
Stardate 64801.6 – October 2387 

Approximately 2 months before the start of the Kairn War 

IMV Pariah 

Docked at Starbase 719 

 

 Former Deltan ambassador Karinara Raiajh made her way to see Commander Spaak in the ready room on 

the bridge of his vessel.  Exiting the lift starboard of the command chair, she crossed between the seat – which was 

the size of the two-person loveseat in her quarters – and the chart room, to the short corridor on the port side which 

led to the entrance to Spaak’s ready room.  She pressed the chime on his door and waited for his signal to enter. 

 Commander Johannes Spaak pressed the button which opened the door and allowed entry to the woman on 

the other side. 

 “Please, come in,” he said.  “I hope everything has been satisfactory during your stay so far.” 

 “It has been more than satisfactory, Commander.  The accommodations are better than any space going 

luxury liner I’ve ever been on.  The heated towel warmers are a nice touch,” she replied conversationally. 

 “Then, Ambassador, what can I do to make your stay even more enjoyable?” Spaak asked. 

 “I want you to hand the files you have on my son over to me.  I need to begin preparing my case to start the 

action to take him down, once and for all.  I won’t be working alone.  My granddaughter – his own child – Ilona will 

be helping me in this regard, and she will be the one to bring it before the Council of Equals on Delta IV when the 

time comes, but it will fall to me to make the case.” 

 “That information comes at a price, Ambassador.  Is it one you would be willing to pay?” Spaak asked. 

 “I have not yet heard the price, but considering your net worth, I have a feeling what you are asking for 

payment is not monetary,” she replied. 

 “You are right.  It’s not.  You know what I am seeking in return,” Spaak told her. 

 “I know.  You drive a hard bargain, asking for something that should be solely between Tolek and myself.” 

 “I do not wish to see him get hurt.  I have grown quite fond of the… ‘Old Man…’ in the months since I 

first met him.  I don’t think it’s an unreasonable price for you to pay for the information you seek.  All I ask is that 

you do not fall back into your old ‘Deltan ways.’  If you do, you will find yourself off this ship and I will do 

everything in my power to keep you away from Tolek.” 

 “Hold on, Hans.  I didn’t say I wouldn’t agree to it.  I just said it is not your place to ask.  Tolek and I had 

already discussed that and came to an agreement.  It was one of the biggest reasons I turned down the opportunity 

presented to me by my people, the opportunity to become an ambassador here on the starbase.  I turned it down 

because of Tolek.  The two of us had already come to that decision on our own.  So, I can only give you my word 

that I will keep my promise to my mate.” 

 “Fair enough.  You don’t want to test me on this though.  I will keep my promise,” Spaak remarked. 

 Going into the drawer in his desk, Spaak pulled out two extremely large padds full of data.  They looked to 

be the size of some ancient Earth devices known as netbooks that she had seen on display in a Museum of 

Technology in San Francisco on Earth over a century earlier. 

 “You have that much data on my son?” Ambassador Raiajh asked incredulously as she took the two padds. 

 

* * * 

 

 The Ambassador was back in the quarters provided for both herself and the Vulcan Professor Tolek aboard 

the Pariah.  Tolek was currently aboard the base with Commander Spaak’s First wife, Lady Val, so Raiajh was 

lounging on the loveseat reading one of the padds Spaak had given her while the other rested on the table in front of 

her.  As she was looking over the data, her door chime sounded. 

 Putting the padd she had been reading down on the seat next to her, she sat up and said, “Come.”  The door 

slid open, revealing two of her eleven grandchildren, Hans and Valerie Spaak.  Both started to greet their 

grandmother when they noticed the two padds.  Rushing forward, each grabbed one of the padds. 



 “That’s the Uncle Jackass file!  You aren’t supposed to be reading that!” young Hans exclaimed.  “We 

must bring these back to Papa.” 

 “Put those back!  I have…!” Raiajh started to say when both Hans and Valerie both ran out of the 

stateroom, holding the padds over their heads.  Karinara Raiajh pursued as the two children headed toward the 

bridge, nearly knocking down Ashari Pel, who was on her way to the gangway to disembark the ship and assume her 

watch in Starbase Operations.  The Starfleet lieutenant pressed herself against the corridor wall to keep from being 

run over by the Ambassador, who was chasing after the two children, telling them to return the padds to her. 

 Once the two children got into the lift at the end of the corridor, they closed the door before the 

Ambassador got there.  Seconds later they were on the bridge.  The pair rushed down the short corridor and into 

their father’s ready room, handing the two padds to their father just as the Ambassador reached the door. 

 “Papa, we found Gemmy Kay reading these!” young Hans told his father with a scolding tone.  “We took 

them away from her and are giving them to you.  We know that no one but you is supposed to have these because 

you don’t want Mummy to find out what’s in them.” 

 Commander Spaak looked over at Ambassador Raiajh, a gleam of amusement in his eye as he said, “It’s 

fine.  I gave these to your grandmother to read, and I will be giving a copy to your mother and Aunt Val very shortly 

as well.”  Spaak then handed the padds back to the Ambassador and said, “I’m sorry for this.” 

