   Laurent	  
wanted	  the	  accused	  four	  to	  be	  rounded	  up	  as	  quietly	  as	  possible.	  The	  ship	  was	  
enough	  of	  a	   tinderbox	  already,	  with	  the	  weird	  effects	   that	   traveling	  through	  
the	   nebula	   was	   having	   on	   them,	   affecting	   sleep	   cycles,	   the	   increased	  
temperatures	   giving	   a	   muggy,	   damp	   feel	   to	   the	   ship,	   and	   the	   occasional	  
encounter	  with	  an	  anomaly	  keeping	  everyone	  hyper-‐observant.	  	  
	   If	   these	   charges	  became	  public	  before	   the	   truth	  was	  discovered,	   then	  
they	  might	  face	  a	  full	  scale	  mutiny	  on	  their	  hands,	  and	  not	  just	  Laurent’s	  quiet	  
coup.	  Nyota	  was	  at	  least	  glad	  that	  Laurent	  had	  chosen	  to	  bring	  the	  captain	  and	  
Commander	  Glover	   in	   for	   questioning	   himself.	   Dryer	   didn’t	   think	   she	   could	  
take	  the	  look	  in	  Terrence’s	  eyes	  if	  she	  had	  to	  hold	  a	  phaser	  on	  him.	  
	   “Officer	  Oduara,”	   Zim	   called	   as	   cheerily	   as	   possible	   for	   a	   Zaldan,	   “Gul	  
Namek,”	  he	  paused	  for	  a	  beat,	  “This	   is	  Security	  Chief	  Zim,	  there	  is	  an	  urgent	  
matter	   that	   I	   need	   to	  discuss	  with	   you.”	  He	  waited	   for	  half	   another	  minute,	  
unclipping	  his	  phaser	  before	  shaking	  his	  head	  at	  her.	  
	   The	  Zaldan	  tapped	  an	  override	  command	  on	  the	  entrance’s	  companel,	  
and	  jumped	  to	  the	  right	  of	  the	  door	  when	  it	  slid	  open.	  Expecting	  another	  hail	  
of	  disruptor	  fire	  like	  in	  the	  cargo	  bay,	  Nyota	  was	  surprised	  when	  she	  heard	  no	  
sizzle	  or	  felt	  the	  heat	  of	  a	  disruptor	  beam	  zinging	  past.	  
	   Zim	   poked	   his	   head	   in	   before	   she	   could.	   He	   immediately	   tapped	   his	  
combadge.	   “Medical	   emergency,”	   he	   grated.	   In	   the	   foyer	   of	   the	   suite	   laid	   an	  
unconscious	  or	  possibly	  dead	  Gul	  Namek.	  He	  was	  facedown,	  a	  cracked	  syringe	  
with	  a	  greenish	   liquid	  stained	  the	   floor	  around	  him.	  On	  the	  opposite	  side	  of	  
the	  puddle	  was	  a	  small	  rectangular	  device	  that	  was	  steadily	  beeping.	  
	   Zim	   knelt	   beside	   the	   Cardassian,	   leaning	   over	   to	   see	   if	   the	  man	  was	  
breathing,	   one	  hand	   searching	   for	   a	   pulse.	  Without	   being	   told,	  Nyota	   swept	  
the	  room.	  
	   When	  she	  came	  back,	  Zim	  held	  the	  device	  in	  his	  hand.	  	  
	   “The	  room’s	  clean	  Sir.”	  
	   “I	  expected	  as	  much,”	   the	  Zaldan	  said,	   “Namek’s	   is	  alive.	   Just	  knocked	  
out.”	  
	   “And	  that	  stuff	  staining	  the	  carpet?”	  
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	   “We’ll	  have	  to	  get	  Lt.	  N’Saba	  in	  here	  to	  do	  an	  analysis	  on	  it.”	  He	  tossed	  
her	  the	  device.	  She	  caught	  it,	  the	  device	  fitting	  easily	  within	  her	  palm.	  	  
	   “What’s	  this?”	  
	   “It’s	  a	  bio-‐signature	  maker,”	  Zim	  said.	  “It	  mimicked	  Oduara’s	  life	  signs	  
to	   fool	  us	   into	  believing	   that	  he	  was	  here	  with	  Namek.	   It’s	  a	  pretty	  damned	  
good	  piece	  of	  work	   too,	  especially	  since	  he	  made	   it	  with	  materials	   from	  our	  
own	  replicator.”	  
	   “Wow,”	  Dryer	  remarked.	  “I’ve	  never	  heard	  of	  it.”	  
	   “It’s	  not	  Starfleet	  standard	  issue,”	  Zim	  replied,	  “but	  the	  Obsidian	  Order	  
has	  been	  known	  to	  use	  them	  on	  occasion.”	  
	   Dryer	  whistled.	  She	  had	  heard	  horror	  stories	  about	  the	  dreaded	  Order.	  
“We’ve	  got	  to	  find	  this	  guy	  right	  away!”	  Almost	  as	  soon	  as	  she	  said	  it,	  a	  loud	  
klaxon	  rang	   throughout	   the	  ship.	  The	  cabin	  and	   the	  hallway	  beyond	   it	  were	  
bathed	  in	  red	  light.	  	  
	   “Don’t	   fret.	   I’ve	  already	  informed	  Commander	  Laurent.”	  Zim	  said	  over	  
the	   intermittent	   screech.	   	  He’s	  given	  me	   the	  authority	   to	   initiate	  a	   level	  one	  
lockdown.	  I’m	  betting	  that	  Oduara	  built	  two	  of	  these	  things,	  one	  to	  mimic	  his	  
bio-‐signs	  and	  another	  to	  mimic	  one	  of	  ours.”	  
	   “So	  all	  we’ve	  got	  to	  do	  is	  see	  who	  has	  a	  twin	  and	  we’ve	  got	  him,”	  Nyota	  
smiled,	  putting	  it	  together.	  
	   “Exactly,”	  Zim	  said	  with	  confidence.	  “That	  spoon	  headed	  bastard	  wasn’t	  
as	  smart	  as	  he	  thought.”	  
	   “But	  I	  guess	  the	  cat’s	  out	  of	  the	  bag	  with	  the	  alarm	  and	  all?”	  
	   “Well,	   everything	  can’t	  be	  perfect,”	  Zim	  grumbled.	  He	   looked	  down	  at	  
Namek	  once	  more.	  After	  informing	  her	  that	  a	  medical	  team	  was	  on	  his	  way,	  he	  
said,	  almost	  casually	  “Time	  to	  find	  this	  bastard.”	  
	   “I	  can’t	  agree	  with	  you	  more,”	  Nyota	  tried	  to	  sound	  as	  confident	  as	  her	  
superior,	   but	   she	   was	   afraid	   that	   Oduara	   might	   not	   be	   captured	   before	   he	  
sprung	  his	  next	  trap.	  	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Cargo	  Bay)	  
	  
	   Subduing	   the	  Edoan	  duty	  officer	  had	  been	  much	  easier	   than	   carrying	  
him.	  Baqan	  Oduara	  was	  winded	  by	  the	  time	  he	  dragged	  the	  ungainly,	  tripodal	  
alien,	  with	  three	  arms	  and	   legs	  apiece	   into	  the	   lifeboat	   that	   the	  Bajoran	  had	  
piloted	  through	  the	  fissure.	  
	   At	   first	   he	   had	   thought	   about	   stealing	   a	   Starfleet	   shuttle,	   but	   then	  he	  
changed	   his	  mind	   after	   speculating	   that	   there	  might	   be	   a	  way	   for	   the	  Main	  
Bridge	   to	  deactivate	   the	  shuttle	  remotely.	  Plus,	  he	  couldn’t	  be	  certain	   that	  a	  
Federation	  craft	  could	  survive	  the	  gases	  and	  pressures	  of	  the	  nebula,	  whereas	  
the	  lifeboat	  had	  already	  proven	  its	  durability.	  	  
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	   He	   took	   a	   gamble	   that	   the	   universe	   Pell	   was	   in	   resembled	   his	   own	  
enough	   that	   the	   technology,	   if	   not	   their	   counterparts	  who	   operated	   it	  were	  
analogous.	  	  
	   Making	  himself	  comfortable	  in	  the	  ship’s	  singular	  seat	  behind	  the	  main	  
console,	  Baqan’s	  sagacity	  was	  rewarded	  seconds	  later	  when	  he	  activated	  the	  
vessel’s	  internal	  lights	  and	  found	  him	  staring	  at	  piloting	  terminal	  that	  was	  so	  
similar	   to	   the	   technology	  of	  his	  Union	  that	  he	  would	  be	  hard	  pressed	  to	   tell	  
them	  apart.	  
	   He	  glanced	  back	  at	  the	  unconscious	  alien.	  From	  his	  studies	  of	  anatomy,	  
he	   had	   applied	   a	   disabling	   blow	   to	   the	   creature’s	   solar	   plexus	   region.	   He	  
hoped	  that	  it	  was	  sufficient.	  Oduara	  had	  never	  encountered	  an	  Edoan	  before,	  
and	  holographic	  recreations	  could	  at	  times	  be	  quite	  lacking.	  In	  any	  event,	  the	  
officer	  would	  serve	  its	  role	  as	  a	  hostage,	  hopefully	  staying	  the	  captain’s	  hand	  
if	  she	  tried	  to	  destroy	  the	  lifeboat	  to	  prevent	  his	  escape.	  	  
	   Oduara	  had	  set	   the	  bay’s	   terminal	  on	  a	   timer	   to	  open	  the	   large	  hatch,	  
giving	  him	  a	  few	  minutes	  to	  acquaint	  himself	  with	  the	  vessel	  before	  he	  piloted	  
it	   out	   into	   the	  miasma.	   The	  Obsidian	  Order	   agent	  was	   pleased	   that	   Captain	  
Diaz	  had	  ordered	  the	  lifeboat’s	  refueled	  with	  deuterium.	  Of	  course,	  the	  human	  
had	  more	   than	   likely	  expected	   its	  original	  occupant	   to	  use	   it	   instead	  of	  him,	  
but	  he	  felt	  fortuitous	  nonetheless.	  
	   He	  was	   in	   the	  process	  of	  powering	  up	   the	   lifeboat’s	   thrusters	  when	  a	  
loud	  droning	  boomed	  through	  the	  bay,	  “Security	  lockdown	  initiated!	  Security	  
lockdown	  initiated!	  Remain	  at	  your	  posts	  or	  in	  your	  quarters	  until	  lockdown	  
has	  been	  lifted…”	  
	   Great,	  Baqan	  mumbled,	  the	  cargo	  hold	  filling	  with	  red,	  strobe	  lights.	  It	  
forced	  him	  to	   leave	  the	   lifeboat	  to	  check	  once	  again	  at	   the	  terminal	   to	  see	   if	  
his	  previous	  command	  had	  been	  overridden.	  
	   He	   pounded	   the	   flat	   face	   of	   the	   console	   when	   he	   saw	   that	   it	   had.	   “I	  
guess	  I’m	  going	  to	  have	  to	  blast	  my	  way	  out	  of	  here,”	  he	  grumbled.	  Returning	  
to	  the	  pod,	  he	  closed	  its	  hatch,	  and	  then	  checked	  its	  weapons	  systems.	  
	   Unlike	  Federation	  life	  pods,	  Cardassian	  survival	  vessels	  were	  equipped	  
with	  one	  spiral-‐wave	  disruptor	  cannon	  and	  a	  complement	  of	  two	  torpedoes.	  
	   He	  armed	  the	  torpedoes.	  The	  vessel	  juddered	  slightly	  as	  it	  lifted	  off	  the	  
tarmac,	  weaving	  slightly	  in	  the	  large	  bay.	  	  
	   “Oduara,	   vacate	   the	   lifeboat	   now!”	   A	   booming	   voice	   penetrated	   the	  
walls	   of	   his	   vessel.	   He	   turned	   on	   his	   aft	   viewer.	   Both	   Captain	   Diaz	   and	  
Commander	  Glover,	  along	  with	  a	  small	  contingent	  of	  officers,	  all	  armed,	  and	  
interestingly	   in	   various	   forms	   of	   dress,	   were	   forming	   a	   ring	   around	   the	  
lifeboat.	  
	   “Several	   taspars	   with	   one	   blow,”	   Baqan	   whispered.	   The	   captain	  
repeated	  her	  warming.	  Oduara	  activated	  the	  missiles.	  After	  the	  third	  warning,	  
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the	  vessel	  rattled	  as	  the	  Starfleet	  officers	  unleashed	  a	  volley	  of	  phased	  energy	  
at	  the	  ship.	  
	   Pausing	  just	  a	  moment	  for	  dramatic	  effect,	  Oduara	  laid	  a	  heavy	  thumb	  
on	   the	   triggering	   mechanism.	   The	   pod	   quivered	   even	   more	   as	   the	   two	  
torpedoes	   let	   loose,	   pulverizing	   the	   duranium	   door	   that	   had	   caged	   him	   in,	  
shredding	   the	   atmospheric	   net	   that	   preserved	   a	   sustainable	   atmosphere	  
inside	  the	  bay	  for	  its	  oxygen	  breathing	  inhabitants.	  	  
	   Enjoying	   the	   screams	   filtering	   in	   through	   the	   speakers,	   as	  well	   as	   the	  
rapacious	   winds	   ripping	   through	   the	   bay,	   accompanied	   by	   an	   inflow	   of	  
superheated	   gases,	   Oduara	   nudged	   the	   lifeboat	   toward	   the	   maelstrom,	   the	  
burned	  husks	  of	  many	  of	  the	  Cuffe’s	  crew	  joining	  him.	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Cargo	  Bay)	  
	  
	   As	  soon	  as	  Commander	  Glover	  saw	  the	  flanking	  torpedo	  launchers	  light	  
up	   on	   the	   craft,	   he	   knew	   exactly	   what	   Oduara	   was	   planning	   to	   do.	   He	  
holstered	  his	  weapon,	  shouting	  at	  the	  top	  of	  his	  lungs	  and	  waving	  frantically,	  
“Everybody	  get	  out	  of	  here!	  Get	  the	  hell	  out!”	  
	   “What?”	  Diaz	  said,	  still	  unloading	  her	  phaser	  into	  the	  lifeboat	  with	  little	  
effect.	  The	  rest	  of	  the	  contingent	  ignored	  him	  as	  well,	  except	  for	  Lt.	  Dryer	  who	  
smartly	   headed	   towards	   the	   exit.	   Glover	   reached	   for	   her,	   but	   the	   woman	  
sidestepped	  him.	  “Didn’t	  we	  do	  this	  dance	  the	  last	  time	  in	  this	  cargo	  bay?”	  
	   “Sorry	   captain,”	   Glover	   said,	   “but	   there’s	   no	   time.”	   He	   smacked	   the	  
phaser	  out	  of	  the	  woman’s	  hand,	  with	  more	  force	  than	  he	  intended,	  knocking	  
the	  woman	  to	  the	  ground	  in	  the	  process.	  	  
	   “Glover,	   what	   the	   hell…”	   Diaz	   griped,	   as	   she	   sought	   to	   recover	   her	  
weapon.	  Glover	  tapped	  his	  communicator,	  and	  then	  scooped	  the	  woman	  up.	  
	   He	  shifted	  his	  head	  to	  the	  side	  barely	  avoiding	  a	  head	  butt,	  “Emergency	  
beam	  out,	  everybody	  in	  the	  Cargo	  Bay!”	  He	  roared.	  Seconds	  later	  there	  was	  a	  
blinding	   explosion	   that	   threw	   them	   both	   to	   the	   floor,	   the	   captain	  
unfortunately	  cushioning	  Glover’s	  fall.	  
	   Blood	  trickled	  from	  the	  back	  of	  her	  head,	  but	  before	  he	  could	  check	  the	  
extent	  of	  her	  injuries,	  a	  monstrous	  roar	  filled	  the	  cargo	  bay,	  and	  the	  air	  was	  
ripped	   from	  his	   lungs.	  Through	  black	  spots	  dotting	  his	  vision,	  Terrence	  saw	  
the	   lifeboat	   being	   swallowed	   up	   in	   the	   green	   nebular	   murk,	   with	   some	  
unfortunate	  souls	  being	  ripped	  into	  space	  along	  with	  it,	  bodies	  incinerating	  as	  
the	  gases	  flowed	  through	  the	  hull	  breach.	  
	   “Oh	  my	  God,”	  he	  whispered	  as	  the	  demonic	  pull	  of	  the	  vacuum	  yanked	  
him	   from	   the	   captain,	   across	   the	   floor.	  He	   tapped	   fervidly	   at	   his	   combadge,	  
and	  yelled	  again	  for	  a	  beam	  out.	  But	  the	  putrid	  precursors	  of	  the	  smoldering	  
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gas	  poured	  down	  his	  throat,	  scalding	  its	  inner	  lining	  as	  it	  set	  his	  lungs	  awash	  
in	  agony.	  
	   All	  Glover	  could	  do	  was	  gasp	  spasmodically	  as	  he	  was	  dragged	  toward	  
the	   infernal	   void.	   He	   tried	   to	   meet	   his	   death	   with	   a	   semblance	   of	   dignity,	  
forcing	  himself	  not	  to	  blink	  in	  the	  face	  of	  the	  pain	  of	  his	  burning	  flesh	  or	  of	  the	  
intensity	   of	   lava-‐like	   gases.	   But	   he	   was	   secretly	   thankful	   that	   he	   was	  
overcome	   by	   the	   fumes	   and	   heat	   anyway,	   a	   death	   as	   deep	   and	   dark	   as	   his	  
birth.	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Sickbay	  One-‐Chief	  Medical	  Officer’s	  Office)	  
	  
	   “Do	   you	   approve	   of	   this?”	   Dr.	   Nemato	   asked,	   his	   slick,	   bulbous	   black	  
eyes	  unblinking.	  Lt.	  Sandhurst	  shrank	  inside.	  	  
	   He	  hated	  his	  decision	  to	  side	  with	  Commander	  Laurent	  more	  and	  more.	  
“I	   think	  we	  should	  at	   least	  consider	   it,”	  he	  said,	   trying	   to	  stake	  a	  position	   in	  
the	  middle	  ground.	  
	   “What	  is	  there	  to	  consider?”	  Laurent	  replied,	  his	  voice	  soft,	  but	  the	  tone	  
hard.	   “Captain	   Diaz,	   Commander	   Glover,	   and	   Gul	   Namek	   are	   suspects	   in	  
sabotage	  and	  murder	  upon	  this	  vessel.	  Transplanting	   them	  to	   the	  Detention	  
Center	  is	  a	  prudent	  safety	  precaution	  measure.”	  
	   “The	   captain	   is	   suffering	   from	   second	   degree	   burns	   and	   a	   compound	  
skull	   fracture.	   She	   is	   presently	   hooked	   up	   to	   a	   delta-‐wave	   inducer.	  
Commander	  Glover	   is	   in	   intensive	   care,	   the	  prospects	  of	  his	  body	  accepting	  
his	   replicated	   lungs	  and	  skin	  grafts	  are	  only	   fifty	  percent.	  Gul	  Namek	   is	   still	  
recovering	   from	  a	  mild	  dosage	  of	  voraxna	   poison.	  Removing	  any	  of	   them	   to	  
holding	  facilities	  might	  impair	  their	  health	  further.”	  
	   “I	   thought	   you	   said	   Namek	   was	   suffering	   only	   from	   a	   mild	   dosage,”	  
Laurent	  countered.	  
	   “A	  mild	  dosage	  of	  voraxna	  for	  a	  Cardassian	  means	  using	  a	  cytoplasmic	  
stimulator	  to	  prevent	  organ	  failure.	  If	  his	  system	  had	  been	  filled	  with	  just	  an	  
ounce	  more,	  I	  doubt	  I	  could’ve	  saved	  him.”	  
	   “We	   didn’t	   know,”	   Sandhurst	   tried	   to	   find	   an	   easy	   way	   out	   of	   the	  
standoff.	  
	   “Fine,”	  Laurent	  huffed.	  “But	  I’m	  posting	  guards	  in	  the	  ICU	  Ward.”	  
	   “I	  won’t	  allow	  it,”	  Nemato	  hissed,	  uncurling	  from	  his	  position	  on	  top	  of	  
Dr.	  Chace’s	  desk,	  weaving	  over	  them	  like	  a	  cobra	  about	  to	  strike.	  
	   “I’m	   currently	   in	   command,”	   Laurent	   was	   hardly	   intimidated	   by	   the	  
display.	  “I	  will	  do	  what	  is	  best	  to	  insure	  the	  safety	  of	  this	  ship.”	  
	   “And	  my	  major	  concern	  is	  the	  well	  being	  of	  my	  patients.	  In	  addition	  to	  
the	   captain,	   commander,	   and	   Namek,	   I	   also	   have	   four	   other	   patients	   with	  
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moderate	   to	   severe	   burns.	   I	   don’t	   need	   armed	   soldiers	   making	   my	   staff	  
nervous	  or	  getting	  in	  our	  way.”	  
	   Sandhurst	  shuddered	  at	  the	  images	  of	  the	  scarred	  patients	  he	  had	  seen	  
splayed	  across	   the	   infirmary’s	  biobeds	  on	  his	  way	   into	   the	  meeting.	  Twelve	  
people	   had	   converged	  on	  Officer	  Oduara	   in	   the	   cargo	  bay,	   and	  only	   six	   had	  
survived.	  	  
	   Even	  Lt.	  Zim	  had	  received	  third	  degree	  burns,	  and	  was	  presently	  out	  of	  
commission.	   Sandhurst	   hadn’t	   seen	   either	   Captain	   Diaz	   or	   Commander	  
Glover.	   Both	   were	   in	   the	   ICU,	   their	   beds	   encapsulated	   in	   bioregenerative	  
fields.	   Nemato	   had	   declared	   that	   all	   non-‐medical	   personnel	  were	   restricted	  
from	  that	  area	  for	  the	  time	  being.	  	  
	   “I	   think	  Dr.	  Nemato	  has	  a	  point,”	  Donald	   finally	   found	  his	  voice	  again.	  
“The	   captain,	   or	   commander,	   isn’t	   going	   anywhere	   anytime	   soon.	   You	   will	  
inform	   us	   when	   they	   awaken?”	   He	   nodded	   in	   Nemato’s	   direction.	   The	  
Antosian	  was	  silent.	  
	   Laurent	  reached	  for	  his	  compin.	  	  
	   “All	  right,”	  the	  doctor	  conceded.	  
	   “I	  want	  to	  be	  informed	  immediately,”	  Laurent	  stressed.	  
	   “Can	   I	  see	  your	  orders	  again?”	  Nemato	  challenged,	  holding	  out	  one	  of	  
his	  tensile	  feelers.	  Laurent	  sighed,	  but	  handed	  him	  the	  padd.	  Nemato	  scoured	  
it	  again.	  
	   “By	   order	   of	   Adm.	   Nechayev…”	   he	   mumbled.	   The	   Antosian’s	  
thoroughness	  shamed	  Sandhurst.	  	  
	   He	   still	   hadn’t	   come	   to	   grips	  with	  why	   he	   had	   been	   so	  willing	   to	   go	  
along	  with	  Laurent	  even	  though	  he	  felt	  the	  proof	  was	  convincing,	  and	  without	  
asking	   for	   verification	  of	  his	   intelligence	   status.	  The	  man	  had	   saved	  his	   life,	  
and	  maybe	  he	  felt	  he	  owed	  him	  something	  in	  return.	  
	   Or	   perhaps	   his	   desire	   to	   avenge	   Lavok’s	   murder,	   and	   the	  
claustrophobic	  feel	  of	  the	  nebula	  were	  getting	  to	  him,	  affecting	  his	  judgment.	  
Donald	  really	  couldn’t	  say.	  All	  he	  knew	  was	  that	  he	  felt	  queasy,	  and	  wrong	  no	  
matter	  if	  Laurent	  was	  right	  or	  not.	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Security	  Detention	  Center)	  
	   	  
	   Lt.	   Commander	   Gennaro	   Laurent	   thought	   he	   would	   have	   to	   fight	   for	  
command	   of	   the	   Cuffe,	   but	   fate	   via	   an	   explosive	   decompression	   and	  
containment	  failure	  in	  the	  cargo	  bay	  had	  spared	  him	  from	  staging	  a	  coup.	  
	   He	  was	   glad	   for	   that,	   because	   he	  was	   certain	   that	  many	   of	   the	   crew	  
wouldn’t	  be	  as	  accepting	  of	  his	  conclusions	  as	  Lieutenants	  Sandhurst	  and	  Zim	  
had	  been,	  possibly	  plotting	  a	   counter-‐mutiny.	  Of	   course	   those	   two	  men	  had	  
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been	   closer	   to	   the	   investigation	   and	   privy	   to	   the	   data	   recovered	   from	   the	  
isolinear	  chip.	  
	   If	   he	   could	   help	   it,	   it	   was	   not	   information	   he	   wanted	   disseminated	  
widely.	  Keeping	  secrets	  was	  the	  nature	  of	  his	  profession.	  
	   Ambling	   into	   the	   Detention	   Center,	   he	   nodded	   at	   the	   K’normian	  
noncom	  standing	  by	  the	  cell.	  “Drop	  the	  forcefield,”	  he	  ordered.	  
	   “Aye	  sir.”	  The	  imprisoned	  Bajoran	  sat	  up,	  rubbing	  her	  bleary	  eyes.	  She	  
stifled	  a	  yawn.	  
	   “And	  who	  are	  you?”	  	  
	   “Come	  with	  me,”	  Laurent	  ordered	  harshly.	  
	   “Who	   are	   you?”	   The	   woman’s	   voice	   was	   clearer	   now,	   stronger.	   And	  
suspicion	  had	  replaced	  the	  sleepiness	  in	  her	  green	  eyes.	  
	   “You	   can	   come	   with	   me	   peaceably	   or	   by	   force,”	   Laurent	   replied.	   He	  
wanted	   to	   keep	   the	   woman	   off	   balance.	   And	   he	   wanted	   to	   establish	   his	  
dominance	   in	   their	   relations	   from	   the	   start.	   He	   waited	   patiently	   for	   the	  
woman	  to	  decide.	  
	   “Are	  you	  going	  to	  torture	  me?”	  
	   “I’m	  a	  Starfleet	  officer,”	  Laurent	  answered,	  which	  really	  wasn’t	  much	  of	  
an	  answer	  at	  all.	  
	   “With	   Captain	   Diaz,	   Glover,	   or	   Sandhurst	   I	   think	   that	   would	   be	  
sufficient	   enough	   to	   allay	   my	   suspicion,	   but	   with	   you…”	   Pell	   paused,	   her	  
tongue	  firm	  in	  her	  cheek.	  “With	  you,”	  she	  finally	  declared,	  “there’s	  something	  
a	  little	  too	  familiar	  for	  me	  to	  be	  certain.”	  
	   Laurent	  smiled	  savagely,	  “Thanks	  for	  the	  compliment.”	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  FIFTEEN	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Main	  Bridge)	  
	  
	   "If	   then	   that	   friend	  demand	  why	  Brutus	   rose	   against	   Caesar,	   this	   is	  
my	  answer:	  not	  that	  I	  loved	  Caesar	  less,	  but	  that	  I	  loved	  Rome	  more,”	  Donald	  
Sandhurst	  whispered,	  slouching	  in	  the	  captain’s	  chair.	  It	  was	  now,	  of	  all	  times	  
that	   Shakespeare’s	   Julius	   Caesar,	   a	   play	   he	   had	   been	   forced	   to	   memorize	  
during	   his	   sophomore	   year	   of	   high	   school,	   would	   resurface	   to	   bedevil	   him.	  
The	   quote	   had	   come	   from	   Brutus,	   perhaps	   the	   most	   reluctant	   of	   the	  
conspirators	  that	  had	  slain	  Caesar.	  Its	  aptness	  was	  damning.	  	  
	   “Did	  you	  say	  something?”	  Lt.	  N’Saba	  asked,	  his	  drooping	  ears	  perking	  
up.	  
	   “No,”	  he	  remarked,	  shriveling	  in	  the	  center	  chair.	  He	  had	  heard	  both	  
Diaz	  and	  Monica	  talk	  about	  how	  command	  lionized	  a	  person,	  made	  them	  feel	  
more	  expansive	  within	  and	  without.	   It	  was	  an	  experience	  he	  still	  had	  never	  
cared	   to	   explore,	   preferring	   the	   comfortable	  hum	  of	   the	  warp	   core,	   and	   the	  
feeling	  of	  accomplishment	  he	  received	  whenever	  he	  was	  able	  to	  use	  his	  hands	  
to	  solve	  a	  problem,	  much	  more	  so	  than	  sitting	  back	  and	  having	  others	  do	  the	  
work.	  
	   The	  chair	  wasn’t	  a	  poisoned	  laurel	  for	  him,	  and	  the	  seductive	  power	  
coiled	  within	  it	  held	  no	  sway	  for	  him.	  
	   “I	   wonder	   what	   Commander	   Laurent	   and	   the	   prisoner	   are	   talking	  
about?”	  Lt.	  Hunal	  swiveled	  around	  in	  her	  seat,	  looking	  first	  at	  Sandhurst	  and	  
then	  behind	  him	  to	  Lt.	  Simus	  on	  the	  upper	  deck.	  
	   Despite	  Nemato’s	  recommendations,	  the	  Vulcan	  had	  returned	  to	  duty,	  
even	   though	   his	   dermal	   grafts	   had	   barely	   healed.	   Laurent,	   citing	   Simus’s	  
experience,	  had	  co-‐signed	  on	  the	  man’s	  decision.	  	  
	   “I	  am	  certain	  we	  will	  find	  out	  shortly	  enough,”	  Simus	  intoned.	  
	   Hunal	   rolled	   her	   eyes.	   “Well,	   that’s	   enlightening,”	   she	   remarked.	  
Donald	  was	   shocked	   by	   the	   fair-‐haired	   Bolian’s	   attitude.	   Hunal	  was	   usually	  
very	  polite,	   but	   Zim’s	   terrible	   injuries	   had	   seemed	   to	   unhinge	  her	  normally	  
sunny	  disposition.	  She	  shifted	  her	  eyes	  to	  Donald.	  “What	  do	  you	  think	  sir?”	  	  
	   How	   did	   he	   know?	   Donald	   wanted	   to	   scream.	   He	   didn’t	   know	  
anything.	  Pell’s	  appearance	  on	  the	  bridge	  had	  rattled	  him,	  but	  even	  more	  so	  
the	   obvious	  wink	   she	   had	   given	  him	  before	   accompanying	   Laurent	   into	   the	  
captain’s	  ready	  room.	  “I	  think	  its	  best	  not	  to	  speculate	  about	  such	  things,”	  he	  
said,	  his	  voice	  clipped	  and	  cold.	  The	  woman’s	  face	  scrunched	  up	  in	  response,	  
but	  she	  turned	  around	  in	  her	  seat	  without	  replying.	  	  
	   Everyone	  on	  the	  bridge	  had	  seen	  the	  woman	  toying	  with	  him,	  and	  his	  
ruddy-‐faced	  response.	  It	  had	  been	  embarrassing.	  Donald	  had	  thought	  about	  at	  
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least	  recouping	  some	  of	  his	   loss	  of	  dignity	  by	  demanding	  that	  Laurent	  allow	  
him	   to	  be	  present	   at	   the	  unexpected	  meeting.	  He	  was	   technically	   the	   ship’s	  
First	  Officer	  now.	  
	   But	   Sandhurst	   had	   remained	   planted	   in	   his	   seat,	   rechecking	   the	  
information	  on	  the	  data	  chip	  for	  the	  umpteenth	  time	  for	  signs	  that	  it	  had	  been	  
tampered	  with	  or	  doctored.	  Donald	  hadn’t	  wanted	  to	  be	  unseemly,	  nor	  create	  
more	   disorder	   or	   controversy	   by	   making	   a	   vocal	   demand	   to	   be	   included.	  
There	   had	   been	   far	   too	  much	   of	   that.	   So	   he	   had	   resigned	   himself	   to	   while	  
away	   the	   minutes	   until	   the	   ready	   room	   doors	   swooshed	   open,	   preparing	  
himself	   for	   the	  doubtless	  revelation	  or	  surprise	   that	  Laurent	  would	  drop	  on	  
them	  next.	  
	   “Where’s	   Mr.	   Balk	   when	   you	   need	   him,”	   N’Saba	   grumbled	   loud	  
enough	   for	   Donald	   to	   hear.	   “I	   think	   that	   Tellarite	   has	   ultrasonic	   hearing,	  
putting	  me	  and	  even	  Lt.	  Simus	  to	  shame.”	  
	   “I	  am	  Vulcan,”	  Simus	  replied.	  “Shame	  is	  an	  illogical	  emotion.”	  
	   “But	   that	   doesn’t	   mean	   you	   are	   immune	   to	   its	   effects,”	   N’Saba	  
challenged,	   now	   turning	   from	   his	   console,	   slavering	   at	   the	   prospect	   of	  
renewed	  intellectual	  jousting.	  	  
	   Though	   Donald	   sometimes	   derived	   enjoyment	   from	   watching	  
arguably	   the	   best	   intellects	   aboard	   Cuffe	   engage	   in	   verbal	   sparring,	   at	   the	  
moment	  his	  mind	  was	   in	  another	  quadrant.	  He	  couldn’t	  help	  not	  glancing	  at	  
the	  ready	  room	  and	   its	  closed	  door,	  his	  anger	  rising	  with	  each	  surreptitious	  
glance.	  
	   His	  own	  personal	  directive	  to	  follow	  orders	  clashed	  with	  the	  loyalty	  
that	  Captain	  Diaz	  had	  earned	  from	  him	  over	  the	  years.	   In	  dark	  irony,	   if	  Diaz	  
hadn’t	  made	  him	  acting	  head	  of	  engineering,	  he	  wouldn’t	  be	   in	  a	  position	  to	  
help	  depose	  her	  now.	  And	  as	  much	  as	  he	  tried	  to	  doll	  it	  up,	  that’s	  what	  he	  had	  
done.	  He	  had	  signed	  on	  to	  mutiny,	  siding	  with	  a	  man	  he	  barely	  knew,	  and	  had	  
trusted	   even	   less.	   Even	   after	   Laurent	   had	   saved	   his	   life,	   did	   he	   truly	   know	  
anything	  more	  about	  the	  man	  than	  he	  had	  when	  he	  first	  came	  aboard?	  
	   Sandhurst	   told	   himself	   that	   he	   only	   had	   wanted	   Captain	   Diaz	   and	  
Commander	   Glover	   held	   for	   questioning,	   and	   that	   was	   it.	   He	   hadn’t	   really	  
thought	  about	  the	  repercussions	  of	  such	  an	  act.	  How	  it	  might	  reflect	  on	  their	  
careers…or	   his.	   Donald’s	   major	   priority	   had	   been	   finding	   Lavok’s	   killer,	   or	  
killers,	  and	  ensuring	  the	  safety	  of	  Cuffe.	  	  
	   Was	  his	  true	  loyalty	  to	  the	  Captain	  or	  to	  the	  Cuffe?	  And	  if	   those	  two	  
came	  into	  conflict,	  he	  had	  to	  choose	  the	  good	  of	  the	  many	  over	  the	  good	  of	  the	  
few,	  didn’t	  he?	  	  
	   “The	  good	  of	   the	  many…”	  he	  mumbled	   to	  himself.	   It	  was	  one	  of	   his	  
favorite	  quotes	  by	  Ambassador	  Spock.	  	  
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	   The	   thought	  of	   the	   famed	  diplomat	  and	  Starfleet	   legend	  did	   little	   to	  
ameliorate	   his	   distress.	   In	   fact	   it	   compounded	   it.	   Spock	  had	  never	   betrayed	  
his	  captain.	  But	  Donald	  had.	  Hadn’t	  he?	  
	   Right	  now,	  the	  engineer	  really	  didn’t	  know.	  But	  he	  would	  be	  damned	  
if	  he	  would	  remain	  sitting	  idly	  instead	  of	  finding	  out.	  Sandhurst	  got	  up	  from	  
the	   center	   seat.	   Ignoring	   the	   curious	   looks	  of	  his	   colleagues,	  Donald	  headed	  
for	  the	  ready	  room.	  	  
	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Captain’s	  Ready	  Room)	  
	  
	   “Commander	   Glover	   informed	   me	   all	   about	   your	   miraculous	  
appearance.”	  Laurent	  said	  after	  he	  had	  made	  himself	  comfortable	  in	  Captain	  
Diaz’s	  plush,	  high-‐backed	  leather	  seat.	  	  
	   “Where	  is	  Commander	  Glover?	  Or	  Captain	  Diaz	  for	  that	  matter?”	  Pell	  
asked,	  sitting	  in	  the	  one	  seat	  opposite	  the	  desk.	  	  
	   “Glover	   is	   fighting	   for	   his	   life,	   his	   lungs	   scalded	   beyond	   repair.”	   He	  
paused,	   eyes	   searching,	   dissecting,	   and	   trying	   to	   gauge	   a	   reaction	   from	   the	  
woman.	  “Diaz	  is	  recovering	  from	  a	  compound	  fracture	  and	  burns.”	  
	   “What	  happened?”	  She	  asked,	  her	  face	  inscrutable.	  	  
	   “One	   of	   our	   Cardassian	   guests	   turned	   out	   to	   be	   more	   than	   we	  
expected.	   He	   stole	   your	   lifeboat,	   and	   in	   the	   attempt	   to	   stop	   him,	   he	   blew	  
through	   a	   cargo	   bay	   door.	   Six	   people	   died.	   The	   other	   six,	   badly	   injured	   or	  
burned.”	  
	   “And	  you	  are	  in	  command	  now?”	  She	  asked,	  her	  voice	  disconcertingly	  
casual.	   But	   unlike	  most	   Starfleet	   officers,	   Laurent	  was	  more	   intrigued	   than	  
disturbed	  by	  the	  Bajoran’s	  steeliness.	  	  
	   His	   grin	  was	   little	  more	   a	   slash	   of	   teeth.	   “Yes	   I	   am.	   Lt.	   Commander	  
Gennaro	  Laurent.”	  
	   “What	  do	  you	  want	  with	  me?”	  
	   “Your	   assistance	   of	   course.	   I	   have	   reason	   to	   believe	   that	   the	  
Cardassian	   culprit,	  Oduara,	  will	   be	  headed	  either	   toward	  your	  vessel	   or	   the	  
alien	   one	   caught	  within	   the	   quantum	   fissure.	   I	   plan	   on	   stopping	   him.	  And	   I	  
will	  need	  your	  help	  when	  we	  reach	  your	  vessel.”	  	  
	   “I	  hate	  to	  disappoint	  you,”	  Pell	  said,	  her	  tone	  at	  odds	  with	  the	  voiced	  
sentiment.	  “I’m	  not	  returning	  to	  the	  Ekuva.	  Captain	  Diaz	  agreed	  to	  allow	  me	  to	  
help	  with	  closing	  the	  rift	  while	  remaining	  on	  board	  the	  Cuffe	  in	  exchange	  for	  
repairing	  my	  lifeboat	  and	  granting	  me	  passage	  back	  into	  my	  universe	  before	  
the	  breach	  is	  completely	  sealed.”	  	  
	   Laurent	  leaned	  back	  in	  his	  seat,	  smiling	  again.	  “Well,	  I	  guess	  you’re	  in	  
something	  of	  a	  bind.	  Oduara	  has	  stolen	  your	  means	  of	  transportation.	  And	  our	  
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shuttlecraft	  can’t	  withstand	  the	  pressures	  and	  gases	  of	  the	  nebula.	  So,	  it’s	  time	  
to	  renegotiate	  the	  deal.”	  
	   “There’ll	  be	  no	  such	  thing.	  I	  guess	  the	  deal	  is	  off,”	  Pell	  rose	  from	  her	  
seat.	  “I’ll	  return	  to	  my	  cell	  now.”	  Laurent	  stood	  up	  slowly.	  
	   “If	  you	  assist	  us,	  I	  will	  allow	  you	  the	  luxury	  of	  one	  of	  our	  guest	  suites	  
until	  we	  reach	  the	  rift.	  You	  won’t	  have	  to	  return	  to	  that	  drab	  cell.”	  
	   “I	  would	  rather	  return	  to	  that	  cell	  than	  step	  foot	  aboard	  Ekuva	  again.”	  
	   Laurent	   forced	   himself	   to	   smile	   again,	   pushing	   down	   a	   spike	   of	  
annoyance	   at	   the	   woman’s	   stubbornness.	   “Perhaps	   I	   haven’t	   been	   clear	  
enough.	   The	   craft	   you	   need	   to	   return	   you	   to	   your	   universe	   is	   either	   at	   the	  
Ekuva	   or	   the	   alien	   ship.	   I	   doubt	   very	  much	   that	   the	  Cuffe’s	   shuttlecraft	   can	  
survive	   long	   exposure	   in	   the	   nebula	   or	   crossing	   the	   fissure.	   I	   have	   more	  
confidence	  that	  this	  vessel	  can	  do	  so,	  but	  I	  will	  not	  order	  Cuffe	  into	  the	  rift	  to	  
transport	  you	  home.	  See,	  you	  really	  don’t	  have	  a	  choice,”	  he	  paused	  a	  beat,	  “If	  
you	  want	  to	  return	  to	  your	  universe	  that	  is.”	  
	   Pell	  smiled	  at	  him.	  “Very	  good,”	  she	  clapped.	  “Well	  played.	  But	  I	  don’t	  
think	   you	   counted	   on	   me	   perhaps	   not	   wishing	   to	   return	   home.	   There’s	  
nothing	  for	  me	  there	  now,	  except	  strife.	  This	  slice	  of	  reality	  doesn’t	  appear	  too	  
bad.	  I’m	  sure	  I	  could	  rise	  fairly	  quickly	  here.”	  
	   “Unfortunately,	  you	  won’t	  get	   the	  chance	   to	   find	  out,	  because	   if	  you	  
don’t	  help	  us,	  you’ll	  be	  stepping	  foot	   into	  the	  nebula,	  without	  a	  containment	  
suit.”	  Laurent’s	  face	  hardened.	  The	  woman’s	  eyes	  widened	  with	  shock	  at	  the	  
soft-‐spoken	  threat.	  
	   Before	   she	   could	   respond,	   the	   door	   hissed	   open	  with	   Lt.	   Sandhurst	  
filling	  the	  portal.	  There	  was	  a	  hard	  set	  to	  both	  the	  man’s	  shoulders	  and	  facial	  
features.	  	  
	   “Lieutenant	   Sandhurst?”	   Laurent	   asked,	   shuffling	   from	   behind	   the	  
desk.	   Without	   responding	   the	   engineer	   tromped	   into	   the	   ready	   room.	   Pell	  
remained	  by	  her	  seat.	  
	   “I	  don’t	  like	  being	  left	  out	  of	  this	  briefing,”	  the	  man’s	  voice	  was	  clotted	  
with	  frustration.	  
	   “It	  was	  never	  my	   intention	   to	   keep	   information	   away	   from	  you	  Mr.	  
Sandhurst,”	  Laurent	  said.	  “I	  merely	  wanted	  to	  speak	  with	  the	  prisoner	  to	  seek	  
her	  assistance,	  and	  I	  thought	  it	  might	  be	  better	  if	  I	  did	  so	  alone.	  She	  seems	  to	  
have	  a	  deleterious	  effect	  on	  some	  members	  of	  this	  crew.”	  The	  agent	  held	  back	  
a	   grin	  as	  his	  words	  drew	   the	   reddened	   cheeks	  he	   thought	   they	  would	   from	  
the	  acting	  chief	  engineer.	  	  
	   “Assistance?”	  Donald	  looked	  at	  Pell.	  
	   “Yes,”	   the	   woman	   said,	   and	   Laurent	   noted	   her	   nervous	   smile	   at	  
Sandhurst.	   “Lt.	   Commander	   Laurent	   was	   changing	   the	   rules	   of	   a	   previous	  
agreement	  I	  had	  made	  with	  Captain	  Diaz,	  with	  a	  threat	  of	  bodily	  harm	  as	  the	  
clincher.”	  She	  paused,	  glaring	  at	  Laurent	  before	  turning	  back	  to	   the	  stunned	  
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chief	  engineer.	  “Has	  there	  been	  any	  change	  in	  Captain	  Diaz’s	  condition	  by	  the	  
way?”	  
	   “No…not	  to	  my	  knowledge,”	  Sandhurst	  said	  slowly,	  before	  boring	  into	  
Laurent	   with	   a	   suspicious	   gaze.	   “Is	   this	   true,	   were	   you	   going	   back	   on	   an	  
agreement	   the	   Captain	   made?	   That	   you’ve	   threatened	   her	   with	   harm?”	   He	  
moved	  further	  into	  the	  room,	  closer	  to	  the	  Bajoran.	  She	  slid	  behind	  him.	  	  
	   “I	  think	  that’s	  a	  misinterpretation.	  I	  was	  merely	  playing	  hardball	  with	  
Glinn	  Pell.	  Simple	  semantics.	  The	  truth	  is	  we	  need	  her	  help	  capturing	  Officer	  
Oduara.”	  
	   “And	  ransacking	  my	  ship,	  or	  the	  alien	  vessel	  for	  data	  too	  I’m	  certain,”	  
Pell	  charged.	  To	  that,	  Laurent	  merely	  shrugged.	  
	   “I	   am	   a	   patriot.	   The	   security	   of	   the	   Federation	   is	   my	   foremost	  
concern.	   I’ve	   never	   lied	   about	   that.	   It	   is	  my	   belief	   that	   Oduara	   is	   operating	  
under	  the	  same	  motivation.	  Donald…we	  have	  to	  prevent	  him	  from	  obtaining	  
any	   data	   or	   technology	   that	   will	   give	   the	   Cardassian	   Union	   a	   tactical	  
advantage	  over	  us.”	  
	   Sandhurst	  rubbed	  his	  chin.	  “Our	  original	  mission	  was	  to	  retrieve	  the	  
Palamedes-‐which	  has	  been	  subsequently	  destroyed-‐and	  to	  close	  the	  quantum	  
fissure.”	  
	   “That	  mission	  has	  changed,”	  Laurent	  replied.	  
	   “I…I’m	  not	   sure	   about	   this,”	   Sandhurst	   said.	   Pell	   briefly	   touched	  his	  
arm,	  as	  if	  she	  to	  give	  him	  strength.	  	  
	   “And	  you	  shouldn’t	  be…Donald,”	  Pell	  delicately	  added.	  “The	  decency	  
that	  Captain	  Diaz,	  Commander	  Glover,	  you,	  and	  the	  rest	  of	  this	  ship’s	  crew	  is	  
something	  I	  didn’t	  think	  possible	  from	  Terrans.	  But	  this	  one…”	  she	  pointed	  at	  
Laurent	  while	  her	  other	  hand	  clasped	  Sandhurst’s	  arm.	  “He	  just	  threatened	  to	  
jettison	  me	  into	  space	  like	  garbage	  if	  I	  didn’t	  buckle	  to	  his	  demands.	  Threats	  
and	  torture	  are	  nothing	  new	  to	  me,	  but	  I	  suspect	  that	  in	  this	  universe	  it’s	  not	  
standard	  operating	  procedure.”	  
	   “Not	  for	  Starfleet,”	  Donald	  said.	  “We	  don’t	  torture	  people.	  Is	  it	  really	  
true	  that	  you	  threatened	  to	  kill	  her?”	  
	   “Yes,”	   Laurent	   said,	   “but	   it’s	   not	   what	   you	   think.	   Lt.	  
Sandhurst…Donald,	  I’m	  an	  intelligence	  agent.	  Subterfuge	  and	  intimidation	  are	  
standard	  operating	  procedure	  for	  our	  line	  of	  work.	  If	  I	  really	  wanted	  to	  make	  
her	  more	  pliant,	  there	  are	  a	  host	  of	  drugs,	  or	  other	  methods.”	  
	   “And	  you	  would	  do	  that?”	  Sandhurst	  sounded	  appalled.	  	  
	   “If	   the	   threat	   to	   our	   security	  was	   great	   enough,”	   Laurent	   shrugged.	  
“Yes…yes,	  I	  would.”	  
	   “I	  can’t	  believe	  this.”	  Disgust	  was	  heavy	  in	  the	  man’s	  voice.	  
	   “I	   hate	   to	  disappoint	   you,	   to	   sully	   the	  pristine	   view	  of	   Starfleet	   and	  
the	  Federation	  that	  many	  of	  our	  citizens	  delude	  themselves	  with,	  and	  that	  we	  
feed	  to	  potential	  members	  and	  allies,	  but	  it	  takes	  a	  lot	  of	  dirty	  work	  for	  you	  to	  
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live	   so	   cleanly.”	   He	   spread	   his	   arms	   wide,	   mainly	   because	   if	   felt	   like	   the	  
appropriate	  thing	  to	  do.	  “I	  know	  I’ve	  asked	  a	  lot	  from	  you	  Donald.	  But	  I	  have	  
yet	   to	   lie	   to	   you.	   Can	   you	   say	   the	   same	   about	   her?”	  He	   flicked	   a	   dismissive	  
thumb	  at	  her.	  
	   “I	  knew	  you	  had	  a	  relationship	  with	  the	  Pell	  Ojana	  of	  this	  universe,”	  
Laurent	  added.	  	  
	   “How	   is	   that	  possible?”	  Laurent	  was	  glad	   the	  man	  didn’t	   attempt	   to	  
deny	  it.	  
	   “I	  have	  my	  ways,”	  he	  said	  as	  mysteriously	  as	  he	  had	  before.	   “I	  don’t	  
like	   going	   into	   assignments	   without	   foreknowledge	   of	   the	   interpersonal	  
dynamics.	  But	  that	  is	  truly	  no	  concern	  to	  me	  or	  SI.	  I	  merely	  revealed	  that	  to	  let	  
you	  know	   that	   I	  understand	  how	  difficult	   this	  must	  be	   for	  you,	  of	   the	  effect	  
that	  this	  mirror	  image	  of	  a	  person	  you	  care	  about	  might	  warp	  your	  judgment.”	  
	   “You	   had	   no	   right,	   no	   right	   to	   delve	   into	  my	   personal	   life!”	   Donald	  
declared,	  his	  jaw	  clenching	  with	  rage.	  
	   “I	  make	  no	  apologies,”	  Laurent	  replied.	  “But	  I’m	  not	  the	  enemy	  here	  
Donald.	   The	  woman	   you	   are	   shielding	   is	   not	   the	   Pell	   you	   built	   a	   friendship	  
and	  relationship	  with.	  She’s	   the	   inverse	  of	  everything	  good	  and	  noble	  about	  
your	  friend.”	  
	   “Things	   aren’t	   so	   black	   and	   white,”	   Pell	   said	   softly,	   literally	  
whispering	  in	  Sandhurst’s	  ear.	  	  
	   “You’ve	  got	  a	  choice	  to	  make,”	  Laurent	  said.	  He	  could	  see	  by	  the	  man’s	  
contorted	   features	   that	   he	  was	   struggling	  within	   himself,	   trying	   to	   find	   the	  
right	   course	   through	   a	   shifting,	   treacherous	   sea.	   So	   he	   sat	   on	   the	   edge	   of	  
Diaz’s	  desk,	  and	  allowed	  the	  man	  to	  decide	  his	  course	  of	  action.	  
	   Instead	   he	   locked	   eyes	   with	   Pell.	   The	   Bajoran	   standing	   behind	  
Sandhurst,	  her	  emerald	  eyes	  were	  glinting	  with	  triumph.	  Laurent	  was	  certain	  
that	   the	  woman	   didn’t	   know	   Sandhurst	   as	  well	   as	   he	   did.	   He	   had	   read	   the	  
man’s	  psyche	  profiles	  in	  addition	  to	  his	  service	  record.	  Laurent	  was	  confident	  
that	   he	   knew	   the	  man	   as	  well	   as	   this	   universe’s	   Pell,	   or	   even	   his	   long	   time	  
associate	  Pava	  Lar’ragos	  from	  Starfleet	  Special	  Missions.	  
	   Donald	   Sandhurst	  wouldn’t	   let	   him	  down.	   Sandhurst	   turned	   to	  Pell.	  
“We	  need	  your	  help,”	  he	  said,	  tenderly	  and	  sincerely.	  “I	  promise	  you	  that	  no	  
physical	  harm	  will	  come	  to	  you.”	  
	   “Your	  word	  is	  good	  enough	  for	  me,”	  Pell	  said,	  looking	  intensely	  at	  the	  
man.	  “I	  will	  assist	  you.”	  
	   “Thank	   you,”	   he	   said,	   turning	   back	   to	   Laurent,	   a	   sharp	   edge	   to	   his	  
voice.	   “There’s	   been	   too	  much	   tragedy	   on	   this	  mission.	   I	  won’t	   be	   a	   part	   of	  
willfully	   torturing	   or	   harming	   anyone.	   That’s	   a	   line	   I	   won’t	   cross,	   and	   I’m	  
certain	  that	  the	  remaining	  crew	  wouldn’t	  either.”	  
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	   The	  implied	  threat	  of	  mutiny	  was	  a	  surprising	  twist,	  Laurent	  realized,	  
but	   Sandhurst	   was	   still	   acting	   within	   parameters.	   “So	   noted,”	   he	   replied	  
gruffly,	  but	  inside	  he	  felt	  satisfaction.	  
	   Donald	  nodded,	  before	  looking	  back	  at	  Pell.	  “I	  also	  promise	  you	  that	  
we’ll	  return	  you	  to	  your	  universe.”	  Pell	  touched	  his	  left	  ear,	  tugging	  it	  gently.	  
	   “Your	  pagh	  is	  strong,”	  she	  said	  smiling.	  “You	  are	  an	  honorable	  man.”	  
	   “I…I	  am	  just	  trying	  to	  do	  what’s	  right.”	  
	   “And	  the	  Pah	  Wraiths	  shall	  bless	  you	  for	  it.”	  
	   “On	  our	  side,	  that’s	  not	  a	  compliment,”	  Laurent	  quipped.	  	  
	   “Oh.”	  Pell	  said.	  “Well	  then…I	  guess	  I’ll	  rescind	  that.”	  
	   “It’s	  okay,”	  Sandhurst	  replied.	  “It’s	  the	  thought	  that	  counts.”	  
	   “Now	   that	   I’ve	   been	   corrected,”	   Laurent	   stood	   up,	   roughening	   his	  
voice	   to	  appear	  disappointed,	   “Please	  escort	  Glinn	  Pell	   to	  her	  new	  quarters.	  
I’ll	  leave	  it	  to	  you	  to	  determine	  which	  guest	  suite.”	  
	   “Thank	   you	   Commander	   Laurent,”	   Sandhurst	   said.	   Pell	   hooked	   her	  
arm	  around	  the	  exasperated	  man’s	  elbow.	  	  
	   “Lead	  the	  way.”	  
	   “I…I	   don’t	   think	   that’s	   appropriate,”	   Red	   now	   appeared	   to	   be	   the	  
permanent	  hue	  of	  Sandhurst’s	  face.	  He	  gingerly	  slid	  his	  arm	  out	  of	  hers.	  
	   Pell	   chortled.	   “Forgive	   my	   impertinence.	   I	   am	   still	   learning	   your	  
customs.”	  
	   I	   bet,	   Laurent	   thought,	   but	   kept	   the	   skepticism	   to	   himself.	   “I	   have	  
things	  to	  do	  Mr.	  Sandhurst,”	  he	  said	  to	  prod	  the	  man	  along.	  The	  reminder	  hit	  
him	  like	  a	  live	  wire.	  Sandhurst	  jumped	  into	  action.	  
	   “Of	   course	   sir.”	   He	   gestured	   for	   Pell	   to	  walk	   in	   front	   of	   him.	   “After	  
you.”	  
	   Before	  leaving	  Pell	  glanced	  back	  once	  more	  and	  Laurent	  and	  flashed	  
him	  a	  victorious	  smirk.	  Laurent	  saved	  his	  until	  after	  he	  was	  alone.	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Guest	  Suite,	  Deck	  Five)	  
	  
