
Previously in Star Trek: IMV Pariah… 

 

While on an independent mission, during which the crew of the Independent Merchant Vessel Pariah discover 

survivors of a crashed Deltan diplomatic vessel – including long-lost Deltan Ambassador Karinara Raiajh, mother 

of Val’ri Raiajh – Commander Spaak is informed the Fifth Fleet starship USS Besiege has been attacked by a Kairn 

battlecruiser. 

The Pariah rushes to the scene of battle, finding out along the way that Lt Charissa Xaran – daughter of Starbase 

719 commanding officer Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh and chief medical officer Dr. Sylvan Xaran – has been badly 

injured and is not expected to survive, through the Pariah’s first mate, the Vulcan Topuc, who has somehow picked 

up on Charissa’s telepathic cries. 

Now with Charissa Xaran and her parents aboard, the Pariah warps toward the Briar Patch, where Topuc hopes the 

metaphasic radiation in conjunction with a device he is building will help heal Charissa. 

 

 

 “The pod is finished.  Now we lock it into the shuttle,” Topuc said as he wiped the sweat from his brow.  

“When we transfer her into this pod, she will be able to communicate with us.  It will not create a true stasis field, 

because this method is the only way we will be able to keep her from being overwhelmed by the sensations of her 

body regenerating.” 

 “How will that work?” Tolek, Charissa’s Vulcan grandfather, asked as he went over the designs. 

 “From what I’ve been told, a Deltan has to touch the person they are helping to mitigate pain,” Topuc said 

as he indicated the areas where empaths could get close enough to Charissa.  “This is where you will stand, and 

establish the mindmeld, and Ambassador Raiajh will be touching you and Charissa, thus easing the pain.” 

 “That might work,” Tolek said softly.  “But you said her mind will be active, and she will be able to 

communicate with us.  How will she do this?” 

 “You will be her voice, Professor,” Topuc said, biting his lower lip.  “Her telepathy could give her voice, 

but to actually speak it will have to be through you.” 

 Tolek nodded in agreement.  Behind them, Starfleet Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh just stood and watched.  

Her face stained by tears, she just kept out of the way and remained quiet. 
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 Topuc looked at the Ambassador and described how the process was expected to work, warning her about 

the fact that the metaphasic particles would likely cause her body to regress in age. 

 “I don’t know how the changes will take place exactly, but extended exposure to the radiation will likely 

cause you to become younger,” the Vulcan said.  Everyone present could tell he was worried about the professor and 

ambassador.  “The Ba’ku have said the effects normally happened over time with normal exposure, but what we’ve 

built will focus the particles.  And I don’t know exactly how it will affect you and Tolek.” 

 “I understand, Topuc,” Ambassador Raiajh replied stoically.  “My life is almost at its end anyway.  I have 

little to lose by doing this, and perhaps it will allow me a little more time to spend with my family.” 

 “Okay,” Topuc said softly.  “Ves thinks exposure to the radiation our device will put off could shave years, 

if not decades, off your age.  But our primary focus is to use the effects to heal Charissa’s injuries.  I just really don’t 

know what will happen to the two of you.” 

 “Que sera, sera,” Ambassador Raiajh remarked, further explaining to Topuc’s puzzled expression, “What 

will be, will be.  All I know is my daughter has been hurt greatly by this ordeal and feels that she has failed in her 

most important role; mother and advocate of her child.  And I know exactly how she feels, as I spent more than a 

century separated from my children.”  She tried to reassure Topuc by adding, “Tolek and I understand the risks.” 



 “We both spoke to Val’ri before we came here, Topuc, and she’s afraid,” explained Tolek.  “She feels 

Charissa has accepted the inevitable and doesn’t want you to be hurt.  I have no reason to believe she’s not telling 

me the truth, but I also believe you are telling me the truth.  The truth each of you wishes to see with your heart.” 

 “Professor, you didn’t feel what she was saying,” Topuc whispered.  “She doesn’t want to die.” 

 “Who wants to die, Topuc?” Professor Tolek asked.  “My daughter is hearing and feeling the telepathic 

waves that Charissa is putting out right now, just as you are.  They are chaotic and overwhelming.  But once I have 

established a telepathic link with her, she will be able to communicate those thoughts through a somewhat more 

impartial party.” 

 The shuttle door opened and Commander Spaak walked in.  “Four minutes till we enter the Patch, Puck,” 

he said.  “Another thirty until we reach the orbit of Ba’ku.  Once everything is ready, we’ll deploy the boom with the 

pod connected.  Everyone needs to get into their positions.” 

 Topuc looked around the small pod and chewed on his bottom lip as he checked all the systems one last 

time.  Everyone involved would be gathered together before the pod would be deployed on a boom they had created 

solely for the purpose of towing the ‘recovery pod’ through the metaphasic particles of the Ba’ku planet’s rings.  He 

closed his eyes and cleared his mind, still feeling Charissa’s presence there.  He still did not understand why she was 

there, but he was not about to ask questions right now.  There were more pressing matters to deal with; such as 

saving her life. 

 Several minutes later, Topuc looked at Professor Tolek and nodded to his mentor. 

 “Everyone ready?” he asked softly. 

 “Yes.  We are as ready as we will ever be,” Tolek replied solemnly.  Topuc then looked at his commander.  

Spaak nodded, giving Topuc permission to proceed with the site-to-site transport that would place Charissa within 

the recovery pod. 

 Topuc activated the transporter unit.  Almost the second Charissa was in the new pod, Admiral Raiajh felt 

the hot tears stinging her cheeks again.  Her mother, the ambassador, was doing what she could to help Charissa 

manage the pain, but it was not enough.  Moments later, Tolek established a mind meld with Charissa.  Her thoughts 

and words were spoken through the Vulcan professor. 

 “Please, Grandfather, tell Topuc to take care of Ashari,” Charissa Xaran said through Tolek.  “She’s going 

to need his strength in the days and weeks to come.  I know and accept that I won’t be there for them.  Tell them not 

to grieve too much.” 

 Telepathically, Tolek explained to Charissa that his meld was not merely a conduit for her to say her good-

byes to her loved ones, but that they were all trying to do for her.  He also explained about finding Karinara Raiajh.  

Again Tolek spoke Charissa’s words aloud for all to hear. 

 “When I was little, I would dream that she would someday be found and that I would get to know her.  I 

guess part of my dream finally came true.  I’m just sorry I won’t get the chance to know her.” 

 Admiral Raiajh walked over to the open pod and touched Charissa on one of the few parts of her body that 

was not burned, trying to help in mitigating her daughter’s pain.  Telepathically, she said to Charissa, ‘If you wish it, 

you can get the chance to know your grandmother.’ 

 ‘Grandfather explained to me what you all want to do.  I appreciate what Topuc has done, but if he had not 

known about this place I would have died.  I’m not afraid of that, Mom.  I was just afraid I would not have been able 

to say what I needed to say.’ 

 ‘We have heard your message,’ Raiajh assured.  ‘Topuc believes what he’s doing should not be considered 

heroic measures.  It’s something that he has some knowledge about and feels that it is in your best interest to try to 

save you.  If you don’t want us to do this, just say the word and your Grandfather will break the meld and we will 

accept your wishes.’ 

 ‘Mom, I appreciate what he’s trying to do, but I can also feel the reasoning behind his actions. His actions 

are clouded by an emotion that I cannot return in kind.  I will allow him do what he has proposed, but should I 

recover, I still won’t be there for either of them, and that is going to hurt them both even more than if I had simply 

died.’ 

 ‘I know, Charissa,’ Raiajh assured.  ‘But you will have to be honest with them.  It’s all you can do.’ 

 ‘I will.  But if I don’t make it, when you return to 719 you will receive a visit by someone from Betazed.’ 

 ‘A friend of yours?’ 

 ‘Something like that, Mom.’ 

 ‘Get well, so you can introduce me to this friend yourself.’ 

 The admiral broke her mental connection with Charissa, then looked at Topuc and said, “Charissa feels it is 

appropriate that you continue since we have come this far, and I accept that.” 



 “Good,” Topuc said nodding.  “We can get started.  When this works, I’m hoping that it will just heal her.  

I believe Charissa enjoys being one of the two eldest siblings and I really doubt that she wants to end up wearing 

diapers again.” 

 Tolek conveyed through the mind-meld to Charissa that that they were about to start the procedure.  He 

then relayed Charissa’s thoughts verbally, saying, “If I end up having to be re-potty trained, I’m going to find some 

way to kick someone’s butt.” 

 “Okay,” Topuc said, blushing emerald.  “At least we know she’s willing to fight through this.  And if she 

does need to go through potty training again, I deserve to get my butt kicked.”  He then said to Charissa through her 

Vulcan grandfather, “Ash needs you, Rissa, so don’t give up!” 

 Again through Tolek, Charissa replied, “I won’t give up, but you are going to find that she’s going to need 

you more than me, Topuc.  Please promise me that you will be there for her.” 

 “I will,” he replied softly.  “But…” 

 “For now, let’s get started before I change my mind,” Charissa interrupted. 

 “Yes ma’am,” Topuc said as he typed in the last of the data the system needed.  “The pod is ready to be 

deployed.  Everyone not wanting to end up sucking their thumb and crying for a bottle, get out of here.” 

 Topuc looked at Tolek and the Ambassador one last time as everyone departed the shuttle and cleared his 

throat.  “Thank you,” he said.  “Rissa means so much to Ashari, I just don’t want... I promised Ashari I would talk 

with Rissa about how much she misses her and needs her.  Please let her know that.  That was why I did all this,” 

Topuc said as he absent-mindedly caressed the pod before leaving. 

 Professor Tolek nodded.  He had ‘heard’ the conversation between Charissa and her mother through his 

meld, but telling Topuc what was said would serve no purpose as this juncture.  That was something between 

Charissa, Ashari and Topuc, assuming Charisa recovered. 

 The shuttle was launched from the Pariah, descended on the boom that would keep it attached to the larger 

ship for recovery.  The mild shaking experienced by the shuttle as it started to enter the outer edges of the rings of 

the Ba’ku planet caused the Ambassador to lose her balance and end up in Tolek’s lap, leading to him giving her a 

bemused look as she tried to sort herself out. 

 “I’m sorry,” Karinara Raiajh said.  “I guess after a century trapped on a planet’s surface, I don’t have my 

space legs back yet.  Perhaps this little trip will give me a few years to travel the stars and regain them again?” 

 “We can only hope,” Tolek said as he helped the ambassador regain her footing.  “I am ready when you 

are.” 

 “I’m ready,” Raiajh replied, making sure that Charissa was still able to manage the pain. 

 

* * * 

 

 Tolek and Raiajh watched as the device measured the amount of metaphasic particles that were being 

drawn into the recovery pod, which allowed them to keep track of the progress on just how fast Charissa’s injuries 

were healing.  Topuc’s fears that the healing would be uneven had been for naught.  Instead, the waves of 

metaphasic particles produced a uniform regeneration.  The ease of which the pod was working allowed the two 

elder adults to spend most of the time in the shuttle simply conversing with each other and the young woman 

receiving treatment, allowing the granddaughter and grandmother to get to know each other much better during the 

hours they were confined in such cramped and isolated quarters. 

 By the time they had made their fifth orbit of the Ba’ku planet, the majority of Charissa’s injuries had 

already been healed and her two caretakers found themselves looking and feeling decades younger, much to their 

individual amazement. 

 “You are looking quite fetching,” Tolek said, his eyes expressing his amusement. 

 “Why, thank you,” the ambassador replied with a smile.  “I assume that you are reacting to my 

pheromones, because after all I put you through, I can’t see any other purpose for your remark.” 

 “I’m trying to be a gentleman,” Tolek said stoically.  “If nothing else, I have learned from my son-in-law 

and my very precocious grandchildren that it is always a good thing to complement a lady on how well she appears.” 

 “And I am trying to joke with you, Tolek,” Raiajh replied.  “However, I should probably know better than 

to try joking with a Vulcan.” 

 Tolek arched a single eyebrow.  “If I thought you were serious, I would have asked for something in 

conjunction with that compliment.” 

 “Keep it up you two,” Charissa said, speaking aloud for the first time since being injured.  “This shuttle is 

not all that private.  And besides, I don’t think Mother, Aunt Val, or Uncle Ja’al would be too happy if you give 

them a little brother or sister at this late date.” 



 “That alone may be a worthy reason to continue,” Tolek said, deadpan.  “Your mother and aunt might 

enjoy having a new sibling, and your uncle would... well; it would be worth it to see the look on his face.” 

 “I agree,” Ambassador Raiajh replied with a slight laugh.  “However, if done correctly, it could take years 

before there were any results.” 

 Charissa looked at the two adults from within her pod and said, “I hope you two aren’t serious.” 

 “I do not have anything planned,” Tolek said, giving the ambassador a smug look as he failed to suppress a 

slight grin. 

