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CHAPTER ONE – ANOTHER DAY 
 

In an empty patch of space, south of the Cardassian border near the Hugora Nebula, a small 
transport warped along, heading worriless towards Deep Space Nine. 

Her cargo: several Bajorans who for whatever Bajoran reason had decided the nearby Panthara 
system might have some artifacts on it that had this or that to do with the Prophets. 

Their research, however, turned up nothing. A few decided to stay, despite the inhospitably of 
the Pentharian ecosystem. The rest were on their way home. 

Since their trip was not 'official', they were on their own. It really did not seem to be a problem, 
though. Penthara was in Federation space and the Cardassians were happy to allow them passage through 
their space. 

Relations between the Bajorans and the Cardassians had been steadily improving since the end 
of the Dominion War and Cardassia's transformation to democracy. There had been some issues, of 
course. There was still resentment from several Bajorans from the occupation, as was to be expected. 

Cardassia herself was dealing with a bit of internal strife as well. Despite what the Dominion did, 
there were many who didn't care for the surrender, nor did they look kindly on Cardassia's new – civilian 
– leadership seemingly handing over the security of the state to outsiders. 

Quickly after the war ended, Cardassian leadership requested that the Federation help provide 
for their security so that they could concentrate on the rebuilding of their home world. The Federation 
agreed. Minor insurrections broke out because of this, as the Cardassians were a proud people. None that 
the internal security forces could not contain – for the time being, but still, it became a thorn in the side 
of those trying to rebuild a functioning, peaceful, society. 

Eventually, Starfleet's assistance – originally tasked with simple border patrol and convoy escorts 
- was requested on Cardassia Prime. Not a large force, just enough to assist in providing security 
government installations and training for new military officers, while Cardassian forces quelled any 
'restive' areas. 

As for the Bajorans on the transport ship, they cared little for Cardassia's troubles. They cared 
little for the Cardassians in general. Several artifacts and religious sites were damaged or destroyed in the 
occupation; something people like them would not soon forget. 

The group were quietly talking amongst themselves when red alert lights in the transport 
activated, and alarm klaxons began to sound. The leader of the group, Tarra, looked worriedly to her 
fellow travelers before standing and walking to the bridge of the ship. 

“What's going on?” she asked the captain. 

He turned to her, a frightened expression on his face. “Two Orion heavy cruisers have been 
spotted on an intercept course for us.” He looked down to his tactical display and tapped on it. “We've 



adjusted our course towards a Cardassian scout patrol and sent them a distress call, so hopefully 
it will be alright.” 

Tarra looked at the display acknowledging the two small ships near the Captain's finger, 
and nodded slightly. She did not really understand all the information on it, nor did she grasp the 
tactics behind the ability of a pair of Cardassian scout ships dealing with a pair of heavy cruisers. 

She hoped her lack of understanding would end up leaving her pleasantly surprised. 

The next fifteen minutes were quite tense. Tarra watched both the viewscreen and the 
tactical display quite intently, taking her eyes off the screens for just a minute to pray to the 
Prophets for the positive outcome to the situation. 

She knew exactly what would happen to her and the rest of the ship's passengers if the 
Orions were to get a hold of them. 

The ship rocked violently before dropping out of warp. 

“THEY GOT US IN A TRACTOR BEAM!” one of the officers on the bridge cried out. 

“The Cardassians are engaging them,” another reported. 

Both the transport's bridge crew and Tarra watched in horror as the two Cardassian ships 
were decimated by the Orion ships. Tarra sighed sadly before gasping as she felt the ship rock 
again. 

“They're targeting our shield emitters!” someone yelled. 

The captain managed to turn to Tarra, about to tell her something before hearing 
“SHEILDS DOWN!” from behind him and seeing Tarra vanish. The captain turned around and saw 
all the female members of his crew, gone. 

He quickly stood and ran to the back, looking to where his passengers were. 

All gone. 

He ran back to the bridge. “They've kidnapped all the females and the Bajorans!” he 
reported. 

“Wish I was Bajoran,” the helmsman whimpered. “They're coming about to finish us off.” 