 “It’s fine.  I got a little exercise chasing after these two; but at least they know that I didn’t simply take the 

files from you,” the former Ambassador replied with a smile, finding the humor in the situation.  “Now, if you will 

excuse me again, I have a lot of catching up to do.”  Raiajh then turned and, padds in hand, headed back toward her 

stateroom, her two unsmiling grandchildren watching her leave. 
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Stardate 65610.4 – August 2388 

Two weeks after the end of the Kairn War 

City of Jaktar, Delta IV 

Council of Equals 

 

 “Quiet!  Quiet!” said the voice that thundered through the room.  The room quieted down as the chosen 

First continued.  “Karinara Raiajh, daughter of Ishara Raiajh, you come before us with some sensational claims 

against your own son, Ja’al Raiajh; murder, treason, espionage, and more.  I take it you have proof of these claims.” 

 “I would not be here, First, had I not the proof you seek as well as witnesses to the acts in question,” the 

former Deltan ambassador to the Federation replied. 

 The First consulted his notes before saying, “I notice that most of your witnesses required special 

permission to be here.  Permission that has never been granted to non-Deltans before.” 

 “Three of those that I have brought to testify do possess Deltan blood and are members of my family,” 

Karinara Raiajh replied.  “I am tired of hearing that my daughter is not Deltan simply because she’s Vulcan by 

appearance.  Yes, her father is Vulcan, but I am her mother and I am Deltan, thus she is Deltan as well; a fact that 

has been proven by her own physiology.  It has been well over a century!  It is past time that we stop hiding behind 

the lies we tell ourselves and others and truly become part of the United Federation of Planets.  It is past time that 

we stop thinking of those like my children and grandchildren as non-Deltans.” 



 The First stopped Raiajh.  “We are not here to debate who is or who is not a Deltan citizen.  Although we 

normally do not allow her to visit Delta IV, your daughter has always been considered a citizen of the Deltan 

Union.” 

 “She is a citizen who does not have the right to walk the streets of the home planet of her mother?  To learn 

about the culture and the people of the Deltan Union in our most natural setting?” countered the former Ambassador. 

 “What was done was for her own safety.  As I said, that is a debate for another time.  For now we proceed.”  

The First turned to the side and said, “It is time to bring in the accused.” 

 The guard nodded and opened the door behind him and disappeared for a moment, returning a moment 

later with Ja’al Raiajh, who looked smug and confident as he was led onto the floor to stand before the First; his 

wrists held together in front of him by a pair of security cuffs. 

 He looked over at Karinara Raiajh; his face becoming cold and unreadable.  From the time he learned that 

the survivors of her ship had been found, he continually denied that the woman who now stood before him was his 

actual mother despite witness accounts and medical tests that proved she was who she claimed to be. 

 The First looked at Ja’al Raiajh and said, “You have been accused of a myriad of crimes; the most severe 

are murder in the first degree of Elayne Xaran, espionage, and treason.  As a former ambassador to the Federation 

Council, the Council has allowed us to try and potentially convict one of our own as we have both jurisdiction and a 

stronger penalty for the crime of treason.  How do you plead, Ja’al Raiajh?” 

 “Not guilty,” Ja’al said to the First.  The response caused the crowd to become loud and restless once again, 

causing the First to repeat his call for quiet. 

 As those in the room began to calm, the First stated, “We will proceed.” 

 

* * * 

 

 Outside in the open hallway, Hans Spaak, Professor Tolek, Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh, her husband Dr. 

Sylvan Xaran, Raiajh’s ‘twin’ and Spaak’s First wife Lady Val, and the Romulans Tarleya and Jarvok stood, hidden 

from the crowd but able to see into the Hall of Equals. 

 Commander Jarvok crossed his arms over his broad chest.  “I don’t like this,” he muttered, looking around 

at the Deltans standing around them.  His dislike, almost to the point of loathing, of all Deltans was easily apparent.  

He had never told his anyone why he did not like Deltans, but they knew it went beyond his personal feelings for his 

biological father, Ja’al Raiajh.  “Being here for this is important because it is what she wants,” he said, nodding his 

head to indicate Karinara Raiajh.  “I still think a silent disruptor shot to the head or poison in his liquor would have 

been better than this.” 

 Admiral Raiajh looked at Jarvok and said, “While I agree that a disruptor or poison would be preferable to 

this, this is the way my mother wished to proceed.  She wants him disgraced and humiliated in front of his peers 

before his death.  Truthfully, I don’t mind a little payback for the way he’s treated either of us over the decades.  He 

needs to see the consequences of his actions and the hurt it brought to others.” 

 “I doubt he will give a damn,” Jarvok said sighing.  “I just hate being around all these people.” 

 “Relax, Jarvok,” Lady Val said with a smile.  “You may be stared at while you’re here, but no one is going 

to take anything from you that you don’t wish to give willingly.” 