	   “This	  is	  acceptable,”	  Pell	  said,	  “but	  the	  view	  leaves	  a	  lot	  to	  be	  desired.”	  
Garish	   green	   light	   seeped	   into	   the	   room,	   casting	   a	   sickly	   pall	   over	   the	  
furniture.	   The	   room	   wasn’t	   as	   opulent	   as	   the	   one’s	   reserved	   for	   visiting	  
dignitaries,	  but	  it	  was	  its	  sparseness	  was	  tasteful.	  And	  it	  had	  a	  replicator	  unit,	  
a	  refresher	  unit,	  a	  tiny	  kitchen	  area,	  and	  a	  personal	  computer	  on	  the	  desk	  in	  
the	  living	  quarters.	  
	   “Computer,”	  Sandhurst	  said,	  “Tint	  the	  view	  ports	  to	  obfuscation.”	  The	  
windows	  darkened	  accordingly.	  He	  looked	  at	  her,	  “Is	  that	  sufficient?”	  
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	   “Yes,”	  she	  smiled,	  “Thank	  you	  so	  much.	  For	  everything.”	  She	  reached	  
out	   to	   touch	  his	  cheek,	  but	  he	  moved	  away	   from	  her.	  Her	   frown	  pricked	  his	  
heart.	  
	   “I	  think	  I	  should	  be	  going,”	  Donald	  said	  after	  clearing	  his	  throat.	  “I…I	  
have	  some	  work	  to	  do.”	  
	   “Do	  you	  really	  have	  to	  leave?	  So	  soon?”	  Pell	  pouted.	  Sandhurst	  tugged	  
on	  the	  collar	  of	  his	  uniform,	  the	  collar	  suddenly	  tight	  around	  his	  neck.	  “Please	  
stay	  with	  me.”	  
	   “Really,	  I	  shouldn’t.”	  	  
	   “If	   you	   insist.”	   She	   replied,	   her	   voice	   laden	  with	  displeasure.	  Before	  
he	  could	  react,	  she	  embraced	  him,	  her	  lips	  brushing	  against	  his	  cheek.	  
	   His	   strength	   waning,	   he	   knew	   he	   should	   pull	   away,	   but	   Donald	  
couldn’t.	  When	   her	   lips	   found	   their	   way	   to	   his,	   Sandhurst	   discovered	  why.	  
Because	  he	  didn’t	  want	  to	  pull	  away	  from	  her.	  He	  didn’t	  want	  to	  leave	  Pell.	  He	  
never	  really	  had.	  He	  had	  been	  scared	  of	  commitment,	  terrified	  of	  failure.	  
	   Relationships	   had	   never	   been	   his	   strong	   point.	   They	   weren’t	  
something	  that	  came	  with	  instructions	  or	  could	  be	  as	  carefully	  constructed	  as	  
a	  warp	  engine,	  even	  though	  that	  had	  been	  his	  botched	  approach	  far	  too	  many	  
times.	  
	   Giving	  into	  her,	  even	  though	  on	  some	  level	  he	  knew	  it	  was	  wrong,	  and	  
that	   this	   woman	   wasn’t	   the	   Pell	   that	   he	   cared	   about,	   and	   cared	   for	   him,	  
Donald	  briefly	  didn’t	  care	  about	  that.	  With	  death	  all	  around	  him,	  he	  wanted	  to	  
live	  in	  the	  moment.	  And	  it	  felt	  liberating.	  
	   Shutting	  off	  his	  conscious	  mind,	  his	  body	  moved	  of	   its	  own	  volition,	  
his	  arms	  wrapping	  around	  the	  woman’s	  tall,	  slender	  form.	  Pulling	  back	  for	  air,	  
she	  panted	  into	  his	  ear,	  “I’ve	  been	  so	  lonely,	  so	  lost.”	  He	  nodded,	  not	  wanting	  
to	  admit	  to	  her	  that	  he	  felt	  the	  same	  way.	  
	   “I…just	   need	   somebody…someone	   kind…”	   Donald	   took	   her	   angular	  
face	   in	   his	   hands,	   her	   aquiline	   features	   softening	  with	   longing,	   and	   planted	  
another	  kiss	  on	  her	  lips.	  
	   They	  awkwardly	  made	   it	  over	   to	   the	  bed,	  a	   tangle	  of	  arms	  and	   legs.	  
Hovering	   over	   the	   bed,	   on	   the	   brink,	   images	   of	   Terrence	   and	   Pell	   filled	   his	  
mind,	  and	  he	  pulled	  away	  from	  the	  woman	  as	  if	  he	  had	  been	  shocked.	  
	   “Donald,	   what’s	   wrong?”	   Pell’s	   voice	   was	   husky	  with	   desire.	   In	   the	  
passionate	   tumult,	   the	   front	   of	   her	   uniform	  had	   been	   unzipped,	   revealing	   a	  
sliver	  of	   smooth	  pale	   skin	  underneath,	   and	  even	   the	  gentle	   crescents	  of	  her	  
breasts.	  Sandhurst	  gulped,	   transfixed	  by	   the	  woman.	   “Am	  I	  not	  appealing	   to	  
you?”	  
	   “No,”	  he	  shook	  his	  head	  vociferously.	  “No,	  it’s	  not	  that	  at	  all.”	  	  
	   “Then	  what	  is	  it?”	  
	   “You’re	  toying	  me	  with,”	  he	  charged,	  though	  his	  voice	  held	  no	  venom.	  
“Just	  like	  you	  did	  with	  Terrence.”	  
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	   “Is	   that	  what	   you	   think?”	   Pell	   tilted	   her	   head	   at	   him	   as	   if	   she	  were	  
studying	   him.	   There	   was	   a	   glimmer	   of	   amusement	   in	   her	   eyes.	   “I	   find	   you	  
desirable	  Donald…but	  I	  also	  found	  Terrence	  desirable.	  But	   it	   is	  not	  duplicity	  
on	  my	  part.	  In	  my	  universe,	  it	  appears	  that	  we	  are	  more	  liberal	  in	  our	  sexual	  
attitudes.”	  
	   Sandhurst	  was	  dazed.	  “You	  like	  both	  me	  and	  Commander	  Glover?”	  
	   She	   shrugged	   as	   if	   the	   answer	   was	   obvious.	   “Yes,	   Terrence	   has	   an	  
audacity	  about	  him,	  an	  appealing	  ambitious	  streak,	  but	  you…you’re	  strength	  
is	   more	   anchored,	   compassionate,	   tender…I	   don’t	   know	   if	   that	   makes	   any	  
sense	  to	  you…”	  
	   “I…guess	   it	   does,”	   Donald	   said	   after	   a	  moment.	   He	  wondered	   if	   his	  
Ojana	  felt	  the	  same	  way	  about	  him	  and	  Commander	  Glover.	  “But	  we	  can’t	  do	  
this.”	  
	   “Are	   you	   sure	   about	   that?”	   Pell	   teased,	   unzipping	   her	   tunic.	   Donald	  
knew	  he	  should	  turn	  away,	  but	  he	  couldn’t.	  The	  woman	  shrugged	  the	   jacket	  
off	  smoothly.	  Naked	  from	  the	  waist	  up,	  her	  large,	  brown	  nipples	  were	  stiff	  and	  
seemingly	   pointing	   at	   him.	   It	   was	   an	   arresting	   sight.	   “Would	   you	   like	   to	  
reconsider	  now?”	  She	  smiled,	  moving	  towards	  him.	  He	  was	  rooted	  in	  his	  spot.	  
	   Right	  before	  she	  reached	  him,	  Donald’s	  combadge	  chirped.	  He	  didn’t	  
know	  whether	   to	   curse	   or	   clap	   for	   the	   save.	   He	   thumped	   his	   chest	   several	  
times	  before	  he	  found	  it,	  his	  eyes	  still	  riveted	  on	  Pell.	  
	   “Don…Sand…Lt.	  Sandhurst	  here,”	  he	  squeaked.	  
	   “Lieutenant.”	  It	  was	  Dr.	  Nemato.	  
	   “Y-‐Yes.”	  
	   “Is	  everything	  all	  right	  Sir?”	  
	   “Never…never	  better.”	  
	   “I	   wanted	   to	   inform	   you	   that	   Captain	   Diaz	   is	   awake.	   She	   wants	   to	  
speak	  with	  you.”	  
	   “I…I’m	  coming.”	  	  
	   “I	  wish,”	  Pell	  muttered.	  But	  Donald	  left	  that	  statement	  alone.	  
	   “Duty	   calls,”	   he	   smiled	   nervously.	   Pell	   slithered	   onto	   the	   bed,	   her	  
head	  resting	  in	  her	  hand,	  the	  elbow	  planted	  in	  the	  soft	  sheets.	  
	   “Perhaps	   some	   other	   time?”	   Donald	   cleared	   his	   throat,	   without	  
answering.	  Briskly	   exiting	  Pell’s	   quarters,	   he	   felt	  more	   like	  Terrence	  Glover	  
than	  he	  ever	  thought	  possible.	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  SIXTEEN	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Sickbay	  One-‐Intensive	  Care	  Unit)	  
	  
	   “Dr.	  Nemato	   told	  me	  everything.”	  Captain	  Diaz	  was	  sitting	  up	   in	   the	  
bed,	  propped	  up	  by	  a	  half-‐dozen	  pillows.	  “Why	  did	  you	  sign	  on	  to	  this?”	  
	   Lt.	   Sandhurst	   paused,	   trying	   to	   gather	   his	   thoughts	   together.	  
“Commander	   Laurent	   doesn’t	   know	   that	   you’re	   awake?”	   Was	   the	   best	   he	  
could	  do	  after	  a	  few	  anxious	  minutes.	  
	   “You	  don’t	  see	  any	  guards	  surrounding	  me	  or	  Terrence	  do	  you?”	  The	  
woman	   glanced	   briefly	   over	   at	   the	   still	   unconscious	   Commander	   Glover,	   a	  
golden	   field	   covering	   his	   body.	   Beside	   him	   was	   Lt.	   Zim,	   the	   exposed	   skin	  
Sandhurst	  was	  able	  to	  see	  was	  a	  pinkish	  mass.	  The	  Zaldan’s	  severe	  burns	  had	  
required	  major	  dermal	  regeneration.	  
	   “No	   I	   don’t,”	   he	   answered,	   his	   voice	   faltering.	   He	   sniffed,	   and	   then	  
straightened	   his	   shoulders.	   He	  wasn’t	   in	   grade	   school	   anymore.	   He	  was	   an	  
officer	  on	  a	  Starfleet	  vessel,	  and	  he	  needed	  to	  start	  acting	   like	  one.	   “Captain	  
Diaz,	   believe	   me	   that	   this	   wasn’t	   personal.	   Commander	   Laurent	   had	  
conclusive	  proof	   that	  both	  you	  and	  Commander	  Glover	  were	   sending	  coded	  
messages.	   The	   recursive	   subroutine	  we	  discovered	  was	   attempting	   to	   clean	  
the	   servers	   of	   any	   trace	   of	   those	   messages.	   I	   could	   only	   assume	   that	   the	  
initiator	  of	  the	  subroutine	  also	  sabotaged	  the	  sensor	  array.	  But	  there	  has	  been	  
new	  information	  that	  came	  to	  light	  since	  then,	  linking	  the	  Cardassian	  official	  
Oduara	  to	  destabilizing	  the	  warp	  core.”	  
	   “What?”	  Diaz	  leaned	  forward,	  wincing	  at	  the	  effort.	  Donald	  moved	  to	  
help	  her,	  but	  she	  waved	  for	  him	  to	  stay	  where	  he	  was.	  
	   “Yes	   sir,	   Commander	   Laurent	   ordered	   a	   diagnostic,	   and	   Ensign	  
T’Shanir	  found	  an	  Elgol-‐black	  encryption	  marker	  rooted	  in	  the	  magnetic	  field	  
unit.”	  
	   The	  woman	  nodded,	  a	  slow	  smile	  spreading	  over	  her	  face.	  “Did	  it	  ever	  
occur	  to	  you	  Donald	  that	  the	  one	  constant	   factor	  behind	  the	  sabotage	  of	   the	  
array,	  the	  discovery	  of	  encoded	  messages,	  and	  even	  the	  Cardassian	  computer	  
virus	  was	  Laurent?”	  
	   “Actually,	   I	   didn’t,”	   Sandhurst	   said	   slowly,	   his	   stomach	   clenching.	  
How	  had	  he	  missed	  Laurent	  at	  the	  epicenter	  of	  so	  many	  of	  the	  tragic	  events	  
that	  had	  befallen	  them	  since	  entering	  the	  Tong	  Beak?	  
	   “Well,	  think	  about	  it	  Donald.	  Did	  it	  ever	  enter	  your	  mind	  that	  Laurent	  
might	  be	  behind	  the	  sabotage?	  That	  he	  might’ve	  planted	  the	  evidence	  against	  
both	  Commander	  Glover	  and	  me?	  If	  not	  him,	  then	  the	  Cardassians?”	  
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	   “He…he	   saved	   my	   life,”	   Sandhurst	   felt	   like	   he	   had	   stepped	   into	  
another	   quantum	   reality	   himself,	   defending	   Laurent	   against	   Captain	   Diaz’s	  
accusations.	  “What	  would	  be	  his	  motivation?”	  
	   “I	   don’t	   know…but	   I	   need	   you	   to	   find	   out.”	   Diaz	   said.	   “It’s	   highly	  
peculiar	  that	  I	  wasn’t	  informed	  of	  Laurent’s	  true	  purpose	  aboard	  this	  vessel.	  
Don’t	  you	  think?”	  
	   “But	   Commander	   Laurent	   revealed	   said	   that	   there	   might	   be	   rogue	  
Starfleet	  officers	  operating	  onboard	  Cuffe,	  members	  of	  a	  terrorist	  Brigade.”	  
	   “Do	  you	  think	  I’m	  a	  traitor	  Donald?”	  
	   “No	  ma’am…of	  course	  not,”	  Sandhurst	  stammered,	  his	  palms	  clammy	  
with	  sweat.	  
	   “Then	  why	  did	  you	  go	  along	  with	  Laurent’s	  plan	   to	  arrest	  me?”	  The	  
woman’s	  tone	  was	  limned	  with	  hurt.	  Donald	  felt	  lower	  than	  a	  Denebian	  slime	  
devil.	  
	   “We	  just	  wanted	  to	  question	  you	  is	  all…you	  and	  Commander	  Glover.	  I	  
wouldn’t	   have	   supported	   a	   permanent	   change	   in	   command	   unless	   I	   was	  
certain	  that	  both	  of	  you	  were	  guilty	  of	  crimes	  against	  the	  Federation.”	  
	   “Are	  you	  really	  so	  naïve	  to	  think	  that	  once	  Laurent	  had	  removed	  me	  
from	  the	  center	  seat	  that	  he	  would	  relinquish	  it	  so	  easily?	  Especially,	  if	  there	  
was	  no	  conclusive	  proof	  of	  my	  ‘guilt’	  or	  ‘innocence’?”	  
	   “Yes,”	  Donald	  said	  weakly,	  not	  sure	  if	  he	  believed	  his	  own	  words.	  “He	  
would	  have	  no	  choice.	  It	  would	  be	  a	  matter	  for	  the	  Judge	  Advocate	  General	  to	  
decide.”	  
	   “I	   bet	   he’s	   already	   changing	   my	   orders	   isn’t	   he?”	   When	   Sandhurst	  
couldn’t	  bring	  himself	  to	  answer,	  Diaz	  chuckled.	  “Thought	  so.”	  
	   “Captain,”	   Sandhurst	   began,	   forcing	   himself	   to	   be	   as	   honest	   as	  
possible.	   “I	   can’t	   deny	   the	   truth	   of	   the	   things	   you	   said,	   but	   you	   haven’t	  
revealed	  whether	  you	  sent	  coded	  messages	  or	  not.	  And	  if	  so,	  were	  they	  to	  the	  
Brigade	  or	  other	  hostile	  forces?”	  
	   Diaz	   smiled	   again,	   the	   pitying	   look	   on	   her	   face	   so	   reminiscent	   of	  
Dolores	  Sandhurst	  that	  Donald	  had	  to	  briefly	  look	  away.	  
	   “I’m	  still	  the	  Captain	  of	  this	  ship.	  I	  don’t	  answer	  to	  you	  Donald.	  But	  if	  
you	  must	  know,	  receipt	  of	  encrypted	  information	  is	  a	  frequent	  occurrence	  for	  
the	  CO.”	  
	   “But	   what	   about	   Commander	   Glover?”	   A	   concerned	   look	   crossed	  
Diaz’s	  face,	  and	  she	  glanced	  over	  at	  the	  sleeping	  man.	  	  
	   “I	  don’t	  know,”	  she	  said	  with	  quiet	  resolve.	  “But	  I	  will	  find	  out.”	  
	   “Listen,	  Captain…”	  Diaz	  held	  up	  a	  silencing	  hand.	  
	   “Just	  think	  about	  what	  I’ve	  said,	  let	  it	  marinate.	  Keep	  your	  eye	  on	  him,	  
stay	  close,	  and	  do	  your	  duty.”	  
	   “I	  will,”	  Donald	  promised.	  
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	   “Good,”	  Diaz	   leaned	  back,	  stifling	  a	  yawn.	  “I	  guess	  you	  better	   inform	  
Commander	  Laurent	  that	  I’ve	  awakened.	  I	  would	  hate	  for	  him	  to	  think	  we’re	  
conspiring	  against	  him.”	  Her	  mischievous	  wink	  hit	  Sandhurst	   like	  a	  hammer	  
blow.	  	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Sickbay	  One-‐Intensive	  Care	  Unit)	  
	  
	   Terrence	  Glover	  awoke	  into	  a	  world	  of	  pain.	  He	  gasped,	  shutting	  his	  
eyes	  against	  the	  harsh	  light.	  
	   “Commander	  Glover?	  Terrence?	  Are	  you	  all	  right?”	  The	  voice	  felt	  far	  
away,	  but	  even	  at	  a	  distance	  its	  worry	  and	  fear	  were	  palpable.	  “Terrence?”	  It	  
sounded	   closer	   now,	   its	   plaintiveness	   pulling	   him	   back	   from	   the	   darkness,	  
again	   toward	   the	   agonizing	   light.	   He	   didn’t	  want	   to	   return	   there,	   but	   there	  
was	   something	   familiar	   about	   the	   voice.	   Something	   comforting.	   He	   tried	   to	  
speak,	  but	  his	  throat	  felt	  raw,	  closed	  up.	  
	   “Don’t	  speak,”	  the	  voice	  said.	  “I’ll	  get	  Dr.	  Nemato.”	  
	   Nemato?	  Sickbay.	  He	  was	  sick?	  What	  had	  happened?	  With	  darkness	  
all	  around	  him,	  he	  hung	  on	  to	  a	  ledge	  of	  consciousness,	  the	  voice	  spurring	  him	  
on.	  
	   What	   had	   happened	   to	   him?	   Why	   was	   he	   in	   Sickbay?	   Terrence	  
struggled	   to	   remember,	   each	   attempt	   giving	   him	   greater	   purchase	   on	   the	  
ledge,	  the	  darkness	  surrounding	  him	  losing	  its	  thickness.	  
	   When	  the	  answer	  finally	  came	  to	  him,	  the	  memories	  of	  the	  cargo	  bay,	  
the	  river	  of	  plasma,	  the	  burnt	  bodies,	  his	  scalded	  lungs,	  Terrence	  was	  tempted	  
to	  fling	  himself	  back	  into	  the	  abyss,	  but	  he	  hung	  on	  and	  pulled	  himself	  further	  
onto	  the	  ledge.	  
	   When	  he	  felt	  a	  light	  shining	  onto	  his	  eyelids,	  he	  chanced	  opening	  his	  
eyes	  again	  to	  meet	  it.	  Wincing	  against	  the	  intensity,	  he	  forced	  himself	  to	  keep	  
them	  open.	  
	   “Commander	  Glover.”	  Another	  voice	  he	  recognized.	  More	  so	  the	  clicks	  
than	  the	  tone.	  Antosian.	  Nemato…	  
	   He	  worked	  his	  mouth,	   forcing	  sound	  through	  his	  scarred	  throat	  and	  
past	   cracked	   lips.	   “What’s	   up	   doc?”	  He	   painfully	   laughed	   at	   his	   own	   joke,	   a	  
long	  forgotten	  Old	  Earth	  catchphrase	  from	  one	  of	   the	  animated	  cartoons	  his	  
Uncle	  Sengbe	  would	  watch	  with	  him	  whenever	  Terrence	  visited	  as	  a	  child.	  	  
	   “Very	  cute	  Bugs.”	  The	  other	  voice.	  Nyota.	  He	  smiled.	  She	  got	  the	  joke.	  
	   “I…try.”	  He	  tried	  to	  sit	  up,	  but	  several	  strong	  feelers	  pushed	  him	  back	  
against	  the	  biobed.	  
	   “Not	   so	   fast,”	   Dr.	   Nemato	   admonished.	   “You’ve	   received	   severe	  
injuries.	  Your	  body	  won’t	  be	  fully	  recuperated	  for	  days,	  if	  not	  weeks.”	  
	   “What…what	  happened?”	  
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	   “Your	   lungs	  were	  badly	  burned	  during	  the	  explosive	  decompression	  
incident	   in	   the	   cargo	   bay.	   In	   order	   to	   save	   your	   life	   I	   had	   to	   use	  genitronic	  
replication	  to	  create	  a	  new	  pair	  of	  lungs	  for	  you.”	  
	   “What?”	  He	  had	  new	  lungs?	  How	  was	  that	  possible?	  
	   “It’s	  a	  new	  medical	  procedure,	  quite	  revolutionary,”	  Nemato	  began.	  
	   “Save	  the	  lecture	  for	  later,”	  another	  voice	  butted	  in.	  He	  recognized	  the	  
rasp	  instantly.	  
	   “Captain,”	  Terrence	  said,	  shifting	  his	  head	  to	  find	  the	  woman.	  She	  was	  
standing,	   weaving	   actually-‐he	   wasn’t	   sure	   if	   it	   was	   his	   own	   shaky	   grip	   on	  
consciousness	  or	  the	  Captain	  herself	  who	  were	  swaying.	  She	  looked	  like	  she	  
had	  been	  put	  through	  the	  ringer	  too,	  so	  either	  was	  likely.	  “Glad	  you	  made	  it.	  
How	  many	  others?”	  
	   “Six,	  six	  out	  of	  twelve,”	  the	  woman	  answered,	  her	  face	  drawing	  tight.	  
He	  closed	  his	  eyes,	  his	  heart	  thumping	  painfully	  in	  his	  chest.	  
	   “Oh.”	  
	   “Terrence,”	   the	  woman	   said,	   her	  hard	  expression	  beyond	  grief,	   “We	  
need	  to	  talk.”	  
***	  
	  
(Captain’s	  Ready	  Room)	  
	  
	   Lt.	  Commander	  Gennaro	  Laurent	  was	  still	   stewing	  over	  his	   fruitless	  
interrogation	  of	  Captain	  Diaz	  when	  his	  door	  chimed.	  
	   “Who	  is	  it?”	  He	  growled.	  
	   “Gul	  Namek,”	  the	  voice	  came	  strong	  through	  the	  door.	  
	   “Enter.”	  
	   Namek	   strode	   into	   the	   room,	   all	   traces	   of	   his	   brush	   with	   death	  
vanished.	  His	   skin	  had	   returned	   to	   its	  usual	  gray	  pallor,	   an	   improvement	  of	  
mere	  degrees	  over	  the	  deathly	  paleness	  that	  had	  wreathed	  his	  skin	  while	  his	  
body	  fought	  off	  the	  voraxna	  poison.	  
	   “I	   take	   it	   that	   Dr.	   Nemato	   has	   given	   you	   a	   clean	   bill	   of	   health?”	  
Laurent	   didn’t	   even	   know	   why	   he	   asked	   that	   question.	   The	   Antosian	   had	  
already	  informed	  him	  of	  that	  when	  he	  had	  contacted	  Laurent	  to	  tell	  him	  that	  
Namek	  was	  healthy	  and	  wanted	  to	  meet	  with	  him.	  
	   “Yes,”	  Namek	  answered,	  his	  voice	  as	  stiff	  as	  his	  countenance.	  	  
	   Which	   was	   a	   good	   thing,	   Laurent	   supposed.	   It	   would	   save	   him	   the	  
trouble	   of	  making	   another	   trip	   to	   the	   infirmary	   for	   nothing.	   Captain	   Diaz’s	  
uncooperative	   attitude,	   and	   her	   refusal	   to	   admit	   her	   part	   in	   sabotaging	   the	  
sensor	  array	  had	  complicated	  matters	  considerably.	  He	  didn’t	  know	  how	  long	  
he	  would	  be	  able	  to	  retain	  command	  if	  the	  captain	  challenged	  him	  for	  it.	  
	   Though	   he	   had	   Starfleet	   law	   and	   regulations	   on	   his	   side,	   and	  
authorized	  orders	  from	  Adm.	  Nechayev,	  Laurent	  doubted	  it	  would	  do	  little	  to	  
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assuage	  the	  hardened	  loyalty	  of	  the	  ship’s	  crew	  for	  their	  captain,	  especially	  in	  
this	   hellish,	   trying	   environment.	   Even	   Lt.	   Sandhurst	   was	   already	   wavering.	  
And	  Laurent	  had	  saved	  that	  man’s	  life.	  
	   Of	   course,	   with	   the	   alternate	   Pell	   roaming	   more	   freely	   around	   the	  
ship,	   Sandhurst	   should	   be	   adequately	   distracted	   until	   Laurent	   was	   able	   to	  
complete	   his	   mission.	   But	   he	   had	   to	   know	   what	   he	   might	   be	   facing,	   from	  
Oduara	  before	  he	  felt	  comfortable	  enough	  to	  plow	  ahead.	  
	   “You	  can	  have	  a	  seat,”	  Laurent	  offered.	  
	   “I	  prefer	  to	  stand.”	  
	   “So	   be	   it,”	   Laurent	   said,	   feeling	   uncomfortable	   with	   the	   Cardassian	  
standing	  over	  him.	  Hating	  to	  cede	  the	  floor,	  Laurent	  eased	  out	  of	  his	  seat,	  and	  
made	  a	  show	  of	  walking	  over	  to	  the	  room’s	  port	  window,	  staring	  vacantly	  out	  
the	  window	  at	  the	  soupy	  nebular	  gases.	  	  
	   With	  his	  back	  to	  the	  Cardassian,	  he	  asked,	  “Why	  did	  Protocol	  Officer	  
Oduara	  attack	  you?”	  
	   “He	   didn’t	   approve	   of	   my	   revelation	   of	   the	   quantum	   flux	   capacitor	  
experiment	   to	   Captain	   Diaz.	   He	   accused	   me	   of	   revealing	   state	   secrets.	   He	  
called	   me	   a	   traitor.	   Producing	   a	   syringe,	   he	   attempted	   to	   inject	   me.	   We	  
struggled.	   Some	   time	   during	   the	   melee,	   he	   was	   able	   to	   prick	   me	   with	   the	  
needle,	  before	  I	  knocked	  it	  away	  from	  him.	  
	   But	   a	   little	   voraxna	   goes	   a	   long	   way.	   My	   last	   memories	   were	   of	  
Oduara	   running	   from	   my	   room.”	  
	   “That’s	  the	  whole	  story?”	  Laurent	  asked.	  It	  felt	  a	  little	  too	  practiced	  to	  
his	   ears,	   but	   he	   couldn’t	   decipher	   any	   holes	   or	   untruths	   in	   Namek’s	  
recollection.	  That	  bothered	  him.	  Could	  the	  Cardassian-‐a	  Cardassian-‐really	  be	  
telling	  the	  truth	  after	  all?	  
	   “Yes,	  if	  you	  would	  like	  to	  me	  invent	  something	  for	  you	  I	  can	  do	  so.	  But	  
that	  seems	  more	  like	  a	  tactic	  of	  the	  Obsidian	  Order,	  and	  not	  Starfleet.	  I	  could	  
be	  wrong	  of	  course.”	  
	   Laurent	   turned	   away	   slowly	   from	   his	   faux	   observation.	   He	   smiled.	  
“No	  Gul	  Namek.	  You	  are	  not	  wrong.	  All	  that	  concerns	  Starfleet	  is	  the	  truth.”	  
	   “Of	  course.”	  
	   “If	  you	  would	  like,	  I	  could	  move	  you	  to	  new	  quarters.”	  
	   “I	  am	  fine	  where	  I	  am.”	  
	   “As	  you	  wish.”	  
	   “Commander	  Laurent?”	  
	   “Yes?”	  	  
	   “I	  want	  to	  be	  a	   larger	  part	  of	  this	  mission.	  It	  has	  taken	  on	  more	  of	  a	  
personal	  aspect	  for	  me.”	  
	   “Good	  ole	  revenge	  eh?”	  
	   Namek	  smiled	  coldly.	  “It’s	  more	  than	  that.	  I	  don’t	  know	  what	  Oduara	  
has	   in	  mind,	   but	   his	   plans	   could	   prove	   just	   as	   disastrous	   to	   the	   Cardassian	  
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Union	  as	  to	  the	  Federation.	   Just	   like	  your	  Brigade,	   there	  are	  elements	   in	  the	  
Union	  opposed	  to	  the	  peace.	  I	  can’t	  help	  wonder	  now	  if	  Oduara	  has	  not	  duped	  
me	  like	  Lt.	  Danvers	  duped	  the	  crew	  of	  the	  Chevalier.”	  
	   “We’ll	   find	  out	  shortly.”	  Laurent	  said.	   “We	  will	  need	  your	  assistance	  
when	   we	   reach	   the	   alternate	   Ekuva.	   From	   our	   investigation	   of	   Glinn	   Pell’s	  
lifeboat,	  the	  technology	  was	  roughly	  similar.	   I’m	  assuming	  that	   it	  will	  be	  the	  
same	  on	  Pell’s	  Ekuva.	  And	  since	  you	  captained	  the	  vessel	  in	  our	  universe,	  your	  
expertise	  will	  be	  invaluable.”	  
	   “I	  stand	  ready	  to	  serve,”	  Namek	  gave	  a	  curt	  bow.	  
	   “Fine,”	  Laurent	   said.	   “I’ll	   set	  up	  you	  a	  work	   station	  at	   the	  Science	   II	  
console	   on	   the	   bridge.	   After	   I	   encode	   the	   necessary	   data	   restrictions	   of	  
course.”	  
	   “Of	  course,”	  Namek	  smiled	  again.	  “A	  prudent	  precaution.	  Captain	  Diaz	  
is	  fortunate	  to	  have	  such	  a	  wise	  third	  officer.”	  
	   Laurent	   felt	   tempted	   to	   inform	   the	   Cardassian	   that	   he	   was	   in	  
command	  now,	  and	  that	  he	  would	  treat	  the	  gul	  with	  a	  much	  heavier	  hand,	  but	  
he	  reigned	  in	  his	  ego,	  sublimating	  his	  personal	  desire	  to	  display	  his	  power	  to	  
his	  overall	  desire	  to	  secure	  whatever	  secrets	  the	  alien	  technology	  might	  hold	  
for	   the	   Federation.	   Instead	   he	   said,	   “I’ll	   inform	   you	   when	   to	   return	   to	   the	  
bridge.”	  He	  paused,	  relishing	  the	  tacit	  authority	  in	  his	  final	  word.	  “Dismissed.”	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Lieutenant	  Sandhurst’s	  Quarters)	  
	  
	   Donald	   couldn’t	   sleep.	   Sitting	  up	   in	  his	  bed,	   encircled	  by	  padds	  and	  
printouts,	   he	   had	   resigned	   himself	   to	   scouring	   back	   over	   every	   bit	   of	  
information	   gleaned	   from	   Lt.	   Zim’s	   investigation	   and	   Ensign	   T’Shanir’s	  
diagnostic.	  
	   Captain	   Diaz’s	   warning	   reverberated	   in	   his	   head.	   He	   owed	   her	   his	  
best	   efforts.	   But	   after	   several	   hours,	   all	   he	   had	   gotten	   for	   his	   effort	   was	  
terrible	  eyestrain.	  Eventually,	  he	  had	  been	  forced	  to	  push	  the	  information	  off	  
the	  side,	  and	  try	  to	  rest	  his	  eyes.	  
	   He	  was	   in	   a	   place	   beyond	   consciousness,	   but	   not	   fully	   asleep	  when	  
the	  soft,	  insistent	  chiming	  at	  his	  door	  brought	  him	  back	  to	  wakefulness.	  
	   “Enter,”	  he	  said	  sleepily,	  without	  thinking	  about	  it.	  He	  slid	  off	  the	  bed,	  
and	  into	  slippers	  when	  the	  door	  opened	  and	  Pell	  glided	  into	  the	  room.	  
	   She	  was	  dressed	   in	  a	   faux	  Tholian	  silk	  bathroom,	  knotted	   loosely	  at	  
the	  waste.	  She	  turned	  to	  him,	  smiling.	  Sandhurst	  was	  flabbergasted.	  
	   “I	   finally	   figured	   out	   how	   to	   get	   that	   replicator	   to	  make	   something	  
besides	  hasperat,	  she	  said	  cheerily.	  “Do	  you	  like?”	  She	  twirled	  around	  for	  him,	  
her	  lithe	  body	  resplendent	  in	  the	  sheer	  lavender	  robe.	  
	   “What	  are	  you	  doing	  here?”	  
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	   “You’re	  not	  happy	  to	  see	  me?”	  Pell	  pouted.	  
	   “I	  didn’t	  say	  that,”	  Donald	  blurted,	  before	  he	  thought	  about	  it.	  “Wait…I	  
didn’t	  mean	  to	  say	  that.”	  
	   “So,	   you’re	   really	   not	   happy	   to	   see	  me?”	   Sad	   eyes	   now	   accentuated	  
the	  jutting	  lips.	  
	   “No,	  I	  didn’t	  mean	  that	  either.”	  Sandhurst	  found	  himself	  so	  flustered	  
that	  he	  didn’t	  know	  what	  to	  say	  or	  do.	  
	   “Perhaps	  I	  can	  change	  your	  mind,”	  Pell	  said,	  pulling	  at	  the	  cincture	  at	  
the	  waist	  of	  her	  robe.	  It	  parted,	  revealing	  her	  nakedness	  beneath.	  The	  Bajoran	  
quickly	  slid	  her	  arms	  out	  of	  the	  robe,	  the	  fabric	  falling	  to	  her	  feet.	  
	   Donald’s	   breath	   caught	   in	   his	   throat.	   The	   greenish	   light	   pouring	   in	  
through	  the	  windows	  merged	  with	  the	  woman’s	  alabaster	  skin,	  giving	  her	  an	  
exotic,	  almost	  Orion	  complexion.	  	  
	   He	  couldn’t	  move	  as	  the	  woman	  advanced	  on	  him.	  Pell	  wrapped	  her	  
arms	  around	  him,	  and	  kissed	  him	  gently	  before	  moving	  to	  nuzzle	  and	  nibble	  
his	  neck.	  “We…we	  can’t	  do	  this,”	  Sandhurst	  protested,	  finding	  it	  hard	  to	  speak.	  
“It’s…not	  right.”	  
	   “What’s	   not	   right	   is	   not	   giving	   in	   to	   what	   we	   feel,”	   Pell	   breathed	  
between	  kisses	  with	  her	   tongue	  now	  darting	   into	  his	   left	  earlobe,	  while	  her	  
fingers	  ran	  over	  his	  back,	  and	  even	  briefly	  clutching	  his	  backside.	  Donald	  was	  
both	  startled	  and	  excited	  by	  the	  woman’s	  aggression.	  “You	  don’t	  know	  what	  
awaits	   us	   on	   the	  Ekuva…I	   just	  want	   to	   feel	   safe,	   protected	   for	   a	   little	  while	  
longer.”	  
	   “I	  make	  you	  feel	  safe?”	  
	   She	   stopped	   her	   sensual	   exploration	   to	   gaze	   at	   him.	   Nodding,	   she	  
smiled	   again,	   her	   teeth	   glittering	   more	   than	   any	   constellation	   he	   had	   ever	  
seen.	  “Yes,	  you	  make	  me	  feel	  safe…and	  desirable.”	  
	   “I	  do?”	  	  
	   Her	   laugh	  was	  musical.	   “Of	   course.	   But	   I	   won’t	   continue	   if	   you	   are	  
serious	   about	   not	  wanting	   to.	   I	   don’t	  want	   to	   force	   you	   to	   do	   anything	   you	  
don’t	   want	   to	   do.”	   She	   glanced	   around	   him,	   looking	   at	   the	   padds	   strewn	  
across	  the	  bed.	  “I	  see	  now	  that	  you	  were	  busy.”	  She	  began	  pulling	  away	  from	  
him,	  but	  he	  locked	  her	  arms	  around	  her.	  
	   “Don’t	  go.”	  Sandhurst	  wished	  he	  could	  say	  more,	  wished	  he	  could	  find	  
a	  way	  to	  express	  all	  of	  the	  emotions	  churning	  inside	  him,	  but	  he	  didn’t	  know	  
how.	  So	  he	  kept	  it	  simple.	  
	   “I	  won’t,”	  she	  said.	  “I	  promise.”	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  SEVENTEEN	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Sickbay-‐Intensive	  Care	  Unit)	  
	  
	   “Laurent’s	  in	  command,”	  Glover	  said,	  turning	  the	  information	  around	  
in	  his	  mind,	  his	  anger	  overriding	  his	  residual	  pain.	  Sitting	  up	  slowly	  in	  his	  bed,	  
he	   glanced	   from	  Captain	  Diaz	   to	   Lt.	  Dryer.	   The	   young	  woman	  had	   a	   phaser	  
clipped	  to	  her	  belt.	  “So	  I	  guess	  you’re	  guarding	  us	  huh?”	  
	   Lt.	  Dryer	  looked	  nervous.	  “Well…yes.”	  
	   “And	   Sandhurst	   sided	  with	   Laurent?”	  He	   asked,	   incredulous.	   Glover	  
couldn’t	  believe	  that	  the	  engineer	  had	  the	  spine	  to	  turn	  against	  Captain	  Diaz,	  
even	  with	  seemingly	  convincing	  proof.	  “I	  can’t	  believe	  it.”	  
	   “Believe	  it,”	  Diaz	  said.	  	  
	   “How	  could	  you	  allow	  this	  to	  happen?”	  Terrence	  turned	  back	  to	  Diaz.	  
	   “Well…I	  was	  incapacitated	  at	  the	  time,”	  the	  woman	  replied	  dryly.	  
	   “Actually,”	  Dryer	   spoke	  up,	   “Security	   teams	  were	  being	   sent	   to	   take	  
you	  both	  into	  custody	  right	  before	  Oduara’s	  escape.”	  
	   “Well	  I’m	  be	  damned,”	  Glover	  whispered.	  “Nyota,	  why	  didn’t	  you	  give	  
me	  some	  advanced	  warning?”	  
	   “Sir,	   there	   wasn’t	   a	   lot	   of	   time.	   And	   I	   had	   orders	   to	   follow.”	   The	  
woman	  replied.	  
	   “Leave	   her	   alone	   Terrence,”	   Diaz	   barked.	   “The	   only	   person	   on	   the	  
griddle	  right	  now	  is	  you.”	  
	   He	  raised	  his	  eyebrows.	  “I’m	  on	  the	  hot	  seat?”	  
	   “Commander	   Laurent	   uncovered	   evidence	   of	   encoded	  messages	   by	  
both	  of	  us.	  Now,	  I	  know	  why	  I	  received	  and	  sent	  encrypted	  messages.	  But	  I’m	  
stumped	  as	  to	  why	  you	  did.”	  
	   Glover	  shifted	  his	  gaze,	  “I’m	  not	  at	  liberty	  to	  say.”	  The	  captain	  leaned	  
forward.	  
	   “Commander,	  I’m	  giving	  you	  a	  direct	  order,”	  she	  said,	  her	  voice	  tinged	  
with	  anger.	  
	   “At	   this	   moment	   your	   orders	   don’t	   mean	   much,”	   he	   replied.	   The	  
woman	  was	  taken	  aback	  by	  his	  answer.	  He	  would	  rather	  have	  her	  angry	  with	  
him	  than	  learning	  the	  truth.	  
	   “After	   this	   is	   resolved,	  you	  can	  expect	  a	   reprimand,”	  Diaz	  promised.	  
“With	  insubordination	  on	  your	  record,	  in	  addition	  to	  whatever	  you’re	  hiding,	  
you’ll	  never	  sit	  in	  a	  captain’s	  chair.”	  
	   “I	  wouldn’t	   be	   so	   sure	   of	   that,”	  Glover	   said.	  He	  was	   certain	   that	   his	  
work	   for	   Adm.	   Nechayev	   and	   Captain	   Awokou	   had	   earned	   him	   powerful	  
allies,	   not	   to	  mention	  his	   admiral	   father	  would	   give	  him	   the	   ammunition	   to	  
weather	   any	   reprimand	   Captain	   Diaz	   might	   issue.	   Of	   course,	   if	   the	   woman	  
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proved	   to	   be	   truly	   innocent	   of	   the	   sabotage,	   her	   decree	   might	   impede	   his	  
career	  plans	  but	  not	  derail	  them.	  
	   “Listen	   Terrence,	   your	   father	   is	   an	   admiral,	   well	   so	   is	   my	   ex,	   and	  
we’re	  both	  under	   the	  gun.	  Laurent’s	  orders	   come	   from	  Adm.	  Nechayev,	   and	  
she	  has	  more	  juice	  than	  either	  of	  our	  associates.”	  
	   “What	  did	  you	  say?”	  Glover’s	  voice	  faltered.	  “That’s	  not	  possible.”	  
	   “Why?”	   Diaz’s	   voice	   was	   mocking.	   “Not	   everyone	   has	   been	   as	  
intoxicated	  by	  your	  charm	  as	  I	  have.”	  
	   “No,	  that’s	  not	  it.”	  
	   “Then	  would	  you	  care	  to	  enlighten	  me?”	  
	   “I	  can’t	  Captain.”	  
	   “Terrence,	  did	  you	  sabotage	  the	  sensor	  array?”	  
	   “How	  could	  you	  accuse	  me	  of	  something	  like	  that?”	  
	   “Did	   you	   initiate	   a	   recursive	   subroutine	   to	   erase	   your	   encoded	  
messages?”	  
	   “In	   hindsight	   perhaps	   I	   should’ve,”	   Glover	   muttered.	   “But	   no,	   I	   did	  
not.	  I’m	  as	  stumped	  by	  this	  as	  you	  claim	  to	  be.”	  
	   “‘Claim	  to	  be’”?	  Diaz’s	  face	  darkened.	  “What	  are	  you	  implying?”	  
	   “Perhaps	  both	  of	  you	  need	  to	   just	  power	  down	  for	  a	  minute,”	  Dryer	  
suggested.	  “Things	  are	  getting	  a	  little	  heated.”	  
	   “Stay	  out	  of	   this	  Nyota,”	  Glover	  warned.	  He	  sat	  up	  straighter	  on	   the	  
bed,	  wincing	  at	  the	  effort.	  His	  whole	  body	  ached,	  but	  he	  would	  be	  damned	  if	  
he	  appeared	  as	  weak	  as	  he	  felt.	  
	   “Technically	   sir,”	   Dryer	   ventured.	   “You’re	   not	   in	   a	   position	   to	   issue	  
me	  any	  orders.”	  
	   “That’s	   not	   true,”	   Diaz	   said,	   turning	   to	   pin	   the	   nervous	   Junior	  
Lieutenant	  with	  a	  hard	  stare.	  “Until	  either	  Commander	  Glover	  or	  I	  have	  been	  
formally	  charged	  with	  a	  crime	  or	  breach	  of	  Starfleet	  regulations,	  we	  are	  still	  
the	  senior	  most	  officers	  aboard	  this	  vessel.”	  
	   “She’s	   right,”	   Glover	   concurred.	   “So,	   Captain	  when	   are	   you	   going	   to	  
reclaim	   the	   center	   seat?	   I	   don’t	   trust	   Laurent	   any	   further	   than	   I	   can	   throw	  
him.”	  
	   “It’s	  obvious	  that	  you	  don’t	  trust	  me	  either	  Commander,	  so	  what’s	  the	  
difference	  between	  him	  or	  me	  taking	  command?”	  
	   He	  shook	  his	  head	  slowly,	  “That’s	  not	  what	  I	  meant	  to	  imply…it’s	  just,	  
there’s	  so	  many	  twists	  and	  turns…I’m	  not	  sure	  about	  anything	  anymore.”	  
	   “I	   don’t	   know	   who	   to	   trust	   either,”	   Diaz	   admitted,	   “but	   we	   would	  
stand	   a	   better	   chance	   of	   countermanding	   the	   orders	   Laurent	   has	   from	  
Nechayev	  if	  we	  are	  unified.	  And	  I’m	  not	  stepping	  one	  foot	  out	  of	  this	  ICU	  to	  do	  
so	  unless	  I	  know	  that	  we	  trust	  each	  other.”	  
	   Glover	   glanced	   at	   the	  woman,	   her	   face	   as	   stony	   as	   a	  mountain.	   He	  
weighed	   his	   options,	   his	   future	   swinging	   on	   a	   pendulum	   of	   uncertain	  
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outcomes	   either	   direction	   he	   chose.	   Sighing,	   he	   slumped	   his	   shoulders,	  
resigning	  himself	  reluctantly	  to	  a	  course	  of	  action.	  	  
	   “Lt.	  Dryer,	   I	   need	   to	   speak	   to	   the	  Captain…alone.”	  He	  was	   glad	   that	  
the	  woman	  didn’t	  protest.	  Once	  she	  was	  gone,	  Glover	  slid	   to	  the	  edge	  of	   the	  
bed,	  letting	  his	  legs	  hang	  down,	  his	  toes	  brushing	  against	  the	  cold,	  hard	  floor.	  	  
	   Diaz	   also	   scooted	   forward	   on	   her	   bed.	   Once	   they	  were	   centimeters	  
from	   each	   other,	   Glover	   whispered,	   “Captain,	   it’s	   only	   because	   of	   the	  
friendship	   you	   extended	   to	  me	   after	   the	   situation	   with	   Nya,	   that	   I	   disobey	  
these	  orders	  but	  Laurent	  represents	  too	  grave	  a	  threat.”	  
	   “Why	  is	  that?”	  She	  whispered.	  They	  were	  so	  close	  that	  her	  breath	  was	  
warm	  on	  his	  face.	  	  
	   “He	  couldn’t	  have	  been	  sent	  here	  by	  Nechayev,”	  Glover	  declared.	  
	   “How	  come?”	  
	   “Because	  I	  was.”	  
	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Lt.	  Sandhurst’s	  Quarters)	  
	  
Several	  Hours	  Later….	  
	  