 “Come on you two; stop pulling my leg,” Charissa pleaded. 

 Tolek seemed almost to smile as he patted the pod in which Charissa lay.  “It’s keeping you preoccupied.  

Soon you will be coming out of there healthy and whole once again.” 

 “I’ll be healthy again.  But once we return to 719 I’m going to be leaving Starfleet and heading back to 

Betazed.  I want to spend time with Jonathan, Anya, and little Misha, as well as for some other reasons.  And I have 

accepted a job with an engineering firm helping to rebuild Betazed.  It’s the reason why I have become so distant 

from Ashari.  I hadn’t figured out how to tell her.” 

 “She loves you, Charissa,” Tolek said.  “She has been hurting because of how you have treated her lately.” 

 “I know, but I’m holding her back from whom she deserves to be with.  She belongs with Topuc.  This near 

brush with death has shown me that the path I set out on is the right one, the path I need to take, and that path is 

leading me away from Ashari and back to Betazed.  Ashari was right about one thing; if I wanted to be with her 

permanently, I would have given her what she wanted long ago.” 

 “Charissa, there is more to this than just that,” the Vulcan man said softly.  “You have felt you were 

holding her back, and she’s been terrified of losing you.  Do not rush into something that you and she will both grow 

to regret.” 

 “I’ve been thinking about this for a while,” Charissa said.  “This isn’t something new.  I just wanted to 

make sure Ashari was comfortable enough being around Topuc without my being there, and now she is.  She’s 

scared of where her heart is leading her and is trying to hold onto the familiar.  It is past time for us to go our 

separate ways.” 

 “She is your Imzadi, Charissa,” Tolek said to Charissa.  “I am not an expert on Betazoids, but from my 

understanding of their culture and traditions, that doesn’t just go away.” 

 “Grandfather, I have never referred to Ashari as my Imzadi.” 

 “I had thought I had heard you use that term for her, and that it was why your parents have accepted her as 

part of the family,” Tolek said softly. 

 “They accepted her because we had bonded, not because I called her Imzadi.” 

 “A bond isn’t an easy thing to break, child,” the Vulcan man said.  “You should talk with her.  She’s 

devastated over this.  It’s not that she’s scared of how she feels about Topuc.  Even he is not even sure what to think 

of that.  All they do together is talk about you.” 

 “That is another reason why I’m leaving.  As long as I’m around, they will never have what they deserve.  

When I see the two of them together, I see what my parents have.  I want Ashari to be happy and to know that level 

of love and trust.  As for the bond we share, that has been slowly unraveling on its own over the last year.  I’m sure 

you don’t know this, but Ashari has been thinking of breaking things off herself, so at this point the decision is 

mutual.  I promise that I will talk to both of them about my decision.” 

 “Topuc has said the reason Ashari has been considering breaking off your relationship was because of how 

distant you’ve become,” Tolek said.  “While I was helping him build this device to help you, I couldn’t help but see 

their talks about you, and what has been happening.  Your attitude and distancing of yourself from Ashari has been 

hurting her, and when she thought she was going to lose you for good it was just too much for her to bear.” 

 “The distance was intentional,” Charissa said, leaning up on her elbows for the first time.  “She’s clinging 

to the familiar, but her desire to break off our relationship goes back much further than what she’s letting Topuc 

believe.  The time has come for both of us to go our own separate ways.”  Charissa laid back down flat in the pod, a 

look of determination on her healing face.  “I’m done talking about this, Grandfather.  My mind is made up.  It’s 

time for both of us to move on.” 

 “I see,” Tolek said.  “Rest.  You are going to need it.” 

 “I will,” Charissa replied before quickly falling asleep. 

 Tolek watched Charissa for a moment, noting the lack of scar and burned tissue on her face already.  He 

then placed his hand on that of Ambassador Raiajh and spoke to her telepathically. 

 ‘There is a lot that the three of them haven’t realized about themselves. I had hoped she would see it and 

help all three of them through what is on the horizon.’ 



 ‘She believes what she is saying, and she truly does not have the feelings for Topuc that he may have for 

her,’ Raiajh replied.  ‘Even her Mother saw that.  This may be for the best, as no one truly wishes to be forced into 

something they don’t want.  Even Val’ri fought against a forced bonding when she was young.  Charissa does not 

want this; making her bend in a direction she doesn’t wish to go will only cause her to fight back.’ 

 ‘I know,’ Tolek said.  ‘I just hope that she realizes that deep inside, she does love Ashari.  I have known 

Topuc all of his life, and he’s not a telepath.  This incident has scared him to his core.’ 

 ‘She’s doing this because she does love Ashari,’ Raiajh pointed out.  ‘She sees that Ashari can have what 

her parents have and she wants to give that to her.  This is just the best way she knows how.  That is the message 

that she’s wanted to tell Ashari and Topuc.  But there’s more, something she didn’t say out loud.  I don’t know what 

it is, but I’m sure we will find out when this ship returns to Val’ri’s starbase, if Charissa doesn’t tell everyone 

sooner.’ 

 ‘That is what I was thinking myself,’ Tolek projected.  ‘Why must young people always take the hardest 

path to their happiness?’ 

 ‘It’s because they are young. In case you’ve forgotten, we were young and stupid once.’ 

 “Yes, we were,” Tolek said, speaking aloud again and looking at Raiajh pointedly. 

 “I meant it when I said I erred in my judgment, not allowing you in Val’ri’s life when she was growing up.  

She should have known from the beginning that you were her father,” she commented. 

 “And in realizing that, you have a chance to fix your mistakes when it comes to your grandchildren as well 

as your daughters.” 

 Raiajh pondered Tolek’s words for a moment, concentrating particularly on the use of the plural word 

‘daughters.’ 

 “So, tell me…  What we are going to do about the one married to Commander Spaak?  I’ve seen Orion 

slave women who wear more clothing than she does.” 

 “Do you really find her tastes in attire that objectionable?” he asked.  “It has been a lot to accept, but Val 

Spaak is confident and comfortable with herself.  She is not as dependent upon Commander Spaak as her ‘sister’ is 

on her own husband, Sylvan.  Every rose comes with its thorns.” 

 “She may be confident and comfortable, but she can be confident and comfortable with just a little more 

clothing on.  I feel she’s setting a bad example for her own daughter; making the girl think it’s acceptable to dress 

like that in public.” 

 “I’m surprised such an attitude is coming from someone who if full-blooded Deltan,” Tolek remarked.  

“My dear, she has lived among the Orions for some time, and compared to what many of them wear – or rather, 

don’t wear – she may as well be wearing Vulcan dress robes.  I think you are only upset because you are not getting 

to be as open and free with yourself as she is.  You look as you did when I saw you last over a century ago.  You 

now have the chance to experience some time with her and see just what she is like first hand instead of just judging 

her by what you are seeing.  The humans have a saying; ‘Do not judge a book by its cover.’  I think you are focusing 

on Val’s outward appearance instead of the confident woman she has become.” 

 “You’re right, of course,” Raiajh admitted.  “I will be spending time with both of them.  It is time I became 

reacquainted with my family.  Will you be staying as well?” 

 “Yes,” Tolek replied.  “I will be. My… I mean, our grandchildren contacted me and begged me to come for 

a visit.  Those three will definitely be interesting to watch as they grow up.  And I don’t think little Valerie will be as 

promiscuous as you are afraid she will become.  Her father has raised all of his children to understand that while sex 

with whom you are married to is fine, it is best reserved for being shared only with the other half of your heart.  I 

just wonder what you will think when you meet Hans and Val’s wife.” 

 Karinara Raiajh nearly choked at Tolek’s last statement.  “He has another wife?!?” 

 “No, they both do,” Tolek informed.  “With everything that has been going on, they haven’t mentioned her 

to you yet, but it is not something they hide, but neither do they broadcast the fact because they do not want to cause 

problems for Admiral Val’ri.” 

 “Why would one Val’ri having a second spouse cause problems for the other?  The Federation accepts 

plural marriages.  What is so different about this woman that it would cause problems?” 

 “She is the Admiral’s Flag Aide,” Tolek explained. 

 “I now see your point.”  Ambassador Raiajh looked at Tolek, subtly changing the topic as she asked, “Do 

you think when we get to the starbase I could possibly buy you dinner one night?” 

 “That would be… agreeable,” Tolek said. 

 “You can pick the place, as you obviously know more about the facilities on the base than I do.” 

 “Does it have to be a public restaurant?” Tolek asked seriously.  “I have found that I prefer the facilities 

aboard the Pariah.  The chef is quite good, and the quarters onboard are even better.” 



 “No, it doesn’t have to be a public restaurant,” Raiajh agreed.  “In fact, perhaps the chef can deliver 

something to your quarters once the shuttle is returned aboard and we can enjoy a few hours without a 

granddaughter chaperoning us,” she said with a mischievous grin. 

 “That could prove to be interesting,” Tolek said with a nod. 

 Raiajh cuddled up against Tolek, remarking, “I can almost hear my son screaming from here.” 

 “Let him,” Tolek said.  “When he discovers you are alive, he will be screaming for a different reason.  

From what Hans and Lady Val have told me, they have been trying to keep his… hobbies… from being discovered 

in an effort to protect your reputation.” 

 “My reputation?  What exactly has he done?  I raised him to be an upstanding citizen of the Deltan Union 

and the Federation.” 

 “Then he has fallen short of what you raised him to be,” Tolek said sadly.  “Far short.  It was because of 

him that we lost one of our precious grandchildren.” 

 “He killed a child?” Raiajh asked in shock. 

 “No, but we have learned he did not pay his gambling debts, and her death was a message to him,” Tolek 

said.  “However, he didn’t care.  From what I have learned, he finds all of our grandchildren to be abominations.” 

 “I would ask why, but I believe I know the answer to that question already.  Yet, from what my daughters 

have told me, he has little right to feel that way about mixed-race children because he has a half-Romulan son of his 

own.” 

 “That is what makes the situation even worse,” he said.  “He does not acknowledge his own son either.  

And his son loathes him, as does the mother.  They have both been in the vicinity of the station.  If they are still 

there, perhaps you will enjoy their company.” 

 “I’m sure I will, in spite of not having seen Tarleya in over a hundred years.  Admittedly, when I was told 

she had a child with my son, I instinctively knew something wasn’t quite right.  I knew she never actually liked 

him.” 

 “That is very true,” Tolek replied.  “Her work with the Romulan government forced her to endure some 

things she would never wish to disclose to others, and what she endured is why their son loathes his father so very 

much.” 

 “I can imagine.  Ja’al probably took out on Tarleya what the other Deltans taught him to feel about his own 

sister.”  Raiajh sat silently in contemplation for a moment before adding, “Who knows?  After talking to Tarleya, I 

may choose not to let Ja’al know I’m still alive.  It would serve him right.” 

 “But that has the potential to hurt you as well,” Tolek said. 

 “The Ja’al Raiajh that has been described to me is not the son I raised, Tolek.  The man he has become is 

not someone I believe I wish to become reacquainted with.” 

 “I can understand that,” Tolek said softly.  “But if he finds out, he will attack you.  It is the only way he can 

maintain his power and position.” 

 “I will cross that bridge when I get to it.  If he tries to attack me, it will be I who lays out his sins for all to 

see.” 

 “Commander Spaak will not like that.  He has spent millions of credits and latinum to keep Ja’al’s vices out 

of public eyes.” 

 “Then it is well past time for Commander Spaak to stop doing that.  He could have spent those credits on 

his family instead of trying – and failing – to keep his family safe.  If my son is truly doing things that are illegal, 

then it is time he paid for his crimes, not have someone sweep them under the rug for him.” 

 “Hans is doing it for the sake of our daughters; both of them.” 

 “I know,” Raiajh said with an unreadable look on her face.  “Don’t worry; back on Delta IV there are ways 

of taking care of this sort of problem and no one will know it was I that started the ball rolling.” 

 “I hope you are right,” Tolek said.  “Despite his rough edges, I have found Commander Spaak to be a man 

of good character, one of amazing morals.  And that is an amazing thing for one who has lived for so long among 

the Orions, even embracing so many aspects of their culture.” 

 “I have seen similar traits in both our daughter’s husbands,” Raiajh remarked.  “I just find it a bit ironic that 

they both chose men with strong ties to their respective religions, especially as one never developed in the Deltan 

culture.” 

 “You should hear the stories about some of the other ways they are alike,” Tolek remarked. 

 “Something tells me that as a mother I don’t want to go there, Tolek.” 

 “No, you don’t,” Tolek confirmed.  “But I will say this; they are definitely their mother’s daughters.” 

 “I noticed quite a bit of you in them also, Tolek.  Don’t sell yourself short.” 