 “I have never liked Deltans and their culture.  Jumping from one bed to another with whomever they desire; 

something that should be saved for your mate.  It’s just a waste to me to live your lives like this.  How can you trust 

your partner when in this type of environment?  Mother might not like the bastard right now, but when their 

romance started she did.  And Deltan cultural norms broke her heart.” 

 “That’s not entirely true, Jarvok,” Admiral Raiajh countered.  “There was a time when she was younger, 

long before she became pregnant with you, that your mother could not stand my brother.  I’m sorry if she eventually 

fell for his games for a time.  He could be charming when he wants to.  And as a warbird commander, you should be 

more accepting of the ways of others.  They may not line up with your own personal views, but Deltans have 

evolved the way they did for a reason.  You should not hold that evolution against them.” 



 “Their ways are their ways,” Jarvok stated as he looked at the Admiral.  “Do you wish to sleep around like 

they do?  From what I’ve seen in getting to know you, that’s not the kind of personality you have.  You’ve evolved 

past them in that regard; to see sex as nothing more than just throwing off clothes and sleeping together?  There is 

more to it than that.  And I just don’t like how the Deltans do that.  I’m not saying I would forbid them from acting 

that way.  Just don’t act holier than thou when you are doing something that others find immoral and hurtful.” 

 “Sexual intimacy is more than simply ‘throwing off clothes and sleeping together,’ as you so politely 

worded it, Jarvok.  To Deltans, it is a joining of the mind as well as the body,” Raiajh tried to explain.  “There are 

Deltans who chose to live in monogamous relationships.  If that wasn’t the case, the Deltan people would not have 

been able to survive.  I have never thought of Deltans as acting ‘holier than thou’ when speaking to others about 

their culture. Simply reserved around outsiders.  They are what they are, and as a race they prefer to be 

polyamorous.  While I prefer not to live my own life that way, I do not find the way average Deltans live their lives 

to be either immoral or hurtful, either to themselves or to me.  But as the First said earlier, we are not here to debate 

that.  We are here to see that Ja’al Raiajh is made to pay for his crimes, and the Deltans have decided to try him 

here, in the Council of Equals.” 

 Jarvok shrugged his shoulders. 

 “I know what I have lived through, and that’s what I’ve seen and had to put up with.  I just hope they get 

this done quickly.”  He then turned and walked over to a chair and sat down as far away from the people around him 

as he could get. 

 A moment later, Lady Val walked over to him and said, “If you prefer, you can give your testimony from 

the ship.  Your grandmother wanted you to be here because it would be more convincing to everyone.  I’m sorry you 

are not comfortable being here.  Neither am I, but I’m here to provide moral support for all of you.” 

 Jarvok looked at his aunt and shook his head.  “I’m here because it’s necessary.  I just don’t like the way 

these people act.  I mean they have sex with anyone they want, then treat children born from those unions like crap 

if their partner wasn’t Deltan.  It’s just demeaning, and I hate it.  Val’ri…” he started to say, then changed his mind 

and looked away.  Something was bothering Jarvok, but he just did not feel like talking about it.  “I’ll just stay out of 

the way until they need me.” 

 “Your opinion of how half-breed Deltans are treated here is not entirely true,” Lady Val tried to explain.  

“My mother never treated me that way, and neither did my grandmother.  But I will leave you be for now.  If you 

wish, we can talk later about what is bothering you.” 

 Jarvok looked up at Lady Val and shook his head.  “Fine,” he muttered. 

 

* * * 

 

 It was the corresponding testimony of both Xaran and Spaak that surprised the Council of Equals the most.  

Both men had spent months tracking down people matching a certain profile and received permission to present 

their case studies in this trial.  All that had been contacted had agreed, mainly because they had heard what was 

happening and agreed that if the testimony could help prove the case against the former Ambassador it would be 

worth any repercussions to themselves. 

 There were six men and women of various ages on Earth who were found to be Human/Deltan hybrids, all 

former patients of Dr. Xaran at Starfleet Medical.  What Xaran found most odd when they were referred to him was 

that each of them insisted they were fully human, and they had been told that the lack of hair on their heads was 

caused by an extreme form of alopecia totalis.  Each was also confused as to why they had been referred to a doctor 

that was a specialist in interspecies medicine, until Xaran ran further tests and confirmed that all six of them were 

actually Deltan hybrids.  Why no one thought to run genetic testing before was something Xaran considered 

inexplicable.  The mothers of all six were confirmed to be human, indicating the Deltan genes had come from their 

paternal parent.  Of the mothers in question, only one remained alive, and she could not recall ever having 

intercourse with a Deltan male.  Among Xaran’s six patients, all were bald but none exhibited any tell-tale Deltan 

pheromones. 