One of the Orion ships warped off as the second turned around, aligning its weapons for 
a mighty, finishing blow. 

“No,” the captain sighed. “This is a far better fate than what they are in for.” 

“ANOTHER SHIP ON SCAN!” one of the remaining bridge officers called out. 

“Another Orion?” the Captain asked. 

“No!” he gleefully smiled. 



The Captain smiled as well as he watched several quantum torpedoes slam into the side of the 
Orion cruiser. 

 

“Confirming only Orion life signs on that ship?” Ranma asked Minako. 

“Confirmed,” she replied. 

“Destroy it, then,” Ranma ordered. 

Makoto nodded and began laying waste to the Orion ship, ignoring its feeble attempts to return 
fire. 

“Marines and engineering teams report ready,” Jansen reported. 

“Go,” Shampoo ordered. 

 

The Captain of the transport nearly screamed as about twenty Starfleet marines appeared on his 
bridge. The medics in the group moved to check on the bridge officers as the rest spread out to secure 
the ship. 

Ryouga, the group commander, walked up to the ship's Captain. 

“Sir,” he nodded, “I'm Captain Ryouga Hibiki, Starfleet Marine Corps. We're here to help get you 
going again. Do you need engineering assistance?” 

The captain nodded, but then sighed sadly. “I'm more concerned with my passengers and the rest 
of my crew that the other Orion ship took.” 

“Do you know how many?” 

“About thirty in total.” 

Ryouga nodded, contacted the Sisko and relayed the information as the Orion ship exploded on 
the viewscreen behind them. 

“ALL CLEAR!” a marine called out. 

Ryouga again hit his commbadge. “Send over the engineers.” 

A few seconds later, about ten engineers materialized on the bridge. Shortly after that, the Sisko 
turned, and warped off. 

“They left you guys here?” the Captain asked. 

Ryouga smirked. “The guys who are good at retrieving people are still on the Sisko.” 

 

JC looked at the terminal and patted Usagi on the shoulder. “Nice work,” he smiled. He then 
turned towards Ranma and Shampoo. “We have the bubble as tight as possible. 9.98.” 



Ranma smiled as he looked at the streaking stars. “Time to intercept?” 

Minako looked to her terminal. “Six minutes.” 

Ranma sighed contently. He hated to get over-confident, but this was going very well. 
That said, it likely should. His team was a finely tuned machine, and despite a few close calls on 
some of their larger, more dangerous missions, they had their daily work down to a science. 

“NEO teams report ready,” Jansen reported. 

Ranma nodded. “As soon as we're in range, Commander,” Ranma said, turning to Makoto, 
“please knock that ship out of warp. I need its shields down A-S-A-P as well.” 

“Aye,” she responded. 

“If I can, I will try to beam all Bajoran life-signs out of there, but they usually keep 
prisoners inside transport inhibitors,” Minako reported. 

Ranma nodded. “Yeah, I think we've dealt with the Orions enough to safely bet an old-
fashioned extraction will be the only way to do it.” 

Minako nodded before looking to her terminal. “Captain Hibiki is hailing us.” 

Ranma blinked. “On screen.” 

Ryouga nodded to Ranma. “Captain, just thought you should know, there are several 
empty lifeboats out here from the Cardassian ships.” 

“You think that Orions kidnapped the survivors of patrol ships?” Shampoo asked. 

Ryouga nodded again. “Yes.” 

“Good to know, thank you, Ryouga.” Ranma smiled. 

Ryouga smiled back before closing the channel. Ranma walked up to the tactical station 
and leaned against it. “Pass that along to the NEO teams,” he said, turning back towards the main 
viewer. He looked at the rear end of the Orion ship. 

Jansen began to relay information as a large smile crossed Makoto's face. A narrow beam 
shot out from the ventral phaser array on the Sisko. The beam impacted the starboard nacelle on 
the Orion ship. It sparked a couple of time before the glowing green light faded. 

