
Earth year 2375 

Two weeks before Breen attack on San Francisco 

Palais de la Concorde, Paris, France 

 

 The War with the Dominion was not going well for the Federation. In a hastily called meeting between a 

representative of the Federation Starfleet and the Orion Colonies, several Starfleet Officers had requested the 

assistance of the Orions in a mission extremely vital to the Federation and its war effort.  Commodore Val’ri Raiajh 

of Starfleet and Admiral Hagrav of the Orion Space Navy along with the Master and Commander of the Orion 

Space Naval Ship Pariah, Johannes Spaak, a human who lived amongst the Orions, discussed the details of a 

mission that was of vital importance to the Federation. With Betazed behind enemy lines, without the help of the 

Orions it was impossible to get information in or out of that area. 

 As the Orion Colonies had chosen to officially remain neutral, not siding with either faction during the war, 

they played upon their well known reputation as being nothing more than ‘pirates’.  They were more than eager to 

help the Federation; especially if it would mean that the Federation would recognize the legality of certain aspects of 

Orion Culture that the Federation for centuries had refused to acknowledge. However Commodore Raiajh felt that a 

Dominion foothold in the Federation would not be beneficial to the Orions either. 

 With the meeting winding down, Commodore Raiajh had procured the Orion’s help again.  This time they 

would be picking up some intelligence agents that were caught behind enemy lines at the start of the war, and get 

them back to Federation space where the data they had gathered would be invaluable. 

 As they parted, Commodore Raiajh was once again relieved that the Federation didn’t have to concede to 

certain requests of the Orions. Especially the Orion’s Letters of Ownership. However she could not avoid the fact 

entirely.  It was agreed that if Spaak’s mission was a success, the Orions would be allowed to plead for the 

recognition of the Letters of Ownership before the Federation Council. 

 

* * * 

 

One Month Later 

San Francisco, California 

 

 Commodore Raiajh was sitting in her office at her apartment in San Francisco when there was a knock at 

the door. 

 “Enter,” she said. 

 The door opened and in walked her aide, Lt. Marie Quintero, who was working with her at the apartment 

while the Starfleet Corps of Engineers was rebuilding Starfleet HQ, destroyed during the Breen attack two weeks 

earlier.   “Commodore, we just received word from the Admiral Hagrav.” 

 “Yes, Marie?” 

 “Admiral Hagrav regrets to inform you that the Pariah was destroyed with all hands in the Kalandra sector, 

while en route to pick up your cargo.” 

 “Thank you Marie,” Raiajh replied, the sadness evident in her voice.  “Please relay my condolences to the 

Admiral, and tell him that I will be contacting Commander Spaak’s family here on Earth and expressing my 

condolences directly.” 

 

* * * 

  

 

 

 

 

 



January 2387 

Stardate 64034.6 

Romulan Space 

 

 After an uneventful run which culminated with the OSNS Pariah stopping off at Romulus to drop off a VIP 

and pick up some supplies, including a large stock of Romulan ale, and top secret cargo they were to transport to 

Vulcan. They proceeded to set the most direct course possible for Starbase 719 to pick up a member of their crew. 

While this particular crew member held the rank of sub-commander and was the ship’s Second Officer and Purser, 

she was, more importantly, Commander Spaak’s mate and she was missed by everyone onboard. Their Master and 

Commander was starting to get anxious without the stability that she brought him. She had become his in 2375 after 

saving her during an illegal slave auction prior to departing on a covert mission on the behalf of the Federation. 

 The Terran commander of the mostly Orion crew turned to his First Mate as they departed the orbit of 

Romulus.  “It’s time to engage our cloaking device, and head to 719,” Commander Johannes Spaak ordered. 

 His first mate replied, “I know you miss her.  We’ll have her be back onboard in less than 48 hours, sir.  At 

warp 8 we should be at Starbase 719 in forty hours.”  Then he turned to the helm officer adding, “Sailing Master, 

engage the cloaking device and set course for Starbase 719.” 

 As the cloaking device engaged, Sub-Commander Topuc, his First Mate, looked up and smiled; an odd 

expression for a Vulcan. “Mind if I test out the Phase Drive Commander? We need to make sure we have enough 

power for both to operate for long durations…” 

 “Go ahead Mr. Topuc,” Spaak said nodding.  “Let’s see if this brain child of yours works...” 

 Seconds after engaging the Phase Drive the ship began to shudder.  The ship’s Vulcan science officer and 

First Mate said, “Sir, we just passed through some kind of a spatial distortion.”  A few moments later the distortion 

had passed.  Topuc then added, “We seem to have cleared the distortion unharmed.  We are still on course for 719.  I 

don’t understand it though sir.  The spatial distortion was not there when we engaged the cloak and I did not detect it 

before we activated the Phase Drive. I will start going over the sensor readings to see if engaging our new 

transphasic drive along with the cloaking device might have caused the distortion.” 

 “Find out,” Spaak said frowning.  “If we have to, we might need the cloak to get close enough to the 

starbase to beam Val out, preferably without being there long enough for us to be seen in case the Klingons find out 

what we have onboard…” 

 “Don’t worry Commander,” Topuc said.  “It will be functioning within ten hours.” 

 

* * * 

 

Forty Hours Later 

OSNS Pariah 

 

 “Approaching 719, sir,” the Sailing Master announced as they had started to approach the starbase.  Their 

sensors reported a major Klingon warship station keeping near the Federation station.  The helmsman spun around 

in his seat and asked the others on the bridge, “Does anyone know what kind of Klingon ship that thing is?  I’ve 

never seen anything that big.” 

 “The Klingons really would not be stupid enough to build something that big would they?” the First Mate 

gasped from his station. 

 “They are Klingons,” Spaak muttered.  “However, you are right.  They would not be stupid enough to tie 

up the kind of resources to build that thing.  For it to be here…” 

 “They might know what we are carrying,” Topuc said.  “Cloaking device is engaged, Commander…” 

 The COB broke in, “Commander I cannot locate Val’s transponder signal.  It’s probably malfunctioning.  

I’m attempting to locate her bio signature.  It may take a few minutes.  Once I have her on board I’ll beam her direct 

to the bridge beside you.” 



 “Very well.  Just don’t take too long.  I don’t want that …thing… out there finding us,” Spaak replied over 

the communications device in his command seat. 

 “It won’t be long now.  I have her.  She appears to be sleeping so I will just transport her into your bed, 

Commander.” 

 Very well,” Spaak said as he turned to the sensors officer.  “Get her on board and let’s get the Nine Hells 

out of here.  Topuc, I want a full scan of that Klingon monstrosity.” 

 

* * * 

 

Starbase 719 

Residential Quarters of Station Commander & CMO 

 

 It was 0230 hours station time, and Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh and her husband Dr. Sylvan Xaran were 

asleep in their bed.  Suddenly the whine of a transporter sliced through the silence, causing Xaran to bolt awake.  

When the familiar glow had faded, the admiral was gone. 

 “Val!” Xaran screamed, but it was too late.  There was nothing he could do; she was gone. 

 Rolling over, he grabbed his combadge from the nightstand. 

 “Doctor Xaran to Ops.  Admiral Raiajh has been transported out of our quarters while we were sleeping.  It 

wasn’t a Federation transporter beam, I was able to tell at least that much.” 

 “Simmons here.  I’ll contact the XO and the rest of the senior staff.  We’ll meet in Ops in five minutes.” 

 

* * * 

 

Starbase 719 

Operations Center 

 

 “Sound red alert and get the command staff up here,” Dr. Jack Simmons, who was the station’s Assistant. 

Chief Medical Officer, but also a qualified watch officer, ordered.  Tapping his combadge, he then stated, “Simmons 

to Commander Pearson.” 

 “Pearson here,” the base’s Executive Officer, Commander Cathryn Elisabeth Pearson, replied, a slight 

perturbed attitude from the edge of her voice.  “Why have we sounded red alert?” 