 Xaran’s DNA tests confirmed that all six were related through the paternal Deltan genes, all being fathered 

by either the same person or close relatives like brothers.  It was not until Spaak suggested that Xaran look up the 

medical records of Ja’al Raiajh and run a DNA comparison that the pieces started to fall into place.  Each of Xaran’s 

patients’ results came back with a greater than 99% match.  There was no doubt in Xaran’s mind that Ja’al Raiajh 

had fathered those children, just as he had fathered Jarvok and his only officially recognized child, Ilona.  It also 



raised the possibility that Ja’al Raiajh had used pheromone suppressors to mask his identity as a Deltan male when 

he impregnated the six human women. 

 

* * * 

 

 The initial testimony took up most of the day, and when the First dismissed Ja’al Raiajh to be returned to 

his holding cell, he also dismissed the witnesses waiting to offer their testimony.  Those that had traveled to Delta 

IV aboard the Pariah returned to the ship.  It was early the following day when several of them beamed back down 

to the surface. 

 Commander Jarvok, Dr. Xaran, Admiral Raiajh, and former Ambassador Karinara Raiajh were shown to 

seats directly on the Council floor, something that had not offered the day before.  There they joined Ilona Raiajh, 

Ja’al’s daughter, who was already seated there.  Ilona had been present in the chamber the previous day, but had 

chosen to sit among the council members in order to remain relatively anonymous, wanting to hear the charges 

being leveled against her father for herself. 

 “An apology from me is not the same as one from my father so I won’t make one,” she stated to the 

newcomers as they sat down.  “However, I hope I can help make some amends for his treatment of you over the 

years.”  She then got out of her chair and knelt in front of Jarvok. 

 “Jarvok,” she said.  “You have been hurt the most by this.  While I cannot change the past, I am hoping that 

I can change the future.  I understand we may not be able to see eye to eye on some things, but you are my brother 

and I would like to get to know you better.  Considering we grew up in different cultures, our beliefs may not be the 

same, but unlike my father, I don’t want those differences to be what drives us apart.” 

 Jarvok eyed Ilona carefully before finally saying, “I don’t know.  Perhaps things are better off the way they 

are?  There are things I’m not sure I can get past.” 

 “I understand,” Ilona said.  “But there are facts about me you don’t know.  Things that you need to hear… 

when you are ready, Jarvok.” 

 Jarvok nodded but said nothing more.  Ilona stood up and walked back to her seat.  She had left the 

figurative ball in his court.  Now she would let him decide for himself if he desired to pursue a familial relationship 

with his half-sister. 

 

* * * 

 

 Days later, after all the evidence against Ja’al Raiajh had been presented and Ja’al had been given an 

opportunity to offer a defense, the council finished their deliberations and a sealed verdict sat on the bench before 

the First.  Ja’al Raiajh was called back into the Council of Equals.  As he arrived, he continued to display his 

typically smug look on his face, one that said he still felt he would be exonerated of all charges and would be able to 

go on with his life. 

 The First looked over at Ja’al Raiajh, holding the sealed verdict in his hand as he said, “Do you have 

anything to say before I open and read this into the record of the Council.” 

 “No, I do not,” Ja’al Raiajh replied before turning to look smugly at his accusers.  His expression waivered 

slightly, not wanting to believe that his daughter, Ilona, was sitting next to the woman who raised the accusations 

against him, who claimed to be his mother and who Ilona apparently chose to accept her as such.  The woman he 

knew as his mother a century earlier would never have betrayed her own family, no less become the recognized 

mate of a non-Deltan. 

 “Very well”, the First said, opening the envelope.  “Ja’al Raiajh, the Council of Equals renders the 

following verdicts…”  Ja’al looked over toward Karinara Raiajh once again, wanting to see her expression for 

himself as he was acquitted of each accusation.  He found Karinara looking as intently back at him, and her 

expression unnerved him slightly.  “On the charge of treason: Guilty.  On the charge of espionage: Guilty.  On the 

charge of murder in the first degree, the victim being Elayne Xaran: Guilty…”  The First continued reading each 

charge Ja’al had faced, and pronounced each verdict as guilty. 

 Ja’al Raiajh sat in shock, not wanting to believe what his ears had heard.  In his mind he tried telling 

himself there was some mistake.  That this was never supposed to occur.  That he had too carefully covered his 

tracks over the years, had made the right friends and intimidated the right enemies.  This was never supposed to 

happen! 

 The First finished reading the verdict, then looked at Ja’al Raiajh as he pronounced sentence.  “It is the 

judgment of this council that you be stripped of your family name and possessions, including any and all wealth and 



property you own at this time.  You are then to immediately be expelled beyond the walls of the City of Jaktar, into 

the jungles beyond.   This session is adjourned.” 

 As Karinara, Val’ri and Ilona Raiajh, Sylvan Xaran, and Johannes and Val Spaak watched, a guard escorted 

the condemned man out of the chamber.  Ja’al was led to a waiting ground vehicle and driven directly to a large, 

centuries-old gate in the city wall.  There, his cuffs were removed and he was unceremoniously shoved through the 

gate, the large heavy doors slamming shut behind him. 