	   Though	  the	  space	  outside	  looked	  as	  sickly	  as	  ever,	  Sandhurst	  felt	  like	  
he	  was	   awakening	   to	   a	   new	  dawn.	   Pell	   laid	   beside	   him,	   snoring	   gently,	   her	  
arm	  across	  his	  chest.	  
	   It	  was	  so	  reminiscent	  of	  how	  things	  used	  to	  be	  between	  them,	  before	  
career	  and	  other	  things	  pulled	  them	  apart,	  that	  Donald’s	  eyes	  misted	  slightly.	  
	   He	  needed	  to	  go	  to	  the	  refresher,	  but	  he	  didn’t	  want	  to	  wake	  her,	  to	  
shatter	  the	  perfection	  of	  this	  moment.	  Their	  love	  making	  had	  been	  intense,	  a	  
deluge	  of	  passion	  after	  months	  of	  draught.	  Some	  distant	   lovers	  made	  use	  of	  
the	  holodeck	   to	   let	  off	   steam,	  but	  Donald	  had	  always	   felt	   silly	  attempting	   to	  
engage	  in	  intimate	  relations	  with	  a	  simulacrum.	  He	  wanted,	  needed,	  the	  real	  
thing.	  	  
	   But	  there	  was	  a	  damnable	  part	  of	  him,	  a	  boll	  weevil	  of	  doubt	  boring	  
into	   his	   brain,	   telling	   him	   that	   what	   just	   happened	  wasn’t	   real	   either.	   This	  
wasn’t	  the	  Ojana	  that	  he	  loved.	  It	  was	  a	  totally	  different	  person,	  despite	  their	  
genetic	   similarities	   and	   inverse	   experiences.	   And	   he	   had	   cheated	   on	   Ojana	  
with	  this	  alternate.	  
	   The	   thought	   of	   him	   being	   unfaithful	   to	   Pell	   was	   sickening,	   but	   he	  
really	  couldn’t	  deny	  it.	  Could	  he?	  This	  woman	  in	  his	  bed	  wasn’t	  the	  Pell	  that	  
he	  knew.	  	  
	   Damn	   conscience,	   had	   to	   go	   ruin	   something	   else	   didn’t	   you?	   	   He	  
brooded,	  trying	  to	  hold	  back	  the	  rising	  tide	  of	  guilt	  as	  best	  he	  could.	  Unable	  to	  
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fall	   back	  asleep,	   and	  unwilling	  now	   to	  wake	  Pell	   because	  he	  didn’t	   think	  he	  
could	   face	   the	  woman	  after	  what	   they	  had	  done,	  Sandhurst	  stared	  up	  at	   the	  
ceiling,	   his	  mind	   reviewing	   the	   information	   he	   had	   been	   going	   over	   before	  
Pell	  had	  showed	  up.	  
	   For	   the	   first	   time	   in	   a	   long	   time	   he	   was	   glad	   when	   the	   intercom	  
sparked	  to	  life.	  “Lt.	  Sandhurst?”	  It	  was	  Laurent.	  
	   Donald	  kept	  his	  gaze	  on	  the	  ceiling.	  “Yes	  sir,”	  he	  said	  softly.	  But	  Pell	  
was	  starting	  to	  move	  in	  her	  sleep	  regardless.	  
	   “Sorry	  to	  wake	  you.”	  
	   “I	  was	  up	  sir.”	  
	   “Good.	   Listen,	   I	   need	   you	  on	   the	   bridge.	  Our	   acoustic	   location	   relay	  
has	  just	  discovered	  two	  large	  vessels	  less	  than	  20,000	  kilometers	  away.”	  
	   Sandhurst’s	   stomach	   fluttered.	   It	   had	   to	   be	   the	   ships	   they	   were	  
looking	  for.	  “Any	  sign	  of	  a	  quantum	  fissure?”	  
	   “That’s	   what	   I	   need	   you	   up	   here	   for,	   to	   oversee	   modulating	   a	  
subspace	  differential	  pulse	  to	  withstand	  the	  interference	  from	  the	  nebula.”	  
	   “I’ll	  be	  there	  shortly	  sir.”	  Sandhurst	  carefully	  placed	  Pell’s	  arm	  on	  the	  
bed	  beside	  him,	  but	  the	  woman	  was	  already	  starting	  to	  rise	  up.	  	  
	   “Good,”	  the	  man	  paused,	  “Eh,	  have	  you	  seen	  Glinn	  Pell?”	  	  
	   “Wuh?”	  She	  said	  groggily,	  “Did	  you	  say	  something	  Donald?”	  
	   “I	   see	   that	   you	  have,”	  Laurent	   said.	   Sandhurst	   could’ve	   sworn	   there	  
was	  a	  large	  smile	  behind	  the	  man’s	  voice.	  “Please	  have	  her	  accompany	  you	  to	  
the	  bridge.	  Laurent	  out.”	  
	   Donald	   didn’t	   find	   his	   voice	   again	   until	   after	   the	   commander	   had	  
deactivated	  the	  link.	  Pell	  was	  now	  sitting	  up	  in	  the	  bed,	  a	  sheet	  covering	  her	  
breasts	  and	  lower	  body.	  
	   “Something	  has	  happened?”	  She	  asked,	  now	  alert.	  
	   “Yes,”	   Sandhurst	   answered,	   pushing	   back	   his	   embarrassment.	   “We	  
are	  within	  range	  of	  the	  alien	  vessel	  and	  the	  Ekuva.”	  
	   Pell	  gasped,	  a	   frightened	   look	  overtaking	  her	  beautiful	   features.	  She	  
reached	  out	  and	  caressed	  the	   lieutenant’s	   face.	  “I	  really	  had	  a	  pleasant	  time.	  
Whatever	  happens,	  don’t	  ever	  think	  otherwise.”	  
	   “Nothing’s	  going	  to	  happen,”	  Sandhurst	  tried	  to	  sound	  confident,	  but	  
his	  voice	  cracked.	  She	  smiled	  at	  him.	  
	   “I	  guess	  I	  better	  get	  dressed.”	  
	   “Yeah,	   if	  you	  go	  to	  the	  bridge	   like	  that,	   I	   think	  you’ll	  get	  more	  study	  
than	  the	  vessels	  or	  the	  quantum	  fissure.”	  
	   “At	  least	  I’m	  not	  as	  dangerous.”	  
	   I’m	  not	  so	  sure	  about	  that,	  Donald	  thought,	  but	  he	  kept	  it	  to	  himself.	  
***	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  



 178 

(Main	  Bridge)	  
	  
	   	  
	   Lt.	   Sandhurst	   was	   glad	   to	   have	   something	   to	   do	   besides	   thinking	  
about	   Pell.	   But	   even	   as	   he	   brought	   the	   ship’s	   sensors	   back	   on	   line,	   and	  
recalibrated	  them	  to	  produce	  a	  subspace	  differential	  pulse,	  in	  concert	  with	  Lt.	  
N’Saba’s	   terminal,	  he	  couldn’t	  help	   taking	  his	   sneaking	  a	   few	  glances	  at	  Pell	  
every	  now	  and	  then.	  
	   The	   Bajoran	   had	   her	   elbows	   propped	   against	   the	   Environmental	  
Control	   console,	   with	   Gul	   Namek	   sitting	   stoically	   beside	   her.	   The	   woman	  
appeared	  transfixed	  by	   the	  static	  raining	  on	   the	  main	  viewer,	  but	  every	   few	  
minutes,	  she	  would	  reward	  his	  furtive	  gazes	  with	  a	  wink.	  
	   It	   excited	   and	   embarrassed	  him	  both	   at	   the	   same	   time.	  He	  had	   just	  
completed	  another	  round	  of	  secret	  gazing	  when	  a	  strong	  hand	  squeezed	  his	  
shoulder.	   He	   started,	   whipping	   around	   to	   see	   an	   off	   balance	   Commander	  
Laurent.	  
	   “I	  didn’t	  mean	  to	  startle	  you	  Lieutenant,”	  the	  man	  said.	  “I	  just	  wanted	  
to	  give	  you	  my	  personal	  thanks.”	  The	  pulse	  had	  helped	  them	  find	  the	  quantum	  
fissure,	   and	   Sandhurst	   had	   recently	   begun	   mapping	   the	   length	   of	   the	   long	  
subspace	  tear.	  	  
	   “I	  should	  have	  initial	  readouts	  of	  the	  rift’s	  diameter	  shortly.”	  Donald	  
said.	  
	   “Good,”	   Laurent	   replied.	   He	   rubbed	   his	   hands	   anxiously.	   It	  was	   the	  
first	  time	  Sandhurst	  had	  seen	  the	  man	  perturbed.	  And	  there	  was	  a	  mean	  side	  
to	  him	  that	  sort	  of	  liked	  seeing	  such	  an	  intimidating	  man	  rattled.	  
	   Laurent	   turned	   from	   him.	   “Mr.	   N’Saba,	   see	   if	   we	   can	   clean	   up	   the	  
resolution	  on	  the	  main	  viewer.”	  
	   “I’ll	  do	  what	   I	   can,”	   the	  Alshain	   replied	   from	  down	   in	   the	  command	  
well.	  Seconds	  later,	  streaks	  of	  green	  peeked	  through	  the	  static.	  After	  a	  minute,	  
they	   had	   a	   fairly	   clear	   picture	   of	   the	   nebula.	   “I	   don’t	   know	   how	   long	   I	   can	  
maintain	  it,”	  N’Saba	  said,	  but	  Donald,	  and	  no	  one	  else	  it	  appeared,	  seemed	  to	  
be	  paying	  attention	  any	  longer.	  
	   The	  lieutenant	  was	  transfixed	  by	  the	  image	  on	  the	  large	  screen.	  The	  
largest	  ship	  he	  had	  ever	  seen	  was	  poking	  out	  of	  the	  quantum	  rift.	  It	  resembled	  
a	   darkened	  misshapen	   cocoon.	   Drifting	   listlessly	   above	   it	  was	   a	   Galor-‐class	  
warship.	  	  
	   Pell	   gasped.	   Namek	   stood	   up.	   “It’s	   so	   identical,	   it’s	   impossible,”	   he	  
whispered	  in	  awe.	  
	   “Scan	  for	  any	  lifeboats	  Lt.	  N’Saba,”	  Laurent	  said.	  “I	  don’t	  want	  Officer	  
Oduara	  catching	  us	  by	  surprise	  again.”	  
	   “The	  sensors	  are	  still	  somewhat	  impaired,”	  the	  Alshain	  reported.	  “But	  
from	  what	  I’ve	  gleaned,	  there	  are	  no	  signs	  of	  any	  errant	  lifeboats.”	  
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	   “What	  about	  the	  alien	  vessel,	  or	  the	  Cardassian	  ship?”	  Laurent	  asked.	  
	   “No	  life	  signs	  on	  the	  alien	  vessel.	  There	  are	  at	  least	  114	  life	  forms	  of	  
several	  species	  onboard	  the	  Cardassian	  vessel.”	  
	   “Out	   of	   six	   hundred,”	   Pell	   said,	   her	   voice	   hollow.	   “How	   many	  
Bajoran?”	  
	   “Our	  sensory	  information	  is	  nowhere	  near	  precise,”	  N’Saba	  answered,	  
pawing	   several	   commands	   into	  his	   console.	   “However,	   it	   appears	   that	   there	  
are	  thirteen	  Bajorans	  still	  alive.”	  
	   “Soyam,	   one	   of	   them	   could	   be	   Soyam,”	   Pell	   said	  with	   a	   joy	   that	   cut	  
through	  Donald’s	  heart.	   Instantly	  he	   felt	   terrible	  being	   jealous	  over	   a	  wife’s	  
joy	  that	  her	  husband	  was	  alive.	  
	   “More	  eager	  to	  go	  back	  aboard	  now?”	  Laurent	  asked	  the	  woman.	  She	  
fixed	  him	  with	  a	  cold	  look.	  
	   “I	  would	  do	  anything	  for	  Soyam.”	  She	  said.	  “But	  you	  still	  don’t	  know	  
what	  you’re	  about	  to	  witness.”	  
	   “Look	  at	  this	  face,	  I’ve	  witness	  quite	  a	  few	  things,”	  Laurent	  said	  with	  
conviction.	  
	   “We’ll	  see.”	  Pell	  replied	  with	  equal	  certainty.	  	  
	   “Perhaps	   not,”	   a	   raspy	   voice	   filled	   the	   room.	   It	   was	   Captain	   Diaz.	  
Laurent	  looked	  around	  the	  bridge,	  and	  the	  others	  followed	  suit.	  	  
	   “It’s	  the	  intercom,”	  N’Saba	  said,	  jerking	  a	  paw	  towards	  the	  ceiling.	  
	   “What’s	  the	  meaning	  of	  this?”	  Laurent	  asked.	  
	   “I’ll	  tell	  you	  after	  you	  wake	  up,”	  Diaz	  replied.	  
	   “Wake	  up?”	  Almost	  on	  cue,	  Lt.	  Hunal	  slumped	  over	  her	  seat.	  Namek’s	  
legs	  grew	  wobbly	  and	  the	  Cardassian	  stumbled	  back	  to	  his	  seat.	  Pell	  tried	  to	  
rise	  but	   fell	   over.	   Simus	   staggered	  backward,	   coughing	  as	  he	   fought	   against	  
the	  invisible	  assault,	  crashing	  into	  a	  wall	  panel	  before	  he	  succumbed.	  	  
	   “Mr.	   N’Saba!”	   Laurent	   cried.	   “It’s	   anesthizine!	   Activate	   the	   air	  
filtration	  system!”	  Laurent	  declared,	  holding	  a	  hand	  over	  his	  mouth	  and	  nose.	  
	   Donald’s	  eyelids	  grew	  heavy	  as	  he	  watched	  the	  man	  and	  Mr.	  N’Saba	  
struggle	  to	  scrub	  the	  bridge	  free	  of	  the	  colorless,	  odorless	  gas.	  From	  far	  away,	  
he	  heard	  the	  Alshain	  say,	  his	  voice	  several	  octaves	  lower,	  “The	  main	  computer	  
has	  been	  locked	  out.”	  
	   It	  was	   the	   last	   thing	  he	  heard	  before	  his	  eyelids	  grew	  too	  heavy	   for	  
him	  to	  hold	  up	  any	  longer.	  He	  placed	  his	  head	  against	  the	  cool,	  flat	  surface	  of	  
his	  console,	  the	  winking	  lights	  and	  whirring	  sounds	  of	  its	  circuits	  a	  soothing	  
lullaby.	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Security	  Detention	  Center-‐Cell	  One)	  
	  
	   “How	  was	  your	  nap?”	  Diaz	  smirked.	  
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	   Commander	   Laurent	   did	   his	   best	   to	   shake	   away	   the	   cobwebs,	   his	  
vision	  hazy	  and	  his	  head	  pounding.	  “Captain	  Diaz…this	  is	  a	  surprise…”	  
	   “More	   like	   poor	   planning	   on	   your	   part,”	   the	   captain	   replied.	   “You	  
didn’t	  change	  the	  authorization	  codes,	  or	  lock	  out	  the	  main	  computer.	  I	  guess	  
you	   thought	   the	   incident	   in	   the	   cargo	   bay	   had	   sidelined	   us.”	   She	   jerked	   a	  
thumb	  at	  Commander	  Glover.	  The	  man	  stood	  at	  the	  captain’s	  side,	  his	  massive	  
arms	  folded,	  a	  permanent	  scowl	  on	  his	  face.	  No	  one	  else	  was	  in	  the	  cell.	  The	  
agent	  wondered	  what	  had	  happened	  to	  the	  rest	  of	  the	  bridge	  crew.	  	  
	   Laurent	   tried	   to	   move,	   realizing	   that	   he	   had	   been	   outfitted	   with	  
heavy,	  metallic	  boots	  that	  were	  rooted	  to	  the	  floor	  by	  gravity.	  His	  hands	  were	  
also	   bound	   in	   metallic	   cuffs	   behind	   his	   back.	   Diaz	   waved	   a	   small	   padd,	  
tantalizingly	  just	  out	  of	  reach.	  	  
	   “If	  you	  answer	  my	  questions	  truthfully	  I’ll	  release	  you.”	  
	   “I’ll	  be	  as	  cooperative	  as	  you	  were,”	  he	  spat.	  	  
	   Diaz	   shook	   her	   head,	   tapping	   the	   control	   device.	   A	   mild,	   though	  
unpleasant	  electric	  charge	  coursed	  through	  him.	  He	  groaned.	  
	   “Torture?”	  He	  asked,	  incredulous.	  “You’re	  resorting	  to	  torture	  now?	  I	  
shouldn’t	  be	  surprised,	  since	  one	  of	  you	  has	  already	  committed	  murder.”	  
	   “Come	  off	  of	  it	  Laurent,”	  Glover	  spoke,	  his	  voice	  frigid.	  “We	  know	  that	  
Admiral	  Nechayev	  didn’t	  send	  you	  here.”	  He	  leaned	  forward,	  his	  nose	  almost	  
touching	  Laurent’s	  forehead.	  “Who	  did?”	  
	   “My	   orders	   came	   from	   Adm.	   Nechayev,”	   he	   bit	   back	   a	   yelp	   as	   Diaz	  
zapped	  him	  again.	  Regaining	  his	  breath,	  “My	  orders	  can	  be	  authenticated.”	  
	   “I	  know,”	  Glover	  replied.	  “I’ve	  already	  ran	  them	  through	  analysis.	  But	  
they	  couldn’t	  have	  come	  from	  Nechayev.”	  
	   “Why	  is	  that?”	  
	   “Because	  I	  work	  for	  Nechayev.	  I	  was	  assigned	  to	  this	  ship	  on	  a	  special	  
mission.	  I	  wasn’t	  alerted	  that	  you	  would	  be	  coming.”	  
	   Laurent	  shrugged.	  “Maybe	  the	  admiral	  didn’t	  want	  you	  to	  know.	  The	  
right	  hand	  not	  knowing	  about	  the	  left	  hand	  and	  all	  of	  that…”	  
	   Glover	   nodded,	   conceding	   the	   point.	   “Perhaps	   Nechayev	   wouldn’t	  
have	  told	  me,	  but	  there	  are	  other	  contacts	  that	  would.	  So	  it	  doesn’t	  add	  up.”	  
	   Laurent	   shrugged	   again,	   this	   time	   earning	   a	   charge	   for	   his	  
insouciance.	  	  
	   “Who	  do	  you	  work	  for?”	  Diaz	  pressed.	  
	   “Commander	  Glover,”	  Laurent	  replied,	  “If	  it	  is	  true	  that	  you	  work	  for	  
Nechayev,	   and	   I	  have	  no	   reason	  not	   to	  believe	  you	  at	   this	  point,	   that’s	  your	  
alibi	   about	   the	   coded	  messages.	  Captain	  Diaz	   still	   hasn’t	  been	   forthcoming.”	  
He	  grinned	  when	  Glover	   looked	  doubtfully	   for	  a	  brief	  second	  at	   the	  captain.	  
“Has	  she?”	  
	   He	  cried	  in	  agony	  as	  cords	  of	  electricity	  lashed	  his	  body.	  His	  strength	  
siphoned,	  it	  was	  all	  Laurent	  could	  do	  not	  to	  vomit	  or	  defecate	  in	  front	  of	  them.	  
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Head	  hanging	  low,	  his	  throat	  burning	  with	  bile	  from	  the	  regurgitated	  contents	  
of	  his	  stomach,	  Laurent	  didn’t	  speak	  until	  he	  had	  gotten	  control	  of	  his	  bodily	  
functions.	  When	  he	   spoke	  again,	   his	   voice	  was	   ragged	  and	  alien	   to	  his	   ears,	  
“Commander	  Glover,	  don’t	  you	  think	  torture	  is	  drastic?	  She	  wants	  to	  shut	  me	  
up,	  she’s	  a	  traitor!	  She’s	  got	  to	  be	  stopped!”	  	  
	   “You	   come	   aboard	   my	   ship	   under	   false	   pretenses,	   instigate	   an	  
insurrection	   and	   I’m	   the	   traitor?”	   Diaz	   replied	   in	   exasperation.	   “Perhaps	  
another	  zap	  we’ll	  loosen	  your	  tongue.”	  
	   Laurent	  closed	  his	  eyes,	  tensing	  for	  the	  inevitable	  flood	  of	  pain.	  “No,”	  
Glover	   said,	   “Don’t.”	   The	   agent	   cracked	   open	   an	   eye,	   to	   see	   one	   of	   Glover’s	  
large	  hands	  clutching	  Diaz’s	  hand	  that	  held	  the	  device.	  “Let’s	  not	  overdue	  it.”	  
	   The	   captain	  glared	  at	  her	  First	  Officer.	   “This	  man	  knows	  more	   than	  
he’s	  telling!”	  
	   “That	  might	   be,”	   Glover	   said.	   “However,	  we’ll	   never	   find	   that	   out	   if	  
he’s	  dead	  or	  his	  brain	  is	  fried.”	  
	   “So,	  what	  are	  you	  saying?”	  Glover	  gently	  pulled	  the	  woman’s	  hand	  off	  
the	  controls,	  and	  palmed	  it	  himself.	  
	   “Let	  me	  take	  this,”	  he	  said	  gently.	  “We	  have	  some	  other	  people	  to	  talk	  
to.”	  
	   “He’s	  hiding	  something!”	  Diaz	  pointed	  at	  him	  like	  he	  was	  a	  monster.	  
	   “Maybe	   we	   need	   to	   give	   Mr.	   Laurent	   a	   little	   time	   to	   weigh	   his	  
alternatives,	  just	  like	  I	  had.	  He’ll	  come	  to	  realize	  that	  the	  only	  way	  he’ll	  get	  out	  
of	  this	  remotely	  okay	  is	  to	  come	  clean.”	  
	   “I	  don’t	  know,”	  Diaz	  pursed	  her	  lips.	  
	   “Trust	  me,”	  Glover	  said.	  
	   “All	   right,”	   the	   captain	   huffed.	   “We’ll	   play	   it	   your	   way.”	   Then	   she	  
leaned	  down,	  grabbed	  Laurent	  roughly	  by	  his	  head,	  and	  stared	  hard	  into	  his	  
eyes.	   The	   woman’s	   nostrils	   were	   flaring,	   and	   her	   brown	   eyes	   blazed	   with	  
anger.	  	  
	   “You	  will	  tell	  me	  the	  truth…one	  way	  or	  another.”	  She	  pushed	  back	  his	  
head,	   smirking	   as	   it	   cracked	   against	   the	   duranium	   wall.	   “Oops,	   sorry	   about	  
that.”	  
	   Laurent’s	  vision	  wavered	  but	  he	  maintained	  consciousness.	  He	  only	  
cursed	  in	  pain	  after	  both	  had	  left	  his	  cell.	  
***	  
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	   Lt.	  Donald	   Sandhurst	   felt	   like	  he	  was	  on	   the	   losing	   round	  of	   a	   bout	  
with	  Andorian	  Porte.	  And	  he	  hadn’t	   engaged	   in	   a	  drinking	   contest	   since	  his	  
days	  at	  the	  Academy	  with	  Pava.	  
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	   “I	   can’t	   believe	   you	   sided	   with	   Laurent,”	   Glover	   remarked,	   his	   face	  
twisted	   in	   disgust.	   Captain	   Diaz	   was	   sitting	   beside	   him,	   her	   expression	  
neutral.	  “How	  could	  you	  do	  that	  Lieutenant?”	  	  
	   “I’m	  sure	  that	  Donald	  did	  what	  he	  thought	  was	  necessary,”	  Pell	  said,	  
rising	   from	   her	   place	   on	   the	   bench	   to	   sit	   beside	   Sandhurst.	   Glover’s	   eyes	  
widened	  in	  shock,	  but	  he	  recovered	  quickly.	  
	   “Glinn	  Pell,	  I	  don’t	  think	  this	  concerns	  you.”	  
	   “How	   could	   you	   say	   it	   doesn’t?	   Whatever	   happens	   on	   this	   ship	  
concerns	  me.	  My	  life	  is	  just	  as	  much	  affected	  as	  any	  of	  yours.”	  
	   “She	  does	  have	  a	  point,”	  Diaz	  admitted.	  Donald	  didn’t	  know	  what	  to	  
make	   of	   the	   woman’s	   impassioned	   defense.	   He	   was	   both	   thrilled	   and	  
embarrassed.	   And	   he	  was	   glad	   that	   the	   captain	   had	   already	   cleared	   Simus,	  
Hunal,	  and	  N’Saba	  to	  return	  to	  duty.	  So	  his	  personal	  life	  would	  at	  least	  not	  be	  
privy	  to	  the	  entire	  senior	  staff.	  
	   Unfortunately,	  he	  was	  certain	  that	  Gul	  Namek,	  skulking	  in	  a	  corner	  of	  
the	   cell,	   was	   mentally	   taking	   notes	   with	   his	   vaunted	   eidetic	   Cardassian	  
memory,	   and	   Donald	   Sandhurst’s	   love	   life	   would	   doubtlessly	   wind	   up	   in	   a	  
paper	  or	  report	  somewhere	  on	  Cardassia	  Prime.	  Sandhurst	  was	  chilled	  by	  the	  
very	  likelihood	  that	  that	  might	  actually	  occur.	  
	   “I’ve	  already	  explained	  this	  to	  Captain	  Diaz,”	  Sandhurst	  replied.	  
	   “Explain	   it	   to	   me,”	   Glover	   ordered.	   But	   Donald	   looked	   at	   Diaz	   for	  
confirmation.	  The	  woman	  nodded.	  Sandhurst	  sighed.	  
	   “I	  only	  wanted	  you	  both	  questioned	  about	  your	  encrypted	  messages.	  I	  
never	  approved	  of	  a	  mutiny.”	  
	   “Not	  officially,”	  Glover	  slid	  in.	  
	   “Do	  you	  want	  an	  explanation	  or	  not?”	  He	  asked.	  His	  head	  throbbing,	  
his	   tongue	   thick	   in	   his	   mouth,	   and	   his	   own	   world	   dissolving	   around	   him,	  
Sandhurst	  was	  rapidly	  running	  out	  of	  patience.	  	   	  
	   “Proceed,”	  the	  commander	  said.	  
	   “There’s	  not	  much	  more	  to	  say	  that	  I	  haven’t	  already	  told	  the	  captain.	  
There	  was	  strong	  evidence	  of	  sabotage,	  and	  there	  was	  a	  good	  suspicion	  that	  
either	  you	  or	  the	  captain	  might	  have	  played	  a	  hand	  in	   it,	  since	  the	  recursive	  
subroutine	   was	   cleaning	   the	   mainframe	   of	   any	   trail	   of	   your	   secret	  
communiqués.”	  
	   “So,	   this	   leaves	   us	   still	   at	   square	   one,”	   Glover	   remarked.	   “We	   don’t	  
know	   for	   certain	   whom	   the	   saboteur	   is.	   It	   could	   be	   Laurent,	   but	   I	   wonder	  
about	   the	  motive.”	  He	  shifted	  his	  bulk.	   “My	  money	   is	  on	  Officer	  Oduara.	  Gul	  
Namek	  would	   you	  have	   any	   ideas	  why	  Oduara	  would	  do	   such	   a	   thing?	  And	  
how	  he	  eluded	  our	  internal	  sensors?”	  
	   Namek	   sat	   up.	   “It’s	   quite	   possible	   that	   Oduara	   was	   responsible	   for	  
everything.	   I	   can’t	   put	   anything	   beyond	   the	   man.	   I	   wasn’t	   with	   him	   the	  
entirety	  of	  our	  time	  aboard	  Cuffe.	  Being	  a	  trained	  operative,	  I	  speculate	  that	  it	  
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would	   be	   fairly	   easy	   to	   evade	   detection,	   just	   as	   easily	   as	   he	   used	   your	  
replicators	  to	  create	  a	  bio-‐signature	  maker.”	  
	   It	   made	   sense	   to	   Donald.	   The	   engineer	   could	   also	   tell	   that	   both	  
Captain	   Diaz	   and	   Commander	   Glover	   were	   mulling	   the	   possibility	   over	   as	  
well.	  
	   “If	  your	  Cardassian	  operatives	  are	  anywhere	  near	  as	  capable	  as	  ours,	  
then	  this	  Oduara	  is	  doubtlessly	  your	  culprit,”	  Pell	  added,	  clapping	  Donald	  on	  
the	   shoulder	   in	   support.	   Glover’s	   eyes	   grew	   wide	   again,	   and	   a	   brief	   smirk	  
flashed	  on	  his	  face.	  
	   Sandhurst	  had	  never	  felt	  so	  mortified	  in	  all	  of	  his	   life.	  He	  knows,	   the	  
engineer	  thought.	  Somehow,	  he	  knows,	  and	  he’s	  going	  to	  tell	  Ojana.	  
	   Donald	  had	  been	  shamefully	  debating	  on	  whether	  to	  even	  tell	  Ojana	  
about	  his	  assignation	  with	  her	  quantum	  alternate,	  but	  now	  he	  realized	  he	  had	  
to	  beat	  Glover	  to	  the	  punch.	  The	  commander’s	  own	  latent	  feelings	  for	  Pell	  had	  
been	   brought	   to	   the	   fore,	   and	   he	   didn’t	   want	   Glover	   slanting	   what	   had	  
occurred	  between	  Donald	  and	  Glinn	  Pell	  to	  his	  benefit.	  
	   “I	  can’t	  deny	  the	  logic	  of	  your	  assumption	  Gul	  Namek,”	  Diaz	  admitted	  
after	  a	  long	  pause.	  “But	  there’s	  only	  one	  way	  to	  find	  out	  for	  sure.	  We	  need	  to	  
find	  him.”	  
	   “What	  are	  you	  proposing?”	  The	  gul	  asked.	  
	   “That	  you	  all	  accompany	  the	  commander	  and	  me	  back	  to	  the	  bridge.	  
We	  have	  two	  vessels	  to	  explore.”	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  EIGHTEEN	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Shuttle	  Bay	  Two)	  
	  
	   Captain	   Sabrina	   Diaz	   zipped	   up	   her	   tactical	   vest.	   Glinn	   Pell	   had	  
informed	   her,	   and	   a	   sensor	   check	   had	   confirmed,	   that	   both	   derelict	   vessels	  
had	   atmosphere.	   The	   Alliance	   boarding	   party	   had	   reactivated	   it	   on	   the	  
behemoth	   stuck	   in	   the	  quantum	   rip,	   and	   in	   spite	   of	  whatever	  madness	   that	  
had	  descended	  on	  the	  crew	  of	  the	  Ekuva;	  at	   least	  they	  hadn’t	  breached	  their	  
hull	   or	   shut	   down	   life	   support.	   She	   was	   grateful	   that	   she	   wouldn’t	   be	  
encumbered	  by	  an	  environmental	  suit	  if	  she	  had	  to	  fight.	  	  
	   The	   forensic	   team,	   headed	   by	   Lt.	   Simus,	   was	   already	   aboard	   the	  
shuttle	  Industry.	  She	  could	  see	  the	  stoic	  Vulcan	  calmly	  at	  the	  console	  through	  
the	   main	   port	   window.	   Diaz	   wished	   that	   the	   eagle-‐eyed	   Vulcan	   was	  
accompanying	  her	  security	  team	  to	  the	  Ekuva,	  but	  she	  knew	  that	  Simus	  might	  
be	  needed	  more	  on	  the	  alien	  ship	  in	  case	  things	  weren’t	  as	  peaceable	  on	  the	  
ghost	  ship	  as	  Pell	  had	  made	  them	  out	  to	  be.	  
	   Her	   own	   team,	   including	   Namek,	   Pell,	   Nurse	   Paulsen,	   with	  
Lieutenants	  Sandhurst	  and	  Dryer	   for	  bookends,	  was	   sufficient	  enough.	  Both	  
Sandhurst	   and	   Dryer	   were	   also	   dressed	   in	   tactical	   vests	   with	   compression	  
phaser	   rifles	   hanging	   off	   their	   shoulders.	   Dryer	   also	   had	   a	   canister	   of	  
anesthizine	  strapped	  to	  her	  back.	  The	  plan	  was	  to	  introduce	  it	  into	  the	  Ekuva’s	  
environmental	  system.	  She	  was	  hoping	  that	  lightning	  might	  strike	  twice	  using	  
the	  anesthetic	  gas.	  	  
	   Despite	   both	   Pell	   and	   Namek’s	   entreaties,	   she	   had	   been	   adamant	  
about	   neither	   being	   issued	   a	   weapon.	   Lt.	   Sandhurst’s	   imploring	   had	  
eventually	  convinced	  her	  to	  order	  Chief	  Darma	  to	  issue	  both	  tactical	  vests	  and	  
gas	   masks,	   but	   absent	   the	   photon	   grenades	   clipped	   to	   the	   vests	   of	   the	  
Starfleet	  officers.	  
	   The	  whole	   team	  was	   outfitted	  with	   beacons	  wrapped	   around	   their	  
wrists.	   Even	   though	   the	   compression	   rifles	   also	   had	   a	   mounted	   light,	   she	  
wanted	   to	   make	   doubly	   certain	   that	   the	   team	   had	   sufficient	   lighting.	   She	  
didn’t	   want	   any	   Alliance	   soldiers	   being	   able	   to	   use	   darkness	   to	   cloak	   any	  
attacks	  against	  them.	  
	   “Everyone	   set	   your	   rifles	   to	   heavy	   stun,	   wide	   beam,”	   Diaz	   said,	  
holding	  up	  her	  rifle	  and	  adjusting	  the	  setting.	  A	  wide-‐beam	  setting	  could	  take	  
out	   five	  people	  at	  one	   time.	  And	   if	   the	  Ekuva	  were	   still	   as	   rabid	  as	  Pell	  had	  
described	  that	  was	  an	  advantage	  they	  might	  need.	  	  
	   After	   the	   rifles	   were	   set,	   Diaz	   barked	   with	   perhaps	   inappropriate	  
relish,	   remembering	   her	   stint	   in	   basic	   training,	   “All	   right!	   Fall	   in!	   Let’s	   go	  
people!”	  



 185 

	   Both	  Namek	  and	  Pell	  looked	  at	  her	  and	  then	  each	  other	  in	  confusion,	  
but	   then	  decided	   to	   follow	  Dryer	  and	  Sandhurst	   into	   the	  hold	  of	   the	  shuttle	  
Traveller	  instead	  of	  inquiring	  about	  the	  unusual,	  staccato	  commands.	  	  
	   “Good	  luck,”	  Glover	  squeezed	  her	  shoulder,	  his	  voice	  tight	  with	  either	  
disappointment	  or	  fear,	  perhaps	  a	  little	  of	  each.	  	  
	   Commander	   Glover	   had	   watched	   the	   preflight	   ritual	   with	  
uncharacteristic	  calm.	  The	  man	  had	   finally	  accepted	  her	  order	   to	  remain	  on	  
board.	  He	  was	  still	  recuperating,	  and	  she	  had	  serious	  doubts	  about	  his	  ability	  
to	   defend	   himself	   in	   a	   fight	   with	   his	   weakened	   condition.	   Plus,	   she	   had	  
wanted	  him	  on	  board	  to	  keep	  an	  eye	  on	  Laurent.	  
	   Lt.	  Zim,	  recently	  cleared	   for	  active	  duty	  by	  Dr.	  Nemato	  stood	  beside	  
Glover,	  looking	  even	  more	  morose.	  Diaz	  wasn’t	  certain	  if	  the	  Zaldan	  was	  more	  
disappointed	  that	  he	  wouldn’t	  be	  accompanying	  either	  team,	  or	  that	  Lt.	  Hunal	  
was	  piloting	  the	  Industry.	  
	   “Don’t	   worry	   about	   us,”	   the	   captain	   smiled	   wanly.	   “Both	   Misters	  
Sandhurst	   and	   N’Saba	   are	   certain	   that	   the	   shuttlecraft	   can	   survive	   short	  
flights	  in	  the	  nebula.”	  
	   “I’m	  not	  worried	  about	  that,”	  Glover	  said.	  
	   “I	   am,”	   Zim	   replied,	   his	   eyes	   sliding	   over	   the	   smooth,	   silver	   egg	  
shaped	  hull	  of	  the	  Industry.	  
	   “The	   only	   thing	   either	   of	   you	   need	   to	   concern	   yourself	   with	   is	   just	  
being	  ready	  to	  respond	  if	  we	  do	  find	  ourselves	  in	  a	  pickle.”	  
	   “Captain,	   I	   think	   it	  might	   be	   better	   to	   just	   use	   the	   tractor	   beams	   to	  
nudge	  both	  of	  those	  ships	  back	  through	  the	  rift,”	  Zim	  offered.	  	  
	   “We	   don’t	   have	   the	   power	   for	   that,”	   Diaz	   replied	   with	   a	   hint	   of	  
annoyance.	  That	  theory	  had	  already	  been	  batted	  down	  in	  the	  briefing	  before	  
the	  forensic	  and	  security	  teams	  had	  suited	  up.	  In	  addition,	  after	  venturing	  this	  
far	  and	  losing	  so	  many	  lives	  along	  the	  way,	  Diaz	  felt	  it	  would	  be	  anti-‐climatic	  
not	  to	  at	  least	  learn	  all	  that	  she	  could	  about	  both	  the	  alternate	  Ekuva	  and	  the	  
mystery	  ship.	  “You	  sat	  in	  on	  the	  last	  briefing	  Mr.	  Zim,	  and	  you	  know	  that.”	  
	   “Okay,”	  the	  man	  admitted.	  “How	  about	  scuttling	  both	  of	  the	  ships.”	  
	   “There	  are	  over	  one	  hundred	  people	  alive	  on	  the	  Ekuva.”	  
	   “Just	  because	  they’re	  breathing	  doesn’t	  mean	  they’re	  alive,”	  Zim	  said,	  
holding	  his	  ground.	  	  
	   “Your	  opinion	  is	  noted,	  but	  I’m	  not	  having	  this	  discussion	  right	  now,”	  
Diaz	   snapped.	   “You	   two	  gentlemen	  make	  sure	  we	  have	  a	   ship	   to	  come	  back	  
to.”	  
	   Glover’s	  jaw	  set,	  and	  his	  eyes	  were	  hard.	  “At	  the	  first	  sign	  of	  trouble	  
Captain,	  I	  want	  you	  out	  of	  there.	  We	  don’t	  know	  how	  long	  we	  can	  maintain	  a	  
communication	  link	  inside	  the	  nebula,	  and	  the	  ability	  to	  use	  the	  transporter	  is	  
dicey	  as	  well.”	  
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	   “Hopefully,	  we’ll	   be	   able	   to	   get	   in,	   find	  Oduara,	   stop	  whatever	   plan	  
he’s	  cooking	  up,	  get	  Pell	  home,	  and	  be	  back	  shortly.”	  
	   “I	  hope	  so,”	  Glover	  said.	  Zim	  snorted,	  but	  held	  his	  tongue.	  	  
	   Thank	  the	  heavens	   for	   small	  miracles,	  Diaz	   thought.	  She	  really	  didn’t	  
need	  Zim’s	  hard	  eyed	  realism	  chipping	  away	  at	  her	  resolve	  any	  more	  than	  her	  
own	  doubts	  were.	  But	  as	  the	  CO,	  she	  had	  little	  time	  to	  give	  voice	  to	  doubt.	  	  
	   She	  had	  a	  job	  to	  do.	  
***	  
Shuttlecraft	  Traveller	  
(Tong	  Beak	  Nebula)	  
	  
	   The	  shuttle’s	  duranium	  hull	  did	   little	   to	  prevent	   the	   loud,	  unnerving	  
creaking	  as	  the	  nebular	  gases	  pressed	  down	  on	  them.	  Lt.	  Nyota	  Dryer	  tried	  to	  
block	  the	  sighing	  of	  the	  metal	  struts	  out	  of	  her	  mind.	  
	   She	   needed	   total	   focus	   for	   the	   task	   at	   hand.	   She	   hadn’t	   been	   on	   an	  
away	   team	   mission	   this	   serious	   in	   quite	   some	   time,	   and	   from	   the	   hushed,	  
nervous	  vibe	   in	   the	  cramped	  shuttle,	  Dryer	  could	   tell	   that	  none	  of	   the	  other	  
passengers	  had	  either.	  
	   Captain	  Diaz	  sat	   in	   the	  cockpit,	  ably	  piloting	  the	  shuttle	   through	  the	  
miasma.	  Glinn	  Pell	  rode	  shot	  gun	  beside	  her.	  Being	  a	  lowly	  junior	  lieutenant,	  
she	  hadn’t	   talked	  much	  with	  Diaz	  during	  her	   time	  aboard	   the	  Cuffe.	  Though	  
she	  had	  been	  fortunate	  enough	  to	  at	  least	  have	  a	  few	  conversations	  with	  the	  
captain,	  mainly	  revolving	  around	  the	  voyages	  of	  the	  Enterprise	  NX-‐01.	  
	   As	  enamored	  as	  Nyota	  was	  of	  the	  innovations	  and	  exploits	  of	  Malcolm	  
Reed,	   that	   vessel’s	   Tactical	   and	   Armory	   Officer,	   Diaz	   shared	   a	   similar	  
fascination	  with	  the	  NX-‐01’s	  Captain	  Archer.	  
	   Creeping	  toward	  the	  spectral	  Ekuva,	  Nyota	  was	  reminded	  of	  a	  similar	  
mission	  undertaken	  by	  both	  Archer	  and	  Reed	  to	  the	  Vulcan	  ring	  ship	  Seleya,	  
trapped	  a	  Trellium-‐D	  asteroid	   field	   in	  the	  Delphic	  Expanse,	   its	  crew	  reduced	  
to	  mindless	  zombies.	  
	   Dryer	   shuddered,	   remembering	   how	   the	   harrowing	   log	   entries	   had	  
actually	  given	  her	  nightmares.	  She	  hoped	  that	  their	  away	  team	  fared	  as	  well	  
as	  Archer’s	  did.	  
	   “Are	   you	  okay?”	  Nurse	  Paulsen	   asked;	   a	   look	  of	   intense	   concern	  on	  
the	  man’s	  face.	  Nyota	  nervously	  smiled.	  	  
	   “Yeah,	  I’m	  fine,	  just	  a	  little	  jumpy.”	  
	   “Nerves	   are	   natural,”	  Diaz	   rasped	  without	   turning	   around.	   “I	  would	  
be	  worried	  if	  you	  didn’t	  have	  a	  few	  stomach	  flutters.”	  
	   “Perhaps	  for	  a	  human,”	  Namek	  ventured.	  “But	  true	  Cardassians	  relish	  
any	  opportunity	  to	  serve	  their	  nation.	  Any	  who	  show	  the	  slightest	  trepidation	  
are	  eliminated.”	  
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	   “I	  bet	  that	  line	  works	  great	  on	  a	  recruitment	  vid,”	  Diaz	  cracked,	  taking	  
her	  eyes	  off	  the	  steering	  controls	  to	  glance	  back	  at	  Namek.	  Lt.	  Sandhurst	  sat	  
across	   from	   the	   Cardassian,	   but	   the	   man	   seemed	   off	   in	   his	   own	   world,	  
completely	  oblivious	  to	  the	  gul’s	  chauvinistic	  chest	  thumping.	  	  
	   The	  man	  sniffed.	  “We	  don’t	  have	  to	  ‘recruit’	  our	  soldiers.”	  
	   “Yeah,	   you	   make	   military	   service	   compulsory.	   They	   don’t	   have	   a	  
choice,”	  Diaz	  retorted.	  
	   “Captain,”	  Pell	  said	  nervously,	  “Watch	  out.”	  
	   Nyota	  glanced	  toward	  the	  front	  as	  the	  shuttle	  entered	  a	  dense	  cloud	  
of	   gas,	   blacking	   the	   interior,	   the	   vessel	   rattling	   as	   it	   hit	   a	   thick	   patch	   of	  
turbulence.	  Dryer’s	   stomach	   began	   to	   roil	   as	   the	   vessel	   yawed	   and	   pitched.	  
Paulsen	  placed	  a	  steadying	  hand	  on	  her	  shoulder.	  
	   The	   fair	   haired	   man,	   with	   crystalline	   blue	   eyes	   had	   the	   muscular	  
build	  of	  an	  Orion	  corsair.	  Dryer	  was	  glad	  that	  Diaz	  had	  picked	  him	  to	  join	  the	  
away	   team.	   Not	   only	   could	   the	   man	   render	   any	   medical	   assistance	   to	   any	  
injured	  Ekuva	  survivors,	  but	  he	  could	  hold	  his	  own	  in	  a	  fight.	  
	   Dryer	   had	   never	   sparred	   with	   him,	   though	   some	   of	   the	   security	  
specialists	  had,	  and	  she	  had	  learned	  through	  word	  of	  mouth	  that	  Paulsen	  was	  
quite	  proficient	  in	  anbo-‐jytsu.	  	  	  
	   “I’m	  okay,”	  she	  smiled	  again	  at	  the	  man,	  and	  squeezed	  his	  shoulder	  to	  
punctuate	  her	  thanks.	  “I	  appreciate	  your	  concern.”	  
	   “Just	  part	  of	  the	  job	  ma’am,”	  he	  said	  with	  such	  seriousness,	  that	  Nyota	  
couldn’t	  help	  but	  chuckle.	  
	   “Are	  you	  for	  real	  Mr.	  Paulsen?”	  
	   “I	  couldn’t	  be	  anything	  else.”	  
	   If	   things	  never	  worked	  out	  with	  Terrence,	  Nyota	   thought	   she	  might	  
one	  day	  have	  to	  test	  the	  nurse’s	  assertion.	  
	   Weak	  light	  poured	  back	  into	  the	  cabin,	  and	  Diaz	  breathed	  with	  a	  sigh	  
of	  relief.	  “We	  got	  through	  that	  in	  one	  piece.	  Next	  stop	  the	  Ekuva.”	  
	   Through	   the	  view	  port,	   the	  ship	  hung	   in	  space	   like	  a	  bloated	  whale.	  
Actually	   the	   Galor-‐class	   design	   had	   always	   reminded	   Dryer	   of	   an	   Earth	  
stingray.	  
	   “Any	  sign	  of	  the	  other	  lifeboat?”	  Lt.	  Sandhurst	  finally	  spoke	  up.	  
	   Diaz	  tapped	  in	  several	  commands,	  and	  answered	  shortly,	  “Nope.”	  
	   “I’ve	   got	   an	   idea,”	   Pell	   said,	   “Swing	   around	   starboard.	   It’s	   quite	  
possible	   that	  Oduara	   returned	   the	   lifeboat	   to	   its	  berth	  and	  entered	   the	   ship	  
that	  way.”	  
	   “Sounds	  feasible,”	  Sandhurst	  co-‐signed.	  
	   “Yeah,	   it	   does,”	   Diaz	   agreed.	   “Hold	   on	   to	   your	   breakfasts	   a	   little	   bit	  
longer.”	   The	   Traveller	   sped	   up,	   its	   thrusters	   churning	   a	   path	   through	   the	  
nebula.	  By	  now	  Nyota’s	  stomach	  had	  adjusted	  to	  the	  bumpy	  ride.	  
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	   Diaz	   swung	   the	   small	   vessel	   around	   to	   the	   right	   side	   of	   the	   ship,	  
running	   slowly	  along	   its	   jutting	   flank,	   checking	   for	  any	  empty	   lifeboat	   slots.	  
There	  were	  several	   that	  were	  empty.	   “I	   thought	  you	  were	   the	  only	  one	   that	  
escaped?”	  The	  captain	  asked	  the	  Bajoran.	  
	   “To	  the	  best	  of	  my	  knowledge	  I	  was,”	  the	  woman	  replied.	  “But	  that’s	  
irrelevant.	   I	   remember	   the	   impulse	   signature	   for	   the	   craft	   I	   took.	   It	   can	   be	  
scanned	  easily.”	  
	   “Get	  to	  it	  then,”	  Diaz	  said,	  “Mr.	  Sandhurst;	  help	  Glinn	  Pell	  reconfigure	  
Traveller’s	   sensors.”	   The	   engineer	   moved	   toward	   the	   front	   of	   the	   cabin.	  
“While	  you	  do	  that,	  let’s	  have	  another	  fly	  around.	  The	  shuttle	  dipped	  as	  it	  flew	  
underneath	  the	  Ekuva	  and	  out	  to	  the	  other	  side.	  
	   Commander	   Glover’s	   voice	   issued	   over	   the	   intercom.	   “Having	   fun	  
Captain?”	  
	   “You	  have	  no	  idea,”	  the	  woman	  replied.	  	  
	   “I	  thought	  you	  were	  supposed	  to	  boarding	  the	  ship	  instead	  of	  putting	  
on	  a	  flying	  show.”	  
	   “If	   you	   can’t	   enjoy	   your	   work,	   why	   do	   it?”	   Diaz	   countered.	   “We’re	  
checking	  to	  see	  if	  Oduara	  has	  boarded	  or	  not.”	  
	   “I	  understand.”	  	  
	   “Don’t	   be	   so	   anxious	   Terrence,”	   Diaz	   admonished.	   “I’ve	   been	   doing	  
this	  since	  you	  were	  in	  grade	  school.	  I’ll	  contact	  you	  when	  we	  have	  something	  
relevant	  to	  report.”	  
	   “Aye	  captain.”	  Glover	  disconnected	  the	  link.	  
	   Nyota	  smiled.	  Even	   through	  subspace,	  Glover’s	  deep,	   resonant	  voice	  
untwined	   something	   inside	   her.	   She	   didn’t	   know	   the	   extent	   of	   the	   fall	   out	  
between	  him	   and	  Dr.	   Chace,	   but	   she	  was	   certain	   that	   it	  was	   the	   reason	   the	  
medic	  was	  sitting	  out	  this	  mission	  on	  Minos	  Korva,	  and	  Glover	  was	  looking	  as	  
zombified	   as	   a	   crewmen	   on	   the	   doomed	   Seleya.	   In	   time	   she	   hoped	   that	  
Terrence	   trusted	   her	   enough	   to	   let	   him	   know	   what	   had	   happened,	   but	   it	  
wasn’t	  something	  she	  could	  force.	  She	  would	  just	  have	  to	  let	  it	  develop.	  
	   But	  she	  would	  never	  get	  that	  chance	  if	  she	  didn’t	  come	  back	  from	  the	  
Ekuva.	   To	   hear	   his	   voice	   again,	   gave	  Nyota	   even	  more	   incentive	   to	  make	   it	  
back	  alive.	  	  
***	  
Central	  Corridor	  	  
(Alien	  Ship)	  
Two	  Hours	  Later…	  
	  
	   The	  smell	  of	  rot	  permeated	  the	  air.	  Even	  after	  Lt.	  N’Saba	  had	   finally	  
figured	  out	  how	  to	  activate	  the	  vessel’s	  air	  filtration	  system,	  the	  stench	  of	  the	  
corpses	  hung	  like	  a	  putrid	  cloud	  in	  the	  air.	  
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	   Lt.	  Simus	  knew	  he	  would	  have	  to	  use	  the	  sonic	  shower	  several	  times	  
to	   cleanse	   his	   body	   of	   the	   odor,	   and	   an	   intensive	   round	   of	   meditation	   to	  
remove	  the	  memories	  of	  death	  from	  his	  mind.	  
	   But	  of	  course	  he	  kept	  his	  revulsion	  hidden	  behind	  a	  calm	  expression,	  
ever	  alert	  as	  he	  walked	  with	  Lt.	  Hunal	  the	  bowels	  of	  the	  vessel.	  Ensign	  Aguilar	  
and	  Security	  Specialist	  Rogo	  were	  en	  route	  to	  the	  vessel’s	  propulsion	  section.	  
And	  Simus	  had	  left	  Lt.	  N’Saba	  and	  Technician	  Cook	  on	  the	  bridge.	  The	  ship’s	  
mainframe	  was	  proving	  harder	  to	  decipher	  than	  its	  environmental	  controls	  or	  
internal	   lighting.	  Commander	  Glover	  wanted	  as	  much	   information	  uploaded	  
to	  the	  Cuffe	  as	  possible,	  and	  the	  Vulcan	  wanted	  to	  make	  sure	  they	  did	  so	  that	  
he	  could	  get	  off	  of	  this	  floating	  necropolis.	  
	   Bodies	  were	   strewn	   every	  where,	   littering	   the	   floor	   and	   drifting	   in	  
the	   ceiling	   length	   aquariums	   lining	   the	   ship’s	   central	   corridor.	   Almost	   each	  
body	   they	   stepped	   over	   or	  moved	   around	   showed	   signs	   of	   a	   violent	   death.	  
There	  were	  stab	  wounds,	  decapitations,	  burns	  from	  energy	  directed	  weapons,	  
and	  even	  a	  few	  of	  the	  aliens	  cradling	  in	  each	  in	  a	  death	  embrace,	  their	  hands	  
wrapped	  around	  their	  adversaries’	  throats.	  
	   It	   was	   harrowing,	   a	   total	   loss	   of	   emotional	   control.	   The	   scene	  
reminded	   him	   of	   many	   of	   the	   stories	   his	   father	   would	   tell	   him	   of	   the	   pre-‐
Awakening	  Vulcan	  era.	  It	  was	  a	  blood-‐soaked	  period	  when	  Vulcans	  were	  even	  
more	  savage	  than	  humans,	  Andorians,	  or	  Klingons.	  
	   There	   hadn’t	   been	   such	   savagery	  witnessed	   on	  Vulcan	   in	   centuries.	  
Even	   the	   upheaval	   leading	   to	   the	   Reformation	   paled	   to	   the	   devastation	   of	  
times	  past.	  
	   The	  incongruence	  of	  the	  serene	  world	  and	  society	  he	  was	  born	  into,	  
juxtaposed	   to	   the	   violent	   galaxy	   around	   him,	   as	   well	   as	   the	   bloodthirsty	  
history	  of	  his	  own	  race’s	  past,	  had	  compelled	  Simus	  to	  study	  the	  art	  of	  war,	  to	  
attempt	   to	   truly	   understand	   how	   his	   people	   had	   overcome	   their	   violent	  
tendencies,	   in	   the	  secret	  hope	   that	  his	  knowledge	  might	  be	  used	   to	  one	  day	  
reunite	  the	  disparate	  branches	  of	   the	  Vulcanoid	  species	  under	  the	  teachings	  
of	   Surak.	   The	   recent	   actions	   of	   Ambassador	   Spock	   on	   Romulus	   had	   stoked	  
that	  determination.	  
	   “Lt.	  Simus,”	  Hunal	  called,	  using	  the	  tip	  of	  her	  boot	  to	  forcefully	  push	  
aside	  another	  dead	  body.	  She	  groaned	  at	  the	  strain.	  “We’ve	  got	  a	  new	  species	  
here.”	  The	  Vulcan	  ambled	  over.	  
	   So	  far,	  they	  had	  discovered	  only	  two	  species	  onboard:	  Gigantic,	  multi-‐
tentacle	   creatures	   that	   vaguely	   resembled	   Terran	   squids,	   and	   smaller	  
reptilian	  humanoids,	  with	  cobra-‐like	  hooded	  necks	  and	  scaly	  greenish	  brown	  
striped	  skin.	  
	   The	  Bolian	  Flight	  Control	  Officer	  had	  found	  a	  new	  corpse	  of	  another	  
species	  underneath	  one	  of	  the	  cephalopods.	  “Fascinating,”	  Simus	  breathed.	  
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	   Though	   he	   was	   normally	   impervious	   to	   physical	   attraction,	   even	  
maintaining	   proper	   decorum	   around	   Orion	   and	   Deltan	   females	   not	   on	  
pheromone	   inhibitors,	   the	   female	   before	   him	   pierced	   his	   heart	   almost	   as	  
deeply	  as	  T’Sheni	  had	  when	  he	  first	  saw	  her.	  
	   “She	  was	   gorgeous,”	   it	   was	   as	   if	   Hunal	   had	   ripped	   the	  words	   right	  
from	   his	  mind.	   Though	   the	   cephalopods	   ranged	   in	   color	   from	   indigo	   to	   jet	  
black,	  the	  new	  corpse	  was	  a	  more	  burnished	  sable	  hue,	  as	  if	  she	  was	  cut	  from	  
the	   very	   fabric	   of	   night.	   Her	   shoulders	  were	   bare,	   but	   her	   chest	   and	   lower	  
body	  were	  clothed	  in	  a	  shimmering,	  golden	  one-‐piece.	  The	  outfit	  fit	  over	  the	  
woman’s	   curves	   like	   a	   second	   skin.	   Her	   death	   gaze	  was	   strangely	   peaceful,	  
with	   a	   serene	   smile	   over	   her	   full	   lips	   and	   sightless	   golden	   eyes	   beaming	  
blissfully	  toward	  eternity.	  	  
	   Simus	   pulled	   out	   his	   tricorder	   and	   immediately	   scanned	   her.	   The	  
alien	   was	   humanoid,	   more	   similar	   to	   an	   Alpha	   Quadrant	   species	   than	   the	  
others.	   In	   fact,	   she	   favored	   a	   dark	   skinned	   human	   or	   Vulcan,	   but	   her	  
coloration	   was	   pure	   obsidian.	   The	   woman	   also	   had	   a	   gentle	   curving	   fore	  
brow,	  though	  no	  eyebrows	  or	  any	  facial	  or	  cranial	  hair.	  	  
	   If	  not	  for	  the	  pronounced	  forehead,	  the	  woman’s	  clean	  shaven	  head,	  
and	  angular	  features	  could	  easily	  be	  mistaken	  for	  a	  Deltan,	  but	  the	  tricorder	  
scan	   quickly	   revealed	   that	   her	   genetic	   structure	   was	   different,	   far	   more	  
complex.	  However,	  the	  cephalopod	  DNA	  helical	  structure	  was	  even	  denser.	  	  
	   Unable	  to	  control	  himself,	  he	  reached	  down	  and	  touched	  the	  woman’s	  
naked	   shoulder,	   to	   see	   if	   her	   skin	   was	   as	   hard	   as	   it	   looked.	   The	   flesh	   had	  
stiffened,	   but	   was	   far	   from	   being	   marble.	   He	   then	   touched	   the	   elaborate	  
golden	  jewelry	  adorning	  the	  woman’s	  neck.	  Simus	  hadn’t	  seen	  such	  intricate	  
artwork	  since	  his	  last	  visit	  to	  the	  renowned	  craft	  works	  in	  the	  city	  of	  Gol.	  
	   Standing	   back	   up,	   Simus	   collected	   himself	   before	   he	   tapped	   the	  
communicator	   chevron	   on	   his	   tactical	   vest.	   “Glover	   here,”	   the	   voice	   came	  
through	  a	  hail	  of	  static.	  
	   “Making	  a	  new	  report	  Commander,”	  the	  Vulcan	  replied.	  “Lt.	  Hunal	  has	  
discovered	  a	  corpse	  belonging	  to	  a	  third	  species.”	  
	   “Really?”	  Despite	  the	  interference,	  Simus	  could	  hear	  the	  excitement	  in	  
the	  man’s	  voice.	  If	  only	  he	  could	  see	  her,	  Simus	  thought.	  “Are	  there	  more	  than	  
one?”	  
	   “Uncertain,”	  Simus	  said.	  “We	  have	  only	  investigated	  less	  than	  a	  third	  
of	  the	  ship.”	  
	   “How	  exactly	  is	  this	  new	  life	  form	  different?”	  
	   “Very	  similar	  in	  appearance	  to	  a	  Deltan	  or	  perhaps	  Haliian	  owing	  to	  
its	  pronounced	  fore	  brow.”	  	  
	  