Both ships dropped out of warp nearly simultaneously. Ikuhara whipped the Sisko around, 
in a ‘Tokyo Drift’ style maneuver that likely would have made Ryouga quite jealous and brought 
all of her forward facing weapons to bear on the cruiser. 

Like her sister ship, the slave ship fired every weapon it had at the Sisko, but unlike the 
small scout craft the Cardassians had, the Sisko was not only designed for a fight – she was 
designed for war. 



The Sisko did not even seem bothered by the impact of the weapons; the inertial dampeners 
protecting the bridge crew from feeling everything except for the occasional torpedo hit. 

Meanwhile, Makoto kept the ships phaser hits narrow and specifically targeted. JC diverting 
power from non-critical systems to the phaser arrays to ensure that she would have the power she needed 
to punch through to the shield emitters and destroy them. 

Ranma stayed up by the tactical station, watching his chief tactical officer's hands move expertly, 
like a concert pianist, over the console. Within a minute and a half, the Orion ship's shields were down – 
and they were not coming back up. 

Ranma nodded to Jansen who quickly hit the 'enter' button on a pre-typed IM she had ready. 

'GO.' 

 

“You know, there is an old Earth song that goes well with situations like this,” Ensign Yayo, Bravo 
team's Andorian medic mused. 

“Oh?” Bravo team commander Second Lieutenant Kio Yuki asked. 

Yayo nodded as she cleared her throat.  

“The waaaaaaaiiiiiittttting is the hardest part...” 

Sergeant Anthony Schaefer, Corporal Ian Kagurazaka and Corporal Xiang, Bravo's field engineer, 
all looked at her before the three broke out in laughter. 

Alpha team also peeked around the corner from their transporter pad. 

“We're about to go rescue hostages from an Orion slave ship and you guys are having karaoke 
night?” Lieutenant Blake Parker asked. 

Ensign Masters, Alpha's medic and Sergeant Anderson, Alpha's field engineer, chuckled a bit. 

“We read somewhere that Commander Hino was a fan of Tom Petty,” Kio smiled, doing her best 
to stay concealed. “And since it's her birthday, and all...” 

Lt. Commander Kirk Shelton turned to Rei. “Oh?” 

Rei scowled slightly. “Yes, it is.” She moved forward a bit. “And yes, I do like Tom Petty. The key 
part of that being that I like Tom Petty.” 

Yayo laughed as Rei's PADD chirped. 

“Time to go,” she said, becoming all business. The rest of the group nodded, became quite serious 
themselves, drew their weapons and dematerialized. 

 

Both teams rematerialized in different sections of the ship. Alpha fore, Bravo aft. Their goal, shoot, 
rescue, and meet up in the middle. 



Alarms were sounding on the Orion ship. Apparently, whatever the Sisko had done to get 
them on board did not disable their internal sensors. Kio was not going to complain though. More 
resistance just meant more people for her to mow down. 

She had stop trying to pretend she had not joined Starfleet to shoot bad guys. While at 
first, she was always bemoaning her bad luck at ending up being beamed in right next to a group 
of people she would have to fight her way through, she realized that whenever that didn't happen, 
she felt disappointed. 

There's no use in fighting who you are. 

“Three, nine-o'clock,” Ian whispered. 

Kio nodded and took the group in that direction. After a few meters they saw an Orion 
taunting a couple of Cardassians. 

“Did you really think you could defeat us?!” he laughed. “I mean, you couldn't – what are 
you looking-” 

The Orion didn't even get a chance to turn around and see what the Cardassians were 
looking at before he was hit in the back by a shot from Kio's rifle, stunning him. Ian quickly 
restrained him as Anthony and Yayo released the two Cardassians. 

“Give us guns, we can help.” one said. 

Kio shook her head. “You need to be checked out.” 

Before the pair could object, the were slapped with transport enhancers and were on 
their way back to the Sisko. 

 

Rei was unsure if she liked the new jumpsuits they were issued. Before, they were pure 
black, with pure black vests covering them. Now they were some strange digital camouflage 
combination of black and dark gray and some weird color of blue that Rei was fairly sure was just 
a different shade of black that someone had labeled blue. 