 For a moment, Ja’al turned and stared at the closed gate.  He considered pleading for a few seconds, but 

said nothing.  Instead, he turned away and strode out into the jungles of Delta IV with a sense of purpose. 

 Ja’al made his way to a point he had once designated on a map.  Once there, he removed a device he had 

secreted in the lining of his clothes and twisted it.  Seconds later, Ja’al vanished in a transporter beam. 

 

* * * 

 

10 Days Later 

Stardate 65637.6 

August 2388 

 

 Immediately upon returning to Starbase 719, Commander Spaak made an appointment to meet with the 

sector Strategic Operations Officer, Commander Konstantin Harkonnen.  He climbed the stairs from Ops to the 

upper level, hoping his Second wife Marie Quintero did not see him as he wanted to get the meeting over with 

before seeing her. 

 Just as he was getting ready to press the chime to Harkonnen’s office, Lt Commander Quintero emerged 

from her own office door and said in a rather formal tone, “Johannes Ernst Wilhelm Maria von der Spaak.”  Her use 

of his full name caused him first to cringe as he hated anyone knowing that his parents ‘cursed’ him with the name 

Maria.  He then raised an eyebrow as he turned to face her. 

 “Yes, Marie Quintero von der Spaak?”  There was a bit of amusement in his voice as he replied in the same 

formal tone. 

 “Don’t you think it a bit rude to come up here after being away so long and not visit your wife first?” 

Quintero asked. 

 Blushing, Spaak replied, “I wanted to get my meeting with Konstantin out of the way so we would have a 

bit more uninterrupted time together.” 

 “I see,” Quintero remarked.  “Very well.  I just have two things to say to you before you head in for your 

appointment.” 

 “Yes?” he asked. 

 “The first is welcome home, husband.”  Quintero smiled and paused for a moment. 

 “And the second?” Spaak asked in a voice that said he was eager to get his appointment out of the way. 

 Quintero looked at her husband, her smile widening. 

 

* * * 

 

 A few hours later, Spaak and Lady Val were enjoying a quiet evening with Marie Quintero and their kids 

aboard the Pariah.  The twins were teasing Thaddeus about being the youngest and telling him that it was always 

going to be that way.  Thaddeus looked at the three adults, tears filling his eyes, and asked, “Will I ever get to be the 

big brother, like Hans is now?” 

 “Don’t worry, Thaddeus, you will,” Quintero replied.  “In fact, you will be a big brother soon enough.” 

 His eyes wide with hope, Thaddeus asked, “Am I really going to be a big brother, Mummy Marie?” 

 “You will,” she replied as Spaak got up to get his violin from the cabinet.  “I received the news shortly after 

your Mummy and Papa went to Delta IV with your grandmother.” 

 “There must be something in the water aboard this starbase,” Lady Val remarked with a grin.  “First Val’ri 

last year, then Cathryn a few months ago with twins.  Ashari finding out about a month ago that she is due at the end 

of November.  Now Marie.  And Ves told me this afternoon that I’m eight weeks along as well.” 

 As Val and Marie hugged and offered each other congratulations, the two wives heard a loud thunk and 

little Valerie start to cry out, “Papa…?  Papa…!” 



 Looking over, both Lady Val and Quintero saw Spaak passed out on the deck.  While Spaak had made it 

clear he had always wanted to have a large family, he always hoped that his two wives would not become pregnant 

at the same time. 

 Smirking, Quintero walked over to the communications panel and activated it while Lady Val moved to 

assist Spaak. 

 “Doctor Ves,” Quintero said.  “Can you report to the Commander’s quarters?  He just passed out.” 

 Over the speaker, the family heard the Orion Dr. Ves’Dell sigh and respond, “I’m on my way.” 

 Coming from just down the corridor, Dr. Ves arrived within seconds to administer some smelling salts to 

Spaak.  While she was waving them under his nose she said, “COB did this too when he found out all three of his 

wives were pregnant.”  She then gave a sympathetic look toward Lady Val and Quintero as she remarked, “Men 

want wives and babies, yet they can’t handle it when all of them are pregnant at the same time.” 

 

* * * 

 

Two Months Later  

Stardate 65789.2 

 

 Using a fake identity he had set up years earlier and counting on the fact that no one from Delta IV would 

be looking for a ‘dead man,’ Ja’al slipped into Starbase 719 without raising any warning flags.  Using now-depleted 

secret accounts to acquire passage on a cargo vessel that made frequent visits to the base, he hoped either the 

station’s commanding officer or the master of the IMV Pariah would take pity on him. 

 Using the excuse that he was a Federation representative who had an appointment with the station’s senior 

officers, Ja’al made his way up to Admiral Raiajh’s office overlooking Ops.  Once inside the reception area, Lt 

Commander Quintero looked up at the visitor, looking a second time in shock as she recognized the Deltan man.  