 “Doctor Xaran just informed me that Admiral Raiajh has been beamed off the base while they slept.” 

 “Through our shields?” was Pearson’s stunned reply. 

 “We have checked, and double-checked.  But her biosigns are not registering anywhere on the base.  

Whoever grabbed her has the capability of beaming through our shields.” 

 “I’ll be right there.  Assemble the senior staff.” 

 “Already done, Commander,” Simmons relied.  “I told them to be up here in Ops in less than five minutes.” 

 “Good.  I’ll be right there.  Pearson, out.” 

 

 

Space, the Final Frontier… 
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Starbase 719 

Operations Center 

 

 Five minutes later the senior staff and General Ke’reth Zantai Makura, commanding officer of the IKV 

Proud Vengeance who appeared on the viewscreen, were assembled in Ops discussing the situation. 

 Stepping into the briefing room, Commander Cathryn Elisabeth Pearson began, “Who do we know that has 

the capability of beaming through our shields.” 

 General Ke’reth answered, “Just before your call, an Orion Wanderer-class vessel decloaked on the far side 

of the station from us.  I think they believe we didn’t detect them.  They scanned both the station and the Vengeance.   

They dropped their shields for a moment before raising them again and retreating.” 

 “Orions?  Why weren’t they stopped?” 

 The General countered, “We can find them.  We ‘tagged’ the ship before they left.  We know exactly where 

they are.  However, they didn’t appear to take anything.” 

 “Do you know which ship it was?” Pearson asked. 

 “Warp signature matches one vessel we have in our records.  The Pariah,” Ke’reth replied. 

 The admiral’s aide, Lt Commander Marie Quintero, interjected, “The Pariah?  That’s impossible.  I was 

there when the Admiral got the message from Admiral Hagrav of the Orion Navy twelve years ago that the Pariah 

was destroyed and all hands lost.  Once Betazed and the Kalandra sector were returned to Federation control, we 

confirmed that the Pariah was, indeed, destroyed.  Starfleet found the remains of the ship, partly intact.  The entire 

crew was killed.” 

 Looking over at Captain William McLeod, commander of the USS Besiege, Pearson stated, “Captain I want 

you and the General to go after this Pariah and get them back here.  Even if the Admiral is not on that ship, I still 

want to know who they are and why they were here.  Can you be ready to depart in fifteen minutes?” 

 McLeod replied, “Aye, Commander.” 

 Dr. Xaran looked up and asked, “Permission to join the Besiege crew, Commander?” 

 “Go ahead, Sylvan,” Pearson replied.  “I know you’re worried about her.  Everyone is dismissed, except 

Doctor Simmons and Commander Quintero.” 

 When everyone left, Pearson turned to Dr. Jack Simmons and Lt. Commander Marie Quintero.   “Marie, 

what do you remember about the Pariah?” 

 “Not much, Commander.  Just that the Admiral had met with the Commander of the Pariah and Admiral 

Hagrav in 2375 to discuss a mission.  A month later the Orion Admiral called to tell us the Pariah was destroyed in 

the Kalandra sector en route to Betazed where it was supposed to pick up two intelligence agents.  About a month 

after Betazed and the Kalandra sector were liberated from Dominion control, Starfleet found the wreckage of what 

remained of the Pariah.  No one survived.  They didn’t even have time for anyone to get into and eject the escape 

pods.  From what I remember from the report and the accompanying vids, it looked as if the Dominion was waiting 

for the Pariah.  Like someone didn’t want them to succeed in their mission.” 

 Pearson inquired, “Why do you say that, Marie?” 

 “In order for the Admiral to get the Botchok Planetary Congress to agree to the mission, they would be 

allowed to petition the Federation Council to accept the Letters of Ownership were the mission successful.” 

 “Well, if the Pariah was destroyed during the war, then what or who was that ship out there?” Pearson 

asked. 

 Simmons replied, “The ship appeared to have come from the direction of Romulan space.  For the last 48 

hours we have been detecting strange sub-spatial distortions in the vicinity of Romulan space.  Could it be possible 

that the ship really is the Pariah?” 

 Pearson looked at Simmons, saying, “If as far as we know the Pariah really was destroyed, then I can think 

of only two ways that that ship could possibly be the Pariah.  One is if the vessel wreckage Starfleet discovered was 

not actually the Pariah.  The second is; that ship out there was the Pariah, but those spatial distortions you detected 

brought the ship here from somewhere else.  But why take the Admiral?” 



 Quintero offered, “The Admiral was the contact between Starfleet and the Orions.  She spoke to Admiral 

Hagrav and the commander of the Pariah about the mission.  Revenge for almost getting them killed perhaps?” 

  

* * * 

 

OSNS Pariah  

0430 Hours 

 

 In the stateroom of Johannes Spaak, commander of the Pariah, a sleeping Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh had 

been transported successfully into the bed, where she continued to sleep peacefully until she woke about two hours 

later. 

 As she slowly regained consciousness, instead of hearing the familiar voice of her husband she heard a 

male voice saying, “Welcome home, my Pet.  You have been gone from my side for too long.” 

 Raiajh thought she recognized the voice, but it certainly could not be who she thought.  It had been more 

than 12 years since the wreckage of the Pariah was located in the Kalandra sector.  Pulling the blanket tighter 

around herself, she opened her eyes to take in her surroundings.  That’s when she saw him, watching her, sitting on 

the floor next to the bed, a well-worn leather bound book in hand. 

 “Commander Spaak?  This is impossible!  The Federation found the remains of the Pariah in the Kalandra 

sector after Betazed and the surrounding systems were freed from the Dominion.” 

 “Are you feeling well, Val?” Spaak asked.  “You were there with us for the mission to Betazed.  You told 

us not to go through the Kalandra sector.  That mission was a success, thanks to your help.” 

 “What are you talking about?” Raiajh countered.  “I was on Earth, working in my office at home, when I 

received word of the destruction of the Pariah.  And it’s Admiral Raiajh, if you don’t mind.” 

 “What the hell is going on?” Spaak asked, suddenly confused.  Strangely Raiajh could feel him ‘touching’ 

her mind.  Then Spaak noticed the woman in his bed was not wearing either the earrings or the choker he had given 

her.  She could feel his apprehension as he looked at her intently. 

 “COB said they had to use your genetic signature to pull you off that starbase,” Spaak said.  “That your 

transponder wasn’t on and now you’re not wearing...  What’s going on?” 

 “How about you tell me what’s going on here?  What am I doing here?  Last thing I know I was asleep in 

my bed, next to my husband.  And I don’t know how you are doing it, but please get out of my mind,” Raiajh added, 

pulling the bed sheet and blanket even tighter around herself. 

 “Husband?” he said in a deep stunned voice.  “That can’t be.  You’re mine!  My mate!  My wife!  And I 

can’t help but be in your mind.  You’re the one who created the damn bond!” 

 “What are you talking about?  The last time we met was twelve years ago, when we petitioned the Orion 

government to help us with a mission extracting intelligence agents from Betazed, in exchange for the Federation 

Council entertaining a petition about the Letters of Ownership.”  Raiajh then looked around, determining she was 

aboard a spacecraft of some kind and added, “They are going to come looking for me, you know.  You can’t just 

abduct the commanding officer of a starbase and expect no one to notice.” 

 “You haven’t officially been in Starfleet for years ‘Commodore’...,” Spaak said, looking at her with a 

frown.  Raiajh could feel his confusion through the mental link and the fact he had not used her former rank in a 

very long time.  “The first time we met my dear ‘Commodore’ was when you begged me to buy you at the slave 

auction so they wouldn’t kill you.  You... You are my mate.  You used your abilities to make sure that nothing could 

come between us.  You said that you could always tell what I was thinking.  Hell, I can’t even fool you when I’m 

just teasing about making you wear only a scarf when we’re out of this stateroom.  Now tell me what the hell is 

going on Val,” he demanded.  Raiajh could feel Spaak’s apprehension growing, apprehension tinged with even more 

fear.  Fear that he had lost the one good thing in his life, the one thing he cherished more than anything else.  She 

was able to tell from his thoughts why he was addressing her in such a familiar manner.  Where he came from, 

wherever that was, she was his wife – something she found confusing as Spaak was human. 