	   Glover’s	  sigh	  sounded	  tinny	  coming	  from	  the	  compin.	  “I	  wish	  we	  had	  
more	  time	  to	  do	  a	  thorough	  investigation…”	  
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	   “Lieutenant	  Simus,	  Commander	  Glover,”	  Hunal	  nearly	  squealed.	  
	   “What	  is	  it?”	  Both	  men	  asked	  in	  unison.	  
	   The	  Bolian	  bent	  down	  on	  the	  other	  side	  of	   the	  woman,	  picking	  up	  a	  
long,	   onyx-‐colored	   staff,	  with	   jewel	   encrusted	   tips.	   “This	   ensemble	   puts	   the	  
Bolian	   crown	   jewels	   to	   shame,”	   she	   remarked	   in	   wonder	   twisting	   the	   staff	  
around.	  
	   “Lieutenant?”	  Glover	  asked.	  
	   “It	  appears	  that	  Lt.	  Hunal	  has	  uncovered	  a	  cane	  or	  staff	  of	  some	  sort	  
beside	  the	  corpse.”	  
	   “Is	  it	  a	  weapon?”	  
	   “Uncertain,”	  Simus	  admitted.	  “It	  doesn’t	  appear	  to	  be	  anything	  more	  
than	  a	  walking	  implement	  or	  perhaps	  a	  religious	  or	  ceremonial	  artifact.”	  
	   “Be	   careful,”	   Glover	   warned.	   “We	   don’t	   know	   anything	   about	   this	  
ship.	   Except	   that	   the	   one	   thing	   the	  Alliance	   took	   from	   it	   turned	  out	   to	   be	   a	  
powerful	   psionic	   device.	   I	   don’t	   want	   you	   to	   unleash	   something	   similarly	  
destructive.”	  
	   “Understood,”	  Simus	  said.	  “I’ll	  report	  back	  when	  we	  discover	  more.”	  
After	   Glover	   had	   signed	   off,	   Simus	   reached	   out	   for	   the	   staff.	   “Hand	   it	   over	  
Lieutenant.”	  
	   The	  woman	  frowned,	  but	  did	  as	  she	  was	  told.	  Taking	  the	  staff	   in	  his	  
hand,	  he	  immediately	  felt	  a	  strange	  power	  coursing	  through	  it.	  Vulcans	  were	  
touch-‐telepaths,	   and	   Simus	  was	   certain	   he	   felt	   a	   presence,	   a	   consciousness	  
dwelling	  within	  the	  staff.	  
	   Turning	   the	   polycrystalline	   staff	   around	   slowly,	   he	   used	   his	   other	  
hand	  to	  scan	  it	  with	  the	  tricorder.	  “Fascinating,”	  he	  breathed.	  
	   “What	  is	  it	  Sir?”	  Hunal	  asked,	  with	  instant	  piqued	  interest.	  
	   “This	   object	   is	   far	   from	   inanimate,”	   he	   said.	   “There’s…there’s	   a	   soul	  
dwelling	  inside	  it.”	  
	   “A	  ‘soul’?”	  The	  woman’s	  tone	  was	  incredulous.	  “Inside	  that	  thing,”	  she	  
pointed	   at	   it.	   No	   longer	   wanting	   to	   hold	   the	   staff,	   but	   unable	   to	   release	   it,	  
Simus	  replied.	  
	   “Yes,	   something	   similar	   to	   a	   Vulcan	  Katric	  Ark,”	   he	   blinked	   several	  
times,	  his	  mouth	  growing	  dry.	  “It’s	  trying	  to	  communicate	  with	  me…”	  
	   Hunal	   instantly	   grew	   worried.	   She	   lifted	   the	   compression	   rifle	  
hanging	  from	  her	  shoulder.	  “Perhaps	  you	  should	  drop	  the	  staff	  sir.”	  
	   He	   stumbled	   back,	   “I…can’t…”	   Tremendous	   emotions	   poured	   into	  
him,	   overloading	   his	   consciousness,	   breaching	   his	   mental	   controls.	   He	   saw	  
pain,	   ruin,	  death,	  and	   feeding.	  He	  saw	  music,	  art,	   laughter,	  and	  gaiety	  of	   the	  
most	  obscene	  sort	  in	  the	  midst	  of	  squalor	  and	  desolation….	  
	   It	   was	   too	   much,	   and	   then	   it	   wasn’t	   enough…	   Simus	   held	   the	   staff	  
aloft,	  the	  now	  golden	  shaft	  pulsing	  with	  a	  hypnotic	  strobe	  effect.	  
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	   “Run,”	   he	   said,	   almost	   so	  weakly	   that	   he	   couldn’t	   hear	   it.	  He	   fought	  
against	   the	   images,	   pushed	   by	   the	   gnawing	   hunger.	   “Hunal!	   Run!”	   He	  
screamed.	  “Run!”	  
	   The	  woman	  paused	  only	  a	  second,	  as	  the	  light	  from	  the	  staff	  suffused	  
him.	  “Run!”	  he	  screamed	  again,	  or	  he	  thought	  or	  hoped	  he	  did.	  
	   “T’Sheni	  I	  love	  you,”	  he	  cried	  before	  he	  became	  one	  with	  the	  light.	  
***	  
	  
	  
Central	  Corridor	  
(Alien	  Ship)	  
	  
	   Lt.	  Hunal	  did	  her	  best	  to	  avoid	  tripping	  over	  the	  corpse	  strewn	  floor.	  
Tapping	  madly	  at	  her	  combadge,	  she	  cursed	  as	  it	  chevron	  crackled,	  but	  didn’t	  
transmit.	  
	   The	   staff	   must	   be	   emitting	   some	   type	   of	   interference,	   she	   thought.	  
The	  Bolian	  had	  peeked	  back	  once,	   and	   resolved	   to	  never	  do	   so	   again.	  What	  
she	  had	  saw	  had	  chilled	  her	  to	  the	  marrow.	  
	   The	   golden	   ray	   had	   enveloped	   Lt.	   Simus	   completely,	   and	   was	  
consuming	   everything	   in	   its	   path.	   She	  had	  no	   reason	  not	   to	  believe	   Simus’s	  
declaration	  that	  the	  thing	  was	  somehow	  alive.	  And	  Hunal	  could	  only	  speculate	  
that	  after	  devouring	  Simus	  it	  was	  now	  after	  her.	  
	   But	   she	   wasn’t	   going	   to	   make	   it	   easy.	   “If	   I	   can	   just	   reach	   the	   side	  
corridor,”	  she	  said	  through	  gritted	  teeth,	  already	  sucking	  wind.	  Damn	  I’m	  as	  
out	   of	   shape	   as	   Zim	   said.	   As	   much	   as	   she	   had	   hated	   the	   Zaldan’s	   brutal	  
observation	  about	  her	  exercise	  regimen,	  or	  lack	  thereof,	  she	  would	  love	  to	  be	  
back	  on	  board	  Cuffe,	  getting	  berated	  by	  him	  right	  now.	  If	  she	  could	  reach	  the	  
side	  access	  down	  at	  the	  far	  end	  of	  the	  hallway,	  Hunal	  hoped	  that	  the	  energy	  
beam	  didn’t	  turn	  corners.	  	  
	   And	  maybe	  her	   communicator	  might	   start	  working	   again	   as	  well.	   It	  
was	  her	   last	  happy	   thought,	  before	  her	  boot	  snagged	  on	  one	  of	   the	  corpses,	  
and	   she	   landed	   on	   top	   of	   its	   desiccated	   carcass,	   her	   ankle	   twisted	   and	  
throbbing	  in	  pain.	  
	   She	  screamed	  in	  anger	  and	  pain.	  Turning	  around,	  she	  saw	  the	  golden	  
light	  speeding	  towards	  her	  like	  a	  shock	  wave.	  Realizing	  that	  her	  rifle	  was	  still	  
hanging	  on	  her	  shoulder,	  Hunal	  swung	  it	  around.	  With	  tears	  in	  her	  eyes,	  she	  
fired	  into	  the	  maelstrom,	  the	  wave	  crackling	  with	  each	  burst,	  but	  not	  slowing	  
down.	  	  
	   In	  a	  fit	  of	  pique	  she	  ripped	  the	  compin	  off	  of	  her	  jacket	  and	  threw	  it	  
into	  the	  maw.	  “Come	  and	  get	  it	  you	  bastards,”	  she	  tried	  her	  best	  Zim	  imitation.	  
Hunal	  raised	  the	  rifle	  again	  and	  never	  stopped	  firing.	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  NINETEEN	  
	  
Alliance	  warship	  Ekuva	  	  
(Environmental	  Control	  Center)	  
	  
	   Captain	   Diaz	   landed	   wrong	   on	   her	   ankle,	   but	   she	   shook	   off	   the	  
discomfort.	   She	  was	   just	   glad	   to	   be	   out	   of	   the	   cramped	  access	   tubes.	   It	   had	  
been	  slow	  going	  through	  the	  ship.	  Pell	  had	  suggested	  that	  they	  use	  the	  tubes	  
instead	   of	   attempting	   to	   use	   the	   corridors	   or	   turbo	   elevators,	   after	   they	  
fended	  off	   several	   brutes	   seemingly	   in	  wait	   for	   them	  as	   soon	   as	   the	   shuttle	  
docked.	  
	   She	   had	   fought	   against	   some	   fairly	   rough	   customers	   in	   her	   day:	  
Orions,	  Tzenkethi,	  Chalnoth,	  and	  Cardassians,	  but	  she	  had	  never	  encountered	  
more	  feral,	  bestial	  opponents.	  	  
	   Unfortunately,	  she	  had	  acceded	  to	  Pell’s	  recommendation	  to	  increase	  
the	  settings	  of	  the	  rifles	  to	  kill.	  Even	  heavy	  stun	  had	  barely	  any	  affect	  on	  the	  
brutes;	  they	  were	  driven	  by	  a	  rage	  that	  made	  their	  pain	  threshold	  impossibly	  
high.	  
	   Not	  looking	  forward	  to	  the	  prospect	  of	  cleaving	  a	  path	  through	  to	  the	  
Environmental	  Controls,	  they	  had	  taken	  to	  the	  ceiling	  access	  tubes.	  But	  even	  
that	  course	  of	  action	  hadn’t	  been	  without	  its	  troubles.	  It	  seemed	  that	  someone	  
had	  closed	  off	  many	  of	  the	  bulkheads,	  she	  guessed	  in	  a	  vain	  attempt	  to	  escape	  
the	  savagery	  unleashed	  onboard.	  
	   They	   had	   encountered	   several	   dozen	   corpses	   during	   their	   journey,	  
their	  bodies	  torn	  and	  desecrated	  beyond	  all	  decency.	  The	  security	   team	  had	  
also	  come	  upon	  some	  lurkers	  in	  the	  crawlspaces,	  and	  Diaz	  would	  be	  lying	  to	  
herself	  if	  she	  hadn’t	  felt	  somewhat	  satisfied	  with	  putting	  them	  down.	  	  
	   Lt.	  Dryer	  dropped	  from	  the	  air	  vent	  to	  the	  ground,	  landing	  with	  a	  cat-‐
like	  grace	  that	  Diaz	  envied.	  The	  young	  woman	  had	  brought	  up	  the	  rear.	  The	  
canister	  on	  her	  back	  had	  not	  affected	  Dryer’s	  balance	  at	  all.	  
	   “Are	  you	  all	  right?”	  She	  asked	  the	  junior	  lieutenant.	  
	   “Fine	   sir,”	   Nyota	   tilted	   her	   head,	   a	   gleam	   of	   concern	   in	   her	   eyes.	  
“You’re	  limping	  Captain.”	  
	   “I’m	  aware	  of	  that,”	  she	  replied,	  absent	  her	  usual	  bite.	  
	   “Do	   you	   need	   medical	   attention?”	   Dryer	   asked.	   Nurse	   Paulsen	  
must’ve	  teleported	  over	  from	  the	  console	  he	  was	  inspecting.	  Already	  he	  had	  
whipped	  out	  a	  medical	  tricorder	  and	  was	  running	  it	  over	  Diaz’s	  body.	  
	   Before	  the	  captain	  could	  even	  feign	  that	  she	  didn’t	  need	  any	  help,	  the	  
man	  had	  placed	  a	  hypospray	  against	  her	  neck.	  After	  a	  nanosecond	  sting,	  the	  
throb	   in	   her	   ankle	   began	   to	   ebb,	   the	   pain	   replaced	   with	   a	   comfortable	  
numbness.	  
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	   “That	  should	  about	  do	  it,”	  Paulsen	  said.	  “Sorry	  I	  wasn’t	  as	  observant	  
as	  Lt.	  Dryer.”	  
	   “No	   need	   to	   apologize,”	   Diaz	   said,	   “But	   I	   want	   you	   to	   get	   back	   to	  
helping	  Mr.	   Sandhurst	   inspect	   the	   air	   recycler	   to	   see	   if	   it’s	  working.	   It	   sure	  
doesn’t	   smell	   like	   it.”	   The	   stench	   of	   rotting	   bodies	   and	   dried	   blood	   was	  
omnipresent.	  Also,	   it	   felt	   like	  a	   sauna	  on	   the	   ship.	  But	  both	  Pell	   and	  Namek	  
had	  already	  informed	  her	  that	  Cardassian	  vessels	  tended	  to	  be	  humid	  due	  to	  
cold	  blooded	  Cardassian	  physiology.	  
	   Diaz	   hobbled	   over	   to	   Namek	   and	   Pell,	   not	   wanting	   to	   leave	   them	  
unattended	  for	  a	  millisecond.	  It	  was	  bad	  enough	  that	  she	  had	  felt	  the	  need	  to	  
reverse	  her	  decision,	   and	   allowed	   them	  both	   to	   take	  phase-‐disruptors	   from	  
two	   of	   the	   corpses	   they	   had	   encountered.	   It	   would	   be	   wrong	   not	   to	   allow	  
them	  a	  fighting	  chance	  if	  they	  were	  set	  upon	  by	  another	  horde.	  
	   But	  hopefully	  once	  Sandhurst,	  Paulsen,	  and	  Dryer	  figured	  out	  how	  to	  
dump	   the	   anesthizine	   into	   the	   air	   recycler,	   it	   would	   incapacitate	   the	   mob.	  
Then	  she	  would	  take	  the	  weapons	  from	  them.	  “What	  are	  you	  two	  doing?”	  She	  
asked,	  not	  hiding	  her	  suspicion.	  Namek	  and	  Pell	  were	  huddled	  over	  a	  terminal	  
on	  the	  opposite	  side	  of	  the	  room	  from	  Paulsen	  and	  Dryer.	  	  
	   Both	   turned	   around	   casually.	   “Glinn	   Pell	   is	   helping	   me	   access	   the	  
ship’s	  main	  computer.	  It	  occurred	  to	  me	  that	  Oduara	  should	  have	  a	  different	  
quantum	  resonance	  signature	  than	  the	  other	  denizens	  of	  this	  vessel.”	  
	   “So,	   modulating	   internal	   scanning	   to	   detect	   different	   quantum	  
resonance	   signatures	   should	   net	   him,”	  Diaz	   finished	   the	  man’s	   sentence	   for	  
him.	  “I	  must	  say,	  that’s	  a	  good	  idea.”	  
	   “We’re	   fortunate	   that	   the	   mainframe	   hasn’t	   been	   locked	   out,”	   Pell	  
added.	  “This	  should	  make	  things	  fairly	  easy.”	  
	   “Can	  I	  help	  in	  any	  way?”	  Diaz	  asked,	  genuinely	  wanting	  to	  be	  useful	  in	  
addition	  to	  staying	  close	  by.	  
	   “Yes,”	  Pell	  answered.	  “You	  can	  help	  me	  scan	  me	  scan	  for	  any	  aberrant	  
resonance	  patterns.”	  
	   “Fine,”	   Diaz	   said,	   holding	   up	   a	   hand	   first.	   She	   tapped	   her	  
communicator.	  	  
	   “Glover	  here,”	  the	  commander’s	  voice	  crackled.	  
	   “This	   is	   Captain	  Diaz	   reporting	   in,”	   she	   paused.	   “Everything’s	   going	  
fine	  here.	  Heard	  any	  new	  news	  from	  the	  forensic	  team?”	  
	   “No	  sir,”	  Glover	  answered.	  “Simus’s	  last	  report	  was	  fairly	  innocuous.”	  
	   “Let’s	  hope	  it	  stays	  that	  way,”	  Diaz	  said.	  
	   “Agreed,”	  Glover	  said.	  “Any	  progress	  on	  Oduara?”	  
	   “We’re	  configuring	  a	  method	  of	  locating	  him	  as	  we	  speak.”	  
	   “Good	  hunting,”	  Glover	  declared.	  “I	  wish	  I	  were	  there	  with	  you.”	  
	   Diaz	  paused	  a	   second,	   taking	   in	   the	  dark	   room,	   intermittently	   lit	  by	  
sparking,	   swinging,	   overhead	   lamps.	  The	   smell	   of	  death	   seeped	   through	   the	  
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room’s	   closed	  door.	  Beyond	   it	   she	  heard	  muted	  growling	   and	   screams.	   “No,	  
you	  don’t.”	  She	  replied,	  tapping	  the	  link	  closed.	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Security	  Detention	  Center)	  
	  
	   Laurent	   smiled	  when	   the	  guard	  pitched	   forward,	   slamming	   into	   the	  
forcefield	  with	   the	   crackle	  of	   burned	   flesh.	  Body	  wracked	  with	   convulsions,	  
spittle	  flying	  from	  his	  lips	  and	  sizzling	  against	  the	  barrier,	  the	  guard	  pitched	  
backward.	  
	   The	   field	   came	  down	  seconds	   later.	   Laurent	   flexed	  his	   sore	   arms	   in	  
anticipation.	  “What	  took	  you	  so	  long?”	  He	  admonished.	  
	   His	  compatriot	  didn’t	  reply.	  Instead,	  he	  detached	  a	  padd	  from	  his	  belt,	  
and	   tapped	   in	   several	   instructions.	   Laurent’s	   shackles	   unlocked	  with	   a	   soft	  
click.	   He	   tossed	   off	   the	   magnetic	   cuffs,	   and	   immediately	   began	   rubbing	  
circulation	  back	  into	  his	  raw	  wrists.	  	  
	   “Nice	   job	   on	   the	   sensor	   array,”	   Laurent	   said	   cordially,	   “You	   almost	  
killed	  me.”	  
	   “It	   brought	   you	   the	   trust	   you	   needed	   to	   complete	   the	  mission,”	   the	  
other	   agent	   said.	   “But	   you	   still	   almost	   cost	   us	   the	  mission,	   underestimating	  
Diaz’s	  resolve.”	  
	   “You’ve	  known	  her	  longer	  than	  I,”	  Laurent	  hated	  the	  defensive	  tone	  in	  
his	  voice.	  
	   “But	  you	  had	  access	   to	  all	  of	   the	  data	   I’ve	  provided	  over	   the	  years,”	  
the	  other	  countered.	  “You’re	  reckless	  Laurent.	  I	  don’t	  know	  how	  you	  ever	  got	  
the	  Directorate	  to	  go	  along	  with	  supporting	  the	  Brigade	  in	  the	  first	  place.”	  
	   “It	  was	   the	  right	   thing	   to	  do,”	  Laurent	  said,	   “They’re	  patriots	   just	  as	  
much	  as	  we	  are.”	  His	  colleague	  snorted.	  
	   “They’re	  deluded	  rustics,”	  he	  replied.	  Laurent	  shook	  off	  his	  leg	  irons,	  
and	  began	  massaging	  his	  ankles.	  “And	  you’re	  starting	  to	  sound	  just	  like	  them.”	  	  
	   He	  stood	  up	  slowly,	  his	  muscles	  sore	  and	  treacherous.	  Laurent	  took	  a	  
step	   forward,	  but	   found	  himself	   reaching	  out	  seeking	  support	  when	  his	   legs	  
buckled.	   His	   colleague	   deftly	   moved	   away	   from	   him.	   Laurent	   was	   able	   to	  
recover	  his	  balance	  before	  he	  fell	  to	  the	  floor.	  	  
	   “You’ve	  still	  got	  a	  mission	   to	  complete,”	   the	  other	   intoned,	  his	  voice	  
devoid	  of	  emotion.	  “A	  chance	  to	  redeem	  yourself.”	  	  
	   “What	   about	   him?”	   Laurent	   pointed	   to	   the	   unconscious	   guard.	   The	  
front	   of	   his	   gold	   uniform	   was	   actually	   smoldering,	   and	   his	   face	   was	   badly	  
burned.	  	  
	   “He’ll	   live,”	   the	   other	   man	   said	   with	   assurance.	   Laurent	   nodded	  
tightly,	  the	  security	  guard’s	  plight	  already	  receding	  to	  the	  back	  of	  his	  mind.	  
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	   “I	   suppose	   you	  have	   an	   escape	   route	   already	  mapped	   for	  me?”	  The	  
man	  relayed	  the	  quickest	  route	  to	  Shuttle	  Bay	  Two.	  	  
	   “The	  Shuttlecraft	  Rising	  States	  is	  already	  prepped.	  I’ve	  also	  stocked	  it	  
with	  rations	  and	  munitions.”	  He	  concluded.	  Laurent	  clapped	  the	  man	  on	  the	  
shoulder,	   pleased	   that	   he	   flinched.	   The	   agent	   knew	   it	   was	   more	   from	   the	  
physical	   intimacy	   than	   any	   fear.	   Because	  his	   compatriot	   believed	   there	  was	  
more	   to	   fear	   from	   the	   naïve	   Starfleet	   officers	   and	   Federation	   citizens	   they	  
existed	  among	  than	  each	  other.	  	  
	   “Thank	   you,”	   Laurent	   said.	   Before	   he	   stepped	   out	   of	   cell,	   the	   man	  
clutched	  his	  arm	  surprisingly	  with	  a	  steel-‐coiled	  grip.	  
	   “The	   Directorate	   will	   not	   look	   kindly	   on	   another	   failure,”	   he	   said.	  
“The	   quantum	   flux	   device	   pales	   in	   comparison	   to	   the	   potential	   tactical	  
applications	  of	  this	  psionic	  weapon.”	  	  
	   “The	   only	   reason	  we	   don’t	   have	   the	   quantum	   flux	   capacitor	   now	   is	  
because	   the	   Directorate	   prefers	   clinging	   to	   the	   shadows	   more	   than	   taking	  
direct	  action.”	  The	  other	  man	  had	  no	  reply.	  
	   “The	   truth	   of	   silence,”	   Laurent	   nodded	   solemnly.	   “Make	   the	  
distraction	  something	  noteworthy.”	  
***	  
Control	  Section	  
(Alien	  Ship)	  
	  
	   Though	  Lt.	  N’Saba	  cared	  little	  for	  Caitians	  and	  other	  felinoid	  species,	  
he	  was	  ashamed	  to	  admit	  a	  shared	  distaste	  for	  large	  bodies	  of	  water.	  
	   The	   ship’s	   control	   section	  was	  a	   large	  aquarium,	   filled	  with	   floating	  
dead	  things,	  cephalopod	  aliens,	  exotic	  plants,	  and	  other	  larger	  shapes	  he	  had	  
yet	  to	  discern.	  The	  curving	  walls,	  ceiling,	  and	  floor	  were	  all	  transparent,	  water	  
and	  dead	  creatures	  pushing	  against	  them.	  	  
	   It	  was	  as	   if	   the	  weight	  of	  an	  ocean	  were	  bearing	  down	  on	  him,	  held	  
back	  only	  by	  some	  type	  of	   transparent	  membranous	  material,	   the	  durability	  
of	  which	  remained	   in	  doubt.	  Still	  he	  pressed	  on,	  his	   trepidation	  making	  him	  
feel	  silly	  since	  the	  computer	  technician	  Cook	  appeared	  hardly	  phased	  at	  all	  by	  
the	   oppressive,	   claustrophobic	   feeling	   of	   the	   of	   the	   room.	  The	   sand-‐colored	  
woman	  was	  engrossed	  in	  trying	  to	  decipher	  the	  long	  tubule	  shooting	  up	  from	  
the	  floor	  to	  the	  ceiling,	  a	  large,	  darkened	  bulb	  suspended	  within	  it,	  buoyed	  by	  
the	  same	  nutrient	  rich	  water	  in	  the	  aquarium.	  
	   Being	   the	   ship’s	   Science	   Officer,	   the	   lupine	   Alshain	   was	   a	   little	  
perturbed	  that	  Technician	  Cook	  had	  already	  discovered	  that	  the	  slight	  bumps	  
in	  the	  fleshly	  cylinder	  were	  control	  pads,	  while	  he	  had	  yet	  to	  discover	  how	  to	  
access	  their	  mainframe.	  
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	   Commander	  Glover	  would	  be	  checking	  in	  again	  with	  him	  shortly	  and	  
he	  hated	  giving	  off	  the	  impression	  of	  imbecility	  by	  not	  having	  anything	  new	  to	  
report.	  
	   He	  stood	  on	  the	  other	  side	  of	  the	  cylinder,	  though	  he	  could	  clearly	  see	  
Cook	  busy	  at	  work	   through	   it.	  The	  woman’s	   lips	  were	  pursed,	  and	  she	   tried	  
pressing	  the	  controls	  in	  a	  new	  combination.	  So	  far,	  both,	  well,	  really	  she	  had	  
discovered	  that	  the	  aliens	  communicated	  through	  the	  use	  of	  various	  displays	  
of	   color.	   Occasionally	   a	   lucky	   touch	  would	   result	   in	   a	   brilliant	   electrostatic	  
flare	   of	   hue	   zipping	   through	   the	   cylinder.	   But	   their	   hopes	  would	  be	  dashed	  
quickly	  as	  the	  flare	  fizzled	  out.	  	  
	   The	   scans	   N’Saba	   had	   performed	   of	   the	   few	   cephalopod	   cadavers	  
lying	   on	   the	   floor	   of	   the	   control	   section	   revealed	   that	   their	   large,	   parched	  
bodies	   were	   embedded	   with	   chromatophores.	   In	   roughly	   analogous	   Alpha	  
Quadrant	   species,	   chromatophores	   regulated	   skin	   pigment,	   communication,	  
and	   camouflage.	   But	   these	   aliens	   were	   far	   more	   advanced	   than	   of	   their	  
probable	  cousins	  in	  the	  Alpha	  Quadrant,	  and	  they	  were	  also	  amphibious.	  	  
	   Seb	  despaired	  that	  Commander	  Glover	  had	  ordered	  them	  to	  grab	  all	  
the	   data	   they	   could	   quickly	   like	   common	   brigands,	   instead	   of	   giving	   him	  
enough	   time	   to	   thoroughly	   immerse	   himself	   in	   this	   alien	   culture	   and	  
experience.	   Doing	   it	   Glover’s	   way	   the	   data	   they	   might	   glean	   would	   be	  
fragmentary	   at	   best	   which	   might	   lead	   Starfleet	   to	   the	   wrong	   conclusions	  
about	  this	  obviously	  advanced	  species.	  
	   “Anything	  yet	  sir?”	  Cook	  asked,	  as	  she	  pressed	  on.	  
	   “No.	   And	   yourself?”	   N’Saba	   asked	   in	   reply,	   though	   he	   could	   tell	   by	  
dimmed	  tubule	  that	  Cook’s	  luck	  had	  appeared	  to	  run	  out.	  
	   “Nothing	  yet	  sir.”	  
	   “Well,	   keep	   at	   it.	   We’re	   bound	   to	   access	   the	   piloting	   controls	   or	  
whatever	  passes	   for	  a	  computer	  database	  on	  this	  vessel	  sooner	  or	   later,”	  he	  
said	  with	  forced	  cheer.	  
	   He	   placed	   a	   few	   more	   paws	   on	   the	   controls	   randomly,	   without	  
thought.	  If	  he	  thought	  about	  it	  he	  would	  get	  frustrated.	  Being	  something	  of	  a	  
perfectionist	   in	   an	   imperfect	   galaxy,	   N’Saba	   had	   credited	   his	   service	   in	  
Starfleet	  with	  learning	  how	  to	  be	  less	  controlling	  and	  allowing	  things	  to	  flow	  
of	  their	  own	  accord.	  
	   After	  a	  few	  more	  failed	  attempts,	  he	  came	  to	  the	  conclusion	  that	  now	  
wasn’t	  such	  a	   time.	  Roaring	  with	   frustration,	  he	  slammed	  both	   fists	   into	   the	  
console,	   a	   kaleidoscope	   of	   colors	   swirling	   through	   the	   cylinder,	   and	   around	  
the	  suspended	  bulb,	  striking	  it	  with	  their	  charges.	  
	   “What	  did	  you	  do	  sir?”	  Cook	  asked,	  a	  hint	  of	   fear	  mixed	   in	  with	  her	  
awe.	   Very	   rarely	   did	   N’Saba	   allow	   non-‐Alshain	   to	   witness	   the	   more	   feral	  
aspect	   of	   his	   culture.	   He	   had	   always	   sought	   to	   be	   the	   model	   sophisticate	  
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around	  outsiders	  in	  order	  to	  combat	  many	  of	  the	  scurrilous	  stereotypes	  about	  
his	  race.	  
	   “My	  apologies,”	  he	  said	  hastily,	  his	  eyes	  transfixed	  on	  the	  cylinder	  and	  
the	  globe	  floating	  within	  it.	  The	  sphere	  winked	  slowly	  to	  life.	  
	   “Oh	  my,”	  Cook	  gasped.	  
	   Oh	  my	   indeed,	  N’Saba	   thought	  as	   the	   sphere	  dawned	   like	  new	  born	  
star,	  burning	  away	  his	  corneas.	  The	  canid	  sank	  to	  his	  knees,	  though	  blind,	  his	  
ocular	  nerve	  endings	  assaulted	  him	  with	  memories	  of	  the	  nova.	  N’Saba	  tried	  
tapped	  at	  his	  chest.	  
	   “Glover	  here.”	  
	   N’Saba	  found	  he	  couldn’t	  speak.	  For	  the	  first	  time	  in	  his	  life	  he	  didn’t	  
know	  exactly	  what	  to	  say.	  Which	  he	  considered	  something	  of	  an	  irony,	  since	  it	  
was	  very	  likely	  the	  last	  moment	  of	  his	  life	  as	  well.	  	  
	   “Lt.	   N’Saba,”	   Glover	   said	   again,	   his	   voice	   frayed	   with	   concern.	   “Are	  
you	  all	  right?	  I	  heard	  something…in	  the	  background.	  It	  sounds	  like	  crying.”	  
	   How	  could	  the	  Alshain	  tell	  him	  the	  tears	  were	  his	  own,	  and	  they	  were	  
pouring	  from	  dead	  eyes?	  	  
	   “Mr.	  N’Saba?”	  The	  commander’s	  voice	  now	  bordered	  on	  desperation.	  
“I’m	  ordering	  an	  emergency	  beam	  out!”	  But	  N’Saba	  could	  barely	  hear	  him;	  the	  
fluid	   inside	   the	   tube	  was	   twisting	  with	   a	   fierce	   intensity,	   as	   if	   trapped	   in	   a	  
hurricane.	  
	   On	   the	   edge	   of	   the	   storm,	   N’Saba	   heard	   Cook	   cry	   out,	   and	   then	   he	  
heard	  nothing	  else.	  Nothing	  at	  all.	  	  
***	  
Propulsion	  Section	  
(Alien	  Ship)	  
Five	  Minutes	  Ago…	  
	  
	   “Would	  you	  look	  at	  that?”	  Ensign	  Philip	  Aguilar	  whistled	  at	  the	  large	  
bulb	  dominating	   the	  propulsion	   section.	  Held	   aloft	   by	   gravimetric	   forces	  he	  
deigned	  to	  even	  comprehend,	  he	  scanned	  the	  dark	  globe.	  “Chief	  Sandhurst	  is	  
going	  to	  be	  disappointed	  that	  he	  didn’t	  get	  to	  see	  this	  for	  himself,”	  the	  young	  
man	  said.	  	  
	   “Why	   is	   that?”	  His	   escort,	   Security	   Specialist	  Rogo	   asked.	  The	   lanky	  
Denobulan	  was	  walking	  along	  the	  circular	  room,	  tracing	  a	  hand	  along	  its	  soft	  
obsidian	  walls,	  which	  added	   to	   the	   room’s	  more	   sepulchral	   vibe.	  Unlike	   the	  
control	  section,	  there	  were	  no	  aquariums,	  and	  fortunately	  enough,	  no	  corpses	  
in	  the	  engine	  room.	  
	   The	   propulsion	   section	   also	   didn’t	   have	   the	   access	   chutes	   running	  
along	  the	  floors	  or	  ceilings	  of	  the	  corridor	  the	  two	  men	  had	  walked	  down,	  and	  
appeared	  to	  be	  spread	  throughout	  the	  ship.	  	  
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	   For	   an	   amphibious	   species,	   Aguilar	   figured	   that	   the	   tubes	   probably	  
worked	  just	  as	  quickly	  as	  turbolifts	  on	  starships,	  allowing	  the	  cephalopods	  to	  
use	  their	  hydrostatic	  bodies	  to	  swim	  rapidly	  throughout	  the	  long	  vessel.	  
	   “You’re	  warping	  out	  on	  me	  again	  Phil,”	  Rogo	  admonished.	  	  
	   “Just	  my	  luck	  that	  my	  roommate	  is	  chosen	  as	  my	  partner	  for	  my	  first	  
away	   team	   assignment,”	   Aguilar	   groused	   good-‐naturedly.	   “Sorry	   about	  
ignoring	  you,	  but	  this	  ship	  is	  just	  so	  darned	  fascinating.	  It	  is	  a	  tremendous	  feat	  
of	   bio-‐construction.”	  
	   “Whatever,”	   Rogo	   said	   with	   noticeably	   less	   enthusiasm.	   “I’m	   just	  
waiting	   for	   the	   other	   shoe	   to	   drop.	   Lt.	   Simus	   said	   that	   mirror	   universe	  
Bajoran	   credited	   some	   type	   of	   psionic	   weapon	   with	   causing	   all	   of	   this	  
carnage,	  but	  I’m	  not	  so	  sure.	  It	  could	  be	  a	  virus.	  And	  we’re	  very	  exposed.”	  
	   “I	   think	   you’re	   being	   a	   little	   overdramatic,”	   Aguilar	   said.	   “Even	   if	   it	  
was	  a	  virus,	  it	  might	  not	  be	  communicable	  to	  a	  humanoid	  species.”	  
	   “What	  about	  those	  reptilians	  we	  also	  found	  dead?”	  Rogo	  countered.	  
	   Aguilar	   didn’t	   have	   an	   answer,	   so	   he	   shrugged	   instead.	   He	   would	  
worry	   about	   possible	   infection	   and	   stark	  madness	   later.	   Right	   now,	   he	  was	  
too	  excited	  at	  the	  findings	  flashing	  across	  his	  tricorder.	  He	  held	  it	  off,	  beaming	  
as	  if	  it	  were	  the	  Zee-‐Magnees	  Prize.	  
	   “You’re	   not	   going	   to	   believe	   this,”	   he	   beamed.	   “But	   this	   spherical	  
module	  is	  a	  zero	  point	  energy	  oscillator.”	  
	   “What?”	  
	   “Free	   energy?	   Perpetual	   motion?”	   Aguilar	   replied,	   with	   barely	  
repressed	  exasperation.	  It	  was	  often	  a	  struggle	  for	  him	  not	  to	  realize	  that	  not	  
everyone,	   even	   Starfleet	   personnel,	   held	   the	   same	   love	   for	   science	   and	  
engineering	  that	  he	  did.	  
	   Noting	   the	   confused	   look	  on	  his	   roommate’s	   face,	  Philip	  got	  hold	  of	  
himself,	  and	  explained	  slowly,	  taking	  pains	  to	  take	  any	  hint	  of	  condescension	  
out	   of	   his	   voice.	   “This…bio-‐organic	   device	   draws	   on	   vacuum	   energy,	   taken	  
directly	   from	  space	   itself.	   It’s	  virtually	  a	   limitless	  power	  source,	  without	   the	  
waste	  problems	  or	  energy	  depletion	  conundrums	  still	  associated	  with	  our	  use	  
of	  dilithium	  crystals.	  	  
	   This	  oscillator	  is	  something	  our	  scientists	  and	  engineers	  have	  merely	  
dreamed	  about,	  not	  even	  coming	  close	  to	  producing.	  The	  data	  we	  take	  collect	  
on	   this	   thing	   will	   result	   in	   major	   advances	   in	   quantum	   field	   theory,”	   he	  
crowed.	   “Rogo,	   we’re	   going	   to	   be	   famous.	   Feted	   and	   toasted	   by	   the	  
intelligentsia	   of	   the	   Federation.	   I	  might	   even	   get	   a	   posting	   at	   the	  Daystrom	  
Institute	  for	  this	  find.”	  
	   “Aren’t	  you	  jumping	  a	  little	  too	  far	  ahead?”	  Rogo	  asked	  gently.	  
	   “The	   future	   is	   there	   only	   for	   those	   who	   seize	   it,”	   Aguilar	   replied,	  
remembering	   the	   quote	   from	   a	   biography	   of	   Emory	   Erickson,	   father	   of	   the	  
transporter.	  “And	  our	  future’s	  guaranteed	  for	  sure.”	  
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	   “I’m	   not	   so	   sure	   about	   that,”	   the	  Denobulan	   remarked,	   pointing	   his	  
rifle	  in	  the	  direction	  of	  the	  oscillator.	  Phillip’s	  face	  fell.	  
	   “Wh-‐What	  are	  you	  doing?”	  He	  moved	  in	  front	  of	  Rogo.	  
	   “Get	   out	   of	   the	   way	   Phil,”	   the	   security	   guard	   barked,	   his	   tone	   all	  
business.	  But	  Aguilar	  held	  his	  ground.	  
	   “I	  don’t	  understand.”	  
	   “Look	  behind	  you.”	  
	   He	  turned	  slowly,	  and	  gasped	  with	  both	  glee	  and	  dread.	  The	  oscillator	  
was	  starting	   to	  glow	  a	  spectral	  blue.	  Seconds	   later	   it	  began	  turning,	   the	  soft	  
currents	  of	  air	  lapping	  Aguilar’s	  face.	  “I	  didn’t	  touch	  anything,	  did	  you?”	  
	   “No,”	  Rogo	  said,	  keeping	  the	  rifle	  aimed	  at	  the	  sphere	  while	  reaching	  
out	   to	   grasp	   the	   ensign’s	   wrist	   with	   his	   other	   hand.	   “Let’s	   get	   out	   of	  
here…slowly.	   We	   might’ve	   tripped	   an	   automated	   defense	   mechanism	   or	  
something.”	  
	   Aguilar	  pulled	  out	  of	  his	  colleague’s	  grasp.	  He	  turned	  back	  toward	  the	  
glowing,	  spinning,	  globe.	  It	  had	  picked	  up	  enough	  speed	  to	  now	  make	  his	  hair	  
stand	  on	  end,	   the	  sound	  of	  a	  strong	  tide	  whipping	  through	  the	  room.	  Phillip	  
would	  be	  damned	  if	  he	  didn’t	  record	  this	  event	  for	  posterity.	  He	  smiled	  as	  a	  
new	   theory	   came	   to	   him,	   “It’s	   the	   quantum	   energy	   emitted	   by	   the	   rift	   that	  
drew	   this	   ship	   into	   this	   snare.	   The	   crew	   must’ve	   sought	   to	   harvest	   the	  
quantum	  energy	  for	  their	  engine.”	  	  
	   “Let’s	   get	   out	   of	   here!”	   Rogo	   cried,	   oblivious	   to	   Aguilar’s	   brilliant	  
deduction.	  But	  Phil	  shook	  his	  head.	  	  
	   “Just	  a	  few	  more	  minutes,”	  he	  said	  over	  the	  roar.	  “I	  promise	  you	  won’t	  
regret	  it.”	  	  
	   “I	   just	   hope	   that	   we’re	   both	   alive	   for	   me	   to	   make	   you	   eat	   those	  
words,”	   Rogo	   said,	   moving	   to	   stand	   beside	   the	   ensign,	   with	   his	   weapon	  
pointed	  at	  the	  oscillator.	  
	   “It’s	  beautiful,”	  Phillip	  said	  softly,	  more	  to	  himself	  than	  Rogo,	  because	  
he	   really	   wanted	   to	   enjoy	   this	   moment,	   this	   event	   by	   himself.	   That	   way	   it	  
would	  be	  easier	  to	  claim	  sole	  credit	  when	  he	  stood	  on	  the	  podium	  to	  accept	  
the	  Zee-‐Magnees.	  
***	  
	  	  
	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Main	  Bridge)	  
	  
	   Commander	   Glover	   was	   waiting	   for	   something	   to	   happen.	   It	   was	  
driving	   him	   crazy,	   sitting	   for	   the	   next	   round	   of	   scheduled	   reports	   from	   the	  
Ekuva	  and	  alien	  ship.	  
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	   When	  he	   got	   his	   fourth	   pip,	   he	   resolved	   to	   have	   the	   captain’s	   chair	  
removed	  from	  the	  bridge	  of	  his	  starship.	  He	  doubted	  that	  even	  the	  throne	  of	  a	  
Klingon	  or	  Romulan	  emperor	  could	  contain	  his	  nervous	  energy,	  much	   less	  a	  
captain’s	  chair.	  
	   But	   he	   could	   do	   nothing	   else	   but	   wait,	   and	   think	   about	   things	   he	  
didn’t	  want	  to:	  Nya,	  his	  lost	  child,	  the	  feeling	  of	  the	  alternate	  Pell	  in	  his	  arms,	  
the	   taste	  of	  her	   lips,	   the	   furtive	  glances	  and	   closeness	   she	  now	  shared	  with	  
Lieutenant	  Sandhurst.	  It	  was	  just	  too	  much.	  
	   He	   jumped	   when	   his	   communicator	   chirped.	   “Glover	   here.”	   A	  
mewling	  keen	  issued	  through	  the	  chevron’s	  transistor.	  	  
	   “Lt.	  N’Saba,”	  he	  asked,	  the	  mewling	  overlaid	  by	  weeping.	  “Are	  you	  all	  
right?	   I	   heard	   something…in	   the	   background.	   It	   sounded	   like	   crying.”	   The	  
commander	  nervously	   looked	  over	  his	   shoulder	   at	   Lt.	   Zim.	  The	  man	   leaned	  
over	   the	  Tactical	   console,	  his	   face	  grim.	  There	  was	   still	   no	   response.	  Glover	  
tried	  again.	  
	   “Mr.	   N’Saba?”	   he	   paused	   a	   second,	   gripping	   the	   chair’s	   armrests	   in	  
frustration.	  “I’m	  ordering	  an	  emergency	  beam	  out…”	  	  
	   “Commander,”	  Zim	   interrupted	  him,	  his	  voice	  grave.	  Glover	  was	  out	  
of	  his	  in	  an	  instant.	  	  
	   “What	  is	  it	  Lieutenant?”	  He	  asked,	  hopping	  up	  the	  steps	  to	  the	  upper	  
level.	  
	   “The	   sensors	   have	   detected	   an	   unusual	   power	   build	   up	   emanating	  
from	  the	  alien	  vessel,”	  Zim	  said,	  his	  voice	  hoarse.	  
	   Glover	  instantly	  looked	  toward	  the	  main	  viewer.	  Through	  the	  grainy	  
picture	   he	   saw	   the	   leviathan,	   the	   ovoid	   nacelles	   attached	   to	   its	   aft	   flanks	  
rimmed	  by	  a	  soft	  blue	  fire.	  He	  tapped	  his	  communicator.	  
	   “Lt.	  Simus?”	  When	  he	  got	  no	  response,	  he	  then	  tried	  to	  communicate	  
the	   other	  members	   of	   the	   team.	   He	   glanced	   nervously	   at	   Zim,	   the	   Zaldan’s	  
smooth	  features	  crinkled	  with	  worry.	  “Mr.	  Balk,	  initiate	  emergency	  transport	  
of	  the	  away	  team	  on	  the	  alien	  vessel.”	  
	   “Sir,”	   Balk	   replied	   immediately,	   “Because	   of	   the	   electromagnetic	  
properties	   of	   the	   nebula	   I	   can’t	   insure	   that	   I	   will	   be	   able	   to	   maintain	   an	  
annular	  confinement	  beam	  for	  each	  transportee.”	  
	   “I’m	  aware	  of	  that,”	  Glover	  snapped.	  “Now	  execute	  my	  order.”	  
	   “Aye,”	   the	   Tellarite	   grumbled.	   “Transporting…now.”	   But	   it	   was	   too	  
late.	  A	  net	  of	  bluish	  energy	  spread	  from	  the	  ship’s	  nacelles,	  covering	  the	  entire	  
ship.	  
	   “Some	   type	   of	   energy	   field	   has	   enveloped	   the	   ship,”	   Balk	   said.	  
“Preventing	  transport…except	  for	  the	  control	  center.	  And	  sir,	  you	  really	  need	  
to	  see	  this…”	  
	   “Handle	   it	  Balk,”	  Glover	   said.	   “I	  don’t	  have	   time	   for	   it.	   Lt.	   Zim,	   raise	  
shields!”	  
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	   “Aye,”	   the	  man	   said	   tightly,	   his	   voice	   choked	  with	   worry.	   Terrence	  
knew	  that	  the	  Zaldan	  was	  involved	  with	  Lt.	  Hunal.	  He	  hoped	  that	  the	  woman	  
was	  one	  of	  the	  few	  Balk	  was	  able	  to	  net.	  The	  entire	  ship	  was	  now	  covered	  in	  a	  
cocoon	  of	  blue	  energy.	  	  
	   He	  activated	  his	  compin	  again.	  “Commander	  Glover?”	  Diaz	  asked,	  her	  
voice	  already	  filled	  with	  worry.	  
	   “Captain,	  we’ve	  got	  a	  situation	  here,”	  Zim	  said,	  his	  voice	  tinged	  with	  
worry.	   Before	   Glover	   could	   answer,	   the	   deck	   pitched,	   and	   he	   hit	   the	   floor	  
hard.	  Smelling	  blood	  and	  seeing	  darkness.	  	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Main	  Bridge)	  
	  