 “Thank you,” he said as he leaned back and studied the monitors that confirmed Charissa’s healing was 

progressing nicely.  They also indicated another fact.  “The monitors are saying that you and I will both have lost 

almost a hundred years when this is over.  Topuc is going to be very stunned by that aspect of his creation.” 

 “I agree.  I feel better than I have in a long time, Tolek.  However, I think it’s about time that we call to be 

returned to the ship.  Much longer and we’re going to be physically younger than our own daughters.” 

 “Very true, but someone must remain to watch over our granddaughter,” he said. “An hour more and she 

should be healed enough that normal medical efforts should be able to handle the rest.  It’s a price we must pay.  

However, if you wish to return to the Pariah, I will stay behind.” 

 “I’ll stay with you,” Raiajh assured.  “An hour more shouldn’t change much, but we should still tell them 

it’s time to move out of the rings.”  Raiajh pointed out an indication on one monitor screen saying, “Charissa is 

sufficiently healed enough now that any further direct contact with the metaphasic particles will also cause her to 

become younger.” 

 “I concur,” Tolek said as he contacted the Pariah on a communications line directly through the tether to 

the shuttle.  When he finished, he informed Raiajh, “I think Topuc has finally passed out from exhaustion.  It was 

Commander Spaak who responded.” 

 “I can imagine.  He has been running on pure adrenaline since being informed of what happened to 

Charissa.” 

 “What will happen if what we fear is true happens?” Tolek asked. 

 “I don’t know,” Raiajh answered honestly.  “Hopefully Topuc and Ashari will see what Charissa sees, that 

they belong together, and don’t give Charissa too much grief over her decision.” 

 “My dear, I think that they will be totally lost without Charissa.” 

 “They will learn to adjust.  Something tells me that Charissa isn’t going back to Betazed alone.  Like 

Vulcans, Betazoids do bond their children to a future mate.  It was probably not something that Val’ri and Sylvan 

did; more likely the biological parents of the girl.” 

 “I suppose.  I assume we will eventually find out.” 

 “That we will,” Raiajh remarked.  “That we will.” 

 Karinara Raiajh turned and looked out the shuttle’s forward windows as they passed out of the rings as the 

Pariah started heading away from the Ba’ku planet. 

 “What a beautiful sight,” she said, admiring the deep blood red color of the nebula.  “Who would have 

thought that inside this little area of space there was hidden a star and a habitable planet with such a wonderful gift?” 

 “Hans and Topuc did,” he said.  “Topuc has studied this region for decades.  It’s why he has never known 

the burning of pon farr.” 

 “Tell me, Tolek.  How is it that you have not come to take a mate in all these years?” 

 “I haven’t been able to find one who made me… feel the right way,” he said honestly. 

 “Now that you are young again, perhaps you may yet find the right one?” 

 “Who knows what the future holds,” Tolek remarked.  “You too may find the right someone this time 

around as well.” 

 “Anything is possible,” Raiajh agreed.  “Besides, who knows where one dinner might lead?” 

 Tolek leaned forward, looking into the Deltan woman’s eyes.  “Could it be your own pheromones talking?” 

he asked.  Raiajh simply giggled like a giddy school girl – in a way she had not for decades – and tried to turn away. 

 Tolek gently touched Raiajh’s face and turned her to look at him.  “I find I’ve been waiting far too long for 

this,” he said as he leaned forward and kissed her.  She responded in kind. 

 In front of the pair, Charissa awoke once again in the pod.  She leaned up on her elbows again, much easier 

than before, and noticed the two, rolling her eyes as she said, “Nice.  Please tell me how I’m supposed to explain 

this to my Mom and Aunt.” 

 “There is nothing to explain,” Tolek said.  “We are simply, in the parlance of the human, going to make 

them both legal.” 

 “Hold on a moment, Tolek,” Raiajh protested.  “All I said is; who knows where one dinner might lead?  

Let’s have that dinner first.  Then we can discuss anything further,” the Ambassador remarked in a joking manner. 

 Tolek looked into Raiajh’s eyes and nodded.  “I’ve known something for a very long time,” he told her.  

“And I now realize that is why I never found a mate.  But you are right.  We will find out how things develop.” 

 “After the way I treated you after Val’ri was born, you should despise me, Tolek,” Raiajh said, eyes cast 

down toward the deck.  “Yet you don’t, and I thank you for that.” 

 “My dear,” Tolek said softly.  “I honored your desires, even after I believed you dead.” 

 “My professional desires when I was younger led me to miss out on many things,” Raiajh admitted.  “If I 

had to do it all again, I would have turned down the position as Ambassador.  Living for more than 100 years on a 



deserted planet waiting for rescue made me realize the error of my ways.  I never in my wildest dreams thought I 

would have a chance to see what could have been; to have those years back that I have lost.” 

 “There are so many things we take for granted,” Tolek said.  “And this is a gift.  We should not allow 

ourselves to waste it.” 

 “I have no intention of wasting it,” Raiajh said.  “Sometimes we need to listen to what the universe is 

telling us.  Perhaps Val’ri was the universe trying to tell us we could have something together?” 

 “I... hope that is the case.  We at least have learned to get past outward appearances.” 

 “I have never had a problem with your appearance, Tolek.  I still remember those nights we spent together 

on Nisus.  That planet was the one place I felt free from the restraints that were put on me by my society.” 

 Tolek blushed bright emerald.  “It wasn’t our looks per se, but how others would see us.” 

 “You’re right.  Any kind of relationship we would have had would have been frowned upon by other 

Deltans.  I’m sure that is probably still the case.  However, I don’t really care anymore.  I’m ready to begin a new 

life.” 

 “There are many different ways to start a new life,” Tolek remarked.  “Places in the Federation where you 

wouldn’t have to worry about anyone bringing up the fact you are Deltan and I am Vulcan.” 

 “True enough,” Raiajh said.  “However, I think I would like to stay at 719 for a while.  Perhaps help a bit 

with the Romulan refugees that Val’ri has told me are on the base.  We probably wouldn’t have any problems there.  

And we’ll be close enough to enjoy our grandchildren.” 

 “That would be considered a bonus,” Tolek said with a nod.  “And I’m sure the Pariah crew would be 

more than happy to host our stay.” 

 “Even if they will not, I’m sure I can arrange a set of VIP quarters aboard the starbase,” Raiajh commented 

with a wink.  “I have connections with the senior staff.” 

 Tolek nodded as he looked into the ambassador’s eyes.  “I think it’s time we got back to the Pariah,” he 

said. 

 “I agree,” the ambassador replied. 

  

* * * 

 

 Several minutes later, the shuttle had been drawn back up into the Pariah, and the three passengers 

disembarked.  The expressions on the faces of their family members were priceless.  Commander Spaak shook 

Professor Tolek’s hand and gave the Vulcan a broad smile and mischievous grin.  At the same moment, Ashari Pel 

rushed into Charissa’s arms, crying as she held onto the young Betazoid woman. 

 “I’m fine,” Charissa assured, holding onto the crying Pel and returning the hug, but in only a friendly 

manner.  “We do need to talk.  There is something that I must discuss with both you and Topuc.” 

 “Whatever it is, it can wait,” Pel replied.  “I’m just happy you are alive and well.” 

 “It can wait, but not too long,” Charissa remarked.  She then unwound herself from Pel and moved over to 

her parents and gave them both a tight hug. 

 Spaak moved over to the ambassador and offered his hand to her as well as he said, “You both look well.” 

 Returning the human man’s handshake, Ambassador Raiajh replied, “It has been an eye-opening six hours 

for all three of us.”  Then, reducing her tone to a whisper, she added, “Charissa has something to tell everyone and I 

don’t think whatever it is will sit too well with either Topuc or Ashari.  I thought you should be aware, considering 

Topuc is a valued member of your crew.” 

 “We’ll deal with it after the second shoe hits the deck,” Spaak said, equally as quiet. 

 After Charissa had hugged her parents, Dr. Ves’Dell stepped over to escort the young Starfleet officer to 

the medical bay to run some tests and determine how complete the healing was.  Before leaving the shuttlebay, the 

Orion woman turned around to Tolek and the ambassador, saying, “I’ll need to see both of you in the medical bay as 

well, but I think it can wait until morning.” 

 As Ves and Charissa moved on into the corridor, Tolek and Ambassador Raiajh stepped over to Admiral 

Raiajh and Lady Val. 

 “You are both looking quite well,” Admiral Raiajh remarked.  “You both look almost as I remember you 

just prior to the mission that resulted in the Arcturus being lost in time.  However, there is something else about the 

two of you.  Something I can’t quite place.” 

 Lady Val looked at her two parents and said, “If I didn’t know better, I’d suggest something was going on 

between the two of you.” 

 Tolek looked at his daughters seriously as he asked, “And if there were something going on between 

Ambassador Raiajh and myself, would it be something that would concern you?” 



 Lady Val looked at her father and replied with a smile, “You are both capable, consenting adults.  What 

you do behind closed doors is your own business.” 

 “Of course it is,” Tolek said sagely.  “But what of things we do in public?” 

 “As Val said, you are both adults.  Neither of us can tell you how to act in public. As long as you break no 

laws, what you do is your own concern.  You know enough to govern your actions accordingly,” the admiral said to 

him. 

 Tolek asked what seemed an odd question coming from a Vulcan.  “But how would it make you feel?  If 

your mother and I were to… renew our prior acquaintance?” 

 “Like many things, it will take some adjustment for those who know and care about both of you.  But it is 

not my place to say with whom either of you can foster a relationship.  If the two of you wish to become involved… 

again… I don’t think either one of us would stop you,” Raiajh replied, with Lady Val nodding in agreement. 

 “That is good,” Tolek said.  “Your mother and I have had quite the experience watching over our 

granddaughter, and we need a chance to unwind.”  He turned specifically toward Val.  “Will you and Hans be 

hosting dinner tonight?” 

 “Not tonight,” Lady Val replied.  “There isn’t enough time to organize everything properly.  However, we 

can do something tomorrow, if you would like.  After all, we have several days before we reach the station.” 

 Karinara Raiajh looked at Lady Val and said, “Tomorrow would better, I think.” 

 “That would be wonderful,” Tolek stated.  “I think your mother will enjoy the chef’s cooking.” 

 “Father, everyone enjoys Chef’s cooking.  We will let you both rest.   I’ll have our steward bring something 

from Chef to your quarters, and after that we’ll make sure you aren’t disturbed.” 

 “Thank you dear,” he said as he looked at his two daughters and their husbands.  “Hans, how is Topuc 

doing?” 

 “Right after we launched the shuttle with you aboard he collapsed from exhaustion.  We took him to his 

quarters, where he has been resting comfortably,” Spaak replied as he looked over at his wife and pulled her into his 

arms.  “He’ll probably be sleeping for a couple of days.” 

 “For all we know, Ashari is in his quarters right now telling him how well his recovery pod worked,” Lady 

Val remarked.  She then looked at her husband and asked, “Was it just me, or did Charissa seem a little distant when 

hugging Ashari?” 

 “Yes, I noticed that too,” Spaak said with a frown. 

 “It probably has something to do with the transfer report I recently received from the Starfleet Bureau of 

Personnel,” Admiral Raiajh remarked.  “Apparently Charissa has decided not to extend and will resign from 

Starfleet very soon, but she has not yet told me of any plans.  The only thing she told me was that there should be 

someone waiting for her when we return to 719.  Now that she is out of danger, I intend to talk to her in further 

detail about her future plans.” 

 “Who is waiting for her back on the station?” Spaak asked. 

 “She wasn’t specific.  I asked if the person waiting for her is a friend, and she told me, ‘Something like 

that.’” 

 “I see,” Spaak said thoughtfully.  “In the meantime, let’s get back to our work.  I promised Chief Kyman I 

would check on his property while we’re here.  I also need to finish some business dealings with the Ba’ku.  I was 

pleased to find out that they had finished a bolt of cloth for me when we arrived in orbit and I really can’t wait to see 

what Val is going to make from it.” 

 “You’ll just have to wait and see,” Val told him. 

 Spaak smiled as his fingers teased Lady Val’s sides as he bent down and gently rubbed their noses together.  

“I can’t wait,” he said grinning. 

 “I guess the rest of us will retire for the evening,” remarked Lady Val.  “It has been a long and trying day.  

I’m sure Charissa will be in the medical bay, and Ves won’t want anyone to disturb her.” 

 “I agree,” her ‘sister’, Admiral Raiajh said.  “Tomorrow is another day.  We can all use the free time 

tonight to unwind after the stress of the last several days.” 

 “Among other things,” Spaak said grinning as he rested his chin on top of Lady Val’s head. 

 The three couples each went their own way, each couple heading for their assigned quarters.  Spaak and 

Lady Val paused briefly, looking back to watch Val and Admiral Raiajh’s parents walking off together.  Spaak 

looked down into his wife’s eyes as they realized her parents were evidently both heading toward Tolek’s assigned 

quarters and asked, “Never thought you would see that, did you, my Pet?” 