Never, in all the years she worked with Raiajh had the former Deltan ambassador come to visit his sister, only 

communicating via subspace, and that as little as possible.  Yet here he stood in her office, a month after he was 

declared officially dead, looking like he had seen better days.  Quintero showed him into the small meeting room 

just off the reception area and gestured for him to sit down while she went to alert Admiral Raiajh.  Stepping inside 

Raiajh’s inner office and allowing the door to close behind her, she looked back once before turning to speak to the 

Admiral. 

 “Um…  Admiral…  There is something you need to come and see.” 

 Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh looked up from the work she was reviewing, raising an eyebrow. 

 “What is it, Marie?” 

 “Your…, um…, brother…  Here.  In the small meeting room.” 

 Raiajh could tell Quintero was serious by her demeanor.  “Leave it to Ja’al to find a way to escape his own 

death,” she sighed.  Raiajh then got up from her seat, pressing the intercom on her desk.  “Konstantin, I need to see 

you by Marie’s desk immediately.  There may be trouble.” 

 “On my way,” the slightly-Russian accented voice replied. 

 Raiajh walked over to her replicator, ordering a glass of water that she carried along with her as she and 

Quintero walked out into the reception room.  It was more a stalling tactic to allow Harkonnen time to arrive than 

any attempt to be hospitable to her unexpected – and uninvited – guest. 

 The two women stepped out of Raiajh’s office just as Harkonnen arrived.  Raiajh nodded toward the door 

of the small meeting room across from Quintero’s desk and all three entered.  Ja’al looked up as the door opened.  

Raiajh noted that his clothing was clean, but looked as if he had slept in them.  She walked over and handed her 

‘deceased’ brother the glass of water. 

 “Here.  Drink,” she said. 

 “Can I trust you?” Ja’al asked, eyeing the water suspiciously. 

 “Unlike some, I’m not in the habit of murdering family members, even though you are legally no longer 

family.  In case you’ve forgotten, you’re supposed to be dead.” 



 “Yet apparently I’m not,” Ja’al replied sarcastically.  “And I didn’t kill anyone regardless of what any 

Council says.” 

 “Maybe not directly,” Raiajh remarked, anger starting to appear on her face for the first time.  Raising her 

voice, she continued, “However, it was my daughter who paid the price for your sins.  Whether or not you pulled the 

trigger, or in this case reprogrammed the holosuite, is irrelevant!  The fact is that because you neglected your 

responsibilities, a little girl died!  You could at least have shown some remorse for what happened.  Even with all 

that you’ve been through, all that you’ve now lost, you still don’t get it, Ja’al!” 

 “You know my feelings on the subject,” Ja’al replied. 

 “That you have no concern for any children who are only partially Deltan?  Yes, I know your feelings on 

that subject.  Yet over several decades you fathered one half-Romulan and six half-Human children yourself!  If you 

can’t stand the thought of children born of two different worlds, then perhaps you shouldn’t have slept around with 

non-Deltan women; or at least taken the shots that would have curbed your own fertility.” 

 “Why should I have to undergo that discomfort for the sake of a handful of half-breeds?  How I live my life 

is none of your business,” Ja’al retorted.  “And the welfare of those children doesn’t concern me.” 

 “There you go again!  Just because you didn’t want anything to do with these children, probably didn’t 

even know they existed, doesn’t change the fact that you are their father.  You seem to easily forget, while Deltan 

females can’t get pregnant from what humans call a one-night-stand, it doesn’t work that way with off-worlders.” 

 “That’s not my problem.  If those women didn’t take measures to prevent pregnancy, it’s not my concern,” 

Ja’al retorted. 

 Raiajh shook her head in disgust.  She turned around to leave, but stopped herself before going through the 

door.  Slowly turning around to look at Ja’al, she asked, “Why you are here?  Do you actually think I will help 

you?” 

 “I hoped you would,” Ja’al replied.  “Considering you value family so much.” 

 “Is discharging a phaser at your head one of the options?” she asked.  The look of shock on Ja’al’s face was 

priceless. 

 “You wouldn’t!” he protested. 

 “Does it matter if I would or wouldn’t?  No one is going to miss someone who is already supposed to be 

dead.”  Raiajh took a little satisfaction as she added, “I could shove you out an airlock right now and no one would 

be the wiser.” 

 As Ja’al stared at Raiajh with a look of fear in his eyes, only now starting to consider his visit to Starbase 

719 may have been a mistake, the admiral turned and looked at Harkonnen. 

 “Konstantin, I want you and Commander Petersen to escort this corpse to the brig.  Lock him in a cell until 

I can figure out what to do with him.” 

 “I don’t deserve that!” Ja’al exclaimed. 

 “Is that so?” Raiajh rebuked, snapping her head around to glare at him.  “A month ago you were convicted 

of murder, treason, espionage, and several other crimes.  As far as I’m concerned, you’re an escaped fugitive.  

Where do you think you belong?  If you don’t wish to be placed in a cell, perhaps that airlock I mentioned would be 

better?” she replied with a raised eyebrow. 