 “Commodore?  Slave auction?  You mean the Orion Slave Auction?”  Spaak nodded.  “I haven’t gone by 

the rank of Commodore since I was promoted to Rear Admiral at the end of the Dominion War.  The only thing I 

know about the slave auction was what we learned from intelligence briefings.  I personally have never attended 

one.  Now please tell me why you keep calling me your mate?  I have been married to my husband, Doctor Sylvan 

Xaran, for almost 20 years now.  He has been my only mate.  I have never been with another.” 

 Spaak looked at Raiajh in absolute horror. 

 “No,” he said, simply shaking his head.  “We have been together for 12 years.  If not for you, the Pariah 

would never have been able to extract those damnable intelligence agents off of Betazed – one of which was the 

sister of your former mate; this Doctor Xaran.  You told me he died when one of the ships you had been assigned to 

had encountered a race called the Qualen over 15 years ago.  You and I met because you were among those that had 

been taken by the Breen during their raid on Starfleet Headquarters during the war.” 

 Raiajh was aware that the Breen had abducted numerous Starfleet personnel during their attack.  Over the 

years they were able to recover a few from the Orions, to whom they had been sold, but what surprised several in 

Starfleet was that a few of those wished to remain in their new lives in the Orion Colonies, while others refused 

rescue out-right, asking the commanders of the ships they were found aboard for asylum. 

 Raiajh shook her head.  “My husband was severely injured and nearly died during the attack by the Qualen, 

but he survived and recovered.  When I requested your help, I knew the names of the agents you were picking up, 

and my sister-in-law was not one of them.” 

 Spaak looked at Raiajh and shook his head as he pointed to the foot of the bed. 

 “In the chest,” he said simply.  “You’ll find proof of what I speak, my Pet.” 

 Wrapping the blanket around herself, Raiajh stood up facing away from Spaak.  Inside the chest she found 

holo images of herself, Spaak, and what appeared to be three children.  Underneath the images was an Orion-style 

padd.  When she activated the padd’s display, she was shocked to find Orion Letters of Ownership with her name on 

it, listed as property, as well as Spaak’s, listed as owner.  However, without a universal translator she couldn’t read 

the Orion script further.  Looking at Spaak, she asked, “Do you have a translation device?  I cannot read Orion.” 

 Humoring her, Spaak told Raiajh there was one somewhere in the chest.  After some searching, she pulled 

it out and translated the document into standard.  She was shocked at what she read.  Raiajh looked at Spaak and 

said, “You have to believe me.  I never left Earth during the Dominion War, either voluntarily or by abduction.” 

 “Then why,” he asked softly, “is the letter of ownership in your own hand?  Look at it and compare your 

DNA signature to it.”  He then tapped his head and added, “And you can see in here.  You’ve always been able to 

read me like a book.  You can see that I’m not lying.  I’ve got years of memories of us together.  Of me being beside 

you when our children were born.  I haven’t ever been able to lie to you.” 

 Raiajh looked at him. 

 “I know you aren’t lying,” she said.  “But you have to believe that that I am not lying either.  Something is 

terribly wrong here.  I don’t know what it is, but please!  Take me back to 719 and we can figure it out together.  I 

promise that no charges will come because of this misunderstanding.”  When Raiajh stood to face him, only then did 

Spaak realized she was noticeably pregnant. 

 “You… You’re pregnant?” Spaak asked, stunned. 

 “Maybe now you believe me, that I am not who you think I am?  If I was your mate, would you not know 

that I was six-and-a-half months pregnant?” 

 “You are in my head,” Spaak said softly.  “That...!”  Spaak quickly stood up and hit the comm.  “Bridge, 

we need a hard 180.” 

 “Sir?  We’ve got a problem.  Two ships are following us from the base.  One looks like a larger version of 

the Defiant.  The other is that… that Klingon ship.” 

 “Evade them,” Spaak ordered.  “We are going back to 719.” 

 “Sir?” was the startled reply. 

 “You’ve got your orders.  When we get within transporter range let me know.” 

 “Yes, sir,” was the reply. 



 Spaak looked at Raiajh with a pained expression.  “I’ll return you to your base,” he said as he moved to his 

easy chair, closing his eyes and trying his best to close his mind off from her.  But as he had said before, he was an 

open book.  “If you wish, the replicator is behind you.  Make yourself something to wear.  Just don’t come into my 

sight.  You’re not my Val.  Not my mate.” 

 Spaak’s thoughts were a jumbled mess as he tried to replay the past forty four hours back, since the last 

communication he had with his wife.  Yes, wife.  That was what she was in his heart, and she was his wife, as they 

were married in the chapel on his family’s property in the Netherlands.  Even if among the Orions the term ‘wife’ 

was replaced by mate.  She had captured his heart as much as the slavers had captured her. 

 Raiajh felt his pain; his sorrow; his grief and his love.  She could not understand the situation either, but she 

did know that the ship she was aboard would not make it back to base without her help.  She asked the replicator to 

create a simple utility jumpsuit for her to wear, then walked into the living area of the stateroom and said, “Please 

allow me to help you.  You will not be able to outrun the Besiege and the Hem bortaStaH.  I promise I will help you 

find your Val.  I won’t be able to do that if you shut me out or allow us to get killed, because regardless of whether 

I’m aboard or not, they will fire if provoked.” 

 “The Pariah is one of the fastest ships in either the Alpha or Beta Quadrants,” Spaak said softly.  “We’ve 

been running circles around the namby-pamby Starfleet stuffed shirts for over a decade now.  You’re not my Val.  

That’s all that matters right now.  It means that my crew and I are somewhere we aren’t supposed to be.  And our 

families are somewhere else expecting us.  I’m trying to come up with how to tell my crew this...  The majority 

won’t really care.  They don’t have any close family ties anymore.  Because I... I’m the only one with a family.  Val 

is out there somewhere,” he said, unable to fight the tears anymore.  “And our children...  They are out there 

somewhere.  I have to get to them.  But I can’t put my crew in danger.  When I get you back to your base, I’ll send 

them back to Orion space.”  Closing his eyes he shook his head before looked up at Raiajh.  “The only good thing 

is… is if I’m declared dead, my Val and our children will be given my estate.  And they can do whatever they want.  

And...”  He looked out the nearby viewport before saying, “And I’m going to do whatever I can to make sure that 

happens.” 

 Knowing that he was not going to carry out his threat of taking his own life, Raiajh concentrated on the 

matter at hand, which was the two ships that were pursuing them. 

 “You don’t understand.  You cannot outrun the Proud Vengeance.  They are faster than any other ship in 

the Alpha or Beta quadrants.  Please allow us the chance to find out why you are here and what we can do to help 

you.” 

 Spaak looked at Raiajh and frowned. 

 “In the chest you will also find a Federation Intelligence Service communications device,” he said softly.  

“It’s what I used with my Val to stay in communication when she took the little ones to Terra to visit with my 

parents.”  He sat back and looked at the viewport again.  “You can use it to communicate with anyone,” he said. 

 Raiajh stepped back into the sleeping area and found the device she was looking for in the chest at the foot 

of the bed.  Setting it to a frequency she knew would be monitored by the Besiege, she activated it. 

 “This is Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh aboard the OSNS Pariah to Captain William McLeod of the USS 

Besiege.  You and General Ke’reth are requested to stand down.  I repeat, stand down.  Pariah is coming about.  

You are to escort this ship back to Home Plate.” 

 Turning back to Spaak, she added, “Tell your crew to come to a complete stop.  Show them that you are 

willing to allow them to escort us back to the base.” 

 “She’s not a whore,” Spaak said softly.  “Val isn’t a whore.” 