 “No, especially when you consider that until a few days ago I believed my mother was long since deceased.  

I guess several hours virtually alone in close quarters can change ones perspective about another greatly.” 



 “Very true but I think your father has always been a lot more tolerant and forgiving of your mother,” Spaak 

said as they resumed their way towards their own quarters.  “After all, how many times did he say that she loved you 

but didn’t know how best to show it?” 

 “I know.  There were times since I found out for certain that he was my biological father that I felt there 

was something that he wasn’t telling me; that he and my mother knew each other much better than they let everyone 

believe.” 

 “Or that he’s still had feelings for her even after all this time,” Spaak remarked as the couple reached the 

doors of their quarters.  “It would explain why he never took a mate, a highly unusual state for a Vulcan over a 

century old.” 

 “It’s possible, but enough thinking about my parents,” Val admonished.  “How about we head inside?  I 

found another place for the kids to sleep tonight,” she stated with a grin. 

 “Oh, that is very good,” Spaak remarked smiling. 

 

* * * 

 After seeing that Charissa was indeed alive and well, Ashari Pel left the Pariah’s shuttle bay and walked 

quickly to Topuc’s quarters to tell him the good news.  She let herself into the first mate’s quarters and found Topuc 

asleep on the bed.  Pel tried several times to wake him, but he was just too deeply asleep, so instead she simply laid 

down at the opposite end of the bunk and drifted off to sleep herself. 

 Pel woke the next morning unsure of where she was and confused at first by the sensation of strong arms 

wrapped around her.  She realized that during the ship’s night both she and Topuc had moved to the middle of the 

bunk.  What unnerved her the most was that it felt good; him holding her like that.  She didn’t want to disturb him, 

but she knew she had to deliver the news she had come there for in the first place. 

 Quietly, Pel said, “Topuc, wake up.”  When he neither answered nor stirred, she repeated her greeting a 

little louder.  “Topuc, wake up!” 

 Topuc stirred slightly, shaking his head and burying his face in Pel’s hair before he rolled over and pulled 

his pillow over his head. 

 “Uhnuh,” he muttered, his voice muffled by the pillow.  “Too sleepy.” 

 “Topuc, please wake up.  I need to tell you about Charissa,” Pel stated. 

 “What’s wrong?” Topuc asked, suddenly sitting up and looking around, a panicked look in his eyes as he 

looked over at Pel.  “Did the procedure not work?” 

 “It worked better than you could have expected,” Pel explained.  “Charissa is almost fully healed and the 

Professor and Ambassador Raiajh look almost a century younger then when the shuttle was launched.” 

 “Wow,” Topuc said, now rubbing his head.  “That’s good news.  I was worried Charissa would have 

regressed in age as well and we would have to deal with her terrible-two’s stage or something like that.” 

 “If she has regressed in age, I’m sure it isn’t by much.  She still looks the same.”  Pel’s expression looked 

more serious as she added, “She said she still wanted to talk to us.  Both of us.”  Pel looked over at the chronometer 

displayed on the monitor screen on the bulkhead wall and saw that it was still only 0500 ship’s time.  “If you want, 

we can get a few more hours sleep before we go see her.  I’m sure Dr. Ves’Dell isn’t going to let us in to see 

Charissa this early in the morning.  And it actually felt good waking up with your arms around me,” she added, 

blushing. 

 “I don’t know what to say,” Topuc said, blushing bright emerald himself.  “I don’t want to cause problems 

with you and Charissa.  I like both of you too much to come between you.” 

 “It’s ok.  I’m sure you won’t be causing problems,” Pel said, her face a little sad.  “Even after all she just 

went through, she still seemed distant to me when the shuttle was retrieved.” 

 “I’m sorry.” 

Pel noticed Topuc was still rubbing his head, and could tell he was feeling confused. 

“I don’t understand.  I really don’t,” he said.  “I feel kind of funny…”  Topuc laid back down and pulled his 

pillow back over his head.  “Can you please have Ves come see me?  Everything is so loud.  I can hear the ship.  

And it’s weird.” 

 “Sure,” Pel replied before climbing out of the bunk and moving over to the comm panel on the bulkhead 

next to the monitor screen.  “Ashari Pel to Dr. Ves,” she said into the device. 

 Ves’ voice came back a moment later, saying, “What can I do for you, Ashari?” 

 “Can you please come to Topuc’s quarters?  Topuc says he isn’t feeling well.”  Pel paused a moment 

before adding, almost as an afterthought, “Come to think of it, I feel weird also.” 

 “I’ll be right there.  And I’m bringing Sylvan with me.” 



 “Thank you, Doctor,” Pel said before shutting off the comm panel and crawling back into the bunk next to 

Topuc. 

 Before leaving sickbay, Dr. Xaran performed a quick scan of Charissa, and found nothing out of the 

ordinary.  A few minutes later, he and Dr. Ves’Dell arrived at Topuc’s quarters. 

 The Vulcan was curled into the fetal position, hugging his knees to his chest as his head rested against his 

legs.  “I feel so...,” he moaned. 

 Xaran pulled out his tricorder and first scanned Topuc, then Pel.  The Betazoid doctor quickly realized what 

was happening to both of them. 

 “It looks like that chat you were planning to have with Charissa will have to wait a few more days.  You 

two aren’t going anywhere.  You are both exhibiting signs that signal the onset of pon farr.” 

 “That is not supposed to be happening,” Topuc said, shaking his head.  “The doctors I have consulted told 

me I had been spared from that.” 

 “No one knew for sure it was a permanent condition, Topuc.  Sometimes the right chain of events trigger its 

initial onset.  Whether you realize it or not, on a subconscious level you and Ashari had bonded.  At first we were 

worried that you may have bonded with Charissa as well, but she’s not exhibiting any symptoms.”  Xaran moved 

closer to Topuc, consciously choosing not to touch the Vulcan in case it may set off a challenge response in him, 

saying, “Both of you know what you need to do in order to get through this.” 

 “But Ashari loves Charissa,” Topuc said, now holding his head tightly.  He was very confused and nothing 

seemed to make any sense to him. 

 Pel sat down on the bed and moved closer to Topuc and said, “I love you too, Topuc.  Perhaps this is why 

Charissa was becoming distant; that she saw what was happening between us.  Something we didn’t see ourselves.” 

 “But, I don’t understand,” Topuc said, now trying to hide under his pillow.  “I really don’t.  I feel the same 

way about her as I do you.” 

 Xaran indicated to the Orion doctor, Ves’Dell, that they should leave the couple alone to work out their 

situation.  As the two doctors left, Pel said to Topuc, “It is apparent that at this point in time, her path lies elsewhere.  

However, I do know one thing, Topuc.  If we don’t do something about our present condition, it will likely kill us 

both, and I know you don’t want that to happen.” 

 “I... I really don’t know what to do, Ash,” Topuc said, shaking his head.  “I didn’t think something like this 

would ever happen.  It’s just so different!” 

 Pel lay down on the bed next to Topuc and said, “How about I just lie here next to you for now and we’ll 

figure it out together.  Everything will be fine.  I promise.” 

 “Okay,” Topuc replied as he laid his head against her shoulder.  Pel and Charissa Xaran had spoken about 

how there were times Topuc seemed like a lost child when he had to deal with interpersonal relationships, and at the 

present moment he was very terrified about what was happening. 

 

* * * 

 

 Charissa Xaran took a deep breath and pressed the door chime to the quarters her parents were staying in 

aboard the Pariah.  She knew now that she was feeling better, she had to tell them what was actually going on, 

especially since she was sure that her mother had received the news that she was leaving Starfleet by now. 

 The door parted and she entered the cabin.  It was similar in size to the one used by Hans Spaak and his 

wife and was created from what was originally two separate crew quarters when the Pariah was overhauled the 

month before, after Lady Val returned to the ship.  As the door slid closed behind her, Dr. Xaran asked Charissa, 

“How are you feeling, Squirt?”  Charissa walked over and sat in a chair opposite her parents. 

 “Good, considering.  Doctor Ves says I have healed almost completely.  There are still a few scars on my 

abdomen and back that she says she’ll be able to heal more completely with a dermal regenerator over the next few 

days, but I’ve got to hand it to Topuc.  His theory worked almost too well.  I’m almost fully healed and maybe a 

year or two younger, but grandpa and the woman you say is my grandmother look like they did in the pictures from 

when you were a young girl, Mom.  They sure had me going when they started flirting with each other.” 

 “I don’t think they were just flirting,” Raiajh said.  “However, whatever transpires between them is for 

them to decide, not us.  And besides, you are here so we can talk about you, not them.  Before the ship entered the 

Patch, I received a list of crew transfers to and from the base.  Your name was listed among them, as one who is not 

continuing their career in Starfleet.  What made you decide to leave, and when were you going to tell us?” 

 “I was going to tell you when the Besiege had returned to the station after this last mission, but those plans 

were changed by the Kairn.  I’ve decided I’m going to go back to Betazed and help with the rebuilding effort there.  

I took a job with the same engineering firm Grandpa Troy worked for.” 



 “And this ‘friend’ you said was waiting for you back at the base?” Raiajh asked. 

 “Enitan Kitran.  We’ve kept in touch over the years since his Aunt’s wedding.” 

 “I remember Enitan,” Xaran remarked.  “When he got there the two of you made a bee-line for each other 

as if the two of you were long-lost friends who were reunited.  The last time I saw that happen was when Korin and 

Ellie were younger…” 

 Xaran suddenly stopped as what he was saying brought up an old memory.  Finally continuing, he said, 

“Korin was talking about a bonding ceremony before he and Ellie came to Earth back in 2367.  I had always 

assumed that it was going to happen after they returned.  Charissa, you do know just because the two of you were 

bonded as children; you don’t have to follow through on it.” 

 “We’re doing it because we want to; not because we feel committed to do so.  We both want to uphold 

some of the old traditions.  So much is changing on Betazed, especially since the end of the war.  If we forget 

everything we were, everything we are, then we will become lost.  I want to help preserve something of our culture.  

Is there anything wrong with that?” 

 “In theory, no,” Xaran replied.  “If this is what you want, we’ll stand by that.  But what about Ashari?” 

 “I’ve been purposely distancing myself from her for the past year to prepare her for this.  She’s been 

making great strides with Topuc, and they truly deserve to be together.  When I see them together, I see what you 

and Mom have.  Yet she continued to cling to the familiar instead of seeing the signs for herself.  I was going to talk 

to them today, but Doctor Ves told me that neither of them will be available for several days.  I was hoping they 

would be able to see what they could have with each other, but they both kept focusing on me.” 

 “You will still need to talk to both of them, when they are ready,” Xaran told his daughter. 

 “I know.  I need to explain my actions to them,” Charissa replied, her voice showing her remorse. 

 

* * * 

 

 Down in the mess, Lady Val was making sure preparations were ready for that evening’s dinner.  She had 

not seen her parents since they headed toward Tolek’s quarters together the previous day, and Dr. Ves had recently 

informed her that the pair had missed their scheduled morning physical appointment, but that the Orion doctor had 

to assume that both were well by the way he responded to her call informing them they were missing their 

appointments.  Val now hoped that they would leave his cabin in time for this meal; as it was their suggestion to 

begin with. 

 As she put the final touches in place, Commander Spaak walked into the mess. 

 “Things are looking good,” he said to his wife, smiling as he looked into her eyes.  Lady Val smirked 

because she realized her husband’s eyes had not looked at anything besides herself since he had entered the room.  

“So tell me, my Pet, did the chef prepare the lamb for our entree?  When I found out that the Ba’ku had prepared 

several sides of lamb for us, I was ecstatic.  I just hope that the children do not get too attached to all the animals we 

now have aboard for the petting zoo back on the station.” 

 “Yes, he prepared lamb for the entrée,” Val assured, “along with the usual vegetarian fare for those of us 

that don’t eat meat.  As for the animals, I hope you cleared the petting zoo idea with my sister first.”  Lady Val then 

gave her husband a hug. 

 “Oh you know me, my Pet,” Spaak said grinning.  “It’s easier to ask for forgiveness than permission at 

times like this.” 

 “You really should ask her permission first on this,” Val advised.  “Though it might not be so bad.  After 

all, once the animals get too large for the petting zoo, the restaurants aboard the station will have a source for fresh 

real meat, unless you had other plans.” 

 “I do,” Spaak said smiling.  “The Ba’ku have sold me enough animals to start a breeding stock.  The petting 

zoo can be completely self-sufficient, assuming we have enough feed aboard the base, as well as provide livestock 

for the colonization efforts to build the refugees a home somewhere safe.” 

 “That’s not a bad idea.  I think my sister will go for that, especially being able to provide livestock to 

colonists in the sector.  From what she told me earlier, she believes the Romulans have found their first colony 

world.” 