 Ja’al’s shoulder’s drooped, knowing she was right.  Raiajh nodded for Harkonnen to remove the man while 

she turned to head back into her office. 

 “Val’ri, wait!” Ja’al pleaded, standing to move toward Raiajh and interrupting Harkonnen from tapping his 

combadge to alert the station’s chief of security.  “Please don’t do this.” 

 His plea landed on deaf ears as the door closed behind her.  Harkonnen stepped up to the Deltan man. 

 “Come with me,” Harkonnen said menacingly.  “Willingly or not, it’s your choice.  Either way makes no 

difference to me,” the tall Russian told the older bald-headed man as he grabbed his arm. 

 

* * * 

 

 



Stardate 65793.6 

 

 The following day, Commander Spaak made his way to the admiral’s office.  He happened to have been in 

the vicinity of the station’s brig and had witnessed Petersen and Harkonnen escorting Ja’al to his cell – one of only a 

handful of people aboard the starbase who would recognize who the security chief’s prisoner was – and hoped to 

convince the Admiral to turn the Deltan man over to him, as he was one of Ja’al’s debt holders.  Walking into the 

admiral’s reception area, he gave Quintero a smile.  She returned it as best she could; her face paler than normal due 

to morning sickness. 

 “Ves’ tea isn’t helping with the nausea?” he asked, concerned.  But before she could reply, Spaak thought 

his Second wife was going to empty the contents of her stomach right on the top of her desk at the mention of the 

tea. 

 Composing herself after several seconds, Quintero remarked, “Between the two, Hans, the nausea is the 

lesser of two evils.” 

 Spaak frowned, wishing there was something more he could do for her. 

 “Sorry,” he said.  “It may not taste good, but it works.” 

 “Don’t worry,” she replied.  “I’ll manage.  So what brings you here?  You don’t have an appointment 

scheduled with the Admiral.” 

 “I was hoping to see Admiral Val.  Perhaps help with a problem she has,” Spaak stated. 

 “I wasn’t aware that she had a problem, Hans,” Quintero replied coyly. 

 “Does she have a few minutes?” he asked. 

 “I think so.  Let me check.”  Quintero got up and passed through the door into the inner office to see if her 

boss had a few minutes to talk with Spaak.  A few seconds later she returned and motioned for him to enter the 

office. 

 Spaak smiled again at Quintero and whispered in her ear, “Feel better.”  He then stepped into the Admiral’s 

office and the door swished closed behind him. 

 Not looking up from the padd she was reviewing, Admiral Raiajh asked, “What can I do for you, Hans?” 

 “It’s more what I can do for you, Admiral,” Spaak replied, causing her to finally look up from the padd.  “I 

have come to claim your prisoner.” 

 Raiajh knew who Spaak meant, but wondered how he found out.  She knew Harkonnen would not have 

said anything. 

 “Commander Petersen currently has fifteen prisoners and a dead man in the detention area.  To which are 

you referring?” 

 “The dead man,” Spaak replied, not missing a beat. 

 “And for what possible reason do you want him?” she quired.  “He hasn’t been any nicer to you and Lady 

Val than he has to me.” 

 “No, he hasn’t, but as his principal debt holder, Orion law allows me the right to claim him.  Considering 

the Federation already considers him dead, I see no reason not to honor my request.” 

 “This isn’t Orion space,” Raiajh protested.  “Orion law holds no sway here.” 

 “It’s not exactly Federation space either,” Spaak countered.  “And as both you and I agree, he is legally 

dead already.” 

 “But indentured servitude?” she asked, knowing it was much more than Ja’al deserved. 

 “If I desire.  However, I’m sure both my wives would rather space him instead.” 

 “I concur with that opinion as well.  He seemed quite appalled when I offered him either an airlock or a 

phaser to the head yesterday,” Raiajh remarked.  “However, while you may be his principal debt holder, he has a 

greater obligation to my family.  Money can be replaced.  Elayne cannot.” 

 “True, but I don’t think you have it in you to do what needs to be done,” Spaak countered. 

 “Just because you know more about me than anyone on this base except Sylvan, don’t think I don’t have 

what it takes.  Remember, I am not Lady Val.  You have stated that to me on many occasions.  Even though there 



have been times when you have remarked about how alike we are, we are still two different women,” Raiajh stated.  

“Give me another day to consider my options.  After that I will let you know what I have decided.” 

 “Then I’ll see you and the prisoner tomorrow,” Spaak replied, already sure of her decision. 

 “Hans…!” she warned. 

 “I’m leaving, Admiral,” Spaak replied, not wanting to press the matter any further. 

 

* * * 

 

Stardate 65796.3 

 

 The following day, Admiral Raiajh decided to turn Ja’al over to Spaak.  She had considered several 

options, including just beaming the troublesome Deltan out into open space, but decided against it.  Part of what 

guided her decision was the knowledge that no matter what she thought of, she was sure Spaak could think of worse.  

Her one condition of Spaak was that no matter what he was going to do to Ja’al, he must do it away from the station.  