 “I know,” Raiajh assured him.  “She’s your life; your love.  Don’t throw that away.  Let me help you find 

her.  If you know me as well as you say you do, you know I am telling the truth.  Tell your crew to stop the ship.” 

 “Bridge,” he said softly into his comm. 

 “Bridge,” came the nervous response. 

 “All stop.  Put shields at maximum power,” Spaak ordered. 

 There was a moment’s hesitation on the comm. Line before the voice finally responded, “Aye, 

Commander.” 



 “When the Feddie and Klingon ship pull alongside, make minimal contact.  Inform them that we are 

allowing them to ‘escort’ us to the starbase, but once there they are to withdraw...!” 

 “They will.  You have my word,” Raiajh assured.  “Allow me to extend shore leave on the base to you and 

your crew while we find out what has happened.  We’ll work with my Assistant Chief Medical Officer, a human 

named Doctor Jack Simmons, as you may not be comfortable working with my Chief Medical Officer.  My science 

staff and I will try to find out why the Pariah is here and if we can get you back to where you belong?” 

 As she finished speaking, the device in her hand beeped. 

 “Raiajh here.” 

 “The Orion Vessel is coming to a stop,” said the familiar voice of Captain McLeod through the 

communicator.  “Is everything alright, Admiral?  Doctor Xaran is here, and worried about you.” 

 “Understood.  Everything is well.  Just a misunderstanding.  However, I will be remaining aboard the 

Pariah until we return to base.” 

 Spaak looked at Raiajh and frowned. 

 “Go,” he said softly.  “Be with your husband.  I wouldn’t force this pain on anyone.  Go.” 

 “He will still be there when we return to 719.  He knows that I am safe.  Right now I am needed here, 

because as long as I am here you can be assured that you will not be harmed.” 

 “I doubt that,” Spaak said with a snort.  “I need my Val.  I need her arms around me, and I need her near 

me.  And you... you aren’t her.” 

 “I also don’t want your crew firing on your escorts.” 

 “My crew wouldn’t open fire,” he said softly.  “They would simply activate the cloaking device and run for 

the colonies.  Believe me,” he said sighing as his mind started to replay the first time he had met Val.  “I wouldn’t 

do anything to bring harm to my crew.  They are as much my family as Val and our children.” 

 “Then allow us to help you.  We are not your enemy.  Let us help you find what you lost.” 

 “You’re the damn Starfleet...,” Spaak said looking at Raiajh with a frown.  “Not the open-minded Starfleet 

we have come to know where I’m from.  But the closed-minded, bigoted Starfleet...  Even YOU are a damn prude 

here.  And you’re half-Deltan.” 

 “I’m trying to help you,” assured Raiajh.  “I’m not trying to take away what’s yours; I’m trying to help you 

get it back.  On my starbase we have Klingons, Romulans, and yes, even a few Orions living on the base.  And I’m 

the last person you should be calling a prude.” 

 “You are so closed-minded,” Spaak said, shaking his head.  “You don’t even want to know why slavery is 

such an important part of the Orion culture.  Did you know that the Orions are a matriarchy?” he asked, smiling at 

Raiajh.  “That female Orion slaves are the ones with the power, while male Orions answer to them?” 

 “Yes, Commander, I am aware that the Orion females have the true power and the men answer to them.” 

 “Tell me?  Has Starfleet disposed of the morally bankrupt Prime Directive here?  Or do you still hide 

behind it when things get tough?” 

 “The Prime Directive is part of the regulations that guide us,” Raiajh said.  “There are times I wish I could 

toss it out the window, but it’s there for a reason.  We are not out here to interfere in cultures that are not advanced 

enough to understand us.  Sometimes we do need to bend the rule a little, but there are consequences for pushing too 

far.  I know you and others have paid dearly for blatantly disregarding it.” 

 “What have you lost?” Spaak asked almost accusingly.  “Have you watched entire civilizations destroyed 

because it’s more prudent to do nothing, when someone else could have done something and no one would have 

known that you’d done it?” 

 “I recently lost a daughter, so I understand your personal pain.  And, yes, I knew someone who blatantly 

violated the prime directive.  The only reason why he wasn’t discharged from Starfleet was that he never returned.  

However, I do know that you and the crew of this Pariah should not be here.  You and your crew died almost twelve 

years ago after you agreed to go to Betazed and extract Betazed’s councilor and two intelligence agents.” 

 Spaak looked at her confused.  From what she was able to see from his thoughts, she, or at least his Val, 

was there with him on that mission, that he had ‘purchased’ her just before setting off on that very mission.  It had 

finally dawned on Raiajh what probably happened. 



 “We have a bigger problem than we thought, Commander,” Raiajh said. 

 “And that would be?” he asked, looking at her. 

 “I don’t have the equipment here to back up my theory, but I would be willing to bet that this Pariah 

passed through some sort of spatial distortion.  If that is the case, we can easily find that out.  At a quantum level, 

our molecular signatures will be different.  You aren’t where you are supposed to be, at a quantum level at least.” 

 “What?  The Pariah has crossed over into different quantum continuum?” Spaak asked looking at her.  

“I’m a starship master and commander, Admiral.  I’ve gotten to read some of the publicly released logs of the 

Enterprise, but I never really believed them.”  He looked away.  “If you’re right, we are either trapped here and 

unable to return home; or worse, nothing but a shadow.” 

 “Perhaps we can find a way to return you home?  If not, the Pariah is welcome to stay here.  The Orions 

have wanted to see what’s going on out here.  And besides, we can use an extra ship in the sector to act as a 

transport.  And we will continue to work on finding a way to get you back where you belong.” 

 “Thank you,” Spaak said softly.  “And if we are only Shadows?  What then?  What will become of us?  Our 

counterparts of this reality are dead because you weren’t aboard the Pariah.  So what will we do?” 

 “I don’t know.  It is a strong probability that you will continue to live on here as you would have in your 

own reality.  But we will do our best to get you back.  I’m even willing to contact the Vulcan Science Academy for 

help.  I promise you that I will help you but you must be willing to accept that help.” 

 “If I wasn’t willing to accept your help,” he said softly, “you wouldn’t be here.  We could have beamed you 

back aboard either of your ships at any time, despite your best shields.  We are ‘pirates’ after all.” 

 “Well then, as long as you are at 719, consider yourself ‘hired guns.’  If I need you to help defend the Fleet 

you will go where I tell you to go.  Your crew is going to have to accept the fact that on the starbase I run the show.  

I make the final decisions for this sector.  As for you, Commander, perhaps talking to one of the counselors on the 

base will help you with your grief.  Or, if you wish, you may talk to me.  I will leave word with my aide that she is 

to find time in my schedule for you, as long as it’s not at 1530 hours.  Your crew will have free access to the base, as 

any other Fleet crew member on shore leave, but until we can set aside quarters for you and your crew, you will 

have to remain on the Pariah.” 

 “I do not want to ever have to look at you,” Spaak said, looking at Raiajh.  “Or hear your voice.  You are 

not my Val.  My crew will not want to have anything to do with you or your station either, Admiral.  Because if they 

go ashore, their mates will be seized by your security guards because you refuse to accept the status of their 

marriage customs.” 

 “Why?  Because we do not recognize those despicable Letters of Ownership?” 

 “Those letters are part of Orion marriage customs.  That’s part of how Orion culture was affected by 

outsiders when they first took to the stars.  Orion women are so desirable, it was the only way to protect their 

women.  And it’s the women who are the ones who made, and still make, the choice of whom they are owned by.  

And whom THEY own in turn.”  Spaak’s cast his eyes across the small cabin as he asked, “How would you feel if 

you came across some other major alien power that refused to acknowledge YOUR marriage?  A rose by any other 

name would smell just as sweet.  A marriage is still a marriage, no matter what you call it.” 

 “If you want your marriage acknowledged, then do it right,” suggested Raiajh. 

 “That, Miss Prude, is nothing more than cultural imperialism.” 