 “There is always a method to my madness, my Pet,” Spaak said grinning. 

 “True.  Have you been able to contact my parents to see if they would be joining us for dinner tonight?” 

Lady Val asked. 

 “Yes.  Ves made a ‘house call’ and gave them a clean bill of health,” Spaak replied.  “And your mother 

requested drawing up the Letters.  But we’re not allowed to tell your sister until they officially announce their plans 



at tonight’s dinner.  And the only reason you are hearing it now instead of at dinner yourself is because you are the 

only one authorized to get the GOOD Romulan ale out of the safe.” 

 “I see,” Val replied with a nod.  “I’ll pretend the only words I heard from you were that we needed some of 

the good Romulan ale for tonight’s dinner.” 

 “Good thinking,” her husband said with a grin. 

 Val stood quietly in thought for a moment, staring at the dining table she had just finished setting.  Finally 

she said, “However, I do wonder how Ves is going to handle those letters.  It is going to be interesting to see who 

she declares head of that household, Tolek or Karinara?  It also appears that Topuc and Ashari will not be joining us 

for tonight’s dinner.” 

 “Yes,” answered Spaak.  “The one thing we feared for Puck has finally happened.  Ves says he’s scared, 

but Ashari is willing to work through it with him.  It still doesn’t explain how Puck was able to telepathically 

communicate with Charissa.  He’s not a telepath.  Hell, Val, Sylvan has more telepathic potential than Puck does.” 

 “There are several possibilities,” Val replied.  “One is that Topuc bonded with Charissa but she did not 

bond with him.  Or that Charissa was able to overcome Topuc’s lack of ability and communicate directly with him, 

which is a more likely possibility, as she is an extremely strong telepath.  Has always been since she was a little girl.  

Puck may not have telepathic abilities, but he does have empathic abilities, strong abilities at that.” 

 “Not as strong as many may think,” Spaak said softly.  “Tolek told me about how he was treated by others 

when he was growing up on Vulcan, having only limited touch telepathy and empathy, and that he was seen as a 

freak for having such a strong ability with telekinesis.  It’s part of the reason why he exiled himself from Vulcan and 

focused on studying the Briar Patch for so long.” 

 “But there was enough there for her to work with,” Val explained.  “She knew he would hear her, because 

of the close friendship they have developed.” 

 “That’s possible,” Spaak said.  “But there has to be more to it than that.  Even bonded Vulcans and 

Betazoids don’t have the ability to communicate at such distances so clearly.  And Puck was broadcasting what he 

was receiving from her to all of us.  There is just so much that we don’t know.  And that worries me.” 

 “That is worrisome, but his broadcasting abilities may have been a side effect of what is happening now.  

We’ll just have to watch and see if this happens again.  There is a good chance that it probably will not.” 

 “I hope that is the case, for his sake,” Spaak said as he watched his wife place the final touches on the table.  

“I just hope things work out for the best for everyone concerned.” 

 Lady Val nodded, then said, “Since we are almost ready, let me go get that ale.  Should I take out only one 

case or two?” 

 “One should be enough,” Spaak said with a smile. “Twelve bottles will be more than enough for our little 

get-together tonight.  And don’t tell your sister that the ice cream she’s getting has sucrose in it.  Sylvan told me he 

wants to surprise her with something, so we’ll be watching the children tonight.  I planned on letting them play with 

the animals down in the cargo bay.” 

 “I’m not telling.  Let her just think it’s the ale,” Lady Val replied, smirking as she left the mess and headed 

to visit the Purser’s safe. 

 

* * * 

 

 Admiral Raiajh had to admit one thing; that her ‘sister’ knew how to throw a party!  Even when it was just 

family, which included the small compliment of crew that resided aboard the Pariah, there was no detail out of 

place.  As was usual, Lady Val had made sure there were plenty of vegetarian dishes for the small group as well as a 

meat dish; a nicely presented crown roast.  The Chef had prepared, even to Lady Val’s surprise, a few traditional 

Deltan dishes that seemed to truly impress the Ambassador.   The admiral even had to admit that the ale that was 

kept locked in the Purser’s safe aboard the Pariah was of an even better quality than she was ever able to obtain for 

her own private stash back aboard the starbase. 

 As dinner ended, Commander Spaak stood up at the head of the table, his wife by his side, and looked 

down toward the opposite end where Professor Tolek was sitting.  He presented the older Vulcan a bright smile. 

 “Everyone, I hope you are getting to enjoy your stay onboard the Pariah,” Spaak said seriously.  “As it 

seems we are going to be together for the next several days, I promise that you will be treated with the highest level 

of comfort you can expect from our wonderful crew.  If you need anything, just ask any member of the crew and 

they will be able to help direct you to whomever can best help you.  In the meantime, we’ll be trying to keep the 

children occupied and entertained, so that their parents will have time alone to spend together.”  Spaak then grinned 

mischievously as he winked at the Ambassador.  “And, of course, we have one set of their grandparents aboard who 

would probably be happy to help keep the children preoccupied and give us parents a little break.”  Tolek nodded at 



the subtle cue, then looked toward Ambassador Raiajh in the seat next to his own and motioned for her to speak as 

Spaak sat back down, pulling his wife back into his lap. 

 The bald-headed former Deltan ambassador stood up and looked around at those seated at the table before 

saying with a smile, “While Tolek and I would love to watch the grandchildren – grandchildren I had no idea even 

existed until just a few days ago – I think that you will find that the two of us are going to be quite busy ourselves 

for the next several days.  In light of recent events, in conjunction with the fact that this little trip to the Briar Patch 

has made us both younger that we could have ever imagined in our dreams, we have decided to head down a path 

that will probably cause a bit of controversy but likewise will be well worth the effort.  Tolek and I have decided to 

marry, and we will be having a traditional Vulcan ceremony shortly after we reach the starbase.” 

 Again Ambassador Raiajh looked at the faces of those seated around her, who with the exception of Tolek 

and Spaak all seemed to be in a state of shock.  The room was silent, everyone speechless for a few moments, until 

everyone started offering their congratulations and well wishes. 

 “Congratulations to the happy couple,” Spaak said, looking at Tolek and the ambassador as he held up his 

glass of blue liquid in salute.  “It’s about time you two came to your senses and realized something that the Good 

Lord knew and tried to show you.  He works in mysterious ways, but his way is usually the best one to take.” 

 “I guess you could say we both finally came to our senses.  For the two of us, whether it was fate, or a god 

or gods, the way in which it has happened is certainly unique.  To give two people from such vastly different 

societies who had a few things in common such a special gift as our daughters was something neither of us had 

expected.” 

 “In my experience Professor, God works in a very strange and mysterious way,” Spaak said, moving 

around the table so that he did not have to talk over the sound of nearly everyone else trying to talk to Ambassador 

Raiajh.  “From what I know of you, both in this universe and my own, you have – as humans say – carried a torch 

for the ambassador for a very long time.  In the reality I came from, that was right up until your death, which I have 

sworn to ensure never happens in this universe.  It has only cost me a couple of million credits, but it’s been more 

than worth it.” 

 As Spaak spoke, Ambassador Raiajh paused speaking to her ‘two’ daughters, looked at the Pariah’s 

commander, and said, “That, by the way, is something that is going to stop.  Those are credits you should be 

spending on your wife and children, not protecting the well-being of them and your extended family.  I will be 

working with Val’ri and several other Deltan families of prominence I know of to bring Ja’al down.  In the end, if 

this goes as I plan, my son will be censured, stripped of any property that he has, and will lose the right to use the 

family name.  Depending on how far the families of Delta IV are willing to go, he may even be turned over to the 

Orions so that they may deal with him themselves.” 

 “But, Ambassador,” Spaak said, surprised.  “The family reputation you helped build and maintain will be 

destroyed.  Let me do what I’ve been planning for some time.  I’ve created an ‘underground railroad’ of sorts for 

Orions to get out of the areas falling under the control of the Syndicate.  Your son’s actions and me cleaning up the 

messes he has left behind have encouraged the members of the Syndicate to think I’m just as dirty as the rest of 

them.  That cover is doing a lot of good.  They believe the reality that this Pariah came from is an evil ‘mirror’ 

universe and I haven’t let them think otherwise yet.  My good deeds working with Starfleet have been a cover for 

criminal activities as far as they have been concerned; when in actuality it has been the other way around.  That has 

worked in my favor when having to deal with the Orion Syndicate.  I don’t like pretending to be a common pirate, 

the kind of maverick ship commander Starfleet usually hunts down, but it’s helping me get good people out of 

dangerous places.  So please, let this charade continue for a little longer.” 

 “Doing it the way I plan would not damage the reputation of me or my family name, only Ja’al.  I will, 

however, allow it to continue for a little while longer, as your wife explained what is happening amongst the Orions, 

and that is most unfortunate,” the former ambassador replied. 

 “Thank you,” Spaak said.  “The Hobus star going supernova here has turned this universe into one of chaos 

and warfare and that has caused me to decide on a course of action that you all might find frightening.  You know I 

have known the Ba’ku for some time.  Even Lady Val doesn’t even know this, but like the Dauntless’ COB, I own 

some land on their planet with their permission.  When the home is finished being built, it is going to be our redoubt; 

our place of safety for when the galaxy descends into war again.  If you desire, you will have a place there with us.” 

 Val’ri Raiajh looked over at Spaak and said, “I have to agree.  The early signs are there if you look for 

them.  With the Hobus tragedy and the loss of a good portion of Romulan space – including their homeworld – it is 

going to destabilize the quadrant for years, maybe decades.  We’re seeing major shifts within the Klingon Empire, 

what remains of the Romulan Star Empire, and within the Orion Syndicate.  Not to mention many of the smaller 

non-aligned worlds are really starting to play their hands in galactic affairs.  Things are changing.  It wouldn’t 

surprise me that we are headed toward another major war within the next ten to fifteen years.” 



 “Or perhaps sooner,” Spaak said while shaking his head.  “You didn’t believe me when we first talked 

about how dangerous the Klingons were.  With the destruction of the Romulan homeworld, Romulan-Vulcan 

relations have improved somewhat in spite of the fact it was the Vulcan Science Council who drug their feet about 

helping with the Hobus star until it was too late.  Most Vulcans feel so much guilt over that since word of the events 

that led to Romulus’ destruction leaked out it’s going a long way toward helping bridge the canyon that has 

separated the two cultures for over a millennium.”  Spaak looked at his wife’s twin and continued, “War with the 

Klingons is coming, Admiral.  I fear that is a fact that will not change.”  Spaak leaned back in his chair and brought 

his hand up to tug on his goatee, a gesture that both the admiral and Lady Val had learned was indicative of the 

commander going into his most thoughtful of modes.  If allowed to, his strange mind could come up with scenarios 

very close to how events would eventually come to pass. 

 “Evidence points that the takeover of the Orion Syndicate is receiving aid from outside sources,” Spaak 

said.  “An outside source that has given them the weapons, equipment, and newly constructed warships.  And 

Admiral, that technology is Klingon in origin.  I don’t know if the Klingon government is supporting them, but there 

is definitely a Klingon behind this plot.” 

 “I agree with you,” Raiajh said.  “I have seen the same signs, Hans.  Tarleya, the former Romulan Tal Shiar 

agent, has been a great help with intel from that region of the quadrant now that she’s on the base.  Things are 

changing within the Klingon Empire and the Syndicate.  I have made these observations to the Admiralty back on 

Earth, but I fear my reports on these matters are falling on deaf ears, which doesn’t surprise me.  They choose to 

believe these reports are coming more from Konstantin than me, and you know that they don’t trust him, even if he’s 

always right in the end.  They are afraid that he’s going to steal the Corsair again for some reason, despite my 

reassurance that that is not going to happen again.” 

 “Why should he anyway?” Spaak asked, looking at the admiral.  “Tarleya and the Romulans are giving him 

his own Wanderer-class ship and the funds to outfit it to his heart’s desire.”  When Spaak realized Raiajh was 

looking at him strangely, he amended, “Oh... I wasn’t supposed to tell you that yet.  The ship will be there by the 

time we get back to the station.  I have a feeling that he’ll name her after his lady love.  I can’t wait to see what 

Cathryn does when he suggests the name ‘Kitty Cat’ for the ship.  I think he’ll end up sleeping on the Corsair for a 

couple nights.” 

 Admiral Raiajh rolled her eyes and said, “Perhaps this explains why I haven’t been able to get in contact 

with any of the senior officers on the base for the last twelve hours.  Probably also explains the urgent communiqué 

I received from Starfleet wanting me to report to the Admiralty on Earth as soon as feasible.  As for naming the ship 

‘Kitty Cat,’ I think Konstantin is smart enough to know not to even propose that if he knows what’s good for him.  