	   Strong	  hands	  pulled	  him	  back	   from	  the	  brink.	  Glover	  blinked,	  blood	  
dripping	  into	  his	  eye.	  He	  wiped	  at	  it,	  “What	  happened?”	  He	  asked,	  dazed.	  	  
	   “The	  alien	   ship,”	   Junior	  Lt.	  Nomo	  replied,	  pulling	  Glover	  back	   to	  his	  
feet.	  The	  older	  Halanan	  held	  on	  to	  him	  to	  keep	  him	  steady.	  “It’s	  gone.”	  	  
	   “What?”	   Glover	   asked,	   glancing	  wildly	   at	   the	   view	   screen.	   The	   ship	  
had	   disappeared,	   along	   with	   the	   quantum	   rift.	   “What…how…”	   He	   gingerly	  
followed	  the	  fire	  erupting	  on	  his	  head,	  gingerly	  touching	  a	  large	  gash	  running	  
across	  his	  forehead.	  	  
	   “We’ve	   got	   another	   problem	   sir,”	   there	   was	   pain	   in	   Zim’s	   voice.	  
Glover	  pulled	  away	  from	  Nomo,	  and	  looked	  to	  the	  upper	  deck.	  Zim	  was	  using	  
his	  console	  to	  pull	  himself	  up.	  So	  were	  several	  other	  officers.	  	  
	   “What	  is	  it	  Mr.	  Zim?”	  
	   “Right	  before	  the	  shockwave,	  there	  was	  a	  microfusion	  explosion.”	  
	   “Where?”	  
	   “The	  Brig.	  The	  fire	  suppression	  system	  has	  already	  been	  activated.	  No	  
hull	  breach.”	  
	   “Damn.”	  Glover	   raised	  his	  voice,	   “Security	  Lockdown,”	  he	   instructed	  
the	  computer.	  	  
	   “Unable	  to	  comply,”	  the	  computer	  replied	  calmly.	  
	   “What?”	  
	   “Please	  restate	  your	  request.”	  	  
	   “Computer,	  why	  won’t	  you	  comply	  with	  my	  order?”	  Glover	  snapped,	  
bordering	  on	  the	  edge	  of	  a	  Klingon	  flavored	  battle	  frenzy.	  “I	  am	  the	  Executive	  
Officer,	   Terrence	   Glover.”	   “Terrence	   Shamshuni	   Glover,”	   he	   added	   for	  
emphasis	  a	  beat	  later.	  	  
	   “Commander	   Ra-‐Mitri,	   Utopia	   Planitia	   Fleet	   Yards,”	   the	   computer	  
answered	  blandly,	  “Is	  the	  Commanding	  Officer;	  Lieutenant	  Commander	  Utem	  
Sarono	  is	  the	  Executive	  Officer	  and	  Project	  Manager.”	  	  
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	   “What?”	  He	   asked,	   confused.	   Glover	   looked	   at	  Nomo,	   and	   then	   Zim.	  
Both	   looked	   equally	   perplexed.	   Terrence	   was	   really	   glad	   he	   didn’t	   have	   a	  
phaser	  handy,	  because	  he	  had	  an	  itching	  need	  to	  vaporize	  something.	  	  
	   “Please	  restate	  your	  request.”	  
	   Huffing	  in	  frustration,	  he	  pointed	  at	  Zim.	  “Get	  down	  to	  the	  Brig	  now!”	  
	   “Aye	  sir.”	  Zim	  said,	  stomping	  to	  the	  bridge’s	  arms	  locker.	  He	  clipped	  a	  
phaser	   to	  his	  belt	  before	  heading	   for	   the	   turbolift.	  Glover	  breathed	  a	  sigh	  of	  
relief	   when	   the	   turbolift	   door	   opened	   for	   the	   Security	   Officer.	   At	   least	   one	  
thing	  has	  gone	  right,	  Glover	  thought.	  Let’s	  try	  for	  another.	  “Computer…”	  	  
	   “Sir,”	  T’Shanir	  interrupted	  him	  haltingly,	  standing	  up	  from	  her	  seat	  at	  
the	  auxiliary	  Engineering	  console.	  There	  was	  a	  smear	  of	  green	  blood	  on	  her	  
cheek.	  “If	  I	  might	  speculate?”	  
	   He	  threw	  his	  arms	  wide.	  “By	  all	  means.”	  
	   “Commander	  Ra-‐Mitri	  supervised	  the	  construction	  of	  the	  USS	  Cuffe	  at	  
Utopia	  Planitia	  in	  2364.	  While	  conducting	  a	  damage	  report,	  I’ve	  come	  across	  
evidence	  of	  techno-‐organic	  infection	  of	  the	  bioneural	  circuits	  in	  the	  computer	  
core.”	  
	   “That’s	   possible?”	   He	   asked,	   surprised.	   “What’s	   the	   extent	   of	   the	  
damage?	  And	  why	  now?”	  
	   “Because	   someone	   introduced	   it,”	   T’Shanir	   said,	   “the	   same	   person	  
that	  doubtlessly	  initialized	  the	  microfusion	  explosion	  in	  the	  Brig.”	  
	   “Laurent,”	   Glover	   said,	   gritting	   his	   teeth.	   “He	   was	   bound	   with	  
magnetic	  cuffs.	  He	  couldn’t	  have	  done	  this…unless	  he	  had	  help.”	  
	   “I	   agree,”	   the	   woman	   replied.	   “This	   virus	   has	   already	   severely	  
impaired	  the	  ship’s	  data	  memory	  banks.	  If	  it	  is	  left	  unchecked,	  it	  will	  threaten	  
all	  Cuffe’s	  vital	  systems.”	  	  
	   The	  commander	  looked	  around	  the	  bridge	  with	  suspicion.	  “Laurent	  is	  
our	  top	  priority.”	  He	  declared.	  T’Shanir	  frowned,	  but	  didn’t	  respond.	   	  Glover	  
was	  glad	  that	  T’Shanir	  had	  enough	  intelligence	  to	  keep	  her	  peace,	  because	  he	  
was	  definitely	   in	  a	  beheading	  mood.	  “I	  don’t	  him	  running	   loose	  on	  this	  ship.	  
He	  might	  gas	  us	  all	  with	  anesthizine	  or	  something	  even	  worse.”	  
	   The	   bridge	   crew	   shook	   off	   injuries	   and	   fear,	   and	   threw	   themselves	  
into	   the	   hunt.	   Glover	   tried	   his	   combadge,	   glad	   that	   it	   was	   still	   functioning.	  
Before	   Zim	   could	   speak,	   Glover	   said	   quickly,	   “Lieutenant,	   Ensign	   T’Shanir	  
believes	  that	  Laurent	  is	  behind	  this	  sabotage…and	  he	  has	  help.”	  
	   “I’ll	   find	   him	   sir,	   and	   this	   time	   I	   promise	   you	   Laurent	   will	   give	   up	  
names.”	  Zim	  promised	  with	  a	  guttural	  relish	  in	  his	  voice.	  	  
	   “Leave	  something	  for	  me	  Lieutenant,”	  Glover	  replied.	  “We’re	  going	  to	  
work	  on	  getting	  control	  of	  this	  ship	  back.”	  
	   “Aye	  sir,	  Zim	  out.”	  Glover	  turned	  back	  to	  T’Shanir.	  
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	   “It	   appears	   that	   even	   though	   the	  main	   computer	   doesn’t	   recognize	  
the	   current	   command	   personnel,	   it	   is	   still	   compliant	   in	   regard	   to	   simple,	  
routine	  commands.”	  
	   “Correct,”	  T’Shanir	  said,	  her	  voice	  tighter	  than	  usual.	  	  
	   “Well	  then	  Ensign,	  I	  think	  you	  and	  I	  should	  take	  a	  little	  visit	  down	  to	  
the	  computer	  core	  to	  see	  if	  we	  stanch	  the	  techno-‐virus	  before	  it	  gets	  worse.”	  
The	   woman’s	   eyes	   widened	   with	   surprise	   at	   Glover’s	   reversal.	   He	   liked	  
keeping	  people	  off	  balance	  even	  when	  all	  hell	  was	  breaking	  loose.	  He	  got	  two	  
phasers	  out	  of	  the	  upper	  deck	  arms	  locker	  before	  following	  the	  woman	  to	  the	  
turbolift,	  pushing	  the	  throbbing	  pain	  in	  his	  forehead	  to	  the	  nether	  corners	  of	  
his	  mind.	  He	  handed	  one	  of	  the	  weapons	  to	  her.	  T’Shanir	  meekly	  strapped	  at	  
her	  waist.	  	  
	   Standing	   in	   the	   threshold,	   Glover	   instructed	   Lt.	   Nomo	   to	   supervise	  
the	  search,	  finishing	  formulating	  damage	  reports,	  and	  inform	  Captain	  Diaz	  of	  
the	  chaos	  breaking	  loose	  throughout	  the	  ship.	  
	   In	   the	   havoc,	   Glover	   had	   almost	   forgotten	   about	   the	   vanished	   ship,	  
and	  his	  lost	  crewmates.	  Almost.	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  TWENTY	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Sector	  7-‐G)	  
	  
	   Lt.	   Zim	   knew	   he	   should’ve	   called	   for	   backup,	   but	   he	   didn’t	   want	  
witnesses.	   After	   watching	   the	   web	   of	   energy	   spread	   over	   the	   alien	   ship,	  
separating	   him	   from	   Hunal,	   and	   then	   having	   to	   watch	   helplessly	   as	   it	  
disappeared,	  or	  gods	  forbid	  disintegrated,	  he	  wanted	  to	  take	  out	  his	  anger	  on	  
someone.	   And	   the	   mutinous	   Laurent	   was	   the	   best	   choice	   at	   hand,	   absent	  
Oduara.	  
	   He	  held	  his	  phaser	  stiffly	   in	   front	  of	  him,	   finger	  on	  the	   trigger	  as	  he	  
charged	   down	   the	   hall.	   He	   ignored	   the	   stinging,	   acrid	   smell	   of	   smoke	   and	  
burning	   circuits	   as	   he	   rounded	   the	   corner	   and	   saw	   the	   result	   of	   the	  
microfusion	  explosion.	  Several	  bodies	  were	  strewn	  in	  the	  hallway.	  Med	  Tech	  
Ra-‐Mus,	  a	  white	  haired	  Efrosian,	  was	  already	  on	  the	  scene,	  attending	  to	  what	  
appeared	   to	  be	   the	  most	   injured,	   a	   severely	  burned	  member	  of	  his	   security	  
team,	   a	   young	   human	   Zim	   immediately	   recognized	   as	   Specialist	   Charles	  
Watters.	  Seeing	  the	  burned	  man	  brought	  back	  memories	  and	  old	  pains	  from	  
his	  own	  recent	  plasma	  bath	   in	   the	   cargo	  bay.	  He	   really	  wanted	   to	  pulverize	  
Laurent	  now.	  
	   But	   he	   stopped,	   his	   concern	   for	   the	   people	   under	   his	   command	  
momentarily	   trumping	   his	   desire	   for	   revenge.	   He	   leaned	   down,	   and	   gruffly	  
asked	  the	  med	  tech	  about	  Watters’	  condition	  along	  with	  the	  others.	  
	   The	  Efrosian	  told	  him	  that	  the	  prognosis	  wasn’t	  good,	  for	  any	  of	  the	  
unfortunate	  victims.	  He	  also	  told	  him	  that	  nothing	  could	  be	  done	  for	  Watters.	  
He	  had	  been	  too	  close	  to	  the	  blast.	  	  
	   “How	  did	  you	  get	  here	  so	  quickly?”	  Zim	  asked,	  remembering	  Glover’s	  
warning	   that	   Laurent	   had	   a	   co-‐conspirator.	   The	  man	   blinked	   several	   times,	  
shocked	  at	  the	  accusation	  in	  Zim’s	  voice.	  	  
	   “I-‐I	   was	   already	   en	   route	   to	   the	   Transporter	   Room	   with	   a	   trauma	  
team,	  but	  Dr.	  Nemato	  instructed	  me	  to	  address	  this	  new	  development.”	  
	   “This	  is	  more	  than	  a	  ‘development’,”	  Zim	  snapped.	  “And	  Nemato	  only	  
sent	   one	   person?”	   He	   stood	   up,	   and	  made	   a	   sweeping	   gesture	   around	   him,	  
glancing	   at	   the	   blackened,	   ruined	   Security	   Detention	   Center,	   his	   office.	   And	  
then	  the	  debris	  spattered	  with	  blood	  and	  other	  biomatter.	  “Do	  you	  think	  that	  
was	  enough?”	  
	   “Sir,	   you	   would	   have	   to	   ask	   Dr.	   Nemato	   that	   question,”	   Ra-‐Mus	  
answered,	  too	  smoothly	  for	  Zim’s	  taste.	  “I	  would	  feel	  remiss	  answering	  it.”	  	  
	   “Oh,	   you’ll	   feel	   remiss	   all	   right,”	   Zim	   grabbed	   the	   Efrosian,	   and	  
slammed	  him	  against	  a	  soot	  covered	  wall.	  He	  placed	  the	  emitter	  cone	  of	  his	  
phaser	  against	  the	  man’s	  throat,	  setting	  it	  to	  kill.	  
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	   Ra-‐Mus	  gulped	  painfully,	  his	  laryngeal	  prominence	  rubbing	  painfully	  
against	  the	  heating	  metal.	  “Wh-‐what	  are	  you	  doing?	  I’ve	  got	  patients	  to	  attend	  
to!”	  
	   Zim	  shook	  his	  head	  slowly.	  “More	  people	  to	  kill,”	  he	  spat.	  “Don’t	  you	  
think	  you	  and	  Laurent	  have	  done	  enough	  damage?”	  
	   The	  man	   looked	   at	   him	  wildly,	   his	   milky	   blue	   eyes	   brimming	   with	  
fear.	  “I	  don’t	  know	  what	  you’re	  talking	  about.”	  
	   The	  Zaldan	  pressed	  the	  emitter	  cone	  hard	  into	  the	  man’s	  throat,	  the	  
tip	   biting	   flesh.	   The	   man	   grimaced.	   Zim	   smiled.	   “The	   time	   for	   deception	   is	  
over,	  where’s	  Laurent?”	  
	   “I	   don’t…”	   The	   man	   coughed	   when	   Zim	   smacked	   him	   against	   the	  
temple	  with	  his	  free	  hand.	  	  
	   “Wrong	  answer,”	  he	  said.	  “Let’s	  try	  this	  again.	  And	  you	  better	  give	  me	  
the	  answer	  I	  want	  to	  hear.”	  
	   “Lieutenant	  Zim,	  what	  are	  you	  doing?”	  Dr.	  Nemato	  said,	  his	  mandibles	  
clacking	  furiously.	  Zim	  looked	  at	  him	  out	  of	  the	  corner	  of	  his	  eye,	  the	  phaser	  
still	  pressed	  against	  Ra-‐Mus’s	  throat.	  
	   “I’m	  apprehending	  a	  traitor	  sir,”	  he	  answered.	  	  
	   “Stand	  down.”	  Nemato	  ordered,	  his	  eyestalks	  undulating	  in	  distress.	  
	   “I	  can’t.	  Commander	  Glover	  gave	  me	  an	  order	  to	  capture	  Laurent,	  and	  
he	  also	  told	  me	  that	  the	  slime	  devil	  has	  a	  partner.”	  
	   “I	  can	  assure	  you	  it’s	  not	  Technician	  Ra-‐Mus,”	  the	  Antosian	  said.	  
	   “No,	  you	  can’t.”	  	  
	   “I	  ordered	  him	  here.”	  	  
	   “Is	   that	   right?”	  Zim	  said,	  whipping	   the	  phaser	  around,	  while	   tossing	  
Ra-‐Mus	   against	   a	   bulkhead.	   The	  man’s	   head	   cracked	   satisfyingly	   against	   it,	  
and	  he	  slid	  to	  the	  deck.	  “Then	  maybe	  you’re	  the	  traitor!”	  
	   “You’re	   not	   thinking	   rationally,”	   Nemato	   said.	   It	   was	   then	   that	   Zim	  
realized	  that	   the	  Antosian	  was	  backed	  by	  a	  small	   trauma	  unit.	  Behind	  them,	  
two	  bodies	  hovered	  on	   antigrav	   sleds.	   “It’s	   obvious	   that	   recent	   events	   have	  
had	  a	  deleterious	  effect	  on	  your	  mental	  state.”	  
	   “I’m	   not	   in	   the	   mood	   for	   a	   pop	   psychological	   evaluation,”	   Zim	  
declared.	  He	  aimed	  his	  phaser	  at	  Nemato.	  “Maybe	  you’re	  the	  second	  traitor!”	  
	   “I	   see	   this	   is	   not	   going	   to	   get	   resolved	   peaceably,”	   the	   Antosian	  
sighed.	   Before	   Zim	   could	   tap	   the	   firing	   control,	   Nemato’s	   tail	   lashed	   out,	  
smashing	  into	  Zim’s	  gun	  hand.	  The	  phaser	  flew	  from	  his	  hand,	  and	  Zim	  roared	  
with	  anger.	  
	   “You	  are	  the	  traitor!”	  He	  spat,	  lunging	  at	  the	  doctor.	  Nemato	  flew	  up	  
to	  meet	  him,	  wrapping	   around	   the	  Zaldan,	   compressing	   the	   Security	  Chief’s	  
arms	  against	  his	  body,	  immobilizing	  him.	  “Let	  me	  go	  you	  bastard!”	  He	  got	  out	  
before	  he	  felt	  a	  powerful	  stinging	  at	  his	  neck.	  “What…”	  
	   Zim	  was	  unconscious	  before	  he	  hit	  the	  ground.	  
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***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Computer	  Core)	  
	  
	   Before	  Glover	  could	  get	  his	  phaser	  up	  to	  fire,	  T’Shanir	  took	  a	  shot	  to	  
the	   shoulder.	   He	   pushed	   the	   keening	   Vulcan	   out	   of	   the	   field	   of	   fire,	   and	  
jumped	  behind	  a	  secondary	  floor	  model	  processor	  unit.	  He	  glanced	  briefly	  at	  
the	   woman,	   as	   she	   pulled	   herself	   behind	   a	   similar	   construct.	   Green	   blood	  
bubbled	  from	  a	  hole	  in	  her	  shoulder,	  and	  her	  sallow	  face	  was	  wet	  with	  tears.	  
	   Fueled	  by	  rage,	  Glover	  leaned	  around	  the	  processor	  and	  fired	  off	  two	  
rounds.	  Chief	  Darma	  returned	  his	  fire	  with	  a	  volley	  of	  his	  own.	  The	  air	  quickly	  
filled	   with	   the	   smell	   of	   melted	   circuits	   and	   burnt	   metal.	   The	   doors	   to	   the	  
computer	  core	  had	  just	  opened	  when	  they	  both	  saw	  Kale	  Darma’s	  portly	  form	  
hunched	  over	  the	  main	  console.	  
	   The	   commander	   had	   barely	   just	   finished	   speaking	   the	  man’s	   name,	  
when	  the	  Zakdorn	  had	  turned	  around,	  a	  Romulan	  disruptor	  in	  hand,	  and	  fired	  
a	   shot	   clean	   through	  T’Shanir.	  With	   surprising	   speed	  he	  had	  dashed	  behind	  
the	  cylindrical	  mainframe,	  and	  was	  using	   it	  as	  a	  barricade	   to	  shoot	  at	   them.	  
The	   commander	   was	   loath	   to	   fire	   at	   him,	   afraid	   of	   damaging	   the	   main	  
computer	  even	  more.	  Trapped	  in	  the	  nebula,	   the	   last	  thing	  they	  needed	  was	  
for	   the	  structural	   integrity	  system	  to	   fail,	  or	   life	  support	  or	  any	  of	   the	  other	  
vital	   systems	   to	  deactivate.	  But	  unfortunately,	   that	  was	  what	  would	  happen	  
any	   way	   if	   he	   couldn’t	   stop	   the	   techno-‐virus	   creeping	   through	   the	   ship’s	  
systems.	  	  
	   “What	  are	  you	  doing?”	  Glover	  snapped;	  His	  back	  to	  the	  now	  burning	  
processor,	  its	  heat	  scorching.	  The	  First	  Officer	  held	  his	  phaser	  up,	  close	  to	  the	  
chest,	  trying	  to	  gauge	  the	  best	  time	  to	  attempt	  another	  shot.	  	  
	   “I	   guess	   I	   was	   a	   little	   too	   slow,”	   Darma’s	   voice	   was	   far	   more	  
conversational	   than	   his	   usual	   gruff	   tone.	   The	   commander’s	   anxiety	  
immediately	   doubled.	   “And	   here	   I	   was,	   admonishing	   others	   about	  
underestimating	  you…”	  
	   “By	  others	  do	  you	  mean	  Laurent?”	  A	  green	  bolt	  sizzled	  over	  his	  head.	  	  
	   Glover’s	  mind	  was	  still	   reeling	   from	  the	  strange	  turn	  of	  events.	  Was	  
Darma	   a	   Romulan	   agent?	   And	   if	   he	   is	   the	   one	   in	   league	   with	   Laurent,	   is	  
Laurent	  working	  for	  the	  Romulans	  as	  well?	  Or	  maybe	  Laurent	  has	  other	  allies,	  
and	  Darma	  is	  working	  solo	  for	  the	  Star	  Empire?	  
	   None	   of	   it	   made	   sense,	   but	   Glover	   was	   determined	   to	   find	   out.	   He	  
tapped	  his	  compin,	  seeking	  to	  find	  Lt.	  Zim.	  When	  he	  didn’t	  get	  an	  answer,	  he	  
widened	  his	  communiqué	  to	  the	  entire	  security	  detail.	  
	   “This	  is	  Commander	  Glover…I	  need	  a	  security	  unit	  to	  at	  the	  computer	  
core,	  ASAP!”	  
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	   “That	  won’t	  do	  you	  any	  good,”	  Darma	  said	  with	  weary	  confidence.	  “By	  
then	  it	  will	  be	  too	  late.”	  
	   “Too	  late?”	  Glover	  tried	  to	  mask	  the	  worry	  in	  his	  voice.	  “What	  do	  you	  
mean	  Darma?”	  
	   “Sir,”	  his	  chevron	  crackled.	  He	  tapped	  it.	  
	   “Glover	  here.”	  
	   “This	  is	  Specialist	  Tran	  Daner;	  I	  am	  sending	  what	  help	  I	  can.	  But	  we	  
still	  have	  units	  scouring	  the	  ship	  for	  Laurent.”	  
	   “Good.	  He	  is	  still	  the	  main	  priority,	  but	  send	  what	  you	  can	  spare”	  he	  
paused.	  “Where’s	  Lt.	  Zim?”	  
	   “Incapacitated,”	  the	  Atrean	  replied	  crisply.	  
	   “Acknowledged.	  Glover	  out.”	  He	  didn’t	  know	  when	  help	  would	  arrive,	  
but	   maybe	   he	   didn’t	   need	   them.	   Terrence	   nestled	   away	   his	   concern	   about	  
Zim’s	  well	  being	  for	  later.	  He	  glanced	  again	  at	  T’Shanir.	  
	   The	  young	  woman	  was	  curled	  up	  in	  a	  fetal	  position,	  a	  serene	  look	  on	  
her	   face.	  She’s	  gone	   into	  some	  state	  of	  meditative	  repose,	  Terrence	  realized.	  
Slowing	  her	  heart	  would	  help	  stanch	  her	  blood	  loss,	  and	  keep	  her	  alive	  until	  
he	  could	  get	  her	  to	  the	  infirmary.	  	  
	   “Thank	  you	  Ensign,”	  he	  whispered.	  But	  first	  he	  had	  to	  take	  out	  Darma.	  
“Listen	  Chief,”	  he	  raised	  his	  voice.	  “That	  virus	  you’ve	  unleashed	  will	  kill	  us	  all	  
if	   it’s	  not	  stopped	  immediately.	  Obviously	  you	  thought	  you	  had	  enough	  time	  
to	   set	   it	  off	   and	  escape,	  but	   I’m	  not	  going	   to	  allow	   that.	  Let’s	  work	   together	  
right	  now,	  and	  we’ll	  deal	  with	  our	  differences	  later.”	  
	   “Our	  differences	  are	  far	  too	  large	  to	  be	  discussed	  over	  a	  few	  drinks	  at	  
the	  After	  Burner,”	  Darma	  replied.	  “And	  you’re	  wrong	  Commander.	  I	  was	  fully	  
prepared	   to	   die	   with	   my	   fellow	   crew	   aboard	   the	   Cuffe.	   Shared	   sacrifice	   is	  
ennobling,	  and	  also	  quite	  distracting.”	  
	   “So,	  all	   this	   is	  nothing	  more	   than	  a	  distraction.	  You’re	  willing	   to	  kill	  
hundreds	   of	   people.	   People	   who	   are	   your	   friends,	   your	   colleagues…that	  
you’ve	   known	   for	   years?	   Just	   to	   create	   a	   distraction	   for	   Laurent?”	   He	   was	  
appalled,	  but	  he	  kept	  down	  the	  bile	  in	  his	  stomach,	  and	  pushed	  back	  his	  rage.	  
Glover	  needed	  to	  keep	  the	  man	  talking	  until	  he	  figured	  out	  a	  way	  to	  neutralize	  
him.	  
	   “I	   wouldn’t	   expect	   most	   Starfleet	   officers	   to	   understand,”	   Darma	  
declared.	  
	   “You’re	  a	  Starfleet	  officer,”	  Glover	  countered.	  
	   “I’m	  more,	  much	  more.”	  
	   “A	  Romulan?	  A	  double	  agent?”	  
	   “Perhaps,”	  Darma	  chuckled.	  “Then	  again…	  perhaps	  not.”	  	  
	   “What’s	  that	  supposed	  to	  mean?”	  Glover’s	  answer	  was	  another	  salvo	  
of	  disruptor	  fire.	  Shavings	  of	  metal	  cut	  into	  his	  cheek,	  barely	  missing	  an	  eye.	  	  
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	   “It	   can	   mean	   whatever	   you	   want	   it	   to,”	   Darma	   said.	   “I’m	   through	  
talking.	  I	  think	  I’ve	  held	  your	  attention	  long	  enough.	  Please	  tell	  Captain	  Diaz	  
that	  it	  was	  nothing	  personal.	  That	  we	  really	  are	  all	  on	  the	  same	  side.”	  
	   “What?”	  Glover	  asked,	  baffled	  by	  the	  cryptic	  statement,	  and	  chilled	  by	  
the	   finality	  of	   the	  Zakdorn’s	   tone.	   “What	  are	  you	  planning	  Chief?	  Kale?	  This	  
doesn’t	  have	  to	  result	  in	  death.”	  
	   “Everything	   results	   in	  death.”	  A	  high-‐pitched	  whine	  cut	   through	   the	  
commander’s	   ears.	   He’s	   set	   the	   disruptor	   to	   overload,	   Glover	   realized.	   He’s	  
going	   to	   kill	   himself!	   The	   commander	   knew	   he	   had	   enough	   time	   to	   grab	  
T’Shanir	  and	  exit	   the	  computer	  core,	  but	   if	  he	  did	  so	  he	  wouldn’t	  be	  able	   to	  
stop	   the	   disruptor	   from	   exploding	   and	   taking	   out	   the	   computer	  mainframe	  
with	  it.	  
	   Without	  much	   thought,	  he	  gritted	  his	   teeth	  and	   leaped	   from	  behind	  
the	  processor,	  flinching	  slightly	  in	  anticipation	  of	  being	  hit	  by	  a	  disruptor	  bolt	  
or	  other	  weapon.	  	  
	   The	   whining	   disruptor	   was	   clutched	   in	   Darma’s	   dead	   hands.	   The	  
Zakdorn	  was	  sprawled	  behind	  the	  mainframe	  console,	  orange	  saliva	   trailing	  
from	   parted	   lips.	   Glover	   plucked	   the	   disruptor	   from	  Darma,	  wincing	   at	   the	  
assault	  to	  his	  eardrums.	  And	  the	  heated	  metal	  of	  the	  disruptor’s	  casing.	  	  
	   He	   quickly	   deactivated	   it,	   and	   dropped	   the	   gun	   beside	   the	   dead	  
Armory	  Officer.	   Leaning	  down	   close	   to	   the	  man,	   his	   own	  phaser	   trained	   on	  
him,	  Glover	  checked	  his	  pulse	  to	  insure	  that	  Darma	  was	  dead.	  
	   Terrence	   tapped	   his	   communicator.	   “I	   need	   a	   medical	   team	   in	   the	  
computer	  core,”	  he	  said.	  He	  planted	  his	  knees	  on	  the	  deck,	  and	  briefly	  allowed	  
the	  confusion,	  frustration,	  and	  fatigue	  to	  run	  through	  him.	  Glover	  didn’t	  think	  
he	  would	  have	  another	  chance	  for	  such	  a	  respite	  again.	  	  
	   “What	  else	  is	  new?”	  Nemato	  replied	  snappily.	  	  
***	  
Alliance	  warship	  Ekuva	  
(Science	  Lab)	  
Twenty	  minutes	  ago…	  
	  
	   Lt.	   Donald	   Sandhurst	   never	   thought	   he	   would	   be	   able	   to	   erase	   the	  
images	  of	  carnage	  out	  of	  his	  mind.	  Stepping	  cautiously	  through	  the	  now	  quiet	  
corridors,	   the	   away	   team	  banded	   together,	   a	   spoke	  of	   rifles	   and	  disruptors.	  
Along	  the	  way	  he	  had	  seen	  unimaginable	  horrors.	  	  
	   Even	   during	   his	   brief	   time	   on	   the	   front	   during	   the	   Tzenkethi	  War,	  
Donald	  hadn’t	  witnessed	  such	  brutality.	  Beneath	   the	   thick	  clouds	  of	  gas,	   the	  
corridors	  were	  littered	  with	  shattered,	  eviscerated,	  and	  violated	  bodies,	  with	  
brutish	   things	   no	   longer	   sentient,	   slumping	   over	   them,	   pieces	   of	   limbs	  
clutched	  between	  their	  hands	  or	  mouths.	  	  
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	   He	   was	   glad	   that	   the	   anesthizine	   had	   worked.	   Donald	   didn’t	   think	  
they	  had	  enough	  power	  cell	   cartridges	   for	   their	  weapons	   to	  blast	   through	  a	  
hundred	  insane	  men,	  and	  at	  least	  a	  dozen	  females	  too.	  
	   Every	  so	  often	  Donald	  had	  noticed	  Pell	  glancing	  hard	  each	   time	  she	  
encountered	  a	  strip	  of	  pale	   flesh	  among	  the	   throng.	  He	  was	  certain	  she	  was	  
searching	  for	  her	  husband	  Soyam.	  Gul	  Namek,	  on	  the	  other	  end	  of	  the	  circle	  
appeared	  equally	  eager	  to	  meet	  his	  alternate	  as	  well.	  	  
	   Donald	  was	  still	  getting	  used	  to	  the	  idea	  of	  a	  whole	  universe	  existing	  
with	  opposite	  versions	  of	  himself	  and	  everyone	  he	  knew.	  He	  couldn’t	  imagine	  
what	   it	   would	   be	   like	   to	   encounter	   his	  mirror	   image,	   especially	   if	   it	   was	   a	  
creature	  contorted	  in	  rage	  and	  pain,	  which	  was	  more	  than	  likely	  what	  Namek	  
might	  discover,	  if	  his	  doppelganger	  was	  even	  still	  alive.	  
	   Pell	   broke	   off	   from	   the	   group,	   and	   approached	   a	   door	   down	   the	  
hallway.	   Sandhurst	   didn’t	   like	   her	   leaving	   his	   side	   for	   even	   a	   few	   seconds.	  
Nurse	  Paulsen	   couldn’t	   speculate	  how	   long	   the	  anesthizine	  might	  work.	  Not	  
with	   the	  altered	  synaptic	  pathways	  and	  brain	  chemistry	  rewiring	  caused	  by	  
the	  psionic	  amplifier.	  That’s	  what	  made	  capturing	  Oduara	  and	  getting	  off	  the	  
ship	  even	  more	  imperative.	  
	   The	   quantum	   resonance	   scan	   rigged	   up	   by	   Pell	   and	   Namek	   had	  
tracked	  the	  Cardassian	  here.	  They	  had	  given	  the	  gas	  enough	  time	  to	  circulate	  
through	  the	  ship	  and	  to	  see	  if	  he	  might	  try	  to	  exit	  the	  Science	  Lab,	  but	  Oduara	  
had	  not.	  Hopefully	  they	  had	  caught	  him	  by	  surprise,	  and	  not	  vice	  versa.	  
	   Donald	   saw	   Pell’s	   eyebrows	   beetle	   through	   the	   transparent	   face	   of	  
her	   gas	   mask.	  	  
	   “What’s	  wrong?”	  he	  asked,	  walking	  up	  beside	  her.	  She	  tapped	  several	  
commands	  into	  the	  companel	  by	  the	  door.	  
	   “Frinx!”	   she	   cursed.	   “It	   appears	   Oduara	   has	   locked	   us	   out!	   My	  
command	  code	  no	  longer	  overrides	  the	  door’s	  controls.”	  
	   “No	   problem,”	   Diaz	   said.	   She	   nodded	   at	   Lt.	   Dryer.	   “Nyota,	   punch	   a	  
whole	  through	  the	  door.”	  
	   “Aye	   ma’am,”	   the	   young	   woman	   responded	   with	   an	   almost	   feral	  
relish.	   Donald	  was	   a	   little	  worried	   about	   any	   residual	   effects	   of	   the	   psionic	  
device.	   How	   did	   they	   know	   that	   it	   still	   wasn’t	   operable?	   Pell	   hadn’t	   been	  
certain	  when	  she	  had	  escaped	  that	  it	  had	  been	  shut	  down.	  
	   Of	  course,	   the	  security	  team	  was	  not	  stark	  raving	   loons,	  and	  Donald	  
didn’t	   feel	   any	   different.	   But	   maybe	   they	   weren’t	   supposed	   to?	   Maybe	   the	  
madness	   just	  swooped	  down	  on	  you	  all	  of	  a	  sudden,	   like	  one	  of	  Edgar	  Allan	  
Poe’s	  eponymous	  ravens.	  
	   The	  refined	  golden	  energy	  beam	  perforated	  the	  door	  slowly,	  creating	  
a	  shower	  of	  sparks.	  Donald	  was	  glad	  again	  to	  be	  wearing	  a	  mask,	  despite	  the	  
muggy	  feeling	  of	  his	  breath	  and	  sweat,	  because	  it	  filtered	  out	  the	  stench	  of	  all	  
the	  death	  they	  had	  traversed,	  and	  now	  the	  smell	  of	  burning	  metal.	  
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	   To	   speed	   up	   the	   process,	   Diaz	   pointed	   at	   Pell	   to	   shoot	   the	   door’s	  
controls.	   The	   disruptor	   beam	   demolished	   the	   controls.	   The	   door	   slid	   open,	  
while	  bending	  inward	  at	  the	  same	  time.	  
	   They	  moved	  as	  a	  group	  cautiously	  into	  the	  cavernous	  room,	  the	  lights	  
from	  their	  wrist	  beacons	  and	  rifles	  searing	  through	  the	  darkness.	  Namek,	  his	  
scanner	   configured	   to	   trace	  Oduara’s	   quantum	   signature,	   headed	   for	   a	   side	  
room.	  
	   “That’s	   an	   information	   extraction	   chamber,”	   Pell	   said.	   “Perhaps	   I	  
should	  accompany	  you.”	  She	  stopped	  when	  Sandhurst	  gasped	  loudly	  after	  his	  
beacon	  splashed	  across	  a	  glittering,	  golden	  construct.	  It	  adorned	  an	  octagonal	  
scanning	  console,	  its	  eight-‐sided	  consoles	  winking	  intermittently.	  	  
	   “Captain,”	  he	  said.	  
	   “I	  see	  it,”	  she	  remarked.	  
	   “It’s	  beautiful,”	  Dryer	  whispered.	  
	   “Stunning,”	  Paulsen	  added.	  
	   “It’s	   the	   amplifier,”	   Pell	   nearly	   spat.	   The	   revelation	   didn’t	   dampen	  
Sandhurst’s	  admiration	  of	  the	  device	  as	  much	  as	  it	  should.	  He	  walked	  over	  to	  
it,	   still	   admittedly	   transfixed.	   To	   contain	   such	  deadly	   powers,	   the	  hourglass	  
shaped	  bauble	  was	  ringed	  by	   intricate	  slivers	  of	  a	  bronze,	   corrugated	  metal	  
with	   Donald	   speculate	   was	   a	   hull.	   Almost	   as	   if	   the	   bronze	   husk	   had	   been	  
peeled	  away	  to	  get	  at	  the	  golden	  jewel	  nestled	  within.	  	  
	   With	  both	  his	   father	  Peter	   and	  his	   sister	  Aviel	  being	  artists,	  Donald	  
liked	   to	   believe	   he	   had	   a	   fairly	   keen	   eye	   for	   art.	   And	   he	   hadn’t	   seen	   such	  
beauteous	  simplicity	  in	  form	  and	  design	  since	  his	  father	  had	  introduced	  him	  
to	  the	  Eventualist	  period.	  	  
	   “Let’s	  not	  forget	  what	  this	  thing	  is	  capable	  of,”	  Diaz	  said,	  with	  enough	  
stringency	   to	   pull	   Sandhurst’s	   head	   from	   the	   clouds.	   	   “Lt.	   Sandhurst,	   take	   a	  
scan	  of	  that	  thing	  while	  we	  look	  around.”	  In	  addition	  to	  the	  side	  room,	  there	  
was	  an	  office	  tucked	  in	  the	  back	  of	  the	  room,	  past	  rows	  of	  tables	  with	  beakers,	  
flasks,	  scanners,	  and	  other	  scientific	  implements.	  	  
	   Donald	  whipped	  out	  his	  tricorder,	  somewhat	  giddy	  at	  the	  prospect	  of	  
sharing	   any	  non-‐classified	   information	  or	  pictures	  of	   the	   amplifier	  he	   could	  
with	  his	   father	   and	   sister.	  He	  was	   certain	   that	  Aviel	  would	  be	   able	   to	  draw	  
inspiration	  for	  her	  holographic	  designs.	  
	   Whoever	   had	   constructed	   the	   amplifier,	   whether	   it	   was	   the	   aliens	  
onboard	  the	  mystery	  ship	  or	  others,	  Donald	  couldn’t	  deny	  their	  artistic	  flair.	  It	  
did	   trouble	  him	  that	  a	  mind	  could	  develop	  a	   trap	  so	  beguiling	  that	  a	  person	  
still	  marveled	  at	  it	  even	  knowing	  what	  can	  of	  devastation	  it	  could	  wreak.	  	  
	   Unfortunately	   the	   tricorder	   was	   making	   little	   headway	   beyond	  
recording	   scant	   traces	   of	   neural	   energy	   still	   coursing	   through	   the	   device.	  
“Captain,	   I’m	   going	   to	  need	   to	   take	   this	   device	   back	   to	   the	  Cuffe	   for	   a	  more	  
thorough	  analysis,”	  he	  concluded.	  
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	   Pell	   placed	   a	   hand	   on	   his	   shoulder,	   gripping	   it.	   “I	   wouldn’t	  
recommend	  that.	  Soyam	  also	  convinced	  Gul	  Panor	  to	  pursue	  the	  same	  course,	  
and	  you	  see	  what	  happened	  to	  us.”	  
	   “We	  have	  hindsight	   on	   our	   side	   for	   once,”	   he	   said	   softly,	   turning	   to	  
face	  her.	  There	  was	  sadness	  and	  pity	  in	  her	  green	  eyes.	  
	   “And	  that	  still	  might	  not	  save	  you.”	  Pell	  remarked.	  	  
	   “I’ve	  found	  Oduara,”	  Namek	  stated,	  with	  a	  marked	  strain,	  as	  he	  exited	  
the	   side	   room,	   dragging	   the	   unconscious	   man.	   Paulsen	   and	   Dryer	   went	   to	  
assist	  him.	  	  
	   “Even	  Nanpart	  Malor	  would	  be	  moved,”	  Namek	  gushed	  with	  hushed	  
awe,	  momentarily	  forgetting	  his	  quarry	  as	  he	  gazed	  at	  the	  amplifier.	  Because	  
of	  his	   father,	  Donald	   instantly	  caught	   the	  reference	   to	   the	   famed	  Cardassian	  
founder	  of	  the	  Valonnan	  School	  art	  movement.	  He	  couldn’t	  help	  but	  smile	  as	  
his	  found	  memories	  of	  Peter	  Sandhurst’s	  rapt	  joy	  at	  showing	  his	  children	  vids	  
of	  the	  Cardassian	  master’s	  works.	  	  
	   The	   artistic	   bug	   had	   bitten	   Aviel	  more	   strongly	   than	  Donald.	   In	   his	  
youth	   he	   had	   dreamed	   of	   becoming	   a	   civil	   engineer	   and	   designing	   orbital	  
habitats	  like	  his	  mother.	  But	  when	  legendary	  Captain	  Sulu	  had	  visited	  his	  high	  
school	   during	   his	   senior	   year,	   he	   had	   lit	   a	   flame	   for	   service	   and	   adventure	  
inside	   him	   that	   his	   mother	   had	   never	   quite	   understood,	   and	   had	   hardly	  
forgiven.	  
	   “What’s	   the	   prognosis	   on	   Oduara?”	   Diaz	   asked.	   Paulsen	   looked	   up	  
from	  his	  scanner.	  
	   “Merely	  unconscious	  sir.	  But	  he’s	  coming	  around.”	  
	   “Already?”	  Dryer	  asked,	  incredulous.	  
	   “Tranquilize	   him,”	   Diaz	   ordered.	   Before	   Paulsen	   could	   respond,	  
Namek	  kicked	  the	  man	  viciously	  in	  the	  back	  of	  his	  head.	  
	   “I	   think	  that	  should	  do	   it	  Captain,”	  he	  said.	   “Plus,	  a	   little	  pay	  back	   is	  
always	  nice.”	  	  
	   Paulsen	  looked	  up	  at	  the	  gul,	  and	  then	  the	  captain,	  his	  face	  aghast.	  But	  
Diaz	  merely	  shrugged.	  “Works	  for	  me.”	  
	   Namek’s	  smile	  quickly	  faltered.	  “Oduara	  wasn’t	  the	  only	  person	  in	  the	  
extraction	   chamber.	   There	   was	   another…”	   he	   paused,	   staring	   at	   Pell.	   “A	  
Bajoran	  male.”	   The	   chill	   in	   the	  man’s	   voice	   raised	   the	   hairs	   on	   the	   back	   of	  
Donald’s	  neck.	  	  
	   Pell	   briefly	   touched	   Sandhurst’s	   hand,	   and	   then	   headed	   toward	   the	  
chamber.	   He	   followed.	   Dryer	   and	   Paulsen	   also	   made	   to	   follow,	   but	   Diaz	  
stopped	  them.	  
	   “I	  want	  you	   two	  working	  with	  us	  on	   this	   scanning	  console.	  Perhaps	  
we	  can	  download	  any	  data	  that	  the	  Ekuva	  crew	  had	  culled	  from	  the	  amplifier.”	  	  
***	  
Alliance	  warship	  Ekuva	  
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(Science	  Lab-‐Extraction	  Chamber)	  
	  
	   	  Entering	  the	  room,	  Pell	  squeaked.	  	   	  
	   “Soyam!”	  Pell’s	  shout	  of	   joy	  was	  muffled	  by	  the	  gas	  mask,	  but	   it	  still	  
cut	   through	   Donald	   the	   same.	   The	   fair	   haired	   Bajoran	   man	   was	   slumped	  
inside	  of	  an	  enclosed	  glass	  booth	  splattered	  with	  blood,	  which	  Donald	  figured	  
was	  Soyam’s.	  “Donald,	  please	  help	  me	  remove	  Soyam	  from	  the	  agony	  booth.”	  
	   “Agony	   booth?”	   He	   asked,	   shivering	   at	   the	   name,	   his	   imagination	  
answering	  the	  question	  for	  him.	  
	   “I	   don’t	   think	   you	   really	  want	   to	   know,”	   Pell	   remarked.	   He	   glanced	  
around	  the	  room,	  seeing	  the	  various	  bladed	  weapons,	  many	  dark	  with	  blood,	  
or	  what	  Donald	  believed	  to	  be,	  hanging	  ominously	  from	  the	  walls	  of	  the	  dank	  
room.	   There	  were	   also	   tables	   littered	  with	   gleaming	   implements	   of	   torture	  
beyond	   the	   booth,	   and	   several	   chairs	   with	   restraints.	   A	   literal	   chamber	   of	  
horrors,	  more	  terrifying	  than	  any	  of	  the	  movies	  he	  used	  to	  watch	  as	  a	  child.	  	  
	   “No,	   you’re	   right.”	   He	   glanced	   first	   at	   Diaz	   who	   nodded	   for	   him	   to	  
continue.	  Slinging	  the	  rifle	  over	  his	  shoulder,	  he	  moved	  to	  help	  the	  woman.	  	  
	   The	   locking	  mechanism	  was	  more	   forgiving	  this	   time,	  and	  when	  the	  
thick	  glass	  door	  slid	  open,	  Pell	  rushed	  in.	  Sandhurst	  moved	  in	  behind	  her	  to	  
help.	  He	  immediately	  felt	  cloistered	  inside	  the	  cramped	  booth.	  It	  could	  barely	  
contain	  one	  person,	  much	  less	  three.	  	  
	   Oblivious,	   Pell	   leaned	   down,	   and	   checked	   the	  man’s	   vital	   signs.	   She	  
thanked	   her	   gods	   seconds	   later.	   “He’s	   alive,”	   she	   turned	   to	   Donald	   with	   a	  
smile.	  “But	  his	  pulse	  is	  weak.	  He	  needs	  medical	  attention.”	  
	   Soyam	  didn’t	  look	  alive	  to	  Donald.	  His	  face	  was	  a	  lacerated	  mass,	  and	  
his	  clothing	  was	  sodden	  with	  his	  own	  filth.	  	  
	   “I’m	  on	   it,”	  Donald	   stood	  up.	   Turning	   around,	   he	   jumped	   as	   he	   saw	  
Gul	   Namek	   standing	   at	   the	   booth’s	   door.	   The	   Cardassian	   was	   smiling,	   but	  
there	  was	  nothing	  benevolent	  about	   the	  expression.	  Before	  Sandhurst	  could	  
ask	  him	  what	  he	  wanted,	  the	  booth’s	  door	  slid	  shut.	  
	   The	   engineer	   pounded	   against	   the	   door.	   “What	   are	   you	   doing?”	   He	  
looked	  back	  to	  Pell	  in	  confusion.	  But	  the	  woman’s	  grin	  was	  feral.	  
	   “Should’ve	  known,”	  she	  spat.	  “You	  can’t	  truly	  trust	  Cardassians	  in	  my	  
universe	  either.”	  
	   “This	  isn’t	  funny	  Gul	  Namek,”	  Donald	  said.	  “Let	  us	  out	  immediately!”	  
	   “I	   can’t	  do	   that,	   I’m	  afraid.”	  Donald	  raised	  his	  compression	  rifle,	  but	  
Pell	  staid	  his	  hand.	  	  
	   “The	  ricochet	  might	  kill	  us,”	  She	  said.	  Donald	  squelched	  a	  scream,	  and	  
then	  used	  the	  butt	  of	  the	  rifle	  to	  batter	  uselessly	  against	  their	  cage.	  	  
	   “Why	  are	  you	  doing	  this?	  Where’s	  the	  captain?”	  Donald’s	  eyes	  caught	  
sight	  of	  a	  shadow	  moving	  behind	  Namek.	  Walking	  slowly	  into	  the	  room,	  and	  
now	  into	  its	  dim	  lighting	  was	  Officer	  Oduara.	  
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	   The	  man	  was	  rubbing	  the	  back	  of	  his	  head	  with	  one	  hand,	  a	  pilfered	  
compression	   rifle	   gripped	   in	   the	   other.	   “Did	   you	   really	   have	   to	   kick	  me	   so	  
hard?”	  He	  asked	  Namek.	  
	   “I	  couldn’t	  allow	  the	  nurse	  to	  tranquilize	  you.	   It	  would’ve	   interfered	  
with	  the	  polyadrenaline	  injection	  I	  administered.”	  
	   “I	   know	   that,”	   Oduara	   groused,	   “but	   I	   think	   you	   got	   a	   little	   carried	  
away.”	  
	   “Where’s	   the	   captain?”	   Donald	   repeated,	   willing	   his	   voice	   not	   to	  
crack.	  It	  already	  sounded	  tiny	  and	  weak	  enough	  coming	  from	  the	  gas	  mask.	  
	   “You	  can	  actually	  take	  that	  off	  now,”	  Oduara	  said.	  “As	  you	  can	  see,	  I’m	  
fully	  conscious	  without	  it.”	  Donald	  ignored	  the	  advice.	  	  
	   “But	  only	  with	  help	  from	  your	  compatriot,”	  Pell	  replied.	  
	   “So,	   this	  was	  a	   con	  all	   along	  Gul	  Namek?”	  Donald	  asked,	   stalling	   for	  
time	  but	  also	  because	  he	  genuinely	  wanted	  to	  know,	  he	  needed	  to	  know	  who	  
was	   responsible	   for	   Dr.	   Lavok’s	   murder.	   “And	   you	   sabotaged	   the	   array	  
Oduara?”	  
	   “You	  are	  half	  correct,”	  Oduara	  replied.	  “Gul	  Namek	  and	  I	  did	  devise	  a	  
plan	  to	  get	  him	  in	  the	  good	  graces	  of	  Captain	  Diaz,	  so	  that	  we	  could	  achieve	  
our	  aim	  coming	   from	   two	  sides,	   like	   the	  pincer	  of	  a	   cetacean.	  His	  poisoning	  
was	  staged.	  	  
	   Lavok’s	  treachery	  would’ve	  been	  dealt	  with	  after	  we	  returned	  to	  the	  
Union.	   There	   was	   no	   logical	   reason	   to	   kill	   her	   beforehand,	   not	   when	   her	  
knowledge	  of	  the	  particle	  array	  to	  help	  us	  net	  our	  prize.”	  
	   “We	   would	   never	   be	   so	   careless	   to	   send	   coded	   messages	   on	   a	  
recognized	  Cardassian	   encryption	  protocol,”	  Namek	   added.	   “You	  have	  more	  
serpents	  to	  worry	  about	  than	  us	  I’m	  afraid.”	  	  
	   “Yes,	  I’m	  personally	  insulted	  that	  someone	  would	  attempt	  to	  frame	  us	  
in	  such	  a	  manner,”	  Oduara	  said.	  	  
	   “Commander	  Laurent	  was	  somehow	  involved,”	  Namek	  declared.	  “I’m	  
certain	  of	  that.”	  
	   “Perhaps	   we’ll	   have	   to	   pay	   him	   a	   visit	   one	   of	   these	   days,	   and	   his	  
family	  as	  well,	  if	  he	  has	  any,”	  Oduara	  said	  with	  quiet,	  chilling	  conviction.	  
	   “Where	  is	  the	  captain?”	  Donald	  tried	  again.	  
	   “That’s	  no	  concern	  of	  yours	  Lieutenant	  Sandhurst,”	  Oduara	  moved	  to	  
the	  controls	  on	  the	  door.	  “You	  know,	  Glinn	  Pell,	  your	  mate	  put	  up	  quite	  a	  fight,	  
refusing	   to	   divulge	   the	   secrets	   of	   the	   amplifier.	   He	   waited	   until	   now	   to	  
develop	  a	  conscience.	  And	  I	  thought	  the	  Alliance	  was	  made	  of	  stronger	  stuff.”	  
	   Pell	   flew	   at	   the	   booth,	   cracking	   against	   it	   hard,	   the	   enclosure	  
trembling.	  “I’ll	  eat	  your	  heart!”	  She	  screamed.	  
	   “That’s	   a	   very	   Klingonese	   thing	   to	   say,”	   Oduara	   replied.	   “Another	  
demerit	  for	  the	  Alliance	  I	  suppose,	  far	  too	  much	  intermixing.	  Our	  Union	  is	  still	  
strong,	   still	   pure.	   And	  with	   the	   amplifier	   in	   our	   position,	   and	   the	   secrets	   of	  
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how	  to	  activate	  it	  I	  forced	  your	  mate	  to	  tell	  me,	  we	  will	  become	  the	  greatest	  
power	  in	  the	  Quadrant.”	  
	   “It’s	   not	   the	   quantum	   flux	   capacitor,”	   Namek	   chimed	   in,	   “but	   the	  
device	  will	  assure	  my	  ascension	  to	  legate.”	  
	   “Not	   to	   mention	   our	   discovery	   of	   a	   quantum	   gateway	   to	   another	  
universe,”	  Oduara	  replied	  conversationally,	  as	  if	  Donald	  or	  Pell	  weren’t	  even	  
in	   the	   room,	   or	   trapped	   in	   an	   agony	   booth	   before	   them.	   “The	   Bajoran	  
wormhole	  will	  pale	  in	  comparison.”	  	  
	   “Where	  is	  the	  captain?”	  Donald	  growled,	  Pell’s	  anger	  igniting	  his	  own	  
rage	  and	  frustration,	  but	  deep	  down	  he	  felt	  the	  fear	  coating	  his	  stomach	  and	  
inching	  up	  his	  throat.	  He	  pounded	  again	  on	  the	  door.	  
	   “The	   captain	   should	   be	   the	   least	   of	   your	   worries,”	   Oduara	   said,	  
turning	   a	   dial	   on	   the	   door’s	   control	   panel.	   A	   nail	   of	   pain	   spiked	   across	  
Donald’s	   brain,	   and	   he	   fell	   backward,	   crashing	   into	   Pell.	   She	   in	   turn	   fell	   on	  
Soyam,	  creating	  a	  tangle	  of	  limbs.	  	  
	   “The	  bastard’s	  activated	  the	  booth,”	  she	  said	  through	  clenched	  teeth	  
underneath	  Donald,	  before	  she	  wailed	   in	  agony.	  Sandhurst’s	  body	  contorted	  
in	  another	  spasm	  of	  pain,	  and	  he	  soon	  joined	  her,	  their	  voices	  combining	  in	  a	  
tormented	  chorus.	  
	   He	   closed	   his	   eyes,	   trying	   to	   close	   out	   the	   pain,	   but	   his	   mind	   was	  
under	  the	  thrall	  of	  the	  booth.	  In	  Donald’s	  mind’s	  eye	  he	  saw	  a	  forest	  of	  trees,	  
snapping	  and	  lashed	  by	  a	  terrible	  storm,	  and	  he	  knew	  it	  was	  his	  blood	  vessels.	  
He	   feared	   if	  he	  would	  ever	  be	   the	  same,	   if	   the	  neural	  damage	  could	  ever	  be	  
repaired.	  Life	  without	  engineering,	  or	  art,	  was	  no	  life	  at	  all.	  	  
	   Sandhurst	  tried	  to	  open	  his	  eyes.	  He	  wanted	  to	  see	  his	  tormentors,	  to	  
see	  if	  he	  might	  be	  able	  to	  use	  their	  faces	  and	  his	  hatred	  for	  them	  right	  now	  to	  
fight	  against	  the	  lava	  flow	  setting	  his	  nerve	  endings	  on	  fire.	  
	   Through	  the	  tears	  he	  saw	  them	  briefly,	  and	  wasn’t	  sure	  if	  he	  imagined	  
them	   cackling	   or	   not.	   Their	   features	   were	   grotesque,	   their	   skin	   crimson,	  
pebbled	   and	   even	   more	   scaly.	   Horns	   sprouted	   from	   their	   foreheads.	   He	  
blinked	  away	  the	  hallucination,	  and	  when	  he	  opened	  his	  eyes	  again,	  the	  two	  
were	  now	  in	  shadow.	  
	   They	   appeared	   to	   be	   looking	   around,	   as	   wildly	   as	   Donald	   was	  
twitching.	  And	  he	  thought,	  or	  he	  hoped	  he	  heard	  screaming.	  The	  whole	  world	  
tilted,	  and	  then	  they	  were	  gone.	  So	  was	  he.	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  TWENTY-‐ONE	  
	   	  