 “That’s Admiral Prude to you, Commander!” 

 “That’s semantics, because you know I am right!” 

 Raiajh could not understand why she was getting so worked up or why he was able to get her so worked up.  

Showing emotion to someone who was nothing more than an acquaintance was something she normally did not ever 

do.  Calming down, Raiajh continued, “Commander Spaak, while you and your crew are my guests, nothing like that 

will happen.  I have no intentions of breaking up families no matter how they are joined.  You must believe me.  As 

you can see I have a family of my own.  While you are at my station, you will visit me when I ask, as I want you to 

tell me all you can about Orion customs.  I want to learn.  It is time to get past the ignorance.  Through 

understanding we can gain trust.  If what I hear meets with my satisfaction, I will broach the subject with 



Ambassador Picard.  He and I together can present a request to the Federation Council to listen to the Botchok 

Planetary Congress, and they will finally be heard.” 

 “If you mean that,” he said, looking at the Admiral with a tight smile, “then I will support it.  If you’re just 

stringing me along, you’ll find out why my crew is terrified about what will happen if my Val isn’t around to keep 

me from going insane.” 

 “I have no reason to string you along, Commander.  You will find that I can be a strong ally in the 

Federation Council, especially with Picard behind me.  If I’m reading the letters correctly, the Federation needs to 

hear your plea.  We know that there are Orions who do deal in actual slave trading, but between Orion citizens we 

had no idea that the letters were marriage contracts.” 

 “Well, that is what they are.” 

 “I read it.  That is why I asked for a translation device.  So I could actually read it.  Perhaps, through you 

we can build a bridge of understanding between the Federation and the Orion Colonies.” 

 

* * * 

 

Starbase 719 

0500 Hours 

 

 In Ops, a nervous Commander Cathryn Pearson stood with that evening’s watch officer, Dr. Jack Simmons, 

and Admiral Raiajh’s aide, Lt Commander Marie Quintero.  Lieutenant Ashari Pel looked over at Commander 

Pearson and said, “Ma’am, I just received word from Captain McLeod.  They are currently escorting the Pariah 

back to the base.  Admiral Raiajh appears to have been able to diffuse the situation but has not yet been beamed over 

to the Besiege.” 

 “She must have her reasons, Lieutenant,” Pearson replied with a sigh of relief.  “I’ve known the Admiral 

for more than twenty years now.  If she’s still on the Pariah then she has a plan.  Just in case, make sure the Pariah 

has a place to dock.” 

 “Yes, ma’am,” was Pel’s reply. 

 Pearson looked over at Quintero and asked, “Marie, what is your take on this Commander Spaak?  I’m the 

first to admit, I don’t know as much about Orions as I should.” 

 Quintero looked at Pearson and said, “That’s fine, Commander.  I don’t know much more than you do.  

However, I can tell you that Commander Spaak is not an Orion.  He’s human, and a former Starfleet officer that was 

kicked out of Starfleet for violating the Prime Directive by destroying an asteroid, against orders, that was on course 

to destroy a pre-warp culture that was on the verge of their industrial revolution.” 

 “How did he end up with the Orions?” Pearson asked. 

 “Admiral Hagrav has had dealings with Spaak’s family for years.  He arranged a position as first officer for 

Johannes Spaak on the ship that he became commander of in 2370.  Spaak himself bankrolled the refurbishment of 

the ship and it was rechristened the Pariah a couple of years later.” 

 Pearson stopped her.  “Wait…!  What?  He rebuilt the ship?  Shouldn’t the Orion government be doing 

that?” 

 “It’s how the Orions do things.  The Commanders of the vessels equip them as they see fit,” was Quintero’s 

reply.  “It’s why we don’t have any real data on Orion vessels.  On the outside these smaller Wanderer-class vessels 

look similar, but each one is very different.  Some have faster engines, others stronger shields or more powerful 

weapons.  A few even have cloaking devices.  From what we were able to find out, the Pariah was going to go 

through another refurbishment after the Dominion War, but that never happened.” 

 Simmons looked at Pearson and said, “Then we may be dealing with a very different Pariah.  A vessel that 

went through those upgrades we know were scheduled and perhaps others we don’t know anything about?” 

 Pearson replied, “I just wish Val would contact us directly and let us know something; anything!” 

 Just then, Lt Ashari Pel looked up at Commander Pearson. 

 “I’m receiving a transmission, audio only, from Admiral Raiajh,” she said. 



 “Route it to my office,” Pearson said, quickly climbing the stairs alone.  Once she was inside her office and 

the doors closed, she said, “Go ahead, Admiral.” 

 “Cathryn, I wanted to let you know that everything is okay.  I need a berth prepared for the Pariah.  They 

are going to be staying at the base for a while.” 

 “I don’t understand this, Val.  Marie says that the Pariah was destroyed twelve years ago in the Kalandra 

sector.  Where did this ship come from?” 

 “The Pariah we knew was destroyed, Cathryn.  I’ve had a chance to go over some of the sensor data here 

on the Pariah.  They went through some sort of spatial distortion in Romulan space.  There’s more, but I’ll tell you 

when I get back to Home Plate.  We should be arriving at the base by 0630.  I want to brief the senior staff and duty 

officers in the Officer’s Mess at 0730.  Starfleet HQ may not be happy with my decision, but we have a new ally.” 

 “Admiral, is that such a good idea?  In case you have forgotten, they kidnapped you.” 

 “It was a misunderstanding.  I will explain everything when I get back to Home Plate.  Raiajh, out.” 

 As Raiajh ended the transmission, to herself Pearson said, “Damn it.  What the hell are you thinking, Val?” 

 Pearson left her office and returned to Ops.  She looked at Simmons and Quintero and said, “She says it 

was a misunderstanding.  That the Pariah went through some sort of spatial distortion before coming here.” 

 Simmons looked at Pearson.  “A misunderstanding?  I could see that if they took just about anyone else on 

the base.  But the Admiral has perhaps the most unique bio-signature here.  They took her specifically.  We didn’t 

realize it at the time, but when we went over the sensor logs we realized that ship specifically scanned for her bio-

signature.” 

 “That still doesn’t make sense.  If it was a misunderstanding, why her specifically?” Quintero asked.  

“Especially if it isn’t for the purpose of revenge.” 

 Lt Ashari Pel looked up from her station at the trio.  “If I may be so bold, if this ship passed through some 

sort of spatial distortion; then perhaps that Pariah is from a different quantum reality.  One where the Admiral is not 

the Admiral, but a member of their crew?” 

 Quintero’s face took on a look of deep thought.  “It’s possible,” she finally said.  “When the Breen 

attacked, there were 100 unaccounted for afterward at Starfleet HQ and the Academy; all female.  What if, in an 

alternate quantum reality the Admiral was at Starfleet HQ that day and was one of those who were taken?” 

 Pearson looked at Quintero and asked, “Why would anyone want to willingly stay?  Why wouldn’t she 

return to her family at the first opportunity?” 

 Simmons replied, “If that Pariah is from a different reality, then perhaps in that reality things were 

different.  Perhaps for some reason she and Sylvan never married?  But instead of making suppositions, why don’t 

we wait until the Admiral returns.  Perhaps we’re missing something here?  It’s possible we are just looking at the 

situation from the wrong direction.” 

 

* * * 

 

OSNS Pariah 

Stateroom of Johannes Spaak 

0530 Hours 

 

 Spaak looked at Admiral Raiajh.  “My Val is waiting,” he said.  “We were supposed to pick her up before 

heading to Earth.  She was to meet with Starfleet Intelligence about our next mission.  That is one reason why, when 

we didn’t pick up the transponder, we didn’t freak out and we scanned for your bio-signature.  But you are not my 

Val.” 

 Raiajh could tell that Spaak was barely able to restrain himself, and that there was something he was not 

saying; why he needed his Val so desperately.  She could sense there was something more; a lot more.  Looking into 

his mind, something she could not help, he appeared to have a borderline case of multiple personality disorder; the 

voices in his head were so loud.  Yet it was not some kind of mental disorder, just the way he processed information.  