You’re going to have to take charge of that ship, Hans.  At least for a while.  Let everyone think that it’s yours, that 

you now have a second ship and are considering hiring Konstantin as its commander.  Otherwise Starfleet will 

demand Konstantin’s resignation and would likely confiscate the ship before he ever got a chance to take it out, and 

I know neither you nor Tarleya wants that.” 

 “Believe me, I won’t let them do that,” Spaak replied.  “When the time comes, Konstantin will be master of 

a private vessel.” 

 “Then it is agreed,” Raiajh said with a nod.  “You will assume command of the new ship until the time 

comes when Konstantin decides to leave Starfleet.  I certainly don’t want him to lose what is being given to him, and 

believe me, under the current situation, Starfleet will want to get their hands on a ship with both Orion and Romulan 

technology on board.” 

 “I know,” Spaak remarked.  “I have had representatives from Starfleet try and… convince me to turn the 

Pariah over to them for ‘study.’  And if they try to ‘convince’ me again, they will find the Briar Patch will become 

an extremely hostile area of space to their ships.” 

 “These are discussions for another time, Hans,” Raiajh implored.  “On the way back to the Typhon Sector 

we’re going to need to make a side trip to Earth.  But tonight is about family and about our family getting a little bit 

larger and a little bit closer.” 

 “Then, sister,” Spaak replied, “you need to know what has been happening to us, without you officially 

knowing about it.  Consider this to be a family meeting.  One we all must take part in to plan our future together.  I 

know that you’ve tried to run interference with Starfleet Command, but I also know you already feel the forces 

trying to push you into irrelevance even though its people like you who really need to stay in the saddle to prepare 

Starfleet for the future conflicts that I predict are coming.  They are being short sighted.  I need you to think about 

pushing back and getting them to promote you.” 

 “No one is forcing me to retire, Hans.  Sylvan and I made the decision to retire by 2392 shortly after Elayne 

died.  And besides, it’s not people like me, but people like Cathryn and Konstantin that need to be in that proverbial 

saddle.  My ultimate goal is to eventually get Cathryn promoted to become a Flag Officer, where she can be in a 



position to do the most good.  As for myself, I have no desire to become a Vice Admiral.  I honestly never thought I 

would even become a Commodore until it happened.” 

 “If that’s the case, then I’m offering you and Sylvan a place here onboard the Pariah when you retire,” said 

Spaak. “Your sister and I think it would be something you and Sylvan would enjoy; a chance to explore the universe 

of your own accord.  The offer, of course, is always open for Tolek and your mother.  And I’m sure Ashari will end 

up joining the crew as well because she and Topuc will not be able to be apart now.”  Spaak glanced over toward the 

eldest Xaran offspring aboard as he added, “I had hoped that Charissa would be joining us along with them, but I 

guess that she’s being pulled back to Betazed and its reconstruction.”  He then addressed Charissa as he said, 

“Remember, my dear, the lessons of the Betazed occupation.  Don’t let them repeat the same mistakes.  I cannot 

bear the thought of you dying.” 

 “I have not had the same feeling for Topuc that Ashari has,” Charissa responded.  “What has happened is 

for the best.” 

 “I know,” Spaak said.  “But there will always be a place for you onboard the Pariah.  And before you leave 

for Betazed, you will be getting a communications device that Topuc created.  It’s based on the hyperspace 

communications the Vengeance uses to keep in contact with the fleet.  It can punch through any kind of jamming for 

very short and quick burst messages and transmit long distances in a very short period of time.  You are to use it 

should you ever need help.” 

 “I thank you for your offer, Uncle Hans,” Charissa replied.  “But my path leads elsewhere.  I want to help 

restore the planet and help preserve something of our culture.” 

 Spaak turned his attention back to Raiajh as he said, “If and when you and Sylvan do join our crew, there is 

one thing that must be absolutely clear.  While this will be a family endeavor, my word is still law onboard this 

vessel.  And I’m sure Val will tell all of you, I am a benevolent dictator.  As my children can attest, I don’t do 

anything cruel; my punishments are always fair and used only to correct behavior out of love, not anger.” 

 Lady Val looked at her husband and said, “I wouldn’t call you a dictator, Hans.  You run this ship fairly 

and your crew respects you and the chain of command.” 

 “We also need to make sure that everyone understands that duties onboard the Pariah are not like those 

aboard a Starfleet vessel.  Where in Starfleet everyone learns a little bit about everyone else’s duties, on board the 

Pariah you will be expected to almost be able to operate the ship by yourselves and must be able to work closely 

together to learn how to do each and every job.  Your children, should they join you, will also be given duties and 

responsibilities that will complement their regular education.  That’s just how we do it.  It’s why our children know 

a lot more than the children taught at the Federation-run schools on the station.  Ves and Topuc teach the various 

sciences, including physics and math,” Spaak explained.  “I teach history and literature.  What would you be willing 

to teach, Admiral?” 

 “Whatever you need me to teach,” Raiajh replied.  “I am, after all, trained and licensed to teach all subjects 

at the primary school level.  It was my primary duty during my tour aboard the Sarek more than fifteen years ago.  

Though I usually prefer to work with the youngest kids; those under the age of seven.” 

 “That would be wonderful,” Spaak said grinning before turning to look at both Dr. Xaran and Tolek.  

“Gentlemen, there is a wonderful benefit of joining the crew of the Pariah. The ladies among the crew wear 

uniforms like my wife’s.” 

 Xaran looked over at his wife and smiled as he said, “In a different color of course?” 

 “Of course,” replied Spaak.  “We really don’t want too much confusion, now do we?” 

 “No, of course not,” Xaran said almost sarcastically. 

 Tolek looked over at Ambassador Raiajh as he said, “Logically, I have to admit that they both have the 

physical attributes to make the uniforms look good.” 

 “Hold on a second here,” Admiral Raiajh interrupted the conversation.  “While I would not complain about 

wearing a different style of uniform, I would prefer to wear a little bit more, Hans.  Thinking outside the box is one 

thing, but my sister’s style of dress doesn’t fall within my comfort zone.” 

 “A longer skirt can easily be added,” Spaak said. 

 “And a bit more modesty to the top,” Raiajh added.  “Or at least a zipper so we can adjust what we show 

and don’t show?” 

 “That is also possible,” Spaak admitted, “but I think you should try it before you change it.  Or is it actually 

that you’re scared I’ll mistake you for my Pet?” 

 “Hans, I have tried it, and I really don’t find it comfortable.  And trust me, by the time I’m done, I’m sure 

mistaking the two of us will never be the case, as I won’t be wearing the same jewelry as she.” 

 “My dear Admiral,” Spaak said with a grin.  “There are times that you and my beloved Pet look and act the 

exact same way.  Yes, my Val is more confident and stands statelier, but I know that is deep down inside you 



somewhere.  I also happen to know Sylvan wants that to come out, because he wants you to be everything he knows 

you can be.”  Spaak’s eyes took on a new gleam as he said, “But I have to admit, I can’t wait to see my mother-in-

law dancing with my wife and sister-in-law.  That’s going to be too much fun!” 

 “Sylvan has never stopped me from being everything I can be,” the admiral replied.  “We just prefer to 

work together in tandem.  As for the dancing… we shall see.” 

 As the conversation started to wind down, the stewards came out of the galley with the ice cream for 

everyone, the final course of that night’s dinner. 

 Spaak looked at his sister-in-law and smiled.  “I know you don’t have two left feet.  And dancing is a part 

of the Orion Culture that I greatly enjoy, as – I am told – does Sylvan, my dear Admiral.  It’s something we’ve 

talked about in depth and he’s been dying to get you to try and dance some more.” 

 “Is that so?” Raiajh asked, glaring at her husband in the seat next to her with one eyebrow raised.  “I guess 

I’ll have to rectify that.” 

 “That you will,” Spaak said as he watched Raiajh with an unusual amount of interest as she scooped a 

spoonful of ice cream into her mouth.  “I hope you enjoy yourselves this evening.  Consider this trip a well-earned 

vacation.  The dancing lessons will start tomorrow afternoon.  Will you be willing to learn jointly with your mother 

even if what you learn is solely for your husband’s private entertainment?” 

 “I don’t object to that, Hans.  I have been asking my sister for a while to teach me some of the dances, and 

it would probably be more fun to learn with another new student,” Raiajh replied. 

 “Then I hope all three of you will enjoy yourselves,” Spaak said grinning.  “The ladies of the Pariah will 

enjoy teaching you all of the more energetic dances.  And I’m sure Ashari will be joining you as soon as she is 

able.” 

 Tolek gently caressed the fingers of Ambassador Raiajh under the tablecloth as he remarked, “I can’t wait.” 

 “Don’t worry ladies,” Spaak added as he took a sip of his Romulan ale.  “I will be teaching the gentlemen a 

few things as well.”  Spaak looked at his wife and ran his hand up and down her back as she sat in his lap.  “I also 

hope that your dance classes include a little Orion etiquette as well.  You’ve never had a meal quite the right way 

unless you have it in the style of the Orions.”  He looked at Lady Val and asked, “Isn’t that so, my Pet?”  Spaak then 

gave his wife a gentle yet passionate kiss. 

 As the kiss broke, Lady Val replied, “Definitely.” 

 About a half hour later, the gathering came to an end.  Over the course of time, Admiral Raiajh began 

feeling a bit mellow and more relaxed, so she and Dr. Xaran excused themselves and made their way back to their 

quarters. 

 “I think Sylvan and your sister are going to enjoy their evening alone together,” Spaak said softly as he 

pulled Lady Val closer and nuzzled her neck.  They then both looked down the table, noticing Tolek and her mother 

sitting close together, the Vulcan man running his fingertips along the Deltan woman’s fingers and holding her close 

as they gazed out the viewport at the stars streaking by.  “I think your parents will be as well.” 

 “I think so, too,” Val agreed.  “They are both young again.  Puck’s idea gave both of them a hundred years 

of their lives back.  They won’t have an easy road, but I don’t think any couple who chooses to marry ever does.” 

 “Very true,” commented Spaak.  “Your parents might have an easier time if she wore a wig and passed 

herself off as a Golden Orion for a little while.  That could give us an additional advantage as well.  Ves is now too 

well known, but your mother could easily appear as an Orion Alpha female and give us the ability to carry out our 

plans much easier.  You’d have to be the one to broach the subject, however.” 

 “I spoke to her briefly before dinner tonight, Hans.  She doesn’t want to pass herself off as anyone other 

than who she is.  A hundred years living on that primitive planet made her realize things.  There are other reasons 

for her wanting to go to Delta IV besides my brother.  I’ve told her little has changed on Delta IV since her 

disappearance.  She also wants to contact and work with members of other families who feel the same way she now 

does about bringing about change amongst the Deltans.  Change from their isolationist ideas and how they feel about 

other races.  Finally get them to accept Deltan hybrids like me and others out there.  However, it may be some time 

before she can do that.  I know what you and my sister say is true, Hans.  About war being on the horizon.  I can see 

it too.”   Val snuggled closer to her husband, causing Spaak to hold her just a little tighter.  “But when the time 

comes, she intends to introduce a measure of common sense among her people.” 

 “That’s good,” Spaak commented.  “Common sense introduced to the Deltans is something I can only 

support.” 

 

* * * 

 



 After dinner, Charissa Xaran made her way back to the quarters she was assigned.  They were not what 

could be considered luxurious, like the Commander and Lady Val’s stateroom, but they were well-appointed. 

 Before the family dinner and impromptu celebration, Charissa had tried transmitting a message back to 

Starbase 719 with no success.  When the time for dinner had come, she left word with the communications officer 

on watch that she wanted to establish a communications link with the starbase to speak to a civilian that should be 

there by the name of Enitan Kitran. 

 Shortly after arriving back in her small quarters, the computer monitor on the desk top beeped, indicating 

an incoming communiqué.  Charissa hoped that she would finally be able to talk to Enitan and let him know how 

she was doing.  She sat down in front of the computer and activated the monitor screen.  It displayed what she could 

only assume was Spaak family crest before quickly changing to Enitan’s smiling face. 

 “Charissa!  Thank the four deities you’re well!” Kitran said.  “From what I was able to glean from Captain 

McLeod and your aunt, your prognosis was not good.  What happened?  No one here would tell me anything.” 

 “I’m sorry.  No one aboard the base knew you were coming, so they weren’t about to give information to a 

virtual stranger.  On the way back to the base, the Besiege was attacked by a Kairn warship and there was extensive 

damage in engineering.  Several engineers died; I was almost one of them.  I was very severely burned.  In fact, 

Doctor Ves’Dell here aboard the Pariah says I had burns over 75 percent of my body and was in severe shock.  The 

medical staff of the Besiege had placed me in a stasis chamber, but only to keep me alive long enough to reach the 

base and say good-bye to everyone.  Luckily for me, the first mate here on the Pariah said he knew of a way to save 

me, so my Uncle Hans, Doctor Ves, and my family took his advice and it worked.  I can’t go into detail on this open 

channel.  I will tell you everything when we get back to the base after we make a brief stop at Earth in the next few 

days.” 