	   	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Shuttle	  Bay	  Two)	  
	  
	   Glover	   stayed	   in	   the	   computer	   core	   until	   medics	   arrived	   to	   take	  
T’Shanir	  to	  Sickbay,	  and	  a	  team	  of	  computer	  technicians	  arrived	  to	  tackle	  the	  
techno-‐virus.	   The	   commander	  was	  pleased	  with	   the	   response	   time	   for	   each	  
group,	   and	  made	   a	  mental	   note	   to	   recommend	   that	   Captain	  Diaz	   give	   them	  
citations.	  	  
	   Terrence	   regretted	   not	   sticking	   around	   to	   be	   on	   hand	   to	   chart	   the	  
progress	   of	   the	   technicians’	   anti-‐viral	   efforts,	   but	   he	   had	   more	   pressing	  
matters	  to	  attend	  to.	  
	   Security	  Specialist	  Daner	  had	  informed	  him	  that	  Laurent	  had	  stolen	  a	  
shuttle	  from	  Shuttle	  Bay	  Two.	  
	   On	  his	  way	  there,	  Lt.	  Nomo	  had	  told	  him	  that	  he	  hadn’t	  been	  able	  to	  
contact	  Captain	  Diaz	  or	  any	  of	   the	   team	  on	   the	  Ekuva,	   even	   though	   the	  ship	  
had	  survived	  the	  shockwave	  caused	  by	  the	  alien	  leviathan’s	  disappearance.	  	  
	   As	  he	  ran	  through	  the	  hallways,	  he	  tried	  to	  convince	  himself	  that	  the	  
backwash	   from	   the	   shockwave,	   or	   just	   the	   nature	   corrosive	   gases	   in	   the	  
nebula	  itself	  had	  made	  communication	  possible,	  but	  Terrence	  couldn’t	  escape	  
the	  feeling	  that	  Laurent	  had	  trumped	  them	  again.	  And	  that	  galled	  him.	  	  
	   Stepping	   into	   the	   half	   full	   shuttle	   bay,	   with	   only	   the	   shuttle	   craft	  
Protection	  left	  in	  its	  berth,	  Glover	  had	  already	  devised	  a	  plan.	  
	   Without	   stopping	   at	   the	   gaggle	   of	   security	   specialists	   reviewing	   the	  
bay	   terminal,	   surely	   trying	   to	   piece	   together	   how	   Laurent	   was	   able	   to	  
override	  the	  ship’s	  systems	  and	  escape,	  Terrence	  swept	  past	  them	  on	  the	  way	  
to	  the	  lone	  shuttle.	  
	   Seeing	  them	  on	  the	  edge	  of	  his	  peripheral	  vision,	  he	  called	  out,	  “Daner	  
and	   Gresker,	   you’re	  with	  me.”	   The	   two	   immediately	   broke	   from	   the	   group.	  
Running	   to	   catch	   up	   with	   Glover,	   as	   he	   opened	   the	   Protection’s	   hatch,	   the	  
overeager	  Gresker	  asked,	  his	  yellow	  eyes	  flashing	  with	  curiosity,	  “Where	  are	  
we	  going	  sir?”	  
	   Daner,	   a	   veteran	   noncom	   frowned	   at	   him,	   but	   Terrence	   merely	  
chuckled	   harshly	   at	   the	   greenhorn	   Ktarian.	   “Son,	   you	   really	   don’t	   want	   to	  
know.”	  
***	  
Ekuva	  
(Science	  Lab)	  
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	   The	   amplifier	   was	   surprisingly	   lightweight.	   He	   held	   the	   tip	   of	   it	  
cradled	  in	  his	  arms,	  with	  his	  disruptor	  stuck	  in	  his	  belt.	  Oduara	  held	  the	  base,	  
a	   compression	   rifle	   slung	   over	   his	   shoulder.	   Gul	   Namek	   stepped	   over	   the	  
bodies	  of	  the	  Cuffe	  crew,	  more	  so	  to	  prevent	  himself	  from	  falling	  than	  out	  of	  
concern	  for	  stepping	  on	  them.	  	  
	   He	  hadn’t	  killed	  them,	  and	  had	  prevented	  Oduara	  from	  doing	  so.	  After	  
the	  man	  had	  surprised	  Diaz	  and	  wrestled	  her	  gun	  away	  from	  her,	  Namek	  took	  
the	  welcome	  distraction	  to	  stun	  Paulsen	  and	  Dryer	  with	  his	  disruptor.	  
	   It	  had	  been	  quite	  easy,	  a	  text	  book	  example	  of	  the	  element	  of	  surprise.	  
Namek	   wanted	   them	   to	   awaken	   and	   realize	   that	   Cardassians	   had	  
outmaneuvered	   them,	   a	   state	   of	   affairs	   that	   was	   about	   to	   become	   very	  
prevalent	   for	   the	   entire	   quadrant.	   Of	   course	   they	   would	   only	   have	   a	   few	  
seconds	  to	  ponder	  this	  before	  they	  had	  asphyxiated.	  	  
	   Namek	   had	   thought	   they	   might	   take	   their	   chances	   in	   one	   of	   the	  
lifeboats,	   but	   Oduara	   had	   informed	   him	   that	   the	   Ekuva’s	   bridge	   was	   still	  
operational.	   The	   Obsidian	   Order	   agent	   had	   suggested	   that	   they	   go	   to	   the	  
ship’s	   bridge,	   seal	   it	   off,	   and	   shut	   off	   life	   support	   for	   the	   rest	   of	   the	   ship.	  
Inspired	  by	  the	  idea,	  both	  men	  had	  carefully	  removed	  the	  gas	  masks	  from	  the	  
unconscious	   crew	   lying	   on	   the	   deck	   of	   the	   science	   lab.	   As	   for	   Pell	   and	  
Sandhurst,	  Namek	  doubted	  they	  could	  survive	  the	  agony	  booth	  much	  longer,	  
if	  they	  weren’t	  dead	  all	  ready.	  He	  had	  left	  it	  running	  at	  a	  low	  level,	  creating	  a	  
constant	  state	  of	  psychosomatic	  anguish.	  	  
	   After	  sealing	  off	   the	  bridge,	   they	  planned	   to	  use	  automated	  systems	  
to	  pilot	  the	  ship	  back	  to	  Cardassian	  space	  after	  disposing	  of	  the	  Cuffe.	  
	   From	  Namek’s	  own	  checks,	  he	  saw	  that	  the	  ship	  still	  carried	  a	  dozen	  
photon	   torpedoes.	   More	   than	   enough	   to	   overwhelm	   the	   Cuffe’s	   weakened	  
shields,	  but	  they	  would	  have	  to	  be	  careful	  not	  to	   ignite	  the	  nebular	  gases	  or	  
destabilize	  the	  rift.	  Of	  course,	  with	  the	  shockwave	  that	  had	  hit	  the	  ship	  several	  
minutes	   ago,	   causing	   a	   temporary	   power	   outage,	   and	   throwing	   both	   men	  
against	  a	  weapon-‐filled	  wall,	  the	  Cuffe	  may	  no	  longer	  be	  a	  concern.	  Something	  
had	  happened	  out	  there,	  and	  he	  couldn’t	  wait	  to	  get	  to	  the	  bridge	  and	  assess	  
exactly	  how	  the	  kotra	  board	  had	  changed	  for	  them.	  
	   Stepping	   out	   of	   the	   jagged	   doors	   of	   the	   lab,	   the	   two	   men	   trudged	  
down	  the	  hallway.	  Now	  absent	  his	  mask,	  Namek	  could	  smell	  the	  full	  stench	  of	  
death	  and	  despair.	  He	  hadn’t	  seen	  such	  insanity	  in	  decades,	  not	  since	  he	  had	  
been	   a	   young	   Gil	   at	   Gallitep.	   Gul	   Darhe’el’s	   monstrous	   behavior	   had	  
compelled	  him	  to	  file	  a	  formal	  complaint	  with	  the	  Prefect	  of	  Bajor.	  
	   The	   action	   had	   nearly	   led	   to	   Namek’s	   ouster	   from	   the	   Central	  
Command.	  But	  Namek	  had	  never	  derived	  pleasure	  from	  needlessly	  violating	  
or	   brutalizing	   an	   opponent.	   It	   was	   enough	   for	   him	   to	   defeat	   them	   through	  
intellect	   and	   the	   careful	   application	   of	   physical	   prowess.	   It	   was	   men	   like	  
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Darhe’el,	  and	  he	  was	  a	  little	  ashamed	  to	  say	  Oduara	  after	  witnessing	  his	  joy	  at	  
torturing	  Pell	  and	  Sandhurst	  that	  relished	  the	  abject	  humiliation	  of	  their	  foes.	  
	   Baqan	   still	   had	   a	   self-‐satisfied	   smile	   on	   his	   face.	   It	  made	   him	   seem	  
more	  like	  the	  animals	  littering	  the	  floor	  than	  a	  Cardassian	  patriot.	  	  
	   The	   smile	   disappeared,	   along	   with	   Baqan’s	   head.	   Blood	   and	   bone	  
splattered	  on	  Namek	  as	  Oduara’s	  body	  jerked,	  and	  fell	  sideways.	  Shocked,	  the	  
gul	  lost	  his	  grip	  on	  the	  amplifier.	  	  
	   Before	   he	   could	   recover,	   it	   fell	   to	   the	   ground,	   shattering.	   The	  
destruction	   of	   such	   beauty	   pierced	   his	   heart.	   Namek	   dropped	   to	   his	   knees,	  
trying	  to	  gather	  pieces	  of	  it,	  and	  ignore	  the	  headless	  corpse	  of	  his	  associate.	  A	  
cry	   of	   frustration	   went	   up	   even	   greater	   than	   his.	   Holding	   shards	   of	   the	  
amplifier	  in	  his	  hand,	  he	  looked	  wildly	  in	  the	  direction	  of	  the	  phaser	  shot.	  
	   Lt.	   Commander	   Laurent	   was	   shuffling	   quickly	   down	   the	   hallway,	   a	  
phaser	   pointed	   at	   him.	   He	   looked	   like	   an	   infernal	   villain	   straight	   out	   of	  
Shoggoth’s	  enigma	  tales.	  	  
	   “You	  fool!”	  Namek	  spat.	  “You’ve	  destroyed	  it!”	  
	   “I’ve	   prevented	   you	   from	   taking	   the	   weapon	   back	   to	   Cardassia	  
Prime,”	  Laurent	  said	  gruffly.	  “That’s	  all	  I’ve	  done.	  I’m	  sure	  it	  can	  be	  duplicated.	  
But	  you	  won’t	  be	  around	  to	  see	  that.”	  
	   Namek	  fumbled	  for	  the	  disruptor	  stuck	  in	  his	  belt,	  and	  pressing	  hard	  
against	  his	  stomach.	  His	  hand	  slid	  over	  the	  cool,	  slick	  handle	  of	  the	  weapon,	  
but	   before	   he	   could	   draw	   it,	   Laurent	   lanced	   his	   brain,	   the	   shot	   straight	  
through	  the	  spoon	  shaped	  ridge	  in	  the	  center	  of	  his	  forehead.	  
***	  
Ekuva	  
(Science	  Lab-‐Corridor)	  
	  
	   Lt.	  Commander	  Gennaro	  Laurent	  collected	  as	  much	  of	   the	  shattered	  
device	  as	  he	  could,	  and	  placed	  it	  in	  his	  backpack.	  Then	  he	  proceeded	  into	  the	  
Science	   Lab.	  He	   only	   lowered	   his	  weapon	   after	   he	   double	   checked	   to	   see	   if	  
Diaz	  and	  her	  crew	  were	  as	  incapacitated	  as	  they	  had	  looked.	  
	   He	  was	  disappointed	  with	  himself.	  Kale	  Darma’s	   scorn	  was	  nothing	  
compared	   to	  what	  was	   in	   store	   for	   him	   if	   the	  Directorate	   felt	   he	   had	   failed	  
again	  to	  bring	  them	  something	  substantial.	  
	   Laurent	   had	   been	   entrusted	   with	   infiltrating	   the	   Brigade,	   in	   part	  
building	  it	  up	  as	  a	  paramilitary	  force	  that	  wasn’t	  encumbered	  by	  Federation	  
law	   to	   keep	   the	   Cardassians	   occupied	  while	   Starfleet	   could	   focus	   on	   larger	  
threats	  like	  the	  Romulans.	  Or	  the	  unexpected,	  like	  the	  recent	  attempted	  take	  
over	  of	  Starfleet	  by	  Ktarian	  operatives.	  	  
	   Of	   course,	   the	   deluded	  members	   of	   the	   Brigade	   thought	   they	   were	  
fighting	  against	   the	  Federation	  when	   in	  actuality	   they	  were	  strengthening	   it	  
in	  the	  long	  run.	  The	  one	  major	  kink	  had	  been	  that	  many	  Starfleet	  higher	  ups	  
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had	  come	  to	  see	  the	  Brigade	  as	  a	  threat	  to	  a	  peace	  with	  the	  Cardassians	  that	  
was	   dead	   on	   arrival.	   Fools	   like	   Adm.	   Nechayev,	   Captain	   Awokou,	   and	  
Terrence	  Glover.	  
	   Using	  the	  Brigade	  to	  steal	  the	  quantum	  flux	  capacitor	  was	  supposed	  
to	  be	  a	  test	  of	  the	  viability	  of	  Laurent’s	  project.	  But	  its	  loss	  had	  been	  a	  severe	  
blow	   to	   his	   career	   advancement	   hopes,	   and	   he	   had	   literally	   begged	   the	  
Directors	  to	  allow	  him	  to	  personally	  oversee	  the	  mission	  to	  recover	  it.	  	  
	   But	   he	   had	   found	   something	   of	   equal	   value,	   only	   to	   destroy	   it	   by	  
miscalculation.	   There’s	   little	   I	   can	   do	   now	   but	   salvage	   this	   mess,	   Laurent	  
realized.	   Perhaps	   I	   can	   escape	  with	  my	   life.	   Though	  he	   really	   didn’t	   care	   as	  
much	  about	  living	  without	  a	  purpose	  to	  drive	  him,	  and	  he	  knew	  the	  greatest	  
punishment	  the	  Directorate	  could	  enact	  would	  be	  to	  sideline	  him.	  
	   Darma	   had	   been	   prescient	   enough	   to	   pack	   a	   Cardassian	  
manufactured	  optical	  data	  rod	  in	  with	  his	  provisions.	  He	  inserted	  it	  into	  one	  
of	   the	   slots	   on	   the	  master	   scanning	  display.	  Affording	  himself	   a	   small	   smile	  
when	   the	   device	   registered	   as	   compatible,	   Laurent	   proceeded	   to	   download	  
the	  terminal’s	  entire	  database.	  
	   He	   tapped	  his	   foot	   impatiently	  while	   the	   information	   transferred	   to	  
the	   rod.	   Laurent	   was	   growing	   increasingly	   uncomfortable	   in	   the	   charnel	  
house.	   He	   had	   no	   idea	   how	   long	   it	   had	   been	   since	   the	   security	   team	   had	  
flooded	  the	  ship	  with	  gas.	  
	   The	  agent	  was	  pleased	  when	   the	  rod	  chirped	  and	  blinked,	   signaling	  
the	  download	  was	  complete.	  He	  pulled	  the	  rod	  out	  and	  carefully	  placed	  it	  in	  a	  
reinforced	  seam	  in	  his	  backpack.	  	  
	   Overriding	  his	  strong	  desire	  to	  immediately	  vacate	  the	  ship,	  Laurent	  
decided	  to	  make	  one	  more	  stop.	  	  
***	  
	  
Ekuva	  
(Docking	  Port)	  
	  
	   In	  spite	  of	  himself,	  Terrence	  had	  to	  admit	  that	   it	   felt	  good	  piloting	  a	  
shuttle	   again.	   He	   had	   forced	   himself	   not	   to	   take	   any	   unnecessary	   dips	   and	  
turns	  on	  his	  way	  over	  to	  the	  Ekuva,	  and	  had	  gracefully	  landed	  the	  shuttle	  at	  a	  
docking	  access	  port	  along	  its	  starboard	  flank.	  	  
	   Just	  ahead	  of	  them,	  he	  saw	  the	  aft	  portion	  of	  the	  Traveller.	  He	  hadn’t	  
seen	   Rising	   States,	   the	   shuttle	   Laurent	   had	   stolen.	   But	   he	   tried	   to	   pacify	  
himself	  with	  the	  idea	  that	  Laurent	  might’ve	  found	  a	  way	  to	  access,	  or	  took	  the	  
chance	  of	  landing	  in	  the	  ship’s	  shuttle	  bay.	  
	   Glover	  also	  had	  to	  tamp	  down	  his	  desire	  to	  get	  Laurent.	  Netting	  him	  
would	  insure	  his	  rise	  to	  the	  captain’s	  chair,	  but	  his	  duty	  as	  a	  First	  Officer	  was	  
to	  find	  the	  captain.	  
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	   To	  that	  end,	  the	  trio	  piled	  quickly	  through	  the	  access	  hatch	  and	  out	  of	  
a	  bulkhead,	  sweeping	   the	  docking	  bay	  with	   the	   illumination	  of	   the	  mounted	  
lights	   on	   the	   specialists’	   compression	   rifles.	   Glover	   was	   only	   armed	  with	   a	  
phaser.	  	  
	   The	   stench	   of	   waste	   and	   misery	   were	   thick	   on	   the	   ship.	   Terrence	  
pushed	   down	   his	   gag	   reflect	   with	   almost	   every	   ounce	   of	   his	   will.	   Gresker	  
couldn’t	  help	  himself.	  The	  young	  Ktarian	  left	  his	  lunch	  behind	  a	  bulkhead.	  
	   As	   they	   passed	   the	   bodies,	   some	   alive,	   others	   dead	   on	   their	   way	  
through	   the	   ship,	   the	   tricorder	   Glover	   carried	   tuned	   to	   Diaz’s	   quantum	  
resonance	  signature,	  he	  could	  already	  see	  some	  of	  the	  unconscious	  starting	  to	  
stir.	  
	   Seeing	   enough	   blood	   stained	   walls	   and	   brutality,	   Terrence	   didn’t	  
want	   to	   be	   around	  when	   the	  anesthizine	  wore	   off	   completely.	   “Let’s	   double	  
time	  it	  people!”	  They	  picked	  up	  the	  pace,	  which	  also	  carried	  a	  price	  of	  its	  own.	  
They	  had	  to	  suck	  in	  the	  foul	  air	  as	  they	  raced	  down	  the	  hall.	  
	   Glover’s	   stomach	   was	   roiling,	   his	   stomach	   twitching	   but	   thankfully	  
not	  turning.	  He	  pulled	  up	  when	  they	  almost	  ran	  over	  the	  bodies	  of	  Namek	  and	  
Oduara.	  Namek	  was	   identifiable,	   the	  only	  mar	  was	   a	   clean	   shot	   through	  his	  
skull,	  but	  the	  other	  body	  was	  headless.	  But	  with	  its	  whip	  thin	  constitution,	  the	  
commander	   was	   certain	   that	   it	   was	   Oduara.	   He	   did	   a	   quick	   scan	   with	   the	  
tricorder	  which	  confirmed	  it.	  
	   “Laurent’s	   been	   here,”	   he	   whispered.	   He	   used	   two	   fingers	   to	   give	  
instructs.	  The	   three	  approached	   the	   jagged	  opening	  of	   the	  room	  with	  Diaz’s	  
signature.	  Daner	  quickly	  dashed	  to	  the	  other	  side,	  creating	  a	  distraction,	  while	  
Glover	  charged	  through	  the	  door,	  his	  rifle	  blazing,	  and	  Gresker	  pulling	  up	  the	  
rear.	  
	   Their	   blasts	   were	   lost	   in	   the	   darkness	   of	   the	   room.	   “Hold	   fire,”	   he	  
barked.	  Daner	  stepped	  from	  behind	  the	  wall	  beside	  the	  door.	  The	  Atrean	  had	  
been	  using	  it	  as	  a	  shield.	  If	  Laurent	  had	  managed	  to	  take	  out	  either	  Glover	  or	  
Gresker,	  the	  bastard	  would’ve	  had	  a	  harder	  time	  doing	  the	  same	  to	  the	  more	  
protected	  Daner.	  
	   Slinging	   his	   weapon	   over	   his	   shoulder,	   Glover	   pointed	   at	   Daner	   to	  
stand	  guard	  by	  the	  door.	  He	  kneeled	  by	  Captain	  Diaz,	  and	  propped	  her	  head	  
against	  his	  knees.	  “Mr.	  Gresker,	  check	  on	  Lt.	  Dryer	  and	  Nurse	  Paulsen,	  also	  see	  
if	  that	  medical	  kit	  he’s	  wearing	  has	  any	  polyadrenaline	  in	  it.”	  While	  the	  young	  
man	  was	  doing	  that,	  Glover	  looked	  around	  the	  rest	  of	  the	  room,	  searching	  for	  
Lt.	  Sandhurst	  or	  Pell.	  
	   Glover	  wondered	  if	  they	  were	  lying	  somewhere	  on	  this	  ship,	  victims	  
of	  Laurent	  as	  well.	  	  
	   When	   Gresker	   handed	   him	   a	   hypo,	   he	   applied	   it	   carefully	   to	   Diaz’s	  
neck.	  When	  the	  woman	  began	  to	  stir,	  he	  handed	  the	  hypo	  back	  to	  Gresker	  and	  
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instructed	  him	  to	  resuscitate	  Dryer	  and	  Paulsen.	  She	  coughed	  harshly,	  a	   fist	  
swinging	  up	  to	  belt	  Glover	  hard	  in	  his	  jaw.	  
	   “Ouch,	  what	  was	  that	  for?”	  The	  woman’s	  eyes	  fluttered	  open.	  At	  first	  
they	  were	  dazed,	  but	  quickly	  gained	  focus.	  
	   “Terrence?	  Is	  that	  you?”	  
	   “Yes,”	   he	  mumbled,	   rubbing	   his	   throbbing	   jaw.	   “And	   I	   repeat,	  what	  
was	  that	  for?”	  
	   “Don’t	   be	   a	   baby,	   it	   was	   just	   a	   love	   tap,”	   Diaz	   dryly	   remarked.	   She	  
tried	  to	  sit	  up,	  but	  Glover	  held	  firm	  on	  her	  shoulders.	  
	   “Don’t	  take	  it	  too	  fast.”	  
	   “No	  can	  do,	  Oduara	  and	  Namek	  got	  the	  jump	  on	  us,”	  Diaz	  said	  quickly.	  
“Bastard	  Oduara	  gave	  me	  the	  Vulcan	  neck	  pinch,	  son	  of	  a	  bitch!”	  	  
	   “I	  don’t	  think	  you	  have	  to	  worry	  about	  them	  any	  longer,”	  Glover	  said.	  
	   “Why?”	  Her	  eyes	  widened.	  “Did	  you	  capture	  them?”	  
	   He	  nodded.	  
	   Her	  smile	  was	  predatory.	  “Bag	  them?”	  
	   “No,	  but	  I	  think	  Laurent	  did.”	  
	   “You	  got	  him?”	  
	   “No.”	  
	   “Then	   why	   are	   we	   sitting	   around	   here	   yapping?	   He’s	   just	   as	  
dangerous	  as	  the	  Cardassians.”	  
	   “I	  know,	  and	  he	  had	  help.”	  Glover	  said,	   letting	  go	  of	  the	  woman.	  She	  
sat	  up	  slowly,	  a	  confused	  expression	  on	  her	  face.	  
	   “Help?	  What	  are	  you	  talking	  about	  Terrence?”	  
	   “Chief	  Darma	  was	  in	  league	  with	  him.”	  
	   The	  woman’s	  face	  blanched.	  “Impossible;	  I’ve	  known	  Kale	  for	  years.	  I	  
brought	  him	  over	  with	  me	  from	  the	  Lutuli.	  He’s	  not	  a	  traitor.”	  
	   Glover	  didn’t	  argue.	  “He	  told	  me	  to	  relay	  a	  message	  to	  you:	  Something	  
about	   it	   not	   being	   personal,	   that	   you	  were	   all	   being	   on	   the	   same	   side.	   You	  
know	  anything	  about	  that?”	  
	   She	   shook	  her	  head	   slowly,	  her	  brow	   furrowing.	   “No…no,	   I	   have	  no	  
idea.”	  
	   Glover	  wasn’t	   so	   sure	   about	   that,	   but	  he	  kept	   it	   to	  himself.	   “Do	  you	  
know	   where	   Lt.	   Sandhurst	   or	   Pell	   are?”	   A	   troubled	   look	   fell	   across	   the	  
woman’s	  face,	  and	  she	  pointed	  in	  the	  direction	  of	  a	  side	  door.	  
	   “The	   last	   I	   saw	   them…they	   were	   in	   that	   room,	   an	   information	  
extraction	  chamber.”	  Terrence	  didn’t	  like	  how	  that	  sounded.	  
	   “I’ll	  take	  a	  look	  into	  it.”	  
	   “I’m	   going	   with	   you,”	   Diaz	   made	   to	   stand.	   Glover	   turned	   around,	  
speaking	  gently.	  “You	  need	  to	  get	  your	  bearings	  back.	  I’m	  a	  big	  boy	  captain.	  I	  
can	  take	  care	  of	  myself.”	  
	   The	  woman	  rocked	  back	  on	  her	  heels.	  “Perhaps	  you’re	  right.”	  
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	   “I’m	  always	  right,”	  he	  replied,	  with	  a	  confident	  smile.	  He	  couldn’t	  help	  
but	  add	  a	  swagger	  as	  he	  approached	  the	  side	  door.	  It	  opened	  onto	  a	  heinous	  
sight	  that	  Terrence	  thought	  he	  would	  never	  forget.	  
***	  
Ekuva	  
(Engine	  Room)	  
	  
	   	  
	   Laurent	  gazed	  at	  his	  handiwork.	  The	  cylindrical	  warp	  core	  throbbed	  
with	  an	  angry	  violet	  color	  as	  the	  matter	  began	  colliding	  with	  the	  antimatter.	  
	   It	  had	  been	  a	  relatively	  simple	  task	  to	  release	  the	  magnetic	  interlocks	  
that	   separated	   the	   two	   opposing	   particles.	   In	  minutes	   the	   resulting	   violent	  
merging	  of	  matter	  and	  antimatter	  would	  destroy	  the	  ship.	  	  
	   Transfixed	  by	  the	  beautiful	  destruction	  he	  was	  about	  to	  unleash,	  the	  
agent	  almost	  missed	  hearing	  the	  quiet	  furtive	  movements	  behind	  him.	  But	  the	  
smell	  of	  the	  unwashed	  was	  a	  dead	  give	  away.	  He	  tensed,	  slowly	  unclipping	  the	  
phaser	  from	  his	  belt,	  his	  finger	  poised	  over	  its	  triggering	  mechanism.	  
	   Whipping	  around,	  he	  fired.	  A	  large,	  scraggly	  Klingon	  took	  the	  shot	  in	  
the	  chest.	  The	  ridge	  headed	  ogre	  gasped	  before	  falling	  over	  like	  a	  tree.	  There	  
were	  several	  more	  lumbering	  brutes	  behind	  him.	  
	   One	  with	  a	  very	  familiar	  face…	  
	   Laurent	   blinked,	   his	   grip	   on	   sanity	   momentarily	   tenuous.	  
“You’re…me.”	   His	   soot	   faced	   doppelganger	   snarled.	   Absent	   his	   unclean	   and	  
bedraggled	  appearance,	  he	  looked	  like	  Gennaro	  used	  to	  before	  Wolf	  359.	  He	  
never	  thought	  he	  would	  see	  that	  face	  again,	  didn’t	  believe	  that	  he	  should.	  	  
	   Behind	  him	   there	   stood	  a	  more	   recent	   specter:	  Namek.	   “And	   I…just	  
killed	  you…”	  He	   said	   to	   the	   shambling	  Cardassian.	  They	  approached	   slowly.	  
Laurent	  waved	  the	  phaser	  at	  them.	  
	   “Stay	  back,”	  he	  warned,	  taking	  down	  a	  frothing	  Vulcan	  in	  the	  gang	  to	  
show	  he	  meant	  business.	  The	  lesson	  went	  unlearned.	  He	  backed	  away	  slowly,	  
trying	  to	  create	  enough	  distance	  between	  them	  as	  possible.	  	  
	   Realizing	   he	   didn’t	   have	   a	   lot	   of	   time,	   Laurent	   decided	   to	   force	   the	  
issue.	  He	  melted	  his	  alternate’s	   face,	  making	  them	  truly	  twins	  before	  dialing	  
up	  the	  power	  setting	  to	  take	  out	  a	  Cardassian	  trying	  to	  outflank	  the	  burning	  
doppelganger.	  	  
	   By	   the	   time	   he	   was	   able	   to	   swing	   the	   phaser	   back	   around,	   Namek	  
covered	  the	  small	  gap	  between	  them	  with	  a	  mad	  leap,	  crashing	  into	  him.	  His	  
phaser	  flew	  from	  his	  hand	  as	  Laurent	  was	  driven	  to	  the	  deck.	  
	   He	  heard	  something	  shattered	  beneath	  him,	  and	  his	  back	  was	  pricked	  
by	   shards.	   He	   hoped	   it	   wasn’t	   the	   data	   rod.	   Laurent	   couldn’t	   be	   concerned	  
about	   that	   now.	   Namek	   straddled	   him,	   his	   jaws	   slavering.	   The	   operative	  
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activated	   the	   ink	   pen-‐shaped	   servo	   hidden	   under	   the	   right	   sleeve	   of	   his	  
golden	  uniform.	  
	   But	  Namek	  pinned	  Laurent’s	  arms	  to	  the	  deck	  before	  he	  could	  adjust	  
its	  setting.	  As	   the	   large	  Cardassian	  reared	  back,	  Laurent	  was	  able	   to	  see	   the	  
other	  brutes	  forming	  a	  circle	  around	  them,	  some	  licking	  their	  lips,	  their	  eyes	  
glittering	  with	  the	  hunger	  of	  predators.	  
	   Too	   late,	   Laurent	   realized	   that	   he	   was	   the	   main	   course.	   Namek’s	  
breath	  stank,	  and	  his	  incisors	  flashed	  as	  he	  dove	  toward	  Laurent’s	  throat.	  	  
***	  
	  
Ekuva	  
(Information	  Extraction	  Chamber)	  
	  
	   The	   scene	  was	   disturbing.	   Both	   Sandhurst	   and	   Pell	   pressed	   against	  
the	   small	  booth,	   their	  bodies	  and	   faces	   contorted	   in	  unnatural	  ways.	  Glover	  
rushed	  to	  the	  door.	  He	  tried	  to	  yank	  it	  open.	  It	  didn’t	  budge.	  
	   He	   then	   noticed	   the	   control	   panel	   by	   the	   door.	   Entering	   several	  
different	  codes,	  the	  door	  finally	  parted	  open.	  
	   The	   commander	   held	   his	   nose	   against	   the	   stench	   of	   human	   waste,	  
perspiration,	  and	  the	  coppery	  tang	  of	  blood.	  	  
	   He	  yelled	  back	  into	  the	  main	  lab,	  “Paulsen,	  I	  need	  you	  in	  here	  stat!”	  By	  
the	  time	  the	  younger,	  athletic	  man	  pounded	  into	  the	  room,	  quickly	   followed	  
by	  the	  rest	  of	  the	  Away	  Teams,	  Glover	  had	  already	  pulled	  Lt.	  Sandhurst	  out	  of	  
the	  booth,	  the	  man’s	  body	  sagging	  like	  a	  sack	  of	  potatoes.	  
	   Dryer	  and	  Daner	  rushed	  in	  to	  retrieve	  Pell;	  Diaz	  and	  Gresker	  were	  on	  
hand	   to	   remove	   the	   third	   person,	   whom	   Glover	   recognized	   as	   the	   mirror	  
Soyam.	  He	  had	  never	  met	  Ojana’s	  husband	  on	   this	   side	  of	   the	  universe,	   but	  
Pell	  had	  held	  on	  to	  a	  self-‐portrait	  of	  the	  man	  during	  her	  escape	  from	  occupied	  
Bajor,	   the	   only	   possession	   of	   his	   she	   still	   owned.	   She	   had	   sold	  many	   of	   his	  
other	   works	   to	   help	   her	   make	   it	   to	   the	   Federation	   refugee	   camp	   where	  
Terrence	  met	  her.	  	  
	   Paulsen	   leaned	   over	   the	   battered	   Lt.	   Sandhurst,	   running	   a	   medical	  
tricorder	  over	  the	  man.	  The	  nurse	  frowned.	  
	   “What	  is	  it?”	  Glover	  asked.	  
	   “There’s	   some	   minor	   neurological	   damage,”	   Paulsen	   replied.	   “This	  
man	   needs	   to	   be	   treated	  with	   alkysine	   immediately	   to	   prevent	   the	   damage	  
from	  becoming	  permanent.”	  
	   “Let	  me	  guess,	  you	  don’t	  have	  any	  in	  that	  kit	  you	  brought	  with	  you?”	  
	   “No	  sir,”	  Paulsen	  said	  grimly.	  “We	  have	  to	  get	  him	  back	  to	  the	  Cuffe.”	  
	   “Nurse	  Paulsen,	  check	  on	  Pell’s	  status,”	  Diaz	  said.	  She	  walked	  over	  to	  
Glover,	  and	  said	  quietly.	  “Soyam’s	  dead.	  However	  that	  booth	  works,	  it	  was	  too	  
much	  for	  him.”	  
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	   “What	  about	  Pell?”	  Glover	  was	  cautiously	  hopeful.	  
	   “I’m	   no	   Doctor,	   but	   she’s	   still	   alive.	   How	  much	   alive	   I	   couldn’t	   tell	  
you,”	  Diaz	  said	  with	  noticeably	  less	  optimism.	  
	   “We’ve	  got	  to	  get	  them	  out	  of	  here,”	  Glover	  said.	  
	   “I	   agree,”	   Diaz	   concurred.	   She	   patted	   Terrence	   on	   the	   shoulder.	  
“Thank	  you	  for	  saving	  our	  asses.”	  
	   “We’re	  not	  out	  of	   the	  woods	  yet,”	  Terrence	  said.	  He	  paused	   to	  clear	  
his	  throat.	  “Something	  has	  happened	  with	  the	  alien	  ship.”	  
	   “What?”	   Diaz	   removed	   her	   hand	   from	   his	   shoulder	   like	   a	   child	  
touching	  a	  hot	  stove.	  Her	  expression	  became	  even	  grimmer.	  
	   “The…ship…it	  disappeared.”	  
	   “What?”	  Diaz	  repeated.	  “What	  do	  you	  mean…‘disappeared’?”	  
	   He	  shrugged	  his	  shoulders.	  “I	  don’t	  understand	  it	  myself.	  It	  was	  there,	  
and	   then	   it	  wasn’t.	  And	   the	   rift	   vanished	  along	  with	   it.”	  The	  captain’s	  knees	  
buckled	  slightly.	  	  
	   “What	  about	  the	  forensic	  team?	  Did	  they	  make	  it	  back?”	  
	   The	   First	   Officer	   shook	   his	   head,	   and	   hunched	   his	   shoulders.	   “Only	  
two…N’Saba	   and	   Cook,”	   he	   said	   quietly.	   “N’Saba’s	   in	   ICU,	   his	   eyesight	   gone.	  
Cook…she	  was	  nothing	  more	  than	  a	  burned	  husk.	  Everyone	  else…gone.”	  
	   Diaz	  placed	  her	  hand	  back	  on	  his	  shoulder,	  but	  this	  time	  for	  support.	  
“This	   is	   too	  much,	   first	   Kale’s	   betrayal…and	   now	   this…Simus,	   Hunal…”	   Her	  
eyes	  focused	  sharply	  on	  him.	  “Hunal…Zim,	  how	  is	  he	  taking	  it?”	  
	   “That’s	   another	   concern,”	   Glover	   hated	   to	   admit	   it.	   “Doc	   Nemato	  
believes	   he	   suffered	   a	  mental	   collapse.	   In	   the	   search	   for	   the	   second	   traitor,	  
Zim	  assaulted	  a	  med	  tech.	  He’s	  been	  placed	  in	  auxiliary	  detention.	  I	  hated	  to	  
do	  that,	  but	  I	  couldn’t	  trust	  leaving	  him	  in	  his	  quarters,	  without	  supervision.”	  
He	  paused,	   looking	   away.	   “It’s	   really	  my	   fault.	   I	   shouldn’t	   have	   sent	  him	  off	  
half	  cocked	  so	  soon	  after	  Hunal’s	  vanishing.	  I	  should’ve	  taken	  into	  account	  his	  
distressed	  mental	  state.”	  
	   Diaz	  smiled	  wearily.	  “Don’t	  beat	  yourself	  up	  about	  it.	  If	  I	  recall,	  you’ve	  
faced	  your	  own	  tests	  during	  this	  mission,	  and	  you	  came	  back	  from	  the	  brink.	  
It	  was	  easy	  to	  expect	  the	  same	  thing	  from	  a	  fellow	  Starfleet	  officer.	  But	  Zim’s	  a	  
good	   man.	   I’ll	   figure	   out	   that	   conundrum	   once	   we’re	   out	   of	   this	   damned	  
nebula.”	  
	   Glover	  smiled.	  “I	  like	  the	  sound	  of	  that.”	  
	   Lt.	  Dryer	  walked	  up	  slowly	  to	  them.	  She	  cleared	  her	  throat.	  “I	  hate	  to	  
interrupt…”	  
	   “Spit	  it	  out	  Lieutenant,”	  Diaz	  rasped.	  
	   “Nurse	  Paulsen	  has	  just	  diagnosed	  Glinn	  Pell.	  He	  says	  she	  suffered	  no	  
serious	   neurological	   effects.	   Apparently	   she	   has	   been	   subjected	   to	   similar	  
distress	  before.”	  
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	   Glover	   repressed	   a	   shudder	   at	   the	   thought	   that	   a	   session	   in	   that	  
torture	  chamber	  could	  perhaps	  be	  a	  training	  tool	  for	  Alliance	  soldiers.	  It	  made	  
the	  zero-‐gee	  training	  child’s	  play	  in	  comparison.	  
	   He	   glanced	   in	   the	   direction	   of	   the	   Bajoran.	   Daner,	   Paulsen,	   and	  
Gresker	   were	   all	   helping	   her	   to	   her	   feet.	   But	   she	   pushed	   them	   away	   and	  
crawled	   to	   Soyam’s	   body.	   Cradling	   the	   man’s	   head	   in	   her	   lap,	   a	   tortured	  
scream	   ripped	   from	   her	   lips,	   reminiscent	   of	   a	   Klingon	   death	   howl.	   Glover	  
turned	  away,	  to	  give	  the	  woman	  a	  moment	  of	  private	  grief.	  
	   He	   saw	   stealthy	   movement	   in	   the	   other	   room.	   Glover	   held	   up	   his	  
phaser,	  and	  whispered	  to	  the	  Captain.	  “I	  think	  we	  have	  company.”	  
	   “Damn,”	  Diaz	  spat.	  “And	  I	  don’t	  even	  have	  a	  phaser	  rifle.”	  
	   “You	   don’t	   need	   one,”	   Glover	   tapped	   his	   combadge.	   “Commander	  
Glover	  to	  Shuttle	  Protection,	  prepare	  for	  beam	  out	  on	  my	  mark.”	  	  
	   The	   coldly	   melodic	   voice	   of	   the	   shuttle’s	   computer	   responded,	  
“Acknowledged.”	  
	   Diaz	  nodded	  her	  head.	  “Good	  idea.”	  
	   “Thanks,”	  Glover	  said,	  keeping	  his	  eyes	  on	  the	  door.	  “Darma	  set	  off	  a	  
techno-‐virus	  in	  the	  ship’s	  computer	  core,	  but	  thankfully	  it	  hadn’t	  infected	  the	  
shuttle	  before	  we	  departed.”	  
	   “All	  right	  everyone,”	  Diaz	  said	  quietly,	   “I	  want	  you	  carrying	  Pell	  and	  
Sandhurst.	  Get	  them	  together	  so	  we	  can	  do	  this	  in	  one	  beam.”	  
	   “And	  do	  it	  quickly,”	  Glover	  said.	  He	  saw	  more	  shadows	  slithering	  into	  
the	  main	  lab.	  He	  didn’t	  want	  to	  shut	  the	  door	  yet,	  preferring	  to	  maintain	  the	  
element	  of	  surprise.	  He	  was	  also	  unfamiliar	  with	  both	  Alliance	  and	  Cardassian	  
technology,	  and	  knew	  that	  the	  horde	  could	  also	  open	  the	  door	  via	  an	  access	  
companel	  on	  beside	  the	  entrance.	  
	   “I’m	  not	  going	  anywhere!”	  Pell	  declared,	  the	  vehemence	  in	  her	  voice	  
causing	   Glover	   to	   take	   his	   eyes	   off	   of	   the	   door	   for	   a	   few	   seconds.	   “I’m	   not	  
leaving	   Soyam!”	  Pell	  was	   slowly	   rising	   to	   her	   feet,	   her	   body	   trembling	  with	  
grief	  or	  pain,	  perhaps	  both.	  Dryer,	  Gresker,	  and	  Daner	  all	  stepped	  back	  from	  
the	  woman.	  	  
	   “Mr.	  Paulsen…”	  Diaz	  directed,	  her	  voice	  wearied	  of	  debate.	  Before	  the	  
young	  man	  could	  pull	  a	  hypo	  from	  his	  kit,	  the	  agitated	  Bajoran	  lashed	  out	  at	  
him,	   twisting	   his	  wrist	   as	   she	  moved	   behind	   him	  with	   lightning	   speed.	   The	  
hypo	  clattered	  on	  the	   floor.	  Before	  any	  of	   the	  crew	  could	  react,	  Pell	  had	  her	  
forearm	  underneath	  the	  man’s	  neck.	  	  
	   He	  was	  wheezing	   and	  already	   turning	   a	  bright	   shade	  of	   red.	  Before	  
the	  security	  specialists	  could	  react,	  Diaz	  waved	  them	  back.	  
	   “Let	  him	  go	  Pell,”	  Glover	  said,	  hating	  to	  take	  his	  eyes	  off	  of	  the	  main	  
lab,	  but	  if	  he	  didn’t	  Paulsen	  might	  not	  have	  a	  chance.	  “Soyam’s	  dead,	  but	  you	  
can	  have	  a	  chance	  at	  life.”	  