She realized that his Val had been keeping those voices in line.  That had kept him from losing his mind.  It was not 



just love that he relied upon; he relied upon her for stability and purpose.  Raiajh walked over to where Spaak sat in 

his chair, staring out the viewport.  She laid her hand on his shoulder and he spun around and glared at her. 

 “Don’t touch me!  You are not Val.  Only she can give permission for you to touch me.” 

 Removing her hand, she said, “I apologize.  I’m only trying to help you.  I was just trying to ease some of 

your pain.  I meant no harm.” 

 Spaak looked Raiajh in the eye, saying, “Only my wife is allowed to touch me.  Only she can give 

permission for another female to touch me and you don’t have her permission even though you are her, but at the 

same time you are not.” 

 “Again, I am sorry.  Is there someone here on this ship that has permission to help you?” 

 “The doctor can touch me,” Spaak said. 

 “Then have your doctor come here to your quarters.” 

 “No!” Spaak exclaimed.  “I can’t let her see you.  If the crew finds out what is going on right now, they’ll 

panic.  Most of the crew is getting close to retiring from this way of life and this is a bad omen.  We had just 

finished our last refit, which means most of my crew was not going to be needed after this mission and all had plans 

to retire.  After this mission we were going to be visiting Val’s father’s grave on Vulcan.” 

 Raiajh looked at Spaak strangely. 

 “My father is still is alive and well on Vulcan.” 

 “In my reality, he was murdered,” Spaak said chillingly. 

 “Can you elaborate or is it too painful a memory?” 

 Spaak looked at her and frowned, then took a deep breath.  “He was murdered because of us.  He died 

protecting our children.”  The image in his mind showed Tolek pushing the children into an escape pod as a ship 

was breaking apart.  She recognized it to be a cruise ship that in her own reality had been destroyed by pirates one 

year earlier. 

 “That particular ship was attacked because it was carrying artifacts that were found on a planet that was 

colonized by Vulcans from the time of Surak.  They were bringing the artifacts to Vulcan,” Raiajh told him. 

 Spaak cocked his head and looked at her in disbelief.  “Trellis Three?” he asked.  Raiajh nodded.  “Damn 

Klingons,” Spaak spat, his mind flared. 

 Raiajh visibly paled and said, “No!  You don’t understand.  It wasn’t the Klingons.  The ship was attacked 

by Ferengi privateers looking for a quick payoff.” 

 “The Ferengi might have done it, but did it on behalf of the Klingons.  You don’t understand what we have 

discovered.” 

 “Enlighten me,” Raiajh said. 

 “All Vulcanoids are Vulcans.” 

 “Yes, I am aware of that,” Raiajh replied.  “During the time of Surak, those who didn’t believe in his 

revolutionary teachings left Vulcan and settled elsewhere in the galaxy.  The Romulans are just the best known 

example.  Ambassador Spock has spent the last twenty years working with the Romulans, trying to develop a greater 

understanding between his people and theirs.  It would not be surprising if the Rigellians were also part of that 

original migration.” 

 “What you do not understand,” Spaak said, looking at Raiajh with a serious expression, “is when the 

splinter groups left Vulcan, they all took original copies of Surak’s teachings with them.  Do you understand why 

the Klingons don’t want the knowledge of the ruins and artifacts to come out now, or do I need to continue 

explaining it?” 

 “Explain,” Raiajh said. 

 “The Romulans, thanks to Spock, have developed a closer and closer relationship with the Vulcans, and 

this has brought the Romulans closer to the Federation; bridging the gap of distrust that has lasted centuries.  They 

are close to proving to the Vulcans that they aren’t all that different.  And once the Vulcans realize that they do not 

have all of Surak’s teachings; that Surak never intended the complete eradication of emotions; and that it wasn’t 

Surak that forced those who became the Romulans to leave, but radicals with their own agenda that forced those 

who still embraced their emotions to flee.  The Klingons know this.  There was a Vulcanoid species in Klingon 



space that still had many of the original teachings.  The Klingons fear the Romulans eventually joining with their 

Vulcan cousins and joining the Federation.  What I am carrying aboard this ship not only has this information, but 

also how the emotional Vulcans first came to Romulus and Remus and became Romulans.  They speak of the early 

gods; the Vulcan gods that helped them.  I believe you would find one of the statutes that I am carrying is very 

familiar.  The Federation has met an individual exactly like him.  They refer to him as Q, but not the same Q you 

and Picard and others have dealt with.  Now do you understand why what I am carrying is so vital?” 

 “I understand completely,” Raiajh assured.  “You must not speak of this to anyone.  After a few days at the 

base, where we will make sure your ship is repaired and functioning normally, I will have the Besiege escort you to 

Vulcan, where you can deliver these artifacts to the Vulcan Science Academy.” 

 “Thank you,” Spaak said. 

 

* * * 

 

Starbase 719 

  

 At 0615, the Pariah and its escorts returned to Home Plate and within minutes the Orion vessel was docked 

inside alongside the Besiege.  Dr. Xaran had already disembarked from the Besiege and was waiting in the airlock 

for his wife, along with several medics, security guards, and Starfleet Marines.  Raiajh disembarked the Pariah 

along with Commander Spaak.  When the Marines stepped in to try and take Spaak into custody, Raiajh stepped in 

front of them and stopped them. 

 “Commander Spaak is not to be arrested.  Only medical staff are allowed aboard the Pariah.” 

 “What about the slaves, ma’am?” one of the medics asked. 

 “Unless anyone aboard the ship specifically asks to be removed, you will not be taking anyone from aboard 

the Pariah.  Nor will you ask if anyone wants to be removed.  If I even hear that the question was asked, I will deal 

with that person myself.  I hope I make that clear.”  Each member of the medical team nodded.  “I will explain 

further to the Chief of Security during the 0730 staff meeting.  Commander Spaak is to be escorted to the infirmary 

along with myself and Doctor Xaran.  When you are finished, I want the Pariah’s doctor escorted to the infirmary as 

well.  She is to report only to Doctor Xaran.”  Raiajh then stepped over to Xaran and gave her husband a hug. 

 “They didn’t hurt you or the baby, did they?” Xaran asked. 

 “No.  I was not harmed; nor was our son,” Raiajh assured.  “It was never their intention to harm me.” 

 Using their telepathic link, Raiajh showed Xaran the events that took place aboard the Pariah over the last 

few hours from her own perspective.  When it was done, Xaran said, “He thinks you’re his?” 

 “From what I’ve been able to determine with the little information I have, this ship originated in a different 

quantum reality, and in that reality, I am.” 

 The group began walking to Infirmary One.  Rubbing her right temple, Raiajh remarked telepathically to 

Xaran, ‘He’s going to need help.  His mind is a cacophony of voices, but I don’t think he’s suffering from any sort of 

mental illness; although he thinks he is. He’s going to need help holding it together.  Help his wife normally 

provided over the past twelve years.  Whatever she was doing was helping, but I have no idea what it is.  He 

wouldn’t let me talk to the ship’s doctor to find out. Perhaps you and Tobias can?’ 

 ‘We’re going to have to do something.  I don’t think the Orions would let him command the ship if he was 

unstable.’ 

 ‘They wouldn’t.  But that’s just it.  He’s not unstable.  It’s just how he processes information apparently.  

His wife knew it and helped him.  Without her he’s lost.  And all I am is a reminder of what he is missing.  He’s not 

going to want to have to deal with me – and probably not you either, as you are a reminder that you have what he 

has lost.  But he’ll stay as long as we are helping him to either get back to where he belongs or, in the alternative, 

find a way to get her and their kids here.’ 

 ‘I can foresee problems with the latter,’ Xaran projected. 

 ‘I can too, but they can be worked out.  We will manage.  In a strange way, he’s family.  And I’ve never 

turned my back on family.  You know that.’ 