 “Do you want me to meet you at Earth?” Kitran asked.  “I can easily catch a transport ship going in that 

direction.” 

 “That would take too long, Enitan,” Charissa replied.  “By the time a transport reached Earth, the Pariah 

will have already set course for the station.” 

 “Things here on the station are quite interesting,” Kitran said.  “There’s a rumor going around is that some 

Romulans here are giving one of the officers on the base’s command staff their own starship.” 

 “We heard a bit about the ship here on the Pariah,” Charissa replied. 

 “Well, if you think it best, I can wait here.  Besides, the Orions here on the base are throwing a major party 

and I was thinking of going to it.  It seems very interesting, something about dance lessons before the party next 

weekend.” 

 Charissa laughed at Kitran’s remarks. 

 “The dance lessons are usually for the ladies, Enitan,” she informed.  “To seduce the men.” 

 “But I was assured that there are some dances for the males as well; to complement the women’s dances.  

The Orion I was talking to said that it came from their most ancient times and I can’t wait to hear more because the 

lessons include a history lesson. And you know how much I love history!” 

 Charissa smiled as she said, “Just do your best not to be seduced by the dancers.  If anyone asks you to 

purchase them, tell them you don’t have permission to purchase another.” 

 “Will do,” Kitran said blushing.  “I have been waiting for you.” 

 “I know.  I’m sorry for the delay.  I was doing my best to keep from getting killed during my last mission, 

but the Kairn had other ideas.”  The panel next to the computer began to flash, indicating the communiqué’s time 

limit was almost up.  “I need to wrap this up.  I only have a few more minutes.  I’ve already spoken to my parents, 

and they accept what we are doing.  I’ll be talking with Ashari in a few days; she’s been... uh...  a little busy with 

Topuc lately.” 

 “Okay,” Kitran replied.  “You be safe.  I was really worried.” 

 “I know you were.  I’ll do my best to stay safe from now on and will see you soon.” 

 “See you soon,” Kitran said as the communiqué ended. 

 

* * * 

 

 Topuc sat on the foot of his bunk looking at Pel with what she could only describe as a goofy expression 

that almost bordered on puppy-like.  “I don’t know what to say,” he said. 

 “Why?  Not only can you now tell your parents you’ve found someone, but chances are your steward will 

stop playing practical jokes on you,” Pel said, moving over to sit down next to him. 

 Topuc looked at her bashfully.  “I know.  It’s just I’ve never been like this.  I just want to do things with 

you.” 



 “Well, then let’s just get this visit with Doctor Ves over with, then we can either do those things or talk to 

Charissa,” Pel replied. 

  The sound of the door chime echoed through the cabin, and caused Topuc to blush.  “Enter,” he said, before 

whispering into Pel’s ear, “I hope she doesn’t think it’s weird.” 

 “I’m sure she won’t,” Pel whispered back as the door opened and the Orion doctor entered Topuc’s 

quarters. 

 “Let’s see,” Ves said as she entered the cabin and looked at the two people sitting at the foot of Topuc’s 

bunk blushing.  “Humans have the expression ‘Blushing Bride,’ but this is the first time I’ve seen both a blushing 

bride and groom.”  Ves’ comment caused Pel’s blush to deepen. 

 “Hello, Doctor Ves,” Pel said.  “We seem to be feeling better.” 

 “That’s good,” Ves said with a gentle smile.  “I will only be giving each of you a very quick exam.  A more 

extensive examination can wait until you both are ready.” 

 Pel nodded, then asked hesitantly, “Will you be issuing the letters today?” 

 “Charissa will be handling them,” Ves said.  “She’s technically the head of your household.  If she signs 

the papers and allows you both to establish your own household, all will be well.” 

 Pel looked at the Orion doctor and said, “Charissa has nothing to do with this.  This is between Topuc and 

myself; not Charissa.  What was in the past is in the past.  The price was asked and paid.  Charissa’s path lies 

elsewhere.” 

 “That is true,” Ves replied.  “But you entered into this before her path was officially declared.”  Ves pulled 

up a chair so she could sit in front of the pair as she explained what was going to happen.  “Basically, Charissa is an 

Alpha personality, while both you and Puck are classic Beta personalities.  She will be sponsoring your household, 

Ashari.  Puck might be the male and eventually the head of your household, but at this point he’s a Beta; thus in 

need of a sponsor.  That would be either Charissa or Hans.  I figured you would prefer having Charissa.” 

 “Perhaps Commander Spaak would be better as he is the head of this ship,” Pel suggested.  “I know we 

have unfinished business with Charissa, but this is one decision she does not need to be involved in.” 

 “All right then,” Ves said smiling.  “I’ll go work with Hans and Lady Val to get everything taken care of.  

Between now and then, you both need to realize that the pon farr hasn’t passed yet.  That means right now I have 

two sets of patients going through pon farr right now.”  Pel looked at Dr. Ves with an expression of confusion. 

 “Two sets?” the Trill woman asked but not pressing for an answer; there were only a handful of other 

Vulcans aboard the ship presently and she knew Ves was not referring to Charissa Xaran because she had said 

patients in plural. 

 “Yes,” Ves replied.  “It appears that the trip through the metaphasic radiation not only regressed Professor 

Tolek and Ambassador Raiajh to younger physical ages, but that it also reset the professor’s body clock.  He too has 

entered the time of pon farr.” 

 Pel looked at the Orion doctor and said, “I really didn’t need to know that.  I guess Topuc and I will be here 

a few days more.  Perhaps Chef can make something to be sent to our quarters?  I don’t know about Topuc, but I’m 

actually quite hungry.” 

 “I think I would like something as well,” Topuc remarked.  “I really like the ancient Vulcan dishes that 

include meat in the recipes.  Hans said that he doesn’t understand why people think Vulcan food is very bland.” 

 “I guess it depends on what they are sampling; and from what region,” Pel offered.  “Some Vulcans eat 

their food blander than others.” 

 “It is how Vulcan taste buds have evolved over the centuries,” Ves said as she finished her paperwork on a 

padd and handed it over to Topuc.  “I’ll have the steward bring you both something to eat.  In the meantime, I have 

other patients to check in on.”  And with a nod, Ves’Dell turned and left the cabin. 

 Once the door was closed, Pel asked Topuc, “What did Ves give you?” 

 “It’s the papers,” he replied.  “In accordance with Orion traditions, we’re officially married and I’m listed 

as the head of household.” 

 “I thought she said she needed to clear things with Commander Spaak first?” Pel asked with confusion. 

 “I suppose she knew what he’d say,” Topuc said as he looked at Pel.  “I wonder if that’s why my quarters 

were made larger during the last overhaul?  He expected there to be three of us.  That’s why the head is just like the 

one in his quarters.” 

 “Just look at it as a wedding gift.  We have a nice big bathroom all to ourselves, for now,” Pel replied. 

 “That’s true,” Topuc said.  “I haven’t used the tub yet, Vulcans rarely have use for such luxuries and 

myself even less-so, but Hans said it was very important to have but he wouldn’t tell me why.” 



 Pel looked at her new husband and said, “There’s only one way to find out.  Care to join me?”  She got up 

off the bunk and reached for Topuc’s hand.  A moment later he grasped her offered hand and Pel led him into the 

private head. 

 

* * * 

 

Several Days Later 

Starfleet Headquarters, San Francisco, Earth 

 

 Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh hated meetings, especially when the reason for the meeting was unclear.  

Another factor that bothered her was that she had been away from her command for what she considered too long on 

personal business, and would prefer to get back to the starbase as quickly as possible.  However, since Starfleet had 

determined she would be passing through Sector 001, Raiajh was called into a meeting with Admiral Owen Paris 

and Rear Admiral Kathryn Janeway. 

 The strangest part of the communiqué she received informing her that her presence was requested in San 

Francisco was the fact that Commander Johannes Spaak and his Second Officer Val’ri Spaak were requested to 

attend as well.  Now, as all three waited in the outer office, Raiajh watched Spaak out of the corner of her eye as he 

moved around the room looking at some of the paintings that hung on the walls and shook his head. 

 “It’s a good replica, no doubt created by the finest replicators, but it’s still a replica,” Spaak mumbled with 

a sigh.  “I swear, the Starfleet of this reality doesn’t realize how creating a fake like this takes away from the original 

in a museum.” 

 Admiral Raiajh looked at Spaak and commented, “We aren’t here to discuss the artwork.  Which leads me 

to ask; why exactly ARE you two here?  I am sure this has something to do with Konstantin and that ship I’ve heard 

the Romulans dropped on 719’s doorstep.” 

 “Something like that,” Spaak said smiling.  “In our absence, Konstantin and Cathryn registered it as a 

civilian charter vessel under my ‘flag,’ so to speak.” 

 “Yes, he can be called Commodore if he wanted,” Lady Val said smirking.  Privately she hoped Spaak 

would assume the title so he could stop using it as a way of teasing her. 

 “Not happening, Commodore Raiajh,” Spaak chided his wife as if reading her thoughts.  “I enjoy the fact 

that you are the commodore in the family too much to take that from you.” 

 Lady Val looked up at her husband and said, “I haven’t used that name or title in thirteen years, and it’s 

certainly best I don’t use it now because people will really start confusing me with the Admiral.  So if you must call 

me ‘Commodore’ in public, it’s Spaak or von der Spaak.” 

 Spaak looked at his wife and smiled as he said, “You do realize that makes it harder for us to play our 

games?” 

 Admiral Raiajh raised a hand to her face to conceal the fact that she was trying not to laugh.  Several 

seconds later, with her composure returning, she remarked, “That still doesn’t answer the question; why are the two 

of you are here?” 

 “To make sure these idiots don’t do something stupid,” Spaak answered as he looked at the Admiral with a 

serious expression.  “If Starfleet orders Konstantin to turn the ship over, it will cause the Romulans to break any and 

all relations with the Federation and Konstantin to refuse the order and resign from Starfleet.  Trust me, we don’t 

want either of those outcomes, now do we?” 

 “Of course not,” Raiajh replied.  “I need Konstantin and Cathryn right where they are right now.  I just 

wish the Romulans would have waited just a bit longer before delivering that ship.  Relations with the Klingons are 

strained right now, and this could make it look like we are siding with the Romulans.  For now we need all the allies 

we have amongst the Klingons.  We have a tenuous peace after re-flagging the Vedrex and allowing the Graceful 

Flyer to visit the station, but the Klingons are itchy to get their hands on both ships.” 

 “Do you want to know why?” Spaak asked. 

 “I already know the basic reasons why; that the Empire believes the Romulans to be Klingon subjects and 

having them roam free allows the Romulans a chance to build up their forces against the Klingon occupation.” 

 Spaak laughed humorlessly and shook his head. 

 “That’s part of it, but think about it for a second, Admiral.  They are not allowing Federation aid agencies 

into the Occupation Zone for a reason,” he stated. 

 “Part of that reason is because of the number of aid ships that were destroyed right after Romulus and 

Remus were wiped off the map…,” Raiajh started to say when a human female lieutenant stepped out into the 

waiting room and said, “Rear Admiral Raiajh?  Commander Spaak?  You may come in.” 



 Raiajh, Spaak, and Lady Val entered the main office.  Behind the large elaborate wood desk sat a balding 

human man with the insignia of a full admiral on his uniform, Owen Paris.  To the right side of the desk sat a human 

woman with dark brown hair just starting to show signs of grey with the insignia of a rear admiral – like Raiajh – on 

her uniform, Kathryn Janeway. 

 Raiajh took position directly in front of the large desk and stood at attention, clearly saying, “Rear Admiral 

Val’ri Raiajh, reporting as ordered, Admiral.” 

 “There’s no need for such formality, Val’ri,” Janeway replied in her typically husky voice.  “This is just an 

informal meeting.” 

 Spaak came up behind Raiajh and gave the two seated admirals a salute that became a wave.  “Good to see 

you again, Admiral Paris,” he said jovially. 

 Lady Val gently punched her husband on the arm.  “Behave,” she said in a hushed voice. 

 Admiral Paris looked at Spaak and frowned slightly as he said, “It’s good to see you and your wife as well, 

Commander Spaak.” 

 Spaak stepped directly in front of Paris as he took off his black pea-coat to reveal his new white uniform, 

causing the Starfleet officer to give him a once over.  Since declaring the Pariah an independent vessel, the crew 

had been modifying their uniforms to be more distinctive than those worn by the Orion Space Navy, but still 

maintained the basic white and gold coloring. 

 “Before the two of you start,” Spaak stated in a tone that was somewhere between joking and serious, “my 

command has grown by one ship, and I really think that should be taken in to consideration the next time I carry out 

a mission for the Federation.” 