While under Deltan law she had the right to carry out his sentence, as the initially prescribed punishment had failed, 

she found she just could not bring herself to do it.  In one way, Ja’al’s instinct when he approached Raiajh had been 

correct.  He may no longer have the right to the family name, but in her feelings he was still her brother. 

 The Pariah waited at station keeping within the spacedock section for the arrival of their guest.  At Raiajh’s 

request, Commander Petersen had assigned two low-ranking non-descript security guards to escort the prisoner to a 

nearby transporter room.  Raiajh would have preferred to simply beam Ja’al directly from his cell aboard the station 

to Spaak’s custody aboard the Pariah, but a glitch in the transporter system discovered by Lt Commander B’Elanna 

Torres that morning negated that option. 

 As Rear Admiral Raiajh watched from behind the control console, the two security guards walked Ja’al up 

into the transport chamber before stepping back down to allow a security field to be erected around it, keeping their 

phasers pointed at him the whole time until the force field snapped into place. 

 “Why him?” Ja’al asked. 

 “In the end it was still my decision to make,” Raiajh replied after dismissing the security guards.  “I lost the 

most in all this.  Remember this if you don’t remember anything else.  What was taken from Sylvan and I by your 

inaction can NEVER be replaced, Ja’al.  Consider how you would feel had the tables been turned and it was Ilona 

who died because of my inaction?”  Ja’al simply stared at Raiajh in silence. 

 On the console in front of her, an indicator lit up, verifying the Pariah was ready to receive the prisoner.  

Raiajh activated the transporter, and a moment later Ja’al disappeared in a beam of light.  Then, just as the 

transporter system cycled off, the voice of Commander Torres could be heard through the admiral’s combadge. 

 “Admiral, don’t activate the transporter yet!” Torres warned.  “I’ve discovered a misalignment in the 

system.  The scanners are out of calibration!  It’s the reason we could not perform a site to site transport.  If you 

activate the beam right now, whatever you are transporting may very well materialize in space instead of where it is 

intended to go!” 

 A rush of adrenaline burst into Raiajh’s bloodstream as Torres spoke.  A moment later a second voice 

sounded from the communications equipment on the transporter console.  “Starbase 719, this is the Pariah.  

Awaiting transfer of the… cargo.” 

 ‘Damn’, the Admiral thought to herself.  She then opened the communications channel and asked, “Are you 

sure, Pariah?  I beamed him over 30 seconds ago.” 

 There was a brief pause before Topuc’s voice returned.  “Affirmative, Starbase.  We don’t have the… the 

cargo.” 

 Raiajh quickly tried to reverse the transporter and recall the pattern, but to no avail.  Then she realized she 

had no idea where Ja’al had actually been beamed to.  That mystery did not last long when she received another call 

on her communicator. 

 “Admiral, this is Lieutenant Lattimer in Spacedock Control.  We have problem here.” 

 “What is it, Lieutenant?” Raiajh asked, sensing she already knew the answer. 



 “Someone was just beamed into the open spacedock in the vicinity of the IMV Pariah, ma’am.  I had one of 

the work bees check it out when we noticed the beam materialize.  The man in question is not wearing any kind of 

space suit and appears to be wearing wrist restraints.” 

 “Acknowledged, Spacedock,” Raiajh replied with a sigh.  “I’ll request Pariah retrieve the body for 

identification.”  She deactivated her communicator and turned her attention back on the open channel to the Pariah.  

“Topuc, can you get a lock on the body and beam it aboard?  The base’s transporters are off line at the moment.” 

 Over the communications channel, Raiajh heard Topuc’s voice be replaced by Spaak’s.  Spaak laughed as 

he said, “I really didn’t think you had it in you, Admiral.  No worries.  We now have him… what’s left of him… in 

our transporter buffer.” 

 “Dispose of the body as you see fit, Hans,” Raiajh ordered stoically.  There was not anything else she could 

do.  “And honestly, I didn’t mean to do this.  I found out too late that our transport scanners are misaligned and that 

the calibration is slightly off.” 

 “So what now?” Spaak asked over the frequency. 

 “Paperwork,” Raiajh sighed.  “Not much more than that.  Remember, the Federation and the government of 

Delta IV declared him dead a month ago.  I suppose we should start an inquiry into how he escaped Delta IV and 

managed to reach Starbase 719, but…”  The admiral’s voice simply trailed off.  She stood there silently for several 

seconds before finally simply saying, “Raiajh out.” 

 Raiajh started to move toward the door for a second before pausing again.  She tapped her combadge and 

said, “Raiajh to Ops.” 

 “Ops.  Lieutenant Pel.  Go ahead, Admiral.” 

 “Lieutenant, if anyone looks for me, I’ll be in medical, in Counselor Wyatt’s office.” 

 “Yes, Admiral,” Pel replied through the combadge. 

 Raiajh then deactivated her communicator and let out a sigh, passing through the doors into the corridor 

beyond as she made her way to the station counselor’s office. 

 

The End 

 