 ‘I know, Imzadi. If it comes to that, comes to bringing his wife and children into our reality, we should have 

some time to prepare the children.’ 

 ‘It shouldn’t be too hard.  It would be like me finding out I have an identical twin.  However, in this 

situation, we both have the same given name.’ 

 ‘Which would be more of a problem for the adults and Starfleet.’ 

 ‘I don’t think Starfleet will have a problem,’ Raiajh projected.  ‘We’ve dealt with Spaak before.  From what 

I could find out about his wife while I was aboard, she still had connections with Starfleet, covertly, through 

Starfleet Intelligence.  Intel would contact her to arrange for him to perform undercover missions for Starfleet.  The 

man is so easy to read telepathically.  The only thing I don’t like is that he can read me as well.’ 

 ‘Should that even be possible?’ Xaran asked. 

 ‘I don’t know why or how, but apparently it is.  I don’t like it.  I’m doing my best to keep him out, but it’s 

hard.  He apparently has some empathic skill.’ 

 “If you’re talking about me,” Spaak said, sighing, “it’s quite rude you know; to talk about someone and 

being right there beside them. I really don’t think that is polite, and I’m a pirate.” 

 Now it was Admiral Raiajh’s turn to sigh.  She needed to find some way of shutting Spaak out of her mind.  

She just looked at Spaak and said, “If you don’t mind, I’m having a private conversation.  I’ve already told you to 

stay out of my head.” 

 “I wasn’t in your head, Admiral,” he said looking at her.  “Your body language gave it away.  But it doesn’t 

change the fact, Admiral Prude.  Talking about someone not only behind their back but in their very presence is 

extremely rude and I’m only asking for the common courtesy of not having someone talk about me like this.” 

 “I was merely relating pertinent information to my Chief Medical Officer; something that no one else here 

needs to hear.  I was protecting your privacy, not being rude.  However, if you want everyone to hear what I have to 

say, I will be more than happy to share,” she retorted. 

 “When you talk about someone, as from one doctor to another, you do it in private.  Not out and about, 

Admiral.  Telepaths can overhear anything if they’re good enough.  I’ve been making an effort NOT to overhear 

what you’re thinking.  That’s just plain rude, and I might be a frakking pirate, but I’m not rude.” 

 “What I say to Doctor Xaran IS private.  I’m not being rude.  I’m trying to do what needs to be done.  We 

have worked this way for 20 years without problems.  I don’t expect you to understand that.  What you have with 

your wife is not what I have with my husband.  This is how we work, how we operate, and until you no one has had 

a problem with it.” 

 “Yes,” he said looking at her.  “But that’s because they don’t know you’re talking about them.  But I can 

tell, and I find it rude.  How many people do you think are intimidated by your rank?  I’m not, because I’ve dealt 

with Admirals, Ambassadors, and Councilors in my line of work.  All wanting me to do a job for them that can’t be 

seen or known by others in the light of day.  Just like your brother,” he said glaring at her. 

 Raiajh stepped up and stood right next to Spaak.  In a hushed tone, so only he could hear, she asked, “If 

you want to know what I was talking about, I will tell you, but there’s no reason to bring my good-for-nothing 

brother into this conversation.” 

 “So you know about his addictions too?” Spaak asked, leaning in as they arrived in the infirmary.  “Did you 

want to throw up when you learned it too?” 

 “I was referring to the fact that he would probably have absolutely nothing to do with me if I wasn’t an 

Admiral in Starfleet.  I hate the fact he maintains contact with me for nothing more than political reasons.  He 

doesn’t give a damn about me or my family personally.  That alone is sickening enough.” 

 “He’s got another child,” Spaak said, grinning.  “A child whose existence terrifies him if word of it gets 

out.  Of course the child’s mother uses that to great benefit to get what she wants or needs out of him.  And that’s 

not all she holds over his head.  I can give you a lot of dirt,” he said, looking at the Admiral.  “Information that 

we’ve used in the past to keep him in line.  Information you can use to get him to allow you to visit your mother’s 

grave.” 

 Raiajh replied, “Unfortunately, what holds true in your reality may not hold true in mine.  It’s the Deltan 

government, not my brother that keeps me from visiting my mother’s grave.  They prefer not to admit that there are 



any half-Deltans out there.  My brother was shocked to find out that I was more Deltan than Vulcan.  And without 

any kind of concrete evidence of an unknown child, I wouldn’t even bring that up.” 

 “I already know,” Spaak said, looking at her with a clarity of thought that frightened Raiajh.  “His self-

loathing is spilling over onto you.  Just like it did with my Val.”  Spaak looked intently at Raiajh and continued, “I 

know what kind of person he is in any reality.”  He looked at the Admiral and then to Xaran as he pulled a padd 

from his jacket and sighed again.  “When I discovered I had done work for him, after my Val and I wed, I was 

sickened.  I smuggled booze; gold-pressed latinum; women; ...and other things just for him.  I even helped a friend 

of mine clean up after him on Risa.  When I learned it had been for him, I was...”  Spaak paused for a moment.  “I 

spent years making it up to Val.” 

 Spaak leaned against one of the infirmary walls and sighed once more, saying, “But I had not met her back 

then.  It started when I was the first officer onboard the Brodon, doing jobs for what was reputed to be a highly 

placed person in the Deltan government.  It was a contract that made us a lot of money.  And I mean a LOT of 

money.  At first we just took things to an estate on Risa because it was easier to hide.  But as time went on, we 

started having to smuggle our cargo into the Deltan home system.  Soon even that changed.  One of the other 

captains was able to get the codes to slip in and deliver goods right to Delta IV’s surface.  That captain and his ship 

were destroyed, and we thought it was the Dominion because the war was still going on.”  Spaak looked at those 

around him, adding, “But we eventually realized it wasn’t the Dominion.  Did a ship called the OSNS Mira Lake get 

destroyed about three months prior to the Breen Attack on Earth?” 

 “I am going to have to check and find out,” Raiajh said.  “The only ship I worked with personally during 

the war was yours… well, the Commander Spaak we knew… and I worked with him and Admiral Hagrav.” 

 “The Mira was a smuggling ship,” Spaak explained.  “It never did anything for Starfleet.  As far as 

Starfleet was ever concerned, it carried perishables for gourmet restaurants throughout the Alpha and Beta 

Quadrants.” 

 “Like I said, I will have to check that out,” Raiajh reiterated.  “But enough about my brother until we have 

a bit more concrete evidence that I can tie to this reality.” 

 “Fine,” Spaak said, looking at Raiajh as he handed her the padd.  “Enjoy.”  She took the padd and put it in 

the pocket of the utility jumpsuit she was wearing. 

 “Now if you will excuse me, I will be back in a few minutes.  I need to change into my uniform.” 

 “No problem,” Spaak said as she left. 

 Admiral Raiajh took her leave of the Commander and her husband and traveled down the corridors to her 

quarters, where she changed into her duty uniform, which looked similar to the skirt and jacket she normally wore 

but were cut to fit her expanding belly.  She then returned to the infirmary sickbay, where surprisingly the 

Commander was allowing Dr. Xaran to examine him.  When she arrived, Spaak looked at her and smiled, and Dr. 

Xaran blushed and cleared his throat. 

 “I’ll keep that in mind,” Xaran replied to the Commander. 

 “It’s good to see the two of you getting along, considering…,” the Admiral stated. 

 “We have something in common,” Spaak said dryly.  “As a result, we’re more like brothers than enemies.  

But you… you’re a reminder of Val not being here.” 

 “I’m sorry, Commander.  I cannot change that at the moment, nor can I change who I am.  However, I will 

do what I can to help you get back what you lost, by one method or another.” 

 “Thank you, Admiral,” Spaak said softly.  “Just let me stay in my ship.  The further I stay away from you 

the better.” 

 “I know, but right now I need you to come to the staff briefing along with Doctor Xaran.  After that you 

can return to the Pariah.” 