 226 

	   “Really,”	  she	  laughed	  harshly.	  Her	  green	  eyes	  were	  wild.	  “I	  heard	  you	  
whispering	  to	  the	  captain.	  I	  know	  that	  the	  rift	  is	  gone.	  I’m	  trapped	  here!	  In	  a	  
universe	  that	  is	  the	  exact	  opposite	  of	  my	  own,	  and	  without	  Soyam.”	  
	   “That’s	  not	  necessarily	  true,”	  Diaz	  spoke	  up,	  “Captain	  Kirk	  figured	  out	  
a	  way	  to	  return	  from	  your	  quantum	  reality.	  I’m	  sure	  that	  the	  process	  can	  be	  
duplicated.	  The	   information	   should	  be	   in	  our	   computer	  database.	   Let’s	   look	  
over	  it	  together	  on	  the	  Cuffe.”	  While	  the	  captain	  was	  speaking,	  Glover	  noticed	  
Dryer	  and	  the	  other	  guards	  slowly	  encircling	  the	  Bajoran.	  
	   Pell	   noticed	   it	   to.	   She	   jerked	   Paulsen’s	   head,	   and	   the	  man’s	   tongue	  
poked	  out	  of	  his	  mouth,	  his	  face	  now	  purpling.	  Dryer	  and	  the	  others	  stopped.	  
	   The	   Bajoran	   smiled	   viciously	  with	   satisfaction.	   “Do	   you	   think	   I’m	   a	  
fool	   captain?	   I	   also	   overheard	   Terrence	   telling	   you	   that	   your	   computer	   has	  
been	   infected	  with	  a	  virus.	  That	   information,	   if	   it	   even	  exists,	  might	  be	   lost.	  
No,	  you	  want	  to	  imprison	  me,	  study	  me,	  and	  I	  won’t	  allow	  that	  to	  happen.”	  
	   “We	  wouldn’t	  do	  that,”	  Glover	  declared.	  
	   “I	  promised	  you	  that	  I	  would	  return	  you	  to	  your	  universe,”	  Diaz	  said.	  
	   “Terrans	   are	   mendacious	   by	   nature,”	   Pell	   declared,	   her	   forearm	  
pulling	   even	   tighter.	   Paulsen’s	   eyelids	   were	   fluttering	   and	   the	   man	   was	  
starting	  to	  convulse.	  
	   “Let	  him	  go!”	  Glover	  warned,	  turning	  his	  phaser	  on	  her.	  
	   “You’re	  killing	  him,”	  Diaz	  responded.	  The	  woman’s	  hands	  clenched.	  	  
	   “He’ll	  be	  dead	  before	  you	  can	  get	  off	  a	  shot,”	  Pell	  declared.	  
	   “Don’t…don’t	   do	   this…”	   the	   voice	   was	   thick,	   slurred,	   but	   strongly	  
resonant.	  Lt.	  Sandhurst	  sat	  up	  on	  the	  floor,	  his	  body	  weaving	  as	  he	  struggled	  
to	  stay	  upright.	  He	  reached	  out	  a	  hand	  towards	  Pell.	  “Do…do…trust…me?”	  
	   Pell	   glanced	   down	   at	   Sandhurst,	   her	   face	   pinching,	   her	   resolve	  
beginning	  to	  flag.	  “I…don’t	  know…”	  
	   “I…I	  promised…”	  
	   “You	  promised	  no	  harm	  would	  come	  to	  me,”	  Pell	  smiled	  sadly.	   “You	  
soft,	  misguided	  fool.”	  
	   “Let	  him	  go,”	  Glover’s	  voice	  was	  hard.	  	  
	   “No.”	  She	  said.	  
	   “Fine,	   computer,	   lock	   on	   to	   Paulsen’s	   communicator,	   and	   transport	  
now.”	   The	  man	   dissolved	   in	   a	   shower	   of	   sparkles.	   A	   shocked	   Pell	   stumbled	  
backwards.	  Dryer,	  Daner,	  and	  Gresker	  all	  piled	  on	  the	  woman	  to	  subdue	  her.	  	  
	   Without	   a	   beat,	   Glover	   also	   had	   Lt.	   Sandhurst	   beamed	   to	   the	  
Protection.	  Before	  he	  ordered	  a	  wide	  beam	  out	  for	  the	  thrashing	  Pell	  and	  the	  
security	  contingent,	  a	   loud	  klaxon	   issued,	   followed	  by	  an	   inflectionless	  male	  
voice:	  “Ten	  minutes	  until	  Warp	  Core	  Breach.”	  
	   Both	   Glover	   and	   Diaz	   looked	   at	   each	   in	   surprise.	   “Laurent,”	   Glover	  
said.	  	  
	   “I	  almost	  forgot	  about	  him.”	  
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	   “I	  didn’t,”	  he	  remarked.	  “Permission	  to	  apprehend	  him	  captain?”	  
	   “Denied,”	  she	  said,	  “We’re	  getting	  the	  hell	  out	  of	  here.	  We’ve	  got	  to	  get	  
the	  Cuffe	  away	  from	  this	  ship	  before	  it	  explodes.”	  
	   “Captain,	   you	   can	   do	   that	   without	   me,”	   Glover	   stated.	   “We	   need	  
Laurent.	  He’s	  the	  key	  to	  this	  web	  of	  deceit.	  He	  needs	  to	  face	  justice.”	  
	   “Of	  course	  he	  does,”	  Diaz	  said.	  “But	  we’ll	  have	  to	  save	  that	  for	  another	  
day.	  Trust	  me,	  he’ll	  get	  his	  comeuppance.”	  
	   Glover	  relented.	  “Fine,”	  he	  said,	   “Computer,	  set	   transporter	   for	  wide	  
beam.	  Now,”	   he	   ordered,	   tossing	   his	   chevron	   at	   the	   captain	   seconds	   before	  
she	   was	   netted	   by	   the	   transporter	   beam.	   The	   last	   images	   he	   saw	   of	   the	  
woman	  were	  her	  face	  contorted	  in	  rage,	  a	  swear	  word	  forming	  on	  her	  lips.	  
	   He	   smirked.	   It	  would	   be	   a	   comical	   image	   to	   take	   to	   his	   grave	   if	   he	  
wasn’t	   able	   to	   find	  Laurent	   before	   the	  Ekuva	   exploded,	  Glover	   realized.	  But	  
first	  he	  had	  to	  get	  past	  the	  gang	  of	  brutes	  closing	  in	  on	  him	  from	  the	  main	  lab.	  
Terrence	   moved	   over	   to	   the	   wall,	   taking	   down	   a	   flail	   and	   a	   falchion.	   He	  
clipped	  the	  phaser	  back	  at	  his	  side.	  	  
	   He	  closed	  his	  eyes,	  gathering	  his	  strength,	  allowing	  the	  rage	  that	  had	  
been	   slowly	   building	   since	   Nya	   had	   told	   him	   about	   ending	   her	   pregnancy.	  
Topped	   on	   to	   the	   various	   injuries	   he	   had	   endured,	   along	   with	   the	   loss	   of	  
Simus	   and	   so	   many	   other	   officers,	   Glover	   was	   gripped	   by	   battle	   madness	  
worthy	   of	   Kahless.	   “Today	   is	   a	   good	   day	   to	   die,”	   he	   softly	   declared.	   He	  
stretched	   his	   muscles	   like	   Krastil	   had	   instructed	   him	   to	   do	   before	   their	  
Mok’bara	   sessions.	   Terrence	   hoped	   that	   his	   new	   lungs	   could	  withstand	   the	  
strain	  he	  was	  about	  to	  put	  on	  them.	  	  
	   When	  the	  first	  cretin	  poked	  his	  head	  through	  the	  doorway,	  Terrence	  
spun	  the	  man	  around	  with	  a	  hard	  swing	  of	  the	  flail.	  	  
	   Before	   that	   human	   had	   hit	   the	   ground,	   Glover	   had	   ran	   behind	   him,	  
temporarily	  using	  his	  body	  as	  a	  shield/battering	  ram	  as	  he	  charged	  into	  the	  
swarm.	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  TWENTY-‐TWO	  
	  
Shuttlecraft	  Protection	  
	  
	   	  
	   “I	   can’t	   believe	   the	   nerve	   of	   that	   arrogant	   bastard!”	   Captain	   Diaz	  
railed.	  “How	  dare	  he	  think	  he	  can	  handle	  it	  all	  by	  himself,”	  she	  huffed,	  her	  face	  
purpling	  with	  rage.	  “Computer,	  prepare	  to	  beam	  me	  back	  down…”	  
	   “Captain,”	   Pell	   spoke	   up.	   Both	   Gresker	   and	   Daner	   still	   held	   the	  
Bajoran	   by	   the	   arms,	   even	   though	   she	   was	   no	   longer	   resisting	   them.	   “You	  
were	   right	   the	   first	   time.	   You	   have	   a	   responsibility	   to	   your	   ship.	   Terrence	  
understood	  that.”	  
	   “If	  he	  understood	  that,”	  Diaz	  snapped,	  happy	  to	  have	  a	  more	  tangible	  
target	  to	  hurl	  invective	  at.	  “He	  would	  be	  right	  here	  along	  with	  us.”	  
	   “If	  you	  let	  me	  go,”	  Pell	  offered.	  “I	  can	  bring	  him	  back.”	  
	   “No	  chance	  in	  hell,”	  Diaz	  declared.	  “He	  could	  be	  dead	  all	  ready	  for	  all	  
we	  know.”	  Lt.	  Dryer	  looked	  physically	  stricken	  by	  her	  summation.	  The	  captain	  
immediately	  regretted	  her	  words.	  	  
	   “I	  doubt	  that,”	  Pell	  replied.	  “He	  appears	  to	  be	  a	  capable	  warrior,	  but	  
the	  longer	  we	  spend	  talking	  instead	  of	  acting	  in	  some	  fashion,	  you	  might	  lose	  
both	  Terrence	  and	  the	  Cuffe.	  I	  know	  the	  layout	  of	  the	  ship;	  I	  can	  get	  him	  back	  
and	  shut	  down	  the	  warp	  core	  breach.”	  
	   “But	  you	  would	  only	  have	  about	  seven	  minutes,”	  Diaz	  protested.	  
	   “You’ve	  got	  to	  trust	  me	  on	  this.”	  Pell	  said.	  
	   “I	  don’t	  trust	  you	  on	  anything.”	  
	   The	  Bajoran	  shrugged.	  “That’s	  your	  problem,	  not	  mine.”	  
	   “Captain,	  I	  think	  Glinn	  Pell	  makes	  a	  lot	  of	  sense,”	  Dryer	  spoke	  up.	  
	   “Do	  you	  Lieutenant?”	  
	   “Yes,	  provided	   that	   I	   accompany	  her.”	  Dryer	   said.	  Pell	   looked	  at	   the	  
woman	  agape,	  shaking	  her	  head.	  
	   “Lieutenant,	  I	  don’t	  think	  you	  have	  any	  conception	  of	  what	  you	  might	  
be	  volunteering	  for.”	  Pell	  surmised.	  
	   “I’ve	  seen	  what	  those	  monsters	  have	  done	  already,”	  Dryer	  answered.	  
“And	  I	  couldn’t	  bear	  the	  thought	  of	  the	  Commander	  suffering	  a	  similar	  fate.”	  
	   “Something	  tells	  me	  I’m	  going	  to	  live	  to	  regret	  this,”	  Diaz	  sighed.	  
	   “But	  you’ll	  be	  alive	  at	  least,”	  Pell	  replied.	  “If	  you	  give	  us	  the	  chance	  to	  
save	  you	  and	  the	  ship.	  Transport	  Dryer	  back	  to	  the	  Science	  Lab	  and	  me	  to	  the	  
engine	  room.”	  
	   “Damn	  it,”	  Diaz	  spat.	  “Godspeed	  to	  you	  then.”	  
***	  
	  
Ekuva	  
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(Science	  Lab)	  
	  
	   Terrence	  Glover	  was	  immersed	  in	  a	  sea	  of	  limbs,	  stomachs,	  kneecaps,	  
and	   torsos.	   He	   slashed	   and	   smashed	  whatever	   he	   encountered,	   turning	   his	  
body	  into	  a	  whirling	  dervish	  of	  destruction.	  
	   But	  it	  was	  all	  to	  no	  avail.	  No	  matter	  how	  many	  fell	  before	  him,	  more	  
poured	   into	   the	   lab	   to	   take	   their	   place.	   He	   hadn’t	   even	   made	   it	   out	   of	   the	  
science	  lab,	  a	  wall	  of	  bodies	  holding	  him	  back.	  
	   In	   fact,	   the	  mass	  was	  pressing	  him	  backward,	  up	  against	  a	  wall.	  His	  
arms	  were	  starting	  to	   tire,	  and	  his	   lungs	  were	  screaming	   for	  oxygen.	  But	  he	  
pressed	  on.	  
***	  
Ekuva	  
(Engine	  Room)	  
	  
	   A	  pile	  of	  bodies	  greeted	  Glinn	  Pell	  Ojana	  when	  she	  materialized	  in	  the	  
engine	   room.	  Her	   attention	  was	   immediately	   drawn	   to	   a	   pale,	   clawed	   hand	  
clothed	  in	  golden	  sleeve	  cuff	  poking	  out	  from	  the	  throng.	  
	   Laurent?	  She	  wondered,	  hoping	  that	  it	  was	  the	  bastard.	  If	  so,	  he	  had	  
at	   least	   taken	   many	   others	   to	   oblivion	   with	   him.	   That	   was	   considered	   a	  
worthy	  death	  from	  where	  Pell	  came	  from.	  
	   And	  it	  was	  thoughts	  of	  home	  that	  guided	  her	  actions	  now.	  A	  place	  Pell	  
knew	   would	   she	   never	   see	   again.	   Even	   if	   Captain	   Diaz	   made	   good	   on	   her	  
promise,	   and	   she	   was	   certain	   that	   the	   woman	   intended	   to,	   Lt.	   Sandhurst	  
would	  see	  to	  that,	  it	  still	  would	  amount	  to	  little.	  Soyam	  was	  dead,	  and	  with	  the	  
loss	  of	  the	  Ekuva	  and	  no	  quantum	  flux	  capacitor	  or	  psionic	  device	  to	  take	  back	  
with	  her	  to	  present	  to	  the	  Regent,	  she	  was	  just	  as	  good	  as	  dead.	  
	   For	  a	  brief,	   insane	  moment,	  Pell	   fancied	   living	  out	  her	  days	  with	  Lt.	  
Sandhurst,	  or	  even	  Commander	  Glover.	  Despite	  recent	  events,	  she	  still	  felt	  an	  
attraction	  coming	  from	  the	  headstrong	  First	  Officer.	  She	  might	  be	  able	  to	  find	  
happiness	  in	  this	  universe,	  peace	  even.	  But	  what	  kind	  of	  life	  is	  that?	  
	   Besides,	  on	  this	  side	  she	  would	  always	  live	  in	  the	  shadow	  of	  the	  Pell	  
Ojana	  of	  this	  realm.	  Even	  now,	  she	  wasn’t	  sure	  if	  both	  Sandhurst	  and	  Glover	  
were	  not	  using	  her	  to	  fulfill	  unrequited	  passions	  for	  their	  Pell.	  
	   She	  walked	  slowly	  to	  the	  console,	  at	  least	  giving	  Terrence	  and	  Dryer	  a	  
few	  more	  seconds.	  Leaning	  over	  the	  terminal,	  Pell	  deactivated	  the	  warp	  core’s	  
last	  magnetic	  locks…	  
	  
***	  
Ekuva	  	  
(Science	  Lab)	  
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	   Glover	  didn’t	  know	  how	  one	  of	  the	  fiends	  had	  outflanked	  him,	  but	  his	  
thoughts	  were	  drowned	   in	  a	  well	  of	  pain	  when	  the	  monster	  bit	   the	   forearm	  
carrying	  the	  falchion.	  The	  human’s	  teeth	  sank	  deeply	  into	  the	  meat	  of	  his	  arm,	  
and	  the	  falchion	  fell	  from	  his	  hand.	  
	   The	  crowd	  surged	  forward,	  pushing	  him	  against	  a	  far	  wall.	  His	  other	  
arm	  was	  pinned	  to	  the	  wall,	  the	  flail	  he	  carried	  in	  it	  too.	  And	  still	  the	  cannibal	  
was	  gnawing	  on	  his	  arm.	  But	  the	  pain	  of	  that	  was	  the	  least	  of	  his	  worries.	  He	  
twisted	  his	   head	   violently,	   trying	   to	   avoid	   the	   fingers	   reaching	   for	   his	   eyes,	  
attempting	   to	  plug	  up	  his	  nostrils	  or	   rip	  open	  his	   jaws.	  Rough,	  dirty	   fingers	  
tore	  at	  his	  uniform.	  	  
	   Maybe	   this	   wasn’t	   such	   a	   great	   idea,	   he	   realized.	   I	   don’t	   think	   this	  
performance	  will	  get	  me	  into	  Sto-‐Vo-‐Kor.	  The	  gangbuster	  approach	  had	  always	  
worked	   better	   in	   the	   action	   vids	   his	   Uncle	   Sheldon	   used	   to	   show	   him.	   The	  
archaeologist	  would	  often	  use	  them	  in	  place	  of	  spending	  actual	  time	  with	  him	  
whenever	  the	  man’s	  guilt	  or	  his	   father’s	  admonishment	  made	  Sheldon	  bring	  
Terrence	  along	  for	  a	  dig.	  
	   But	  Terrence	  hadn’t	  minded	  the	  brush	  off.	  In	  fact,	  he	  enjoyed	  looking	  
at	  ancient	  vid	  or	  holo	  programs	  from	  the	  past,	  and	  often	  imagined	  himself	  in	  
the	   leading,	   heroic	   roles.	   In	   part,	   those	   programs	   inspired	   him	   to	   seek	  
adventure	  far	  beyond	  the	  stars.	  	  
	   Usually	  the	  vid	  heroes	  had	  divine	  intervention,	  a	  secret	  weapon,	  or	  a	  
trusty	   sidekick	   to	   pull	   them	   back	   from	   the	   brink	   of	   destruction.	   If	   he	   ever	  
needed	  any	  or	  all	  of	  those	  three,	  he	  needed	  them	  now.	  
	   The	   gnarled	   tooth	   Klingon	   closest	   to	   him,	   his	   reek	   curling	   Glover’s	  
nose	  hairs,	  and	  his	  rough	  hands	  encircling	  Terrence’s	  neck,	  grunted,	  his	  eyes	  
rolling	  back	  in	  his	  head.	  	  
	   The	  Klingon	   fell	   backward,	   and	  Terrence	   saw	  Lt.	  Dryer,	   the	   emitter	  
cone	   of	   her	   phaser	   rifle	   burning	   red.	   “Thank	   you,”	   he	   said	   to	  whoever	   had	  
answered	  his	  prayer.	  The	  woman	  picked	  off	  three	  more	  of	  the	  brutes,	  before	  
the	  rest	  of	  the	  swarm	  realized	  that	  Glover	  had	  help.	  
	   They	  moved	  away	  from,	  freeing	  up	  his	  hand	  with	  the	  flail.	  Terrence’s	  
first	  order	  of	  business	  was	  to	  bash	  in	  the	  head	  of	  the	  diner	  still	  working	  at	  his	  
arm.	  Ignoring	  the	  pain,	  and	  the	  speck	  of	  bone	  he	  saw	  through	  his	  torn	  flesh,	  
Glover	  swung	  the	  flail	  with	  abandon.	  
	   When	  it	  got	  stuck	  in	  the	  thick	  skull	  of	  a	  Cardassian,	  Glover	  pulled	  the	  
phaser	   that	   was	   still	   blessedly	   clipped	   to	   his	   belt,	   and	   helped	   Dryer	   mow	  
down	   the	   rest	  of	   the	  savages.	  The	  smell	  of	  burning,	   cooked	   flesh	  soon	   filled	  
the	  lab.	  
	   “This	  smell	  is	  terrible,”	  Nyota	  gagged.	  “Let’s	  get	  out	  of	  here.”	  
	   “All	   right,”	   Glover	   said,	   checking	   his	   arm.	   Nyota	   reached	   for	   it,	   a	  
concerned	  look	  on	  her	  face.	  But	  Terrence	  pulled	  away	  from	  her.	  
	   “That	  looks	  nasty	  sir,”	  she	  said.	  
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	   “Thanks	  for	  you	  expert	  opinion,”	  he	  snapped,	  holding	  the	  injured	  arm	  
protectively	  to	  his	  chest,	  in	  the	  process	  smearing	  blood	  against	  the	  front	  of	  his	  
shredded	  uniform.	  The	  woman	  recoiled.	  
	   “I’m	  sorry,”	  she	  said	  quietly.	  
	   “No,”	   Terrence	   shook	   his	   head.	   He	   holstered	   his	   phaser	   and	   ran	   a	  
finger	  lightly	  against	  her	  jaw	  line.	  “No,	  I	  should	  be	  apologizing.	  You	  just	  saved	  
me.	  I	  had	  no	  right	  to	  snap	  at	  you.”	  
	   “It’s	  okay,”	  Dryer	  smiled.	  “You’ve	  been	  through	  a	  lot.”	  
	   “Hell,	  we	  all	  have,”	  he	  replied.	  “But	  it	  still	  didn’t	  give	  me	  the	  right.”	  
	   “It’s	  nothing,”	  Nyota	  declared.	  “Let	  me	  help	  you	  with	  that.	  It	  needs	  to	  
be	  bound.”	  Before	  he	  could	  protest,	  the	  woman	  began	  tearing	  at	  a	  strip	  of	  his	  
hanging	   uniform.	   She	   tied	   it	   expertly	   around	   the	   bleeding	   wound.	   “That	  
should	  suffice	  until	  we	  can	  get	  you	  back	  to	  the	  Traveller.”	  
	   “I	   take	   it	   that	   the	   Protection’s	   already	   took	   off?”	   Glover	   asked	  
hopefully.	  
	   “Yes	   sir,”	   Dryer	   answered.	   “The	   Captain	   sent	  me	   back	   to	   assist	   you	  
and	  Glinn	  Pell	  to	  shut	  down	  the	  warp	  core	  breach.”	  
	   “But	  what	  about	  Laurent?”	  Glover	  asked,	  his	  mood	  darkening.	  “We’ve	  
got	  to	  find	  him.	  Was	  there	  any	  trace	  of	  the	  Rising	  States?”	  
	   “Sir,”	   Dryer	   replied	   with	   some	   exasperation,	   “It’s	   only	   been	   a	   few	  
minutes.	  After	  Diaz	  beamed	  us	  down,	  she	  high	  tailed	  it.	  I	  suggest	  we	  retrieve	  
Pell	   and	   do	   the	   same.”	   Before	   Glover	   could	   protest,	   Dryer	   tapped	   her	  
communicator.	  “Dryer	  to	  Pell.”	  
	   “Pell	  here.”	  
	   “Commander	   Glover	   is	   fine,”	   the	   security	   specialist	   said.	   “He’s	   here	  
with	  me	  now.	  What’s	  the	  status	  of	  the	  warp	  core	  breach?”	  
	   The	   long	  pause	   raised	  Terrence’s	  hackles.	   “I’m…I’m	  sorry,”	  Pell	   said	  
finally.	  “It’s	  too	  far	  gone.	  There’s	  nothing	  I	  can	  do.”	  
	   “Did	  you	  see	  any	  trace	  of	  Laurent?”	  Glover	  asked.	  
	   “I	  believe	  I’ve	  discovered	  his	  body,	  underneath	  a	  pile	  of	  Ekuva	  crew,”	  
another	  pause.	  “He	  exited	  as	  a	  warrior.”	  
	   “Are	  you	  sure	  it’s	  him?”	  Glover	  pressed.	  
	   “I’ve	   had	   more	   pressing	   concerns,”	   Pell	   snapped,	   “than	   to	   verify	  
Laurent’s	  identity.”	  
	   “Of	   course,”	   Terrence’s	   response	   was	   muted.	   “Well,	   prepare	   to	   be	  
beamed	  to	  the	  Traveller.”	  
	   “I’m	  staying	  here,”	  Pell	  replied.	  	  
	   “You’re	  what?”	  Glover	  asked,	  shocked.	  
	   “You	  heard	  me.	  There’s	  nothing	  for	  me	  in	  your	  universe.”	  
	   “The	   captain	   is	   a	   person	   of	   honor,”	   Dryer	   pleaded.	   “She	  will	   find	   a	  
way	  back	  to	  your	  reality.”	  
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	   “I	  have	  no	  doubt	  of	  that,”	  Pell	  said.	  “But	  without	  Soyam	  and	  without	  a	  
ship	  I’m	  nothing.	  And	  after	  this	  experience…after	  meeting	  you	  Terrence	  and	  
spending	   time	   with	   Donald…I-‐I	   just	   don’t	   think	   I	   have	   the	   requisite	  
ruthlessness	  anymore	  to	  start	  over.”	  
	   “You	  don’t	  have	  to,”	  Glover	  passionately	  declared.	  “You	  can	  stay	  here.	  
Take	  a	  position	  with	  Starfleet,	  or	  do	  whatever	  you	  want.”	  
	   “Just	   from	   the	   reaction	   I’ve	   received	   aboard	  Cuffe,	   I	   think	   two	  Pells	  
Ojana	  would	  be	  too	  much	  for	  any	  one	  universe.	  Please	  hurry	  to	  the	  Traveller.	  
Don’t	  try	  to	  beam	  me	  out.	  There	  are	  still	  some	  Bajorans	  left	  alive,	  and	  I	  prefer	  
to	  die	  with	  my	  people.”	  
	   “I’m	  not,	  I’m	  not	  going	  to	  leave	  you,”	  Glover	  stated,	  his	  eyes	  misting.	  “I	  
won’t	  leave	  you	  to	  die.”	  
	   “I’m	  not	  the	  Pell	  you	  know.	  And	  it’s	  my	  decision.	  Good	  bye.”	  The	  link	  
crackled	  off.	  	  
	   “Pell,”	  Glover	  whispered,	  “Pell	  don’t	  do	  this	  damn	  you!”	  He	  stalked	  in	  
the	  direction	  of	  the	  exit,	  but	  Nyota	  placed	  a	  restraining	  hand	  on	  his	  chest.	  
	   “It’s	  her	  decision,”	  the	  woman	  said.	  Terrence	  shook	  his	  head,	  refusing	  
to	  accept	  that.	  “It’s	  her	  decision	  to	  make,”	  Dryer	  repeated	  more	  forcefully.	  
	   “Her	  decision,”	  Glover	  finally	  whispered,	  “Just	  like	  Nya.”	  
	   “What?”	  Nyota	  asked.	  The	  commander	  shook	  his	  head,	  clearing	  it.	  
	   “Nothing,”	   he	   said	   coldly.	   “It’s	   her	   decision.	   I	   don’t	   like	   it,	   but	   I	  will	  
accept	  it.”	  Without	  thinking,	  he	  wrapped	  an	  arm	  around	  Nyota’s	  waist,	  pulling	  
her	   close.	   Her	   solid	   frame,	   and	   the	  warmth	   of	   her	   body,	   the	   fire	   of	   her	   life	  
were	  just	  what	  he	  needed	  right	  now.	  He	  activated	  his	  communicator.	  “Two	  to	  
beam	  up.”	  
***	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Main	  Bridge)	  
	  
	   Captain	   Diaz	   had	   beamed	   to	   the	   bridge	   as	   soon	   as	   the	   Protection	  
pulled	   into	  the	  Shuttle	  Bay.	  She	  planted	  her	   feet	  on	  the	  upper	  deck	  as	   if	  she	  
were	  reclaiming	  lost	  territory.	  	  
	   “What’s	  the	  status	  of	  the	  engines?”	  she	  asked	  the	  duty	  relief	  engineer	  
at	  the	  auxiliary	  Engineering	  terminal.	  Efik,	  a	  Caldonian	  noncom	  replied,	  “We	  
have	  full	  impulse	  Madame.”	  
	   “Whew,”	  Diaz	  breathed.	   “I	   guess	   the	   virus	  didn’t	   affect	   them.	  That’s	  
one	  for	  our	  side.	  Mr.	  Nomo,	  what’s	  the	  status	  of	  the	  techno-‐virus?”	  
	   The	   Halanan	   swiveled	   around	   from	   his	   seat	   at	   the	   Operations	  
Management	   console,	   “Captain,	   the	   virus	   has	   been	   contained,	   though	   the	  
repair	   team	   is	   still	   working	   to	   eradicate	   it.”	  
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	   “Luck	  smiles	  on	  us	  twice,”	  she	  said.	  “We	  might	  just	  make	  it	  out	  of	  here	  
after	  all.”	  
	   Diaz	  stepped	  down	  into	  the	  command	  well.	  She	  stood	  behind	  Nomo’s	  
seat.	  “And	  the	  status	  of	  the	  Ekuva?”	  
	   The	  man	  glanced	  down	  at	  his	  flat	  screened	  terminal.	  “Our	  sensors	  are	  
reporting	  a	  continuing	  build	  up	  in	  the	  warp	  core.	  A	  breach	  is	  imminent.”	  
	   “Come	  on	  Pell,”	  Diaz	  coaxed,	  rubbing	  her	  chin.	   “Helm,	  move	  us	  back	  
slowly,	  but	  keep	  us	  within	  transporter	  range.	  Half	  impulse.”	  
	   “Aye	   captain,”	   the	   Nuvian	   female	   replied	   crisply.	   Diaz	   felt	   the	   deck	  
plates	   tremble	   slightly	   underneath	   her	   boots.	   Unable	   to	   sit	   down,	   her	   eyes	  
were	   glued	   to	   the	   grainy	   screen,	   and	   the	   Ekuva	   floating	   alone	   in	   space,	  
minutes	  from	  its	  destruction.	  	  
	   It	   felt	  odd	  to	  her	  not	   to	  see	  the	  alien	  behemoth	  or	  the	  quantum	  rift,	  
but	   Diaz	   was	   certain	   that	   their	   disappearances	   would	   be	   the	   subject	   of	  
intense	  speculation	  among	  the	  scientific	  community.	  She	  just	  hoped	  that	  she	  
would	  be	  able	  to	  deliver	  the	  message,	  instead	  of	  being	  part	  of	  the	  tragic	  story.	  
	   “Mr.	  Nomo,”	  she	  asked	  again,	  too	  restless	  to	  allow	  things	  to	  happen	  of	  
their	  own	  accord.	  “How	  much	  longer	  before	  the	  Ekuva	  self-‐destructs?”	  
	   “Impossible	   to	   tell	   for	   certain,”	   he	   paused,	   “but	   I	   speculate	   that	   the	  
breach	  will	  consume	  the	  vessel	  in	  one	  minute.”	  
	   “That	   soon?”	   Diaz	   grumbled.	   She	   glanced	   to	   the	   aft	   portion	   of	   the	  
bridge,	  “Tactical,	   try	  raising	  Commander	  Glover	  or	  Lt.	  Dryer.”	  Ensign	  Selkirk	  
eagerly	  complied.	  
	   “Sorry	   captain,”	   he	   replied	   seconds	   later,	   running	   a	   hand	  nervously	  
through	  his	  shock	  of	  brown	  curly	  hair.	  “I’m	  not	  getting	  a	  response.”	  
	   Diaz	  didn’t	  reply.	  Instead	  she	  walked	  over	  to	  the	  helm,	  clutching	  the	  
back	   of	   the	   chair	   and	   peering	   over	   the	   Flight	   Control	   Officer’s	   shoulder,	  
“Ensign	  Randa,	  are	  we	  at	  a	  safe	  distance?”	  
	   “In	  about	  forty	  seconds	  captain,”	  the	  young	  woman	  answered.	  
	   “That’s	   cutting	   it	   pretty	   close,”	   Diaz	   said.	   The	   Nuvian	   anxiously	  
shrugged	  her	  shoulders.	  Diaz	  patted	  one	  of	  them.	  “It	  isn’t	  your	  fault.”	  
	   Sabrina	  resolved	  to	  force	  herself	  to	  sit	  down	  then.	  She	  knew	  that	  she	  
was	   making	   the	   crew	   more	   nervous,	   and	   it	   might	   cause	   them	   to	   make	   a	  
mistake	  that	  could	  spell	  disaster	  for	  all	  of	  them.	  	  
	   She	  tried	  to	  restrain	  herself,	  but	  she	  couldn’t.	  “Mr.	  Nomo…”	  she	  began	  
after	   she	   saw	   the	   first	   gouts	   of	   flame	   burst	   from	   the	   undercarriage	   of	   the	  
Ekuva,	  setting	  ablaze	  the	  noxious	  gases	  surrounding	  the	  ship.	  
	   “Thirty	  seconds,”	  he	  said	  dryly.	  “Should	  we	  raise	  shields	  now?”	  
	   “No,”	   Diaz	   stated	   emphatically,	   pausing	   a	   beat	   before	   her	   next	  
question,	  “Randa?”	  
	   “Twenty	   seconds.”	   Diaz	   leaned	   back	   in	   her	   leather	   seat,	   and	   closed	  
her	   eyes.	   She	   wasn’t	   much	   for	   prayer,	   but	   she	   fumbled	   her	   way	   hastily	  
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through	  one.	  As	  soon	  as	  she	  opened	  her	  eyes,	  she	  hard	  the	  strident	  chirp	  of	  
her	  communicator.	  
	   “Diaz	  here,”	  she	  said	  loudly,	  brimming	  with	  hope.	  On	  the	  view	  screen,	  
there	  was	  a	  tiny	  speck	  against	  the	  blossoming	  flames	  of	  the	  Ekuva.	  
	   “Captain,”	  Glover’s	  voice	  was	  tight.	  “We	  need	  some	  help.	  I	  don’t	  think	  
we	  can	  outrun	  that	  fireball.”	  
	   “We’ve	  got	  you	  on	  screen	  now,”	  Diaz	  replied.	   “I	  know	  you	  can’t.	  But	  
we’re	  on	  it.”	  She	  toggled	  the	  communicator	  built	  into	  her	  armrest.	  
	   “Balk	  here.”	  
	   “Mr.	  Balk,	  get	  a	  lock	  on	  Glover,	  Dryer,	  and	  Pell.”	  
	   “Pell	  didn’t	  make	  it,”	  Glover	  interrupted.	  
	   “Get	  a	  lock	  on	  Glover	  and	  Dryer,”	  Diaz	  modified	  her	  order,	  putting	  her	  
shock	  of	  Glover’s	  revelation	  momentarily	  to	  the	  back	  of	  her	  thoughts.	  
	   “Captain,	   need	   I	   remind	   you	   that	   I	   can’t	   be	   certain	   that	   the	  
transporter	  can	  maintain	  cohesion	  inside	  the	  nebula.”	  
	   “Do	  your	  best	  Chief,”	  she	  told	  the	  Tellarite.	  “And	  do	  it	  now.”	  
	   “Aye	  captain,”	  he	  uttered	  with	  pronounced	  skepticism.	  
	   “Ten	  seconds	  to	  warp	  core	  breach.”	  Nomo	  informed	  her.	  
	   “We’re	  arrived	  at	  a	  safe	  threshold,”	  Randa	  declared,	  relief	  evident	  in	  
her	  voice.	  “The	  ship	  will	  take	  some	  damage,	  but	  hopefully	  nothing	  fatal.”	  
	   “Thank	  you	  both,”	  Diaz	  said.	  “The	  moment	  we	  have	  both	  Glover	  and	  
Dryer,	  raise	  shields.”	  
	   She	  leaned	  back	  in	  her	  seat,	  and	  closed	  her	  eyes	  again.	  Can	  I	  get	  one	  
more	  miracle	  please,	  Diaz	  asked.	  
	   “Beam	   out	   successful,”	   Balk	   replied	   over	   the	   bridge’s	   intercom,	   the	  
surprise	  evident	  in	  his	  voice.	  
	   “Raise	   shields,”	   Diaz	   declared.	   Thank	   you	   again,	   she	   thought	   right	  
before	  the	  Tong	  Beak	  lit	  up	  like	  a	  Roman	  candle.	  
***	  
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CHAPTER	  TWENTY-‐THREE	  
	  
****	  
First	  Officer’s	  Personal	  Log-‐Supplemental:	  It’s	  been	  several	  days	  since	  the	  
destruction	  of	  the	  Ekuva.	  	  
	   We	  are	  still	  trekking	  through	  the	  Tong	  Beak,	  or	  rather	  what’s	  left	  
of	   it.	   The	   Galor’s	   explosion	   ignited	   a	   firestorm	   that	  we	   didn’t	  make	   any	  
better	  when	  Diaz	  ordered	  the	  ship	  to	  kick	  into	  warp.	  
	   But	   that’s	   a	   problem	   for	   the	   Cardassians	   to	   tackle,	   since	   they	  
played	  such	  a	  large	  role	  in	  putting	  us	  in	  harm’s	  way	  to	  begin	  with.	  In	  any	  
event,	   it	   feels	   good	  not	  having	   the	  pressure	  of	   the	  mission	  on	  our	  backs	  
any	  longer.	  Things	  are	  slowly	  returning	  to	  normal,	  well,	  as	  normal	  as	  one	  
could	  expect.	  
	   Since	  I’ve	  spent	  my	  entire	  time	  aboard	  Cuffe	  leading	  a	  double	  life,	  
I’m	  not	   sure	  what	   normal	   is.	   That	   revelation,	   along	  with	   the	   loose	   ends	  
regarding	   Laurent’s	   fate,	   the	   extent	   of	   Darma’s	   treachery,	   what	   to	   do	  
about	  Zim’s	  outburst,	  and	  my	  future	  aboard	  this	  vessel	  are	  all	  things	  left	  
for	  me	  and	  Captain	  Diaz	  to	  resolve.	  But	  I’m	  more	  confident	  than	  ever	  that	  
we	  can,	  and	  we	  will	  the	  find	  common	  cause	  to	  do	  so.	  
	   Despite	   that,	   I’m	   not	   looking	   forward	   particularly	   to	   the	   next	  
couple	  weeks;	  especially	  the	  job	  of	  informing	  Lt.	  Sandhurst	  of	  Pell’s	  demise	  
that	  I’ve	  tasked	  myself	  with.	  And	  I	  thought	  having	  my	  lungs	  replaced,	  and	  
my	  arm	  ripped	  to	  the	  bone	  was	  painful	  enough.	  	  
****	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Sickbay	  One-‐Intensive	  Care	  Unit)	  
	  
	   “Commander	  Glover,”	  Lt.	  Sandhurst	  said	  weakly,	   “this	   is	  a	  surprise.”	  
Terrence	   had	   a	   disorienting	   sense	   of	   déjà	   vu	   as	   he	   entered	   the	   room.	   The	  
engineer	  was	  sitting	  up	  on	  the	  biobed,	  supported	  by	  several	  thick	  pillows.	  A	  
delta-‐wave	  inducer	  was	  attached	  to	  the	  man’s	  forehead.	  	  
	   “You	   were	   expecting	   Captain	   Diaz	   I’m	   sure,”	   Glover	   replied.	   “She	  
sends	  her	  regards.”	  
	   “I	   understand,”	   Sandhurst	   nodded.	   “I’m	   certain	   that	   she	   has	   quite	   a	  
load	  to	  deal	  with	  right	  now.	  Doc	  Nemato	  has	  been	  somewhat	  circumspect	  in	  
the	  information	  he	  has	  told	  me	  about	  the	  ship	  and	  crews’	  status.	  I’m	  assuming	  
you’re	  here	  to	  fill	  in	  the	  blanks.”	  
	   “Yeah,	   I	   am,”	   Glover	   looked	   around,	   found	   a	   seat,	   and	   pulled	   it	   up	  
along	  side	  Sandhurst’s	  bed.	  He	  turned	  it	  around,	  and	  sat	  down,	  propping	  his	  
forearms	  against	  the	  chair’s	  back.	  “It’s	  about	  Pell.”	  
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	   A	  pained	  expression	  crossed	  Sandhurst’s	  face.	  “Thank	  you	  for	  cutting	  
to	  the	  chase,”	  he	  said,	  though	  his	  faltering	  tone	  belied	  the	  sentiment.	  “She-‐she	  
didn’t	  make	  it.	  Did	  she?”	  
	   “No,	  no	  Lieutenant	  she	  didn’t.”	  Glover	  added	  quickly,	   “But	  she	  came	  
back	   for	   me.	   She	   tried	   to	   stop	   the	   Ekuva’s	   warp	   core	   from	   exploding.	  
Whatever	  her	  life	  was	  like	  in	  her	  own	  universe,	  she	  died	  a	  hero	  in	  ours.”	  
	   “Thank	  you	  Commander,”	  Sandhurst	  said	  quietly.	  “I…I	  needed	  to	  hear	  
that.”	  
	   Feeling	  relieved,	   saddened,	  and	  extremely	  awkward,	  all	  at	   the	  same	  
time,	  Glover	  shrugged	  his	  shoulders.	  “Well,	  I	  guess	  I	  better	  be	  leaving	  you	  to	  
finish	  recuperating.	  We	  need	  you	  back	  in	  Engineering.”	  
	   “The	  ship…is	  out	  of	  danger?”	  Donald	  asked;	  his	  voice	  cracking.	  Glover	  
pretended	  not	  to	  notice	  the	  new	  wetness	  in	  the	  man’s	  eyes.	  
	   “I	  wouldn’t	  say	  that	  until	  we	  are	  clear	  of	   the	  nebula.	  That	  should	  be	  
another	   three	  days,”	  Glover	  said.	   “But	  don’t	   rush.	  Ensign	  T’Shanir	   is	  doing	  a	  
pretty	  good	  job,	  but	  things	  always	  run	  more	  smoothly	  when	  the	  chief	  is	  at	  the	  
helm.”	  
	   Sandhurst	   was	   oblivious	   to	   the	   Commander’s	   forced	   cheer.	  
“Commander…Terrence…”	  he	  ventured.	  Glover’s	   face	  tightened.	  Normally	  he	  
would	  rip	  a	  worm	  hole	  into	  any	  subordinate	  that	  referred	  to	  him	  by	  his	  given	  
name	  without	  his	  permission,	  but	  this	  time	  he	  let	  it	  slide.	  
	   “Yes?”	  
	   “Pell…did	  she	  say	  anything…anything	  about	  me…about	  us?”	  
	   Terrence	  cleared	  his	  throat,	  as	  he	  remembered	  his	  last	  conversation	  
with	  the	  Bajoran.	  “She-‐she	  said	  that	  you	  changed	  her,	  that	  you	  made	  her	  less	  
ruthless.”	  
	   Sandhurst	  smiled.	  “Thank	  you.”	  Tears	  rolled	  down	  the	  man’s	  cheeks,	  
and	  he	  made	  no	  effort	  to	  wipe	  them	  away.	  Glover	  felt	  his	  own	  tears	  beginning	  
to	  form.	  “I-‐I	  love	  her	  Terrence.”	  
	   “I	  know.”	  
	   “But-‐but	  I	  won’t	  stand	  in	  your	  way,”	  Sandhurst	  added.	  
	   “Stand	  in	  my	  way?	  What	  do	  you	  mean?”	  
	   “Well-‐I,”	  Donald	  stopped	  himself,	  his	  brow	  furrowing	  as	  he	  gathered	  
his	   thoughts.	   “I	   know	   that	   you	   care	   for	   Ojana.	   I	   just	   didn’t	   know	   how	  
much…until	  this	  trip.	  You	  two	  have	  a	  deeper	  connection,	  a	  longer	  history	  than	  
we	  shared.	  I	  don’t	  want	  to	  stand	  in	  the	  way	  of	  that.”	  
	   “Hold	   on,”	   Glover	   remarked,	   his	   cheeks	   warming	   with	  
embarrassment.	   Terrence	   had	   been	   afraid	   that	   this	   conversation	   would	  
traipse	   into	  sticky,	  unwelcome	  subject	  matter.	  For	  once,	  he	  didn’t	   like	  being	  
right	  so	  often.	  “It’s	  not	  like	  that	  between	  us	  Lieutenant,	  nothing	  like	  that	  all.”	  
	   “Then	  what	  is	  it	  like?”	  
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	   “That’s	  none	  of	  your	  business,”	  Glover	  said	  more	  harshly	  than	  he	  had	  
intended.	  Sandhurst	  reared	  back	  as	  if	  he	  had	  been	  physically	  punched	  by	  the	  
rebuke.	  He	  saw	  a	  shroud	  form	  over	  the	  engineer’s	  face.	  Sandhurst	  was	  closing	  
up	   now,	   and	   there	   was	   very	   little	   that	   Glover	   could	   do	   now	   to	   prevent	   it,	  
unless	  he	  stepped	  out	  on	  a	  ledge	  he	  wasn’t	  willing	  to	  traverse.	  He	  had	  come	  
here	  to	  attempt	  to	  leaven	  the	  man’s	  burden,	  not	  add	  to	  it.	  	  
	   “I’m	  sorry,”	  Donald	  said.	  
	   “No,	  no	   it’s	  all	   right,”	  Glover	  replied.	   “Listen,	  you	  get	  some	  rest,	  and	  
we’ll	   talk	  again	   later.”	  As	   far	  as	  Terrence	  was	  concerned,	   later	   translated	   to	  
never	  again	  about	  this	  topic.	  	  
	   “Okay,”	  Donald	  said.	  
	   “I’ll	   inform	   the	   captain	  of	   your	  medical	   status,	   and	   send	  T’Shanir	   in	  
with	  an	  update	  on	  the	  ship’s	  systems,”	  Glover	  offered.	  	  
	   “Thank	  you.”	  
	   “I	  have	  to	  gone	  now.”	  
	   “Fine.”	  
	   The	  chair	  scudded	  loudly	  across	  the	  floor	  as	  Glover	  put	  it	  back	  where	  
he	  found	  it.	  He	  left	  ICU	  without	  looking	  back.	  
***	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Captain’s	  Ready	  Room)	  
Three	  Days	  Later…	  
	  
	   Captain	  Diaz	  started	  out	  of	  her	  office	  window.	  She	  could	  see	  just	  now	  
make	  out	  the	  compact	  outline	  of	  the	  Starship	  Liger.	  
	   In	  case	  the	  Cuffe	  didn’t	  make	  it	  out	  of	  the	  nebula,	  Diaz	  had	  ordered	  a	  
log-‐buoy	  reinforced	  with	  a	  miniature	  plasma	  dissipater,	  sent	  ahead	  of	   them.	  
She	  was	  determined	  that	  the	  sacrifices	  endured	  by	  her	  crew	  not	  be	  lost	  to	  the	  
mysteries	   of	   space.	   The	   surprise	   arrival	   of	   the	   Liger	   confirmed	   that	   it	   had	  
been	  received.	  She	  hated	  to	  admit	  that	  she	  was	  relieved	  to	  see	  the	  ship.	  	  
	   “Anxious	  to	  see	  Captain	  Brahe	  again?”	  Terrence	  joked	  as	  he	  came	  into	  
the	  room.	  Sabrina	  was	  glad	  the	  man	  could	  joke	  again.	  He	  had	  perhaps	  had	  the	  
roughest	  going	  of	  all	  of	  them.	  Glover	  had	  faced	  his	  crucible,	  both	  mental	  and	  
physical	  and	  survived.	  It	  made	  her	  decision	  more	  palatable.	  
	   Turning	   slowly	   from	   the	  window,	   she	   informed	  him.	   “Terrence,	   I’m	  
resigning	   my	   commission.”	   Diaz	   smiled	   at	   the	   man’s	   stunned	   expression.	  
“Never	  seen	  you	  speechless	  before,”	  she	  quipped.	  
	   “Why	  are	  you	  going	  to	  do	  that?”	  	  
	   “Short	  answer:	  I’m	  old.	  Plus,	  you’re	  ready	  for	  command.	  I’m	  going	  to	  
recommend	  that	  you	  get	  the	  Cuffe.	  That	  is,	  if	  you’ll	  have	  her?”	  
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	   “Captain,”	  Glover	  said	  slowly,	   leaning	  against	   the	  back	  of	  a	  chair	   for	  
support.	  “I-‐I	  don’t	  know	  what	  to	  say.”	  
	   “Yes	  would	  be	  optimal.”	  
	   “But…”	  
	   “There’s	   no	   but,”	   Diaz	   rasped.	   “I’ve	   been	   in	   the	   Fleet	   since	   ’44,	   in	  
space	   since	   ’48.	   I’ve	   given	   more	   of	   myself	   to	   Starfleet	   than	   I	   did	   my	   own	  
family.	  I	  think	  I	  deserve	  a	  break.	  You	  don’t?”	  
	   “Well…I’m	  not	  saying	  that,”	  the	  man	  sputtered.	  
	   “Then	   what	   are	   you	   saying?”	   She	   enjoyed	   grilling	   him.	   Sowing	  
confusion	  among	  her	  junior	  officers	  would	  be	  one	  thing	  Sabrina	  admitted	  to	  
herself	  that	  she	  would	  miss.	  	  
	   “This	  is	  so	  unexpected.”	  	  
	   “You	  earned	  it,”	  Diaz	  remarked,	  moving	  from	  the	  window	  to	  her	  desk.	  
She	  sat	  down,	  and	  gestured	  for	  Glover	  to	  do	  the	  same.	  Absently	  picking	  up	  a	  
padd,	   she	   pretended	   to	   scan	   it.	   “You	   didn’t	   have	   to	   come	   clean	   about	   your	  
counter-‐mission	  with	  Nechayev’s	  office,	  but	  you	  did.	  I	  won’t	  be	  including	  it	  in	  
my	  final	  report	  by	  the	  way.”	  
	   “Th-‐thank	  you	  sir,”	  Glover	  said,	  relieved.	  “But	  I	  have	  already	  informed	  
my	  contact	  of	  the	  events	  that	  unfolded	  in	  the	  nebula	  this	  morning.”	  
	   “I’m	  sure	  your	  contact	  was	  less	  than	  thrilled	  by	  your	  decision.”	  
	   “That’s	  an	  understatement,”	  Glover	  replied	  tightly.	  
	   “Well,	  you’ll	  receive	  no	  opposition	  to	  getting	  the	  fourth	  pip	  from	  me.	  
And	   by	   the	   time	   Command	   reads	   my	   glowing	   account	   of	   your	   exploits,	  
whatever	  grudge	  Adm.	  Nechayev	  might	  hold	  against	  you	  might	  not	  hold	  much	  
water.	   Especially	   since	   she’s	   going	   to	   have	   to	   account	   for	   placing	   Laurent	  
onboard	  my	  ship.”	  
	   “That’s	   another	   thing,”	   Glover	   said,	   leaning	   forward,	   his	   expression	  
troubled.	  “Adm.	  Nechayev	  didn’t	  issue	  Laurent’s	  orders.”	  
	   “What?”	  Now	  it	  was	  Diaz’s	  turn	  to	  be	  stunned.	  “But	  you	  authenticated	  
the	  order	  yourself.”	  
	   “I	   know,”	   Glover	   said.	   “It	   appears	   that	   Laurent	   had	   some	   very	   high	  
level	  friends	  that	  were	  able	  to	  forge	  Nechayev’s	  signature	  code.”	  
	   “Would	  these	  ‘friends’	  be	  part	  of	  this	  mysterious	  Brigade	  by	  chance?”	  
Diaz	  asked.	  She	  had	  settled	  on	  that	  conclusion	  several	  days	  ago.	  
	   “My	  contact	  isn’t	  certain,	  but	  that’s	  the	  going	  theory.”	  
	   “But	  what	  about	  Chief	  Darma	  and	  his	  Romulan	   technology?”	  Doctor	  
Nemato	   had	   determined	   that	   the	   Armory	  Officer	   had	   committed	   suicide	   by	  
ingesting	  a	  Felodesine	  chip,	  standard	  practice	   for	  doomed	  Romulan	  military	  
officers.”	  
	   Glover	  shook	  his	  head.	  “I	  don’t	  have	  any	  answer	  for	  that.	  It	  could	  be	  
that	   the	   Romulans	   were	   also	   involved	   with	   supporting	   the	   Brigade.	   It’s	  
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possible	   that	   they	   sought	   to	   exploit	   extant	   tensions	  between	   the	  Union	   and	  
the	  Federation.”	  
	   “It’s	   possible,”	   Diaz	   snorted.	   “But	   if	   these	   Brigade	   guys	   are	   such	  
patriots,	  I	  don’t	  see	  them	  accepting	  Romulan	  help.	  The	  Romulan	  angle	  smells	  
fishy	  to	  me.”	  
	   Terrence	  shrugged.	  “I’m	  sure	  the	  truth	  will	  come	  out	  eventually.”	  
	   “Your	   naïveté	   is	   touching,”	   Diaz	   remarked.	   “Another	   good	   sign	   that	  
you’re	  ready	  for	  command.	  You	  still	  have	  some	  idealism	  left	   in	  you.	  Me,	   I’ve	  
got	  none.”	  
	   “Don’t	   say	   that,”	   Glover	   replied.	   “There	   were	   plenty	   of	   times	   you	  
could’ve	  given	  up	  on	  this	  mission,	  but	  you	  didn’t.	  That	  sounds	  hopeful	  to	  me.”	  
	   “You’re	  confusing	  hope	  with	  stubbornness.	  I’m	  just	  too	  bull	  headed	  to	  
relent	  when	  faced	  with	  a	  challenge.”	  
	   “You’re	  relenting	  now,”	  Terrence	  countered.	  
	   Diaz	  leaned	  back	  in	  her	  seat,	  her	  voice	  wistful,	  “So	  honor	  the	  valiant	  
who	  die	  ‘neath	  your	  sword/But	  pity	  the	  warrior	  who	  slays	  all	  his	  foes.”	  	  
	   “G’Trok,”	  Glover	   remarked	  with	  appreciation.	   “The	  Fall	  of	  Kang.	  But	  
your	  best	  days	  are	  in	  front	  of	  you.”	  
	   “Exactly,	   and	   I	   want	   to	   spend	   them	   building	   the	   bridges	   that	   I’ve	  
burned	  over	  the	  years.”	  Diaz	  rose	  up	  in	  her	  seat.	  “My	  mind	  is	  made	  up.”	  	  
	   “Really	  Captain,	  I	  can’t	  accept	  promotion.”	  
	   The	  captain	  stood	  up,	  and	  held	  out	  her	  hand.	  Glover	  rose	  and	  grasped	  
it	   in	  his	  own.	  “You	  know	  Terrence,	   I	  do	  have	  one	   last	  mission,”	  she	  decided.	  
“And	  that’s	  to	  leave	  this	  fine	  ship	  under	  the	  command	  of	  someone	  I	  trust,	  and	  
that’s	  exactly	  what	  I’m	  going	  to	  do	  Captain	  Glover.”	  
***	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Lt.	  Sandhurst’s	  Quarters)	  
	  