 “By coincidence, that is the reason you and Admiral Raiajh are both here,” Janeway said with pursed lips.  

“The Admiralty does not like the fact that that the Romulans currently living aboard Starbase 719 have given 

Commander Harkonnen a starship.” 

 “They gave him a civilian vessel,” Spaak countered, “because they knew he would never accept the 

Romulan Bird-of-Prey they have tried offering to him for years.  Does Starfleet always interfere in the personal lives 

of its officers like this?  Does Starfleet tell its personnel whom they can marry, where they can purchase property 

that is not inside the sphere of a hostile power, or what kind of property they can buy?” 

 “No,” Paris stated with a frown.  “We don’t usually make that a policy.  However, the Romulans – even 

under the current socio-political situation – are far from being Federation allies and an Orion warship is far from 

everyday property.  I’m sure both your wife and Admiral Raiajh can attest we do make sure that procedures are 

followed.” 

 “Then why are you so damn pissed that the Romulans gave a Starfleet officer who saved the lives of 

millions of Romulans a gift?” Spaak asked. 

 “Millions?” Paris asked dubiously. 

 “What does a number matter?  It is a gift meant to IMPROVE Romulan-Federation relations... and to prove 

to you that Konstantin isn’t going to steal the Corsair or any other Starfleet vessel again!  The Romulans see him as 

being the best thing for the Federation to have, because they see him as being able to keep the Federation safe.  It’s 

about damn time you saw that too!” 

 Admiral Raiajh looked over at Spaak and said, “That is enough, Commander!  This meeting is not about 

your opinion of Starfleet policies.” 

 “Exactly,” Admiral Paris stated, shaking his head.  “Commander Harkonnen is lucky he’s still even in 

Starfleet after what he did.” 

 “He’s still in Starfleet because he was right,” Spaak stated flatly.  “And you know it.  If you want my 

official report on what’s happening inside Romulan space, you might want to at least act like you are willing to learn 

from past mistakes.  Otherwise, my wife and I will leave and contact Konstantin with the news that you’re going to 

try and seize his property so he can officially resign his commission from Starfleet.” 

 “Hold on, Commander.  That is not necessary,” Paris said, holding up his hands. 

 “Good,” Spaak said.  “The Federation needs to force the Klingons to allow observers into the Occupation 

Zone in Romulan space.  NOW!” 

 “Why?” Janeway asked, standing up from her chair. 

 “Because the Klingons have resorted to extremely brutal measures in their efforts to maintain control,” 

Spaak answered.  “What they are calling Refugee Resettlement Camps are just like the ones the British used on the 

Boers at the end of the 19th Century or Nazi Germany used on undesirables in the middle of the 20th Century.” 

 “You can stop with the history comparisons,” Paris said.  “We get it.  We’ve received similar reports from 

other sources, including a Klingon captain who witnessed events first-hand and was repulsed by the brutality.  We 

just don’t know why they’re doing it.” 



 “Because the Romulans have been organizing together to push them out,” Spaak stated.  “Some of the 

Romulan worlds welcomed the Klingon incursion at first because it liberated them from the control of the so-called 

Warlords who the average Romulans view as traitors to the Praetor.  But once they realized the Klingons intended to 

stay, the Romulans turned against them as well and the Klingon governors retaliated with escalating brutality to 

retain their control.  The General Martok placed in charge of the invasion doesn’t know what his planetary 

governors are doing to keep control over the planets in the Occupation Zone.  It’s not good.”  Spaak looked straight 

at Admiral Paris as he continued, “Chancellor Martok needs to know what is happening, before this causes him to 

lose face in front of the High Council.  Were that to happen, he could perhaps even lose control over the entire 

Klingon Empire.” 

 Janeway looked at Admiral Raiajh.  “Is this true?  Can we trust this information?” she asked. 

 “We can,” Raiajh assured.  “I’m getting the same information from several other sources, including a 

former Romulan Tal Shiar agent with connections still inside the area of occupation.” 

 “A Tal Shiar agent?” Janeway asked in disbelief.  “You are dealing with a Tal Shiar agent?” 

 “I have made it clear in my report that amongst the refugees that were saved by the Corsair during its 

recent shakedown cruise was a former Tal Shiar agent.  It is one of the primary reasons why the crew of the Corsair 

went to such great lengths to protect that ship from a Klingon vessel intent on capturing it and why Cathryn Pearson 

received her promotion to captain,” Raiajh replied.  “Starfleet Intelligence has been made aware that there is a 

former Tal Shiar agent on board 719.” 

 “It hasn’t been mentioned in any of the reports I have read,” Janeway said looking at Admiral Paris with an 

expression of amazement. 

 “More evidence of Starfleet Command’s growing wisdom in keeping its various department heads 

informed,” Spaak said so softly that only Admiral Raiajh and Lady Val heard it.  He then raised the volume of his 

voice as he leaned over Paris’ desk.  “I guess that means SFI doesn’t see a need to keep you in the loop.  Perhaps 

they are worried that knowledge will get back to the Klingons who will use it to force the Federation to turn the 

former agent over to them.” 

 Janeway looked at the three visitors and said, “That is something that will need to be looked into further.  

However, there’s another reason why I asked to see the three of you today.  Vice Admiral T’Lania is again 

requesting to have Lt Commander Quintero assigned as her own aide.” 

 “You are aware that my aide has made it quite clear she will resign before accepting such a transfer,” 

Raiajh informed.  “And if that were to happen, you should know that I and my family will follow along, leaving 

Starbase 719 without either a commanding officer or a chief medical officer.” 

 Spaak looked at Janeway and growled low in his throat, “Tell T’Lania I said no.” 

 “Threatening to resign isn’t going to work,” Janeway stated, looking first at Spaak and then back to Raiajh.  

“Such resignations could not be considered effective until such time as the Starfleet Bureau of Personnel could 

assign a new CO and CMO.  Both of you would have to stay there until we found replacements.” 

 Raiajh looked at Janeway.  “There are already suitable replacements for both myself and my husband 

aboard the base,” she explained.  “Captain Pearson can easily step in and take command of the starbase.  I’m sure 

finding a sector coordinator should not be difficult, as Starfleet seems quite top-heavy with admirals as it is.  And 

there are any number of qualified medical officers on the base staff who could step into the role of chief medical 

officer.  Now, please Kathryn, please tell me; why is T’Lania so intent on getting Marie as her aide?  Does it have 

anything to do with Doctor Simmons still being upset at the way Konstantin’s family treated him at his wedding in 

St. Petersburg?  He should have known there was a good chance he would not be well-received if he attended.” 

 “I don’t know her reasons why,” Janeway admitted.  “The admiral in charge of the Bureau of Personnel has 

made it quite clear to Admiral T’Lania that Quintero has expressed the desire not to remain in Starfleet beyond her 

current assignment.  We wanted you to know because T’Lania is continuing to pull strings, especially after Starfleet 

Intelligence began trying to entice T’Lania to transfer to their division.  That is probably why she’s after Quintero 

again; because she has been your liaison between Starfleet and Commander Spaak.” 

 Spaak leaned close to his wife and growled into her ear, “She wants our wife under her command in an 

attempt to keep us working for Starfleet Intelligence! That’s the family connection she’s talking about.”  

Unfortunately, his whisper was loud enough for Admiral Janeway to hear.  Janeway’s face paled noticeably. 

 “What’s wrong?” Admiral Paris asked when he noticed Janeway’s expression. 

 “Nothing,” she replied firmly.  “It’s nothing.  May I continue this discussion with just the four of us?” 

 “Alright,” Paris said as he gathered up the padds on his desk and stood up.  “I need a fresh cup of coffee 

anyway.” 

 Admiral Paris headed out the office door.  As the doors closed behind him, Janeway looked from Spaak 

and Lady Val to Admiral Raiajh with a determined look.  “Okay, spill it,” she stated as she crossed her arms. 



 “It was something Konstantin said T’Lania asked him about,” Spaak said as he sat down in one of the office 

chairs.  He rubbed his temples and sighed.  “During the wedding reception in St. Petersburg.  T’Lania approached 

Konstantin and Cathryn to talk with them while Simmons was preoccupied.  She was shocked to learn what Jack had done 

and promised to make sure that he made amends to both Konstantin and Cathryn.  During the conversation she also asked 

Konstantin if the Pariah would still be doing missions for Starfleet Intelligence after Admiral Raiajh retires.  Especially 

since the rumors she had heard that Marie Quintero was going to retire with her where confirmed to be true.  Konstantin 

said that he doubted it, since we were doing it as a favor for family.  Apparently T’Lania has gotten the idea in her head 

that if she can get Marie assigned as her own Flag Aide, the Pariah will continue to perform missions for SFI for family 

reasons.”  Spaak sighed again and added, “I don’t blame her.  I understand why she wants to do it.” 

 Janeway looked at Spaak and said, “If you are doing the missions as a favor to Admiral Raiajh, how would 

taking Commander Quintero away from her make you want to continue performing them for T’Lania?  That doesn’t make 

sense.  Unless there is something the three of you aren’t telling me.” 

 “I know you heard what I said about Marie before you asked Admiral Paris to give us some privacy,” Spaak 

stated flatly. “She is married to Val and I by Orion traditions.  As for T’Lania, she is a part of our extended family through 

her connection to Konstantin and Cathryn.” 

 “I’m going to forget I heard anything,” Janeway remarked, collecting her own padds off Paris’ desk.   “I’ll just 

tell Admiral Paris we agreed that this new ship the Romulans have presented to Commander Harkonnen will be registered 

as an independent merchant vessel under your name, and that I see no reason to allow Commander Quintero to be 

transferred to become the Flag Aide of Admiral T’Lania since she has expressed the desire to leave Starfleet service within 

a few years.”  Janeway glared at the three visitors briefly before adding as a matter of protocol, “As there is nothing more 

to discuss, you three are dismissed.” 

 

*  * * 

 

 The trip from Earth back to Starbase 719 took another ten days, the majority of which was spent relaxing by 

most everyone aboard.  A party was organized to celebrate once Dr. Ves’Dell had cleared both Topuc and Ashari Pel and 

Professor Tolek and Ambassador Raiajh once she had confirmed both couples were free of the blood fever.  Dr. Xaran was 

a bit skeptical about each pair needing a full week to recover, but was of the belief that Orion doctors were overly cautious 

when it came to certain diagnoses and extremely liberal about others. 

 Once they had reached the base, the Xaran family walked into the commanding officer’s quarters.  There, in the 

middle of the dining area, they found a large silver box on the table.  Admiral Raiajh recognized it immediately as a 

Betazoid gift box, especially after she noticed the face on its side.  She looked at her husband, a native of Betazed.  Xaran 

merely shook his head in the negative.  Everyone stared at the box, wondering where it had come from.  Finally young 

Corrine Xaran climbed into one of the chairs around the table and began to poke at the box’s face. 

 “Well, talk!” the young girl told the box.  “You’re supposed to talk!  Say something!” 

 As Corrine continued to poke at the face on the box, Charissa Xaran walked into the room, talking to her brother 

Julian.  Quite suddenly, the box became animated at the sound of her voice, causing Corrine to squeal in shock. 

 “Helloooo, Charissa... Your love has sent you the most amazing gifts possible,” the box’s face stated as its eyes 

popped open and looked up at Charissa in her uniform and smiled obnoxiously.  The lid of the box also flung open, 

revealing a cache of jewels and some padds.  “Oh dear... I guess you are going to be marrying up!  Well, I guess his 

buying me does indicate he has taste.... So you are so very lucky to be getting me.  Quick...!  Someone pick me up so we 

can buy this child clothing that will make her look worthy of Enitan before his mother sees her!” 

 Charissa hated these boxes.  Many of them acted rude and obnoxious no matter what you told them to say, and 

apparently this one was no different.  Charissa looked at the box and said, “It is rather rude to talk to a daughter of the 

Tenth House in that way.  As for my clothes, Enitan’s mother is well aware that I am a Starfleet officer.” 

 The box gave Charissa one final smug look, then closed its eyes and returned to its inanimate state.  Raiajh 

merely shook her head.  In the meantime, Corrine started removing items from the box and handing them to her eldest 

sister and asked, “What are you going to do with the box?” 

 Charissa Xaran looked at her younger sister with a smile and said, “I don’t know.  I was thinking of taking it and 

using it for phaser practice.”  She was a little disappointed when the box did not respond. 

 “Can I have it?” Corrine asked.  “I think Valerie and I can use it to play a joke on Hans.” 

 “Have fun,” Charissa replied.  “If you can carry it, you can have it.” 

 Although she had some difficulty, Corrine was able to pick the box up off the table and carry it away.  Her 

mother watched as the girl disappeared toward her bedroom and sighed, wondering what kind of trouble she would 

conjure up with her cousins; especially with that obnoxious box. 

 

The End 

  