 “Very well, Admiral,” Spaak said softly as he looked at the Admiral. Dr. Xaran looked concerned as he 

saw Spaak wavering. 

 “On second thought,” she said.  “You two stay here.  Jack will fill in for you at the briefing, Sylvan.  Just 

make sure Commander Spaak is well.” 



 Spaak looked at the Betazoid doctor and sighed yet again.  “I need my wife,” he said softly.  “There is 

nothing more that you can do for me.  Trust me.  Just ask my ship’s doctor.  She’ll explain it.  Over the past twelve 

years we’ve become interdependent on each other.  She’s in a better position right now.  Our three children are with 

her.” 

 Raiajh replied to Spaak, “If you feel you can join us, you are welcome.  I promise not to make the briefing 

too boring or too long.” 

 “Fleetie office meetings... are always boring and too long.” 

 “I do my best to keep it short.  I hate meetings.  I hate boring ones even more.  You will also meet my aide, 

Lt Commander Marie Quintero.  She will help you with what you need while you adjust to life here.” 

 “Marie?  You’re kidding, right?  She’s still aiding you here?” Spaak asked with a laugh.  Explaining, he 

continued, “In my own reality, she’s our contact with Starfleet Command.” 

 “Yes, she’s still my aide, and she’s here.  Will you be able to work with her?  Or would you like someone 

else?” 

 “I can work with her,” he said, looking at the Admiral.  “She’s a lot more interesting than most stuffed shirt 

Fleeties.” 

 “Good now that everything is settled, would you care to join us so you can get back to your ship?” 

 Spaak stood up and followed Raiajh.  Every few minutes along the way, Xaran would help steady him. 

 “I promise, Commander.  I will make this as brief as possible,” Raiajh told him. 

 “Thank you,” he said softly. 

 As the trio neared the Officer’s Mess, Admiral Raiajh went on ahead and stopped in the pantry, where she 

asked the replicator to make two mugs of raktajino; one for herself and one for her husband.  Removing the two 

mugs, without thinking she asked the replicator for a third mug of black tea with sugar, milk and a hint of lemon and 

lime juices.  She headed out the door thinking about what she was going to say at the briefing.  At that particular 

moment it had not dawned on her what she had just done. 

 

* * * 
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 Dr. Xaran entered the Officer’s Mess with Commander Spaak and sat off to the side next to where Admiral 

Raiajh would address the assembled officers.  Admiral Raiajh arrived a moment later with the three mugs.  She 

handed one of the raktajinos to Xaran and the solo mug of tea to Commander Spaak, who looked at her 

questioningly. 

 “It is hot tea; with sugar, milk, and a hint of lemon and lime juices.”  It finally dawned on her what she had 

done.  Without realizing it, she had requested the tea prepared exactly as he liked it.  Quietly she said, “I’m sorry.  

You don’t have to drink it.  I was thinking about what I’m going to say to my officers and ordered it without 

thinking.” 

 “It’s alright, my Pet,” Spaak said quietly, smiling as he gave her a little wink.  “See, you do know me.  

Though the taste of a replicator is... off.  I will still enjoy it.” 

 Raiajh wanted to say something about Spaak calling her his ‘Pet’, but she kept her tongue. 

 “Don’t worry, Doctor,” Spaak said, looking at Xaran.  “I would never, ever try to mess with another man’s 

concubine.  That is one of the worse property crimes imaginable in Orion culture actually.”  He then went on to 

explain, “Concubine translates as ‘mate’, ‘spouse’, ‘wife’ or ‘husband’ in the Orion language.”  He added with 

venom in his voice and eyes, “It never means whore!  That is one of the worst and most profane words to use to 

describe a female in Orion society.  Never use it around my crew, because they will want to kill you.  It’s that 

horrible a term to use.” 



 Admiral Raiajh stepped to the front of the space, addressing her senior officer.  “I guess we will start with 

introductions.  This is Commander Johannes Spaak of the Orion vessel known as the Pariah.  For the past two days 

we have been detecting areas of spatial instability inside Romulan space.  Approximately 27 hours ago Commander 

Spaak and his crew passed through one of those pockets, unexpectedly moving from their own quantum reality into 

ours.  While the crew of the Pariah is at this base, they are to be treated with respect as guests.  Consider this an 

experience to learn about the Orion culture.  No one, and I mean no one, is to be removed from the ship unless 

someone specifically asks without prompting.” 

 With introductions out of the way, Raiajh continued with the brief. 

 “As I’m sure everyone here has heard, at 0230 this morning I was removed from the base by Commander 

Spaak and his crew.  The Pariah crew had no idea that they had passed into a different quantum reality from their 

own.  In their reality, they were scheduled to extract the alternate me from this base.  Further details as to why they 

came for me specifically are in the report that will be disseminated to all department heads.” 

 Turning her attention to the Chief Science Officer, Raiajh continued, “Select members of sciences will 

work the Executive Officer of the Pariah to go through their sensor data to see if they can determine what happened 

and the possibility of whether we can re-create the accident that brought the Pariah here in an attempt to return them 

to where they came from.”  She then looked at her Chief of Operations, saying, “B’Elanna, please choose one 

engineering and one communications specialist to assist the Pariah with the installation of a new communications 

array.”  Lt Commander Torres nodded. 

 Finally, to the remainder of the gathered officers, she said, “While the Pariah is here, they will be 

providing services to the base as needed.  They are to be accorded the same respect as any other Fifth Fleet crew.  

Are there any questions?” 

 For the several minutes that followed, Raiajh fielded numerous questions.  A couple of minutes later, all 

questions asked and answered to the best of her ability, the Admiral dismissed everyone. 

 

* * * 
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 With the kids asleep, Raiajh and Xaran retired to their bedroom.  Settling in, Raiajh removed the padd from 

the utility jumpsuit she had replicated aboard the Pariah and began to look it over with her husband.  The 

information contained on the padd was quite interesting. 

 “Gambling.  Illegal alcohol.  Women.  Can you picture your brother being involved in this, Val?” Xaran 

asked. 

 Raiajh sighed.  “It is possible.  I’ve heard rumors around the Embassy about his interesting sexual 

encounters.  He has also never had a problem getting extremely good quality Romulan Ale.  Even you have been 

able to taste the difference between what he had and what we are able to obtain from the Romulans out here.” 

 “But what about the smuggling?” 

 “I don’t know about that.  However, I had Marie take a look.  The Mira Lake was destroyed by Federation 

forces for trying to smuggle contraband into the Deltan system in 2375, three months prior to the Breen attack.  

They were never able to find out who on the planet they were smuggling for.  I sincerely hope it isn’t my brother, 

because it would tarnish the Raiajh family name for generations to come.  It would also tarnish all the good my 

Mother and Grandmother had done as Ambassador.  As much as I don’t like what my family has done to me 

personally, I don’t want to see their downfall.  Quite frankly, what I’m reading here scares me.  However, unless I 

have some kind of proof Ja’al is like this in our here and now, I don’t want to create an even  bigger wedge between 

the two of us.” 

 “Imzadi, you have to admit some of what Commander Spaak said was true.  When I first met Ja’al twenty 

years ago, he seemed genuinely happy that you were alive and well.  Over the years, though, that has changed.” 



 Raiajh replied, “I know.  Over time the brother I knew growing up returned.  It has come to the point where 

our contact is now extremely minimal.  The last time I saw him was at Elayne’s funeral, and he barely spoke to 

either of us.  He came because it would not have looked good if he didn’t.” 

 Raiajh leaned over and opened a drawer in the nightstand and put the padd inside. 

 “I don’t want to look at this right now.  It’s actually depressing.” 

 “I agree.  This probably isn’t the best time to deal with this.  How about we get some sleep?  We’ve both 

had a long day.” 

 “That sounds good,” Raiajh replied, lying down.  “Computer, lights off.”  As the lights in the room dimmed 

to blackness, Xaran joined his wife, wrapping his arms around her and they both drifted off to sleep. 

 

The End…? 