	   “Captain	  Diaz,	  this	  is	  a	  surprise,”	  Donald	  Sandhurst	  rose	  quickly	  to	  his	  
feet.	  
	   “Please,	   no	   need	   to	   stand	   at	   attention,	   this	   is	   your	   private	   domicile	  
after	  all,”	  the	  woman	  said,	  with	  a	  placid	  smile	  on	  her	  face.	  “May	  I	  come	  in?”	  
	   “Of	  course	  sir,”	  Donald	  replied.	  
	   The	  captain	  stepped	  into	  the	  room,	  her	  eyes	  immediately	  going	  to	  the	  
steaming	  bowl	  of	  Gang	  Gai	   on	  his	  dining	   table.	   “Thai	   tonight	  huh?	   I	   haven’t	  
had	  it	  in	  years,”	  she	  regarded	  the	  dish	  with	  relish.	  “I	  didn’t	  mean	  to	  interrupt	  
you.”	  
	   “No,	   you	   weren’t,”	   Sandhurst	   slid	   the	   plate	   away.	   “I	   was	   just	  
reviewing	  the	  latest	  diagnostic.”	  
	   “I’m	  disturbing	  you.”	  
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	   “You	   really	   aren’t.	   Please	   have	   a	   seat.	   I	   can	   program	   you	   a	   bowl	   of	  
Gang	  Gai	  from	  the	  replicator	  if	  you	  wish.”	  	  
	   “No	  thank	  you,	  but	  I	  will	  take	  a	  seat.”	  The	  captain	  settled	  into	  a	  chair	  
across	  from	  him.	  Donald	  sat	  back	  in	  his	  seat.	  	  
	   “So,	  how	  are	  things?”	  She	  asked.	  
	   “Well	  the	  engines	  and	  outer	  hull	  are	  recovering	  fairly	  nicely	  from	  that	  
firestorm	   we	   ignited	   when	   we	   vacated	   the	   Tong	   Beak.	   But	   the	   ship	   really	  
could	   use	   a	   refit.	   I’m	   looking	   forward	   to	   the	   downtime	   at	   Orbital	   Station	  
Bolden.”	  
	   “That’s	   nice	   to	   know,”	   Diaz	   looked	   slyly	   at	   him,	   and	   Donald	   felt	  
strangely	   as	   if	   he	  were	   sitting	   in	   the	   principal’s	   office	   again.	   “But	   that’s	   not	  
what	  I’m	  talking	  about	  and	  you	  know	  it.	  How	  are	  you	  doing?”	  
	   “I’m…I’m	  fine.”	  
	   “You	  don’t	  sound	  so	  sure	  about	  that.”	  
	   “I	  am.”	  Donald	  said	  with	  emphasis.	  
	   “No,	  I	  know	  you’re	  not.	  We’ll	  be	  back	  in	  orbit	  around	  Minos	  Korva	  in	  
just	  a	  couple	  more	  days.	  I	  suggest	  you	  set	  up	  an	  appointment	  with	  Counselor	  
Ellan	  as	  soon	  as	  possible.”	  
	   “I	  take	  it	  that’s	  more	  of	  an	  order	  than	  suggestion.”	  
	   “You’re	  right,”	  Diaz	  said,	  a	  vulpine	  smirk	  on	  her	  face.	  	  
	   “I’ve	   never	   been	   much	   for	   counseling,	   the	   idea	   of	   someone	   poking	  
around	  in	  your	  head…”	  	  
	   “The	   man’s	   a	   Deltan,	   not	   a	   Vulcan.	   There’ll	   be	   no	   mind-‐melds	  
occurring.”	  
	   “But	  still…I	  prefer	  to	  handle	  this	  on	  my	  own.	  But	  I	  won’t	  fight	  you	  on	  
it.”	  
	   “That’s	  unfortunate,”	  Diaz	  smiled	  sadly.	  “I’ve	  seen	  another	  side	  of	  you	  
this	  lately,	  one	  more	  willing	  to	  fight.	  And	  I	  like	  that.”	  
	   “Really,”	  a	  lump	  was	  forming	  in	  Sandhurst’s	  throat.	  “But	  I	  was	  part	  of	  
a	  mutiny	  against	  you.”	  
	   “You	  were	  an	  officer	  doing	  your	  duty	  to	  the	  best	  of	  your	  ability,”	  Diaz	  
retorted.	   “Stop	  beating	  yourself	  up	  about	   it.	  You	  made	  a	  decision,	   corrected	  
course	  when	   you	   realized	   you	  were	   in	   error.	   Big	   deal.	   That’s	   not	  what	   I’m	  
talking	   about;	   I’m	   referring	   to	  you	   sticking	  by	  Pell.	   You	   took	  a	   leap	  of	   faith,	  
more	  than	  I	  would	  be	  capable	  of.	  And	  you	  stood	  behind	  that	  decision.”	  
	   “I…”	  Donald’s	   throat	   closed	  up.	  He	   looked	  away	   from	  Diaz,	   his	   eyes	  
growing	  moist.	  
	   “It’s	  okay	  Donald,”	  her	  voice	  was	  now	  gentle,	  kind.	  The	  softest	  he	  had	  
every	   heard	   it.	   “You’ve	   got	   a	   big	   heart.	   That’s	   nothing	   to	   be	   ashamed	   of.	  
Couple	   that	   with	   a	   stronger	   spine,	   and	   you’ll	   make	   one	   hell	   of	   a	   captain	  
someday.”	  
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	   He	   whipped	   around,	   flabbergasted.	   “Captain?	   I	   don’t	   want	   to	   be	   a	  
captain!”	  
	   Diaz	  shrugged.	  “For	  once,	  I’m	  not	  going	  to	  fight	  about	  it,”	  she	  smiled.	  
The	  captain	  grabbed	  his	  wrist,	  and	  squeezed	  it.	  “I’m	  resigning.”	  
	   “No.”	  
	   “Yes,”	  she	  shook	  her	  head.	  “And	  I’ve	  recommended	  that	  Terrence	  take	  
over.”	  
	   “I…don’t	  believe	  it.”	  
	   “It’s	   true.	  Of	   course	   it’s	  pending	  approval	  by	  Command.	  But	   I’m	  not	  
anticipating	  too	  much	  of	  a	  bumpy	  ride.”	  
	   Sandhurst	  swallowed.	  “Wow,	  I	  um	  don’t	  know	  quite	  what	  to	  say.”	  
	   “Wish	  me	  good	  tidings	  or	  jamaharon	  because	  Risa’s	  my	  first	  vacation	  
stop	  after	  I	  turn	  in	  my	  pips.”	  
	   Donald	  couldn’t	  help	  but	  chuckle.	  “I’m	  going	  to	  miss	  you	  Captain.”	  
	   “Call	  me	  Sabrina…just	  this	  once,”	  she	  smiled.	  
	   “Okay…Sabrina.	  You’ve	  been	  more	  than	  a	  captain.”	  
	   “Why	  thank	  you	  Donald,”	  Sabrina	  said,	  her	  eyes	  starting	  to	  mist	  over	  
as	  well.	  “You’ve	  been	  like	  the	  son	  I’ve	  never	  had…but	  of	  course	  I’ll	  have	  plenty	  
of	  time	  to	  remedy	  that.”	  Sandhurst	  laughed.	  
	   “What	  will	  Starfleet	  do	  without	  you?”	  
	   “There’s	   a	  whole	  new	   crop	  of	   officers,	   people	   like	  Terrence,	   or	   that	  
Captain	  Shelby	  on	  the	  Malcolm	  Reed.	  Or	  Monica.	  The	  future	  belongs	  to	  them,	  
and	  you.”	  	  
	   “Really,”	   Sandhurst	   shook	   his	   head	   in	   protest,	   “I’m	   not	   captain	  
material.”	  
	   “Not	   yet,”	   Diaz	   replied.	   “But	   take	   my	   word	   for	   it.	   You’ll	   be	   a	   great	  
captain	  one	  day.	  The	  first	  thing	  you	  need	  to	  do	  to	  set	  yourself	  on	  that	  path	  is	  
to	  learn	  how	  to	  go	  after	  what	  you	  want	  in	  life.”	  
	   “What	  do	  you	  mean?”	  
	   “If	  Commander	  Pell	  is	  on	  the	  Chevalier,	  then	  why	  are	  you	  still	  here?”	  
	   Sandhurst	  was	  dumbstruck.	  “Well…I…”	  
	   “I	  know	  you	  stayed	  behind	  for	  me,	  and	  I	  appreciate	  that,	  but	  I’m	  going	  
to	   be	   out	   of	   the	   equation	   very	   shortly.	   And	   I	   know	   that	   you	   and	   Terrence	  
aren’t	  all	  that	  chummy.”	  
	   “We	  don’t	  have	  to	  like	  each	  other	  to	  work	  together.”	  
	   “True,”	   Diaz	   nodded	   her	   head	   sagely,	   “But	   it	   sure	   does	  make	  work	  
more	  fun.”	  
	   Donald	  didn’t	  have	  an	  answer	  to	  that.	  The	  captain	  stood	  up,	  clapped	  
him	   on	   the	   shoulder,	   and	   said,	   “Think	   about	   it.”	   She	   left	   before	   Sandhurst	  
could	  muster	  a	  reply.	  
	   As	  much	  as	  he	   tried	   to	  deny	   the	   truth	  of	  what	   the	  captain	  had	  said,	  
the	  idea	  had	  already	  taken	  root.	  
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***	  
	  
	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Commander	  Glover’s	  Suite)	  
	  
	   “Congratulations,”	   Commander	   Benjamin	   Sisko	   replied,	   his	   solemn	  
expression	  undercutting	  his	  words.	  
	   “You	   don’t	   have	   to	   be	   so	   grim	   Ben,”	   Terrence	   laughed.	   “I	   told	   you	  
during	   freshmen	   year	   I	   would	   be	   in	   the	   center	   seat	   before	   you.	   It’s	   only	  
prophecy	   coming	   to	   pass.”	   Sisko	   looked	   even	   more	   uncomfortable.	   Glover	  
winced.	   “Sorry,	   forgot	   you’re	   a	   religious	   icon	   now,	   so	   words	   like	   prophecy	  
shouldn’t	  be	  bandied	  about	  so	  casually.”	  
	   Usually	  Benjamin	  was	  more	  of	  a	  sport.	  He	  had	  taken	  the	  death	  of	  his	  
wife	   Jennifer	   at	   Wolf	   359	   very	   hard	   three	   years	   ago,	   and	   had	   become	   a	  
morose	   shell	   of	   himself.	   But	   since	   his	   promotion	   to	   head	   of	   starbase	   Deep	  
Space	  Nine	  orbiting	  Bajor	  earlier	  in	  the	  year,	  the	  man	  had	  a	  new	  lease	  on	  life.	  
He	  was	  gradually	  returning	  to	  a	  semblance	  of	  the	  old	  bon	  vivant	  Benjamin	  of	  
years	  past.	  However,	  the	  man	  strongly	  disapproved	  of	  the	  Bajorans	  insistence	  
that	  he	  was	  the	  prophesized	  Emissary	  of	  their	  deities.	  	  
	   “Have	  you	  spoken	  with	  Cal	  recently,”	  Ben	  asked;	  the	  tone	  in	  his	  voice	  
filling	  Terrence	  with	  dread.	  He	  didn’t	  want	  to	  ask,	  but	  couldn’t	  stop	  himself.	  
	   “No,	  I	  haven’t,	  Cal	  was	  the	  next	  person	  I	  was	  going	  to	  inform.	  Is	  he	  all	  
right?	  Has	  something	  happened?”	  
	   “Yes,”	   Sisko	   said,	   without	   preamble.	   “It’s	   Gretchen.”	   Terrence	   had	  
only	   met	   Gretchen	   Hudson	   a	   few	   times,	   but	   the	   flaxen	   haired,	   vivacious	  
botanist	   had	   left	   a	   memorable	   impression.	   Calvin	   had	   picked	   the	   perfect	  
person	  to	  share	  his	  life	  with.	  	  
	   “Gretchen,	  oh	  my	  God,	  what’s	  happened?”	  
	   “He	  never	  told	  you	  why	  he	  left	  the	  Cuffe?”	  	  
	   “No,”	   Glover	   replied.	   “You	   know	   how	   Cal	   can	   be	   sometimes.	  Mister	  
Secretive.”	  
	   “He	   left	   because	   of	   Gretchen.	   A	   little	   over	   a	   year	   ago,	   she	   was	  
diagnosed	  with	  Darnay’s	  disease.”	  
	   “Oh	   no,”	   Terrence	   whispered.	   “I	   can’t	   believe	   that	   Cal	   kept	   this	   to	  
himself.”	  
	   Benjamin	   shook	   his	   head.	   “Like	   you	   said	   before,	   you	   know	   Cal.	   He	  
doesn’t	  like	  a	  lot	  of	  pity	  or	  sympathy.	  I	  only	  found	  out	  a	  few	  weeks	  ago	  myself,	  
when	  Gretchen	  took	  a	  turn	  for	  the	  worse.”	  
	   “How	  is	  she	  doing	  now?”	  
	   “She’s…she	  passed	  away	  two	  days	  ago.”	  
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	   “I…don’t	  know	  what	  to	  say.”	  
	   “That’s	  a	   first,”	  Sisko	  darkly	  quipped.	  But	   the	  gallows	  humor	  wasn’t	  
appreciated	  this	  time.	  
	   “Really,”	  Terrence	  pleaded.	  “I	  feel	  like	  such	  an	  idiot,	  bragging	  about	  a	  
stupid	  promotion…that	  hasn’t	   even	  been	  approved	  yet…when	  Cal	   is	  dealing	  
with	  something	  like	  this.	  When	  is	  the	  funeral?”	  
	   “At	  the	  end	  of	  the	  week.	  On	  Catulla.”	  
	   “Are	  you	  attending?”	  
	   A	  muscle	   twitched	   in	   Sisko’s	   jaw.	   “I	   won’t	   be	   able	   to,”	   he	   said,	   the	  
regret	   thick	   in	   his	   voice.	   “Starfleet’s	   presence	   here	   has	   spawned	   stiffened	  
resistance	  from	  some	  fundamentalist	  Bajoran	  elements.”	  
	   “Nothing	  you	  can’t	  handle	  I	  hope?”	  
	   Sisko’s	  smile	  was	  restrained.	  “Of	  course	  not.”	  
	   “I	  have	  some	  downtime	  coming	  up.	  I’ll	  see	  if	  I	  can	  make	  it	  out	  there.	  
Whether	   he	   wants	   it	   or	   not,	   Cal’s	   needs	   our	   support.”	   Terrence	   promised.	  
Gretchen’s	   loss	  punctuated	  all	  of	   the	   tragedy	  that	  had	  befallen	  Glover	   in	   the	  
last	  few	  weeks.	  Not	  only	  did	  Cal	  need	  him,	  he	  needed	  Cal.	  	  
	   “I	   agree.	   I’ve	   sent	   my	   condolences,	   but	   it’s	   not	   the	   same	   as	   being	  
there.”	  Sisko	  said	  forlornly.	  
	   “Don’t	  worry	   too	  much	  about	   it,”	  Terrence	   replied.	   “Cal	   knows	  how	  
hard	  you	  have	  it	  out	  there	  on	  the	  frontier.	  That’s	  a	  job	  even	  I	  wouldn’t	  take.”	  
	   Sisko	   smirked.	   “You	  might	   be	   surprised,	   but	   it’s	   not	   as	   bad	   as	   you	  
might	  think.	  It’s	  actually…starting	  to	  grow	  on	  me.”	  
	   “I’ve	   been	   meaning	   to	   check	   out	   your	   new	   digs	   when	   I	   got	   the	  
chance,”	  Terrence	  replied.	  “Now	  that	  I’ve	  got	  a	  starship	  under	  my	  command,	  I	  
can	  make	  it	  sooner	  rather	  than	  later.”	  	  
	   “The	  more	  the	  merrier.”	  Benjamin	  rumbled.	  “But	  that	  fourth	  pip’s	  not	  
a	  done	  deal	  yet	  remember.”	  
	   “Only	  thing	  left	  is	  the	  bureaucracy,”	  Glover	  said	  confidently.	  “And	  my	  
father’s	  an	  admiral	  remember?”	  
	   The	  skin	  around	  Sisko’s	  eyes	  crinkled.	  “How	  could	  I	  forget?”	  
	   “Hey,	  I	  don’t	  make	  a	  big	  deal	  about	  it.”	  
	   “The	  Glover	  name	  precedes	  you,”	  Sisko	  mocked.	  
	   “No	  more	  so	  than	  the	  Sisko	  restaurateur	  dynasty.”	  
	   “One	  Creole	  restaurant	  does	  not	  a	  dynasty	  make.”	  	  
	   “I	  bet	  you	  wouldn’t	  say	  that	  around	  your	  father.”	  
	   “You’re	  bet	  would	  be	  a	  winning	  one…this	  time.”	  
	   “So,	   I	   hear	   DS9	   has	   some	   hot	   Dabo	   action	   going	   on.”	  
	   Benjamin	  frowned.	  “Quark’s	  has	  many	  things	  going	  on;	  most	  of	  them	  
illegal	  and	  almost	  all	  immoral.”	  
	   “That’s	  never	  stopped	  either	  of	  us	  in	  the	  past,”	  Glover	  smiled.	  For	  the	  
first	  time,	  he	  could	  see	  the	  shroud	  lifting	  from	  Benjamin’s	  shoulders.	  	  
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	   “Well…at	  least	  immoral.”	  Sisko	  finally	  admitted	  with	  a	  quick	  grin.	  	  
	   “Speaking	   of	   immoral…how’s	   Dax?”	   Terrence	   had	   accompanied	   the	  
wizened	   Curzon	   and	   Benjamin	   for	   several	  memorable	   shore	   leaves.	   But	   he	  
had	  yet	  to	  meet	  the	  Trill	  symbiont’s	  new	  host.	  	  
	   “The	   Old	   Man	   is	   fine,”	   Sisko	   replied.	   “But	   he’s	   not	   quite	   a	   he	  
anymore.”	  
	   “Ah	  yes,	  I	  heard	  about	  the	  host	  change.	  I	  also	  heard	  that	  the	  new	  Dax	  
is	  quite	  a	  delectable	  sight,”	  Terrence	  probed.	  
	   “You’ll	  have	   to	  make	   that	  determination	   for	  yourself,”	  Sisko	  replied,	  
stone	  faced.	  
	   “I	  will,”	  Glover	  said.	  “I’ll	  see	  you	  soon.”	  
***	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
TWENTY-‐THREE	  
Medical	  Center	  
(Minos	  Korva)	  
	  
	   “How	   is	   Lt.	   N’Saba	   doing?”	   As	   much	   as	   Terrence	   tried	   to	   keep	   the	  
emotion	  out	  of	  his	  voice,	  his	  hurt	  creaked	  through.	  
	   “I’ve	  had	  to	  outfit	  him	  with	  a	  sensor	  web	  until	  eyes	  can	  be	  cloned	  for	  
him,”	  Nya	  Chace	  responded,	  with	  a	  dry	  professionalism	  that	  he	  envied.	  “This	  
facility	   doesn’t	   have	   the	   equipment.	   Lya	   Station	   Alpha	   has	   the	   requisite	  
medical	   technology.	   I’ve	   already	   spoken	   with	   Dr.	   Caldecott	   about	   N’Saba.	  
She’s	  a	  competent	  surgeon,	  and	  I	  trust	  she	  can	  do	  the	  job.”	  
	   “I	   take	   it	  you	  are	  not	  accompanying	  us?”	  Glover	  was	  both	  saddened	  
and	  relieved.	  
	   “No,”	   Nya	   shook	   her	   head	   slowly,	   her	   eyes	   dark,	   liquid	   pools.	   “I’ve	  
decided	   to	   return	   to	   Trill.	   Captain	   Diaz	   has	   accepted	   my	   resignation.	   I’ve	  
already	   taken	   a	   position	  with	   the	   Trill	   Science	  Ministry.	   Eban	   is	   already	   en	  
route	  to	  personally	  escort	  me	  home.”	  
	   “So,	  it’s	  just	  like	  that?”	  Terrence	  said	  tightly,	  struggling	  to	  rein	  in	  his	  
emotions.	  “You	  go	  back	  to	  your	  life	  like	  nothing	  happened	  at	  all,	  is	  that	  it?”	  
	   “You	  know	  it	  isn’t	  like	  that	  at	  all,”	  Chace	  replied	  sharply.	  “How	  could	  
you	  think	  me	  so	  callous?”	  
	   “Does	  Eban	  know?	  Does	  he	  know	  about	  us	  and	  our	  child?”	  
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	   Nya	   inhaled	  quickly,	   her	   face	   tightening.	   She	   let	   the	  pent	  up	  air	  out	  
slowly,	   looking	   down	   at	   her	   desk.	  Her	   voice	  was	   tiny.	   “Yes…yes,	   I	   told	   him.	  
He’s…he’s	  forgiven	  me.”	  
	   “What	  about	  our	  child?	  How	  did	  he	  feel	  about	  that?”	  
	   “Does	  it	  really	  matter	  Terrence?”	  She	  replied,	  looking	  up	  at	  him	  again,	  
her	   expression	   searching,	   pleading.	   “There’s	   nothing	   we	   can	   do	   about	   that	  
now.”	  
	   A	  reply	  formed	  quickly	  on	  Glover’s	  lips,	  but	  he	  held	  it	  back.	  She	  was	  
right.	  There	  was	  no	  way	  he	  could	  change	  Nya’s	  decision.	  It	  hadn’t	  been	  fully	  
his	   to	  make.	  Even	   though	  her	   selfish	  actions	  would	   forever	   scar	  him,	   it	  was	  
wrong	  for	  him	  to	  try	  to	  make	  her	  hurt	  as	  badly	  as	  he	  did.	  Terrence’s	  pain	  was	  
his	  alone.	  
	   He	  stood	  up	  straight,	  his	  shoulders	  squared.	  “I…I	  wish	  you…I	  hope	  for	  
you	  a	  happy	  life	  Nya.”	  
	   The	  Trill’s	  eyes	  glistened.	  “Listen,	  Terrence…”	  
	   “I	   think	   its	  best	   I	   leave	  now,”	  he	   turned	  sharply	  on	  his	  heel	  and	  did	  
just	  that.	  
***	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Captain’s	  Ready	  Room)	  
	  
	   “You	  too?	  It	  feels	  like	  a	  revolving	  door	  on	  this	  ship,”	  the	  First	  Officer	  
replied,	  with	  more	  good	  humor	  than	  Donald	  Sandhurst	  had	  ever	  witnessed.	  “I	  
can’t	  believe	  you’re	  willing	  to	  be	  a	  second	  banana	  again.”	  	  
	   “Well	   sir,	   I’ve	   thought	  about	   it	   long	  and	  hard,”	  Sandhurst	  added.	  He	  
thought	   he	   saw	   just	   a	   brief	   overcast	   of	   disappointment,	   or	   maybe	   disgust,	  
darken	  the	  man’s	  smiling	  gaze.	  But	  Donald	  quickly	  chalked	  it	  up	  as	  a	  figment	  
of	  his	  imagination,	  a	  product	  of	  the	  existing	  tension	  between	  the	  two	  men.	  	  
	   “Look,	  you	  can	  save	  the	  canned	  speech,	   if	  you	  want	  to	  go	  that’s	  fine.	  
I’m	  sure	  that	  Ojana	  will	  be	  happy	  to	  see	  you.”	  Now,	  that’s	  the	  Terrence	  I	  know,	  
Donald	  thought:	  Straight	  to	  the	  jugular.	  	  
	   “Thank	  you	  sir.”	  
	   “I	  am	  surprised	  that	  the	  transfer	  went	  through	  so	  quickly.”	  
	   “Well,	   Captain	   Diaz	   does	   work	   wonders,”	   Sandhurst	   replied.	   Even	  
though	  Sabrina	  had	  relinquished	  a	  lot	  of	  responsibility	  to	  Commander	  Glover	  
neither	   her	   resignation	   nor	   Glover’s	   promotion	   had	   yet	   to	   be	   accepted	   by	  
Starfleet	  Command,	  leaving	  her	  still	  as	  Commanding	  Officer.	  
	   After	   he	   had	   informed	   her	   of	   his	   decision,	   the	   captain	   had	  
immediately	   contacted	   Captain	   Covey,	   and	   went	   through	   several	  
backchannels,	  one	  of	  them	  Donald	  was	  certain	  involved	  her	  ex-‐husband	  Adm.	  
Viamante.	  	  
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	   “I	   wish	   the	   same	   could	   be	   said	   regarding	   my	   status,”	   Terrence	  
grumbled,	   but	   the	   man’s	   usual	   spiky	   intensity	   had	   planed	   off	   considerably	  
since	  the	  mission	  in	  the	  Tong	  Beak.	  
	   “I’m	  sure	  it	  will	  come	  through,”	  Donald	  replied,	  trying	  to	  be	  cheerful.	  
Chief	   Balk	   had	   informed	   him	   of	   some	   of	   the	   rumors	   swirling	   around	   the	  
unexpected	  transfer	  of	  Dr.	  Chace	  from	  the	  Cuffe,	  and	  Sandhurst	  felt	  sorry	  for	  
the	  man	  if	  even	  an	  ounce	  of	  what	  Balk	  had	  relayed	  to	  him	  was	  true.	  
	   “Please	  give	  Pell	  my	  regards,”	  Glover	  paused,	  his	  eyebrows	  knitting.	  A	  
strange	   expression	   came	   over	   his	   face.	   “And	   one	  more	   thing…Lieutenant,	   I	  
would	   prefer	   if	   you	   kept	  my	   embarrassing	   episode	   in	   the	   detention	   center	  
between	  us.	  I	  don’t	  think	  that	  Ojana	  would	  quite	  understand.”	  
	   Do	   you	   understand	   it	   yourself?	   Donald	   had	   wanted	   to	   ask.	   But	   he	  
nodded.	  “Sure.	  It	  was	  none	  of	  my	  business	  anyway.	  I	  shouldn’t	  have	  invaded	  
your	  privacy.”	  
	   “You	  did	  nothing	  of	  the	  sort.”	  
	   “Thank	  you	  for	  saying	  so,”	  Sandhurst	  replied,	  the	  cordiality	  between	  
the	  two	  men	  reaching	  surreal	  proportions.	  
	   “And	   I’ll	   let	   you	   deal	  with	   how	   you’ll	   tell	   Ojana,	   or	   not,	   about	   your	  
own	  experiences	  with	  her	  duplicate.”	  Glover	  offered.	  
	   The	  temperature	  in	  the	  room	  immediately	  increased.	  Donald	  resisted	  
a	  strong	  desire	  to	  tug	  at	  his	  collar.	  “To	  be	  honest	  sir,	  I’m	  not	  sure	  if	  I	  will…it’s	  
complicated.”	  
	   “Understood,”	  Terrence	  said,	  “But	  I	  want	  you	  to	  treat	  Ojana	  right,	  like	  
the	   lady	  she	   is.	   I	  will	  be	  watching.”	  His	  smile	  visage	  morphed	  quickly	   into	  a	  
hard	   eyed,	   predacious	   mien.	   The	   change	   over	   freaked	   Donald	   out,	   but	   he	  
papered	  over	  his	  sudden	  discomfort	  as	  best	  as	  possible.	  The	  engineer	  nodded	  
his	  assent.	  
	   “Anything	  else	  to	  report,”	  Glover	  asked,	  the	  familiar	  gruff	  tone	  back	  in	  
his	  voice.	  The	  warmth	  between	  them	  was	  already	  icing	  over.	  	  
	   “Nothing	  else	  sir.”	  
	   Glover	   stood	   up	   and	   stiffly	   reached	   out	   his	   hand.	   It	   swallowed	  
Donald’s.	  The	  commander	  pumped	  Sandhurst’s	  hand	  forcefully.	  “Good	  luck	  to	  
you.	  Now,	  get	  the	  hell	  out	  of	  my	  office.”	  
***	  
	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Commander	  Glover’s	  Suite)	  
	  
	   Terrence	  didn’t	  feel	  completely	  comfortable	  taking	  over	  the	  Captain’s	  
Ready	  Room	  without	  the	  formal	  change	  in	  command	  order,	  so	  he	  had	  decided	  
to	   finish	   up	  his	   report	   on	   the	  mysterious	   alien	   ship,	  which	  he	  dubbed	   “The	  
Leviathan	  Incident”,	  in	  his	  quarters.	  
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	   They	  had	  lost	  a	  lot	  of	  good	  people	  in	  the	  nebula,	  with	  the	  kidnapped	  
Edoan	   crewmen	   Trex	   counted	   along	   with	   Simus,	   Hunal,	   Rogo,	   and	   Aguilar	  
among	  the	  missing.	  
	   With	  so	  much	  going	  on,	  Glover	  hadn’t	  had	   time	   to	  grieve	   for	  Simus.	  
He	   hoped	   at	   least	   that	   the	   crew	   on	   the	   alien	   ship	  met	   their	   end	   peacefully,	  
though	  Terrence	   could	   hear	   the	   old	   Vulcan	   in	   the	   back	   of	   his	  mind	   chiding	  
him	  about	  hope	  being	  illogical.	  	   	  
	   “Death	   and	   rebirth,	   the	   cyclical	   nature	   of	   the	   universe,”	   Glover	  
mimicked	   the	   man’s	   parched	   voice.	   “I	   know,	   I	   know,”	   he	   shook	   his	   head	  
wistfully.	  	  
	   He	  had	  already	  begun	  collecting	  Simus’s	  personal	  affects.	  As	  soon	  as	  
he	  was	   able	   he	  would	   take	   them	   to	  Vulcan	   personally	   and	   present	   them	   to	  
T’Sheni,	  Simus’s	  mate.	  It	  was	  the	  least	  he	  could	  do.	  
	   His	  door	   chimed.	  Glover	   smiled.	  Nyota	  had	   finally	   convinced	  him	   to	  
take	  her	  orbital	  skydiving	  over	  Minos	  Korva.	  With	  only	  a	  day	  left	  before	  they	  
headed	  off	  to	  Catulla,	  Terrence	  just	  couldn’t	  resist.	  
	   He	  glanced	  over	   the	  report	  once	  more.	  The	  door	  chimed	  again.	   “I’m	  
coming,”	  Glover	  said.	  He	  saved	  the	  report,	  grabbed	  his	  backpack	  and	  headed	  
for	  the	  door.	  
	   It	  opened	  to	  reveal	  Captain	  Diaz	  and	  Lt.	  Zim.	  “Going	  somewhere?”	  She	  
asked,	  her	  voice	  playful.	  
	   “It	  can	  wait,”	  he	  replied.	  “Please	  come	  in.”	  
	   After	   both	   Diaz	   and	   Zim	   had	   made	   themselves	   comfortable	   on	  
Glover’s	   Aaamazzarite	   couch,	   and	   in	   a	   lounge	   chair,	   the	   commander	   asked.	  
“What’s	  the	  problem?”	  
	   “Well,”	   Diaz	   began,	   “since	   you’re	   unofficially	   the	   captain	   now,	   I	  
wanted	  Zim	  to	  speak	  with	  us	  both.”	  Glover	  turned	  to	  the	  Zaldan.	  
	   “Mr.	  Zim?”	  For	  the	  first	  time	  since	  he	  had	  met	  him,	  the	  man	  seemed	  at	  
a	  lost	  for	  words.	  	  
	   “My	   behavior…was	   reprehensible.”	   Zim	   began.	   The	   man	   had	  
apologized	  profusely	  to	  Technician	  Ra-‐Mus,	  Doctor	  Nemato,	  the	  Captain,	  and	  
Glover.	   Personally,	   the	   Commander	   saw	   no	   need	   for	   another	   apology.	  
Terrence	  knew	  the	  Zaldan	  was	  too	  honorable	  to	  try	  to	  ingratiate	  his	  way	  out	  
of	   the	   one-‐grade	   demotion	   in	   rank	   Glover	   had	   suggested	   and	   Diaz	   had	  
approved.	  
	   The	  commander	  was	  also	  certain	  that	  Zim	  would	  accept	  the	  pending	  
sanctions	   from	   the	   Judge	   Advocate	   General	   on	   Lya	   Station	   Alpha	   without	  
complaint.	  	  
	   “It’s…just	  after	  Hunal…”	  
	   “Listen	   Lieutenant,	   there’s	   no	   need	   to	   explain.	   I	   was	   there	   on	   the	  
bridge	  remember,”	  Glover	  replied.	  
	   “I’m	  submitting	  my	  resignation.”	  
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	   Glover	   sat	   back,	   truly	   shocked.	   Zim	   was	   one	   of	   the	   finest	   security	  
officers	  he	  had	  ever	  known,	  much	  better	  than	  him	  when	  he	  had	  done	  the	  job.	  
Despite	  the	  demotion,	  Terrence	  had	  been	  confident	  that	  the	  Zaldan	  would	  be	  
heading	  ship’s	  security	  again	  shortly.	  
	   Nya’s	   leaving	   he	   was	   guiltily	   happy	   about,	   and	   Sandhurst	   he	   could	  
take	   or	   leave,	   but	   now	   that	   Zim	  was	   heading	   out	   the	   door,	   it	   left	   a	   serious	  
deficit	   in	   terms	   of	   senior	   officer	   leadership.	   Nyota	  was	   capable,	   but	   far	   too	  
young	  and	  inexperienced	  to	  take	  on	  the	  task	  of	  managing	  the	  entire	  Security	  
contingent.	  
	   He	   leaned	  back,	  rubbing	  his	  chin,	  his	  brow	  wrinkling.	   “Are	  you	  sure	  
about	  this?”	  On	  the	  plus	  side	  though,	  it	  would	  give	  him	  an	  opportunity	  to	  put	  
his	  own	  stamp	  on	   the	  Cuffe’s	   senior	   staff,	   truly	  making	   it	  his	  own.	  Terrence	  
felt	   ashamed	   at	   the	   selfish	   thought,	   but	   he	   couldn’t	   deny	   it.	   “You	   know	  you	  
would	  always	  have	  a	  place	  with	  me,	  no	  matter	  what	  the	  JAG	  ruled.”	  
	   “It’s	  really	  not	  about	  that,”	  Zim	  replied.	   “I’m	  not	  trying	  to	  do	  an	  end	  
run	  around	  the	  JAG.	  After	  I	  pay	  my	  penance,	  I	  think	  it	  would	  be	  best	  for	  me	  to	  
return	  to	  Zald.	  I	  need	  to…”	  he	  paused,	  grasping	  for	  a	  word,	  “pick	  up	  the	  pieces	  
as	  it	  were.”	  
	   “I	  can	  relate,”	  Glover	  said,	  looking	  to	  Diaz.	  “Captain,	  do	  you	  think	  that	  
course	  is	  wisest?”	  
	   “It’s	  really	  up	  to	  Zim,”	  Diaz	  replied.	  “But	  I	  did	  want	  him	  to	  hear	  it	  from	  
you	  that	  you	  thought	  just	  as	  highly	  of	  him	  as	  I	  did.	  And	  I	  appreciate	  your	  offer	  
to	  provide	  a	  place	   for	  him.	  That’s	  more	   like	   family,	   than	  a	   job.”	  She	   touched	  
Zim’s	  shoulder.	  “And	  you	  need	  family	  more	  than	  ever	  right	  now.”	  
	   “Don’t	  we	  all?”	  Glover	  asked.	  	  
	   “My	  mind	   is	  made	  up,”	  Zim	  said,	  his	  voice	  cracking.	  The	  huge	  man’s	  
shoulders	   heaved.	   “I	   can’t	   just	   go	   on	   like	   she’s	   not	   gone.	   Not	   right	   now.	   It	  
would	  feel	  wrong	  doing	  so,	  disrespectful	  of	  her	  memory.”	  
	   “The	   opposite	   could	   also	   be	   true,”	   Diaz	   countered.	   “Hunal	   was	   a	  
pistol.	  She	  loved	  life.	  Loved	  having	  fun	  and	  she	  brought	  out	  another	  aspect	  of	  
your	  personality	  Zim.	  Maybe	  the	  best	  way	  to	  honor	  her	  would	  be	  to	  continue	  
serving	  in	  Starfleet,	  using	  your	  knowledge	  and	  skill	  to	  bring	  as	  many	  people	  
back	  from	  deep	  space	  as	  you	  can,	  so	  they	  won’t	  have	  to	  endure	  what	  you’re	  
going	  through	  now.”	  
	   “Perhaps,”	  he	  nodded.	  “But	  not	  now.”	  Diaz	  shrugged	  her	  shoulders	  in	  
surrender.	  	  
	   “It	  is	  your	  decision.”	  
	   “It	  is	  that,”	  Glover	  added,	  a	  light	  turning	  on	  inside	  his	  head,	  “and	  it’s	  
also	   best	   to	   allow	   you	   the	   time	   to	  make	   that	   decision.”	   He	   glanced	   over	   at	  
Diaz,	  who	  winked	  at	  him.	  
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	   “Terrence,	   you’re	   learning,”	   she	   replied.	   “He’s	   right	   Zim.	   Just	  
remember	  when	   you,	   or	   if	   you,	   hit	   a	   nadir,	   know	   that	   you’ve	   always	   got	   a	  
place	  to	  go.”	  
	   “Thank	   you	   Captain,”	   the	   Zaldan	   was	   on	   the	   verge	   of	   tears,	   “and	  
Commander.”	  
	   “It’s	  really	  no	  problem,”	  Glover	  replied.	  “No	  problem	  at	  all.”	  
	   Diaz	   smiled,	   her	   eyes	   squinting	   as	   she	   gave	  him	   the	  once	  over.	   “So,	  
going	  skydiving?”	  
	   “Yes.”	  
	   “Alone?”	  
	   Glover	  squirmed.	  “Not…exactly.”	  
	   “That’s	  good	   to	  hear,”	  Diaz	  smirked.	   “We’ve	   taken	   too	  much	  of	  your	  
time,	  so	  we’ll	  be	  going.”	  	  
	   “Lt.	  Zim,	  anytime	  you	  wish	  to	  talk…”	  Terrence	  offered.	  
	   “That’s	  kind	  of	   you	  Commander,	  but	   I	  have	   regular	  grief	   counseling	  
sessions	  with	  Counselor	  Ellan,”	  Zim	  glowered.	  Diaz	  chortled.	  
	   “He’s	  really	  not	  all	  that	  bad,	  is	  he	  Terrence?”	  
	   Involuntarily,	  Glover	  shuddered.	  The	  Deltan	  was	  far	  too	  touchy	  feely,	  
and	   the	   alluring	   natural	   aura	   emanating	   from	   him	   made	   Terrence	   feel	  
uncomfortable.	  “Speak	  for	  yourself	  Captain.”	  
	   Zim	  grunted.	  “See	  what	  I	  mean?”	  Diaz	  rolled	  her	  eyes.	  
	   “Have	  a	  good	   time	   jumping	  off	   the	  ship,”	   she	   replied,	  nudging	  Zim’s	  
back.	  “Let’s	  get	  you	  to	  your	  appointment.”	  
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EPILOGUE	  

	  
USS	  Cuffe	  
(Captain’s	  Ready	  Room)	  
Stardate:	  47075.7	  
January	  2370…	  
	  
	   The	   look	   on	   Samson	   Glover’s	   face	   told	   Terrence	   all	   he	   needed	   to	  
know.	  “It	   finally	  came	  through	  huh?”	  He	  asked,	  unable	  to	  deny	  himself	  a	  big	  
grin.	  
	   “I’m	  submitting	  the	  official	  change	  of	  command	  order,	  signed	  by	  Fleet	  
Admiral	   Nechayev	   herself.”	   Vice	   Admiral	   Samson	   Glover	   said	   proudly.	   “A	  
fourth	   pip	   should	   be	   materializing	   in	   the	   replicator	   at	   the	   receipt	   of	   this	  
message.”	  	  
	   For	   a	   rough	   period,	   Terrence	   had	  worried	   that	   Command	  wouldn’t	  
grant	   the	   promotion.	   Even	   Captain	   Awokou	   hadn’t	   been	   certain	   that	  
Nechayev	  wouldn’t	  protest	   the	   field	  commission	   in	   light	  of	  his	  revealing	  her	  
hand	  in	  the	  plan	  to	  spy	  on	  suspected	  rogue	  Starfleet	  personnel.	  
	   And	  the	  Admiralty	  had	  seemed	  to	  take	  their	  sweet	  time,	  keeping	  him	  
swinging	  on	  a	  pendulum	  as	  they	  mulled	  over	  the	  various	  reports	  of	  the	  events	  
in	  the	  Tong	  Beak	  Nebula.	  	  
	   He	  was	  briefed	  several	  times,	  by	  both	  Starfleet	  Security	  and	  Starfleet	  
Internal	   Affairs	   about	   Commander	   Laurent.	   True	   to	   her	   word,	   Diaz	   hadn’t	  
mentioned	  Glover’s	  own	  clandestine	  mission	  on	  behalf	  of	  Adm.	  Nechayev,	  and	  
the	   potentially	   embarrassing	   situation	   was	   completely	   absent	   in	   their	  
inquiries.	  Laurent’s	  true	  purpose	  still	  gnawed	  at	  him	  though.	  	  
	   But	   through	  the	  whole	  trying	  debriefing	  process	  Terrence	  had	  hung	  
in	   there.	   Tong	   Beak	   had	   taught	   him	   the	   value	   of	   tenacity	   unlike	   any	   other	  
mission	   he	   had	   undertaken,	   even	   the	   grueling	   time	   spent	   aboard	   the	   I.K.S.	  
Dorna.	  
	   “Let	  me	  be	   the	   first	   to	  say,	  congratulations	  Captain	  Glover,”	  Samson	  
gushed.	   “Your	   mother	   would	   be	   so	   proud.”	   Terrence	   nodded	   solemnly.	  
Reaching	  the	  center	  seat	  had	  been	  his	  mother’s	  driving	  ambition.	  But	  she	  had	  
died	  right	  on	  the	  cusp	  of	  it.	  
	   “I’ll	  do	  my	  best	  to	  make	  her	  proud,”	  Glover	  promised.	  
	   “You	   already	   did	   that	   for	  Deitra	   and	  me	   as	  well.”	   Samson	   declared.	  
“So,	   Captain	   Glover,	   when	  will	   you	   be	   stopping	   over	   at	   Deep	   Space	   Five?	   I	  
want	  to	  show	  off	  my	  captain	  son.”	  
	   Glover	  chuckled.	  “It’s	  going	  to	  be	  a	  little	  while	  sir.	  The	  Cuffe	  has	  just	  
been	   cleared	   to	   return	   to	   active	   duty.	   Our	   first	   stop	   is	   Deep	   Space	   Nine.	  
Command	  wants	   to	  shore	  up	   the	  Federation	  presence	   in	   the	  Bajoran	  sector.	  
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After	  Jaro	  Essa’s	  Cardassian	  backed	  coup	  failed,	  HQ	  is	  wisely	  investing	  more	  
attention	  to	  keeping	  the	  system	  firmly	  in	  our	  corner.”	  
	   “And	   Benjamin’s	   discovery	   of	   a	   wormhole	   to	   the	   Gamma	   Quadrant	  
near	  Bajor	  isn’t	  a	  bad	  incentive	  for	  more	  investment	  either,”	  Samson	  replied.	  
“It’s	  become	  quite	  the	  prize	  piece	  of	  galactic	  real	  estate.”	  
	   “Yeah,	   Benjamin	   said	   something	   to	   the	   same	   effect,”	   Terrence	  
grinned.	  “I	  look	  forward	  to	  exploring	  it.	  Even	  though	  we	  won’t	  have	  a	  chance	  
to	  venture	  into	  the	  Gamma	  Quadrant	  on	  this	  trip,	  the	  Bajoran	  system	  also	  is	  
home	  to	  the	  “Twilight	  Zone,”	  an	  expanse	  of	  anomalies	  and	  spatial	  distortions.”	  
	   Samson	  looked	  askance.	  “You	  didn’t	  get	  your	  fill	  of	  anomalies	   in	  the	  
Tong	  Beak?”	  
	   “There	  can	  never	  be	  enough	  anomalies,”	  Glover	  remarked.	  “But	  if	  you	  
were	  an	  explorer,	  you	  would	  know	  that.”	  
	   Admiral	  Glover	  shrugged.	  “I’m	  a	  deskbound	  bureaucrat.	  It’s	  what	  I	  do	  
best.	  We’re	  the	  backbone	  of	  the	  Fleet	  you	  know;	  Even	  though	  you	  flyboys	  get	  
all	  the	  glory.”	  
	   Terrence	  rolled	  his	  eyes.	  “Should	  I	  cue	  the	  violin	  music?”	  
	   “Very	  funny	  son,”	  Samson	  jibed.	  “But	  make	  it	  soon.	  I’ve	  got	  someone	  I	  
would	   like	   you	   to	   meet.”	   The	   admiral	   had	   revived	   his	   plans	   to	   wed	   off	  
Terrence	  after	  Glover	  had	  told	  him	  about	  Nya.	  Terrence	  knew	  the	  man	  meant	  
well,	   though	   his	   choices	   of	   the	   ‘perfect	   partner’	   for	   him	   over	   the	   years	   had	  
been	  somewhat	  unique,	  and	  at	  times	  eccentric.	  	  
	   “Please	  dad,	  no	  more	  matchmaking,”	  Glover	  pleaded.	  “That	  Betazoid	  
you	  set	  me	  up	  with	  the	  last	  time	  nearly	  drove	  me	  crazy.	  She	  knew	  every	  move	  
I	  was	  about	  to	  make	  before	  I	  did,	  and	  where’s	  the	  fun	  in	  that?”	  	  
	   Samson	  smiled.	  “Stadi	  was	  a	  good	  choice.	  She	  forced	  you	  to	  be	  more	  
creative	  didn’t	  she?”	  He	  countered.	  “None	  of	  that	  loutish	  behavior	  you	  learned	  
on	  the	  Dorna.”	  
	   “To	   be	   honest	   sir,	   I	  was	   a	   lout	   long	   before	   the	   Exchange	   Program,”	  
Terrence	  admitted.	  His	  father	  guffawed.	  
	   “I	   promise,	   you’re	   going	   to	   like	   this	   young	   lady.	   Jasmine	  Mendes	   is	  
one	  of	  the	  most	  talented	  Chiefs	  of	  Operation	  I’ve	  seen	  in	  a	  long	  time.	  She	  has	  
this	  old	  creaky	  base	  practically	  humming	  along.”	  
	   Glover	   continued	  his	   protest.	   “Well,	   actually	   there’s	   someone	  here.”	  
He	   thought	   briefly	   of	   Nyota.	   He	   wasn’t	   quite	   sure	   how	   he	   felt	   about	   the	  
woman.	   Terrence	   had	   been	   truly	   grateful	   for	   her	   presence,	   she	   had	   helped	  
him	   cope	   with	   the	   loss	   of	   his	   child	   in	   ways	   that	   Counselor	   Ellan	   certainly	  
couldn’t.	  	  
	   Despite	   that,	   there	   was	   something	   absent	   from	   their	   nascent	  
relationship.	  He	  wasn’t	  quite	  sure	  what	  it	  was.	  The	  best	  Terrence	  could	  figure	  
out	   was	   that	   Nyota	   was	   still	   growing,	   maturing,	   and	   Glover	   had	   largely	  
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arrived	  at	  his	   life’s	  ambition.	  He	  didn’t	  want	   to	   stifle	   the	  woman.	  But	  at	   the	  
same	  time	  he	  was	  afraid	  to	  let	  her	  go	  right	  now.	  
	   “So,	   you’ve	   found	   someone	   else,”	   Samson	   nodded,	   his	   eyes	   hooding	  
with	  disappointment.	  “I	  look	  forward	  to	  meeting	  her.”	  
	   “Perhaps	  I	  spoke	  too	  rashly,”	  Glover	  admitted.	  
	   “Oh,”	  the	  admiral’s	  expression	  lit	  up.	  “Don’t	  rush	  into	  anything	  hastily	  
son.”	  
	   “And	   this	   coming	   from	   the	   man	   trying	   to	   hitch	   me	   off,”	   Terrence	  
quipped.	  
	   “Touché,”	   Samson	   riposted.	   Glover	   caught	   a	   brief	   flash	   out	   of	   the	  
corner	  of	  his	  eye.	  
	   “Excuse	   me,”	   he	   said,	   getting	   up	   from	   his	   seat.	   He	   paused	   by	   the	  
replicator	   before	   picking	   up	   the	   lonely	   circular	  metal	   pin	   on	   the	   replicator	  
pad.	  Captain	  Diaz	  had	  left	  her	  painting	  of	  the	  NX-‐01	  as	  a	  parting	  gift.	  “I	  hope	  
I’m	  half	   the	   captain	   you’ve	  been,”	  Glover	  murmured	  before	   returning	   to	  his	  
desk.	  
	   He	  affixed	  the	  pin	  on	  his	  collar,	  his	  elevation	  complete.	  “What	  do	  you	  
think?”	  he	  asked	  his	  father.	  
	   “You	  never	  looked	  better.”	  Samson	  replied.	  
***	  
2371	  
S.S.	  L’Ouverture	  
(Demilitarized	  Zone)	  
	  
	   	  “I	  still	  don’t	  understand	  it,”	  Calvin	  Hudson	  replied,	  shaking	  his	  head.	  
“I	  thought	  that	  Darma	  was	  on	  our	  side?”	  
	   Sabrina	   Diaz	   shrugged.	   “It’s	   one	   of	   life’s	   little	   mysteries,”	   she	  
concluded.	  “But	  look	  on	  the	  positive	  side,	  it	  forced	  us	  to	  break	  up	  the	  Brigade	  
and	  decentralize	  our	  forces,	  relying	  more	  on	  the	  people	  in	  the	  DMZ,	  who	  have	  
the	   most	   to	   lose	   anyway	   if	   we	   aren’t	   successful	   in	   overturning	   the	   rank	  
appeasement	  of	  the	  Federation-‐Cardassian	  treaty.”	  
	   “So,	  the	  man	  was	  serving	  two	  masters?”	  Hudson	  was	  appalled.	  “Then	  
who	  was	  the	  second	  master?”	  
	   “The	  sources	  I	  still	  maintain	   in	  the	  Fleet	  have	  no	  clue.	  The	  Romulan	  
thing	  was	  a	  smokescreen	  to	  begin	  with.	  At	  least	  the	  investigations	  focused	  on	  
him	  and	  Laurent,	  not	  netting	  either	  one	  of	  us,	  or	  exposing	  the	  others.	  Kale	  did	  
a	  great	  job	  covering	  up	  the	  weapons	  and	  supplies	  transfers.”	  
	   “That	  really	  doesn’t	  mean	  much	  now,”	  Hudson	  said,	  “Since	  we’re	  both	  
fugitives.”	  
	   “Speak	  for	  yourself,”	  Diaz	  replied.	  “I’m	  a	  freedom	  fighter.”	  
	   “A	  modern	  day	  Toussaint	  L’Ouverture	  heh?”	  Hudson	  gave	  a	  lopsided	  
grin.	  It	  was	  good	  to	  see	  her	  former	  First	  Officer	  smile	  again.	  The	  death	  of	  his	  
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wife,	   and	   the	   rending	   of	   his	   close	   friendships	  with	   Benjamin	   Sisko	   of	   Deep	  
Space	   Nine,	   and	   Terrence,	   her	   chosen	   successor	   on	   the	   Cuffe,	   had	   hit	   him	  
deeply.	  But	  in	  the	  end,	  he	  had	  realized	  that	  the	  cause	  he	  was	  fighting	  for	  was	  
greater	  than	  the	  sum	  total	  of	  sacrifices	  and	  tragedies	  that	  occurred	  along	  the	  
way.	  
	   “Yes,	  that’s	  why	  I	  named	  this	  old	  Talarian	  deathtrap	  after	  him.	  Simon	  
Bolivar	  was	   already	   taken,”	   she	   scowled	   at	   him.	  Hudson	   chuckled,	   but	   then	  
his	  face	  suddenly	  went	  blank.	  
	   “Do	  you	  ever	  wonder	  what	  might	  happen	  if	  they	  sent	  the	  Cuffe	  after	  
you?”	   Several	  months	   ago,	   Hudson	   had	   had	   to	   face	   off	   against	   Commander	  
Sisko	  and	  had	  been	  forced	  to	  retreat	  from	  an	  attack	  on	  a	  Cardassian	  weapons	  
depot	  at	  Bryma.	  
	   “I’m	  sure	  he’s	  not	  pleased	  at	  the	  cloud	  of	  suspicion	  hanging	  over	  his	  
head	  due	  to	  the	  fact	  that	  his	  former	  CO	  and	  one	  of	  his	  closest	  friends	  are	  now	  
both	  enemies	  of	  the	  Federation.	  And	  he	  had	  failed	  in	  his	  mission	  to	  sniff	  out	  
such	  enemies.”	  
	   “It	  had	  been	  mine	  too,”	  Hudson	  added.	  
	   “Yeah,	   but	   you	   saw	   reason.	   All	   Terrence	   saw	   was	   the	   stars	   of	  
command	  in	  his	  eyes.”	  
	   “That’s	  not	  quite	  a	  fair	  judgment	  of	  him,”	  Calvin	  replied.	  Diaz	  smiled.	  
Despite	   it	   all,	   Hudson	  was	   still	   loyal	   to	   his	   friends,	   even	   if	   they	   weren’t	   as	  
reciprocating.	  
	   “I’m	   certain	   that	   both	   Nechayev	   and	   Awokou	   are	   mortified	   by	   the	  
failure	   of	   their	   little	   black	   operation	   too.	   So	  with	   all	   the	   blame	   and	   guilt	   to	  
share,	   I’m	  sure	  Glover’s	  star	  won’t	  be	  so	   tarnished.	  He’s	  still	   in	  command	  of	  
Cuffe	  after	  all.”	  
	   Her	   assessment	   of	   the	   situation	   seemed	   to	   mollify	   Hudson.	   He	  
handed	  her	  the	  padd	  with	  the	  schematics	  transmitted	  by	  a	  sympathizer	  from	  
Utopia	  Planitia.	  
	   “Let	  me	  say	  for	  the	  record	  that	  I	  think	  this	  is	  one	  of	  the	  wildest	  plans	  
you’ve	  cooked	  up,”	  the	  man	  said	  pensively.	  “Benjamin	  isn’t	  any	  one	  to	  tangle	  
with,	   and	   stealing	   the	   Defiant	   from	   underneath	   his	   nose	   will	   awaken	   the	  
dragon.”	  
	   “From	  what	  you’ve	  told	  me	  about	  the	  man,	  I’m	  not	  looking	  forward	  to	  
provoking	  his	  ire,”	  Diaz	  admitted.	  “But	  none	  of	  our	  ships	  have	  the	  fire	  power	  
or	  cloaking	  technology	  to	  penetrate	  Cardassian	  space.	  And	  we’ve	  got	  to	  do	  all	  
that	  we	  can	  to	  stop	  the	  Cardassians	  from	  building	  a	  fleet	  in	  the	  Orias	  system.	  
The	   entire	   Federation	   could	   be	   at	   stake,	   not	   just	   the	   DMZ	   or	   the	   border	  
worlds.”	  
	   “I	   understand	   that,	   but	   I	   would	   feel	   more	   comfortable	   if	   you,	   I,	   Ro	  
Laren,	   Santos,	   or	   Chakotay	  were	   leading	   this	  mission.	   This	   Thomas	   Riker…	  
seems	  a	  little	  too	  shaky	  for	  my	  taste.”	  
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	   “The	  one	  problem	  with	   that	   is	   that	   all	   of	  us	  are	  known	  and	  wanted	  
outlaws,”	  Diaz	   reasoned.	   “Thomas	   isn’t,	   and	   being	   an	   exact	   duplicate	   of	   the	  
Enterprise’s	  Riker,	  he’ll	  be	  able	  to	  gain	  access	  to	  DS9	  and	  the	  Defiant	  far	  easier	  
than	  any	  of	  us	  could	  hope	  to	  dream.”	  
	   “Still,”	  Hudson	  griped.	  “He’s	  Riker,	  but	  he’s	  not	  Riker.”	  
	   “He’s	  close	  enough,”	  Diaz	  said,	  “and	  that	  will	  have	  to	  do.”	  
	   “I	  hope	  so,”	  Calvin	  surmised.	  
	   “It	   will	   be,”	   Diaz	   clapped	   his	   shoulder.	   “Before	   you	   go,	   let’s	   get	  
something	  to	  eat.	  Chell	  finally	  got	  the	  replicator	  to	  work,	  and	  I’m	  in	  the	  mood	  
for	  Thai.”	  
	  
	  

THE	  END	  
	  