Starfleet had assured them that it was better than 'just black' because it messes with 
people eyes, or some nonsense. Rei had no idea if that was true or not. Not that it mattered 
anyway. Once they started firing, huge blobs of orange would come flying from their guns, so 
unless they were using their projectile weapons, you'd know where they were. 

They had been given multiple sets. A white variation if they ever needed to do anything 
in the snow. A green one, like the LDF's for forests or jungles, and a tan one for the desert. She'd 
sarcastically asked Admiral Saotome where the red one was if Vulcan ever seceded again and had 
gotten a very unhappy response from him. 

They also removed the mission patch from the shoulder, and rank insignia from the collar, 
making so there was nothing on the uniform that could link them to Starfleet or the Federation. 
Rei did not like that at all. She understood their missions were supposed to be covert, but at the 



same time, it almost felt like that if she were killed in action, she would end up being disavowed and 
treated like she was some kind of mercenary. 

It's something she was still working on fixing. 

“Two coming this way,” Parker whispered. 

The group ducked into a dark area of the corridor. Two Orions ran past them, not even glancing 
in their direction. 

'Hrm, I guess it does work,' Rei thought to herself. 

Parker and Shelton didn't even pop out of their hiding spot as they shot the pair in the back. 

 

“Captain,” Minako called out. 

Ranma took his eyes off the timer counting up that was below the image of the disabled Orion 
ship on the viewscreen and turned to his chief of operations. “Yes?” 

“I am detecting an Orion battleship inbound with about ten interceptors escorting it.” 

Ranma sighed. That ship was going to put up a much better fight than the cruiser did. “Time to 
intercept?” 

“Fifteen minutes.” 

“Status on away team?” Shampoo asked. 

“They have recovered fifty-six hostages, mostly Cardassians,” Minako replied. 

“Tell them to step it up,” Ranma ordered. 

Jansen nodded. 

 

Kio gritted her teeth as Jansen's voice blasted into her ear at the same time she was dodging 
incoming disruptor fire. 

“Sisko to away-teams. Orion reinforcements will arrive in fifteen minutes, and we cannot 
guarantee we can prevent them from sending forces to your location. Do your best to complete your task 
by then.” 

Kio shot the last Orion and sighed. “You know, she could have just said 'hurry the fuck up' and it 
would have conveyed the same message.” 

Anthony laughed and nodded as he tagged three prisoners for transport. One of the prisoners, 
Tarra, looked to the group. 

“Who are you people?” 

“We're with Starfleet, ma'am,” Kio replied. 



She nodded, the looked to one of the Cardassians who was with her. “Will you please let 
my government know that many brave Cardassians died trying to save us?” 

Kio blinked. “I'm sure you will-” 

Tarra waved her hands. “I will. But... But it will carry a bit more weight coming from 
Starfleet.” 

The Cardassian patted Tarra on the shoulder and smiled. Kio nodded and smiled a bit. “I 
will make sure the message gets passed along.” 

“That will do wonders for healing the rift between our worlds,” Tarra smiled before the 
group dematerialized. 

“Kio, the diplomat,” Anthony smiled. “Sounds nice.” 

Kio shook her head and shot her rifle at Anthony's feet, causing him to jump. 

“You heard, Jansen,” Kio said, moving on. “We need to hurry the fuck up.” 

 

“That woman is so long winded,” Rei groaned, shooting an Orion. “A simple 'hurry the 
fuck up' would have been fine.” 

Shelton and Parker laughed, also shooting an Orion. The group quickly moved towards 
the cell and opened it, tagging the prisoners, and moving on. The next cell they found was 
unguarded, which they found strange. 

Of course, when they went to check on the prisoners, it was determined to not be strange 
at all. 

“They're dead,” Masters sighed, looking at three dead Cardassians. 

“Yuki to Hino,” Kio called to Rei. 

“Go.” 

“We found a cell with all the prisoners killed. I think they're tired of us freeing them.” 

“Same here. Where are you guys?” 

“Section B-2” 

“Okay, we're almost done then. Hopefully, we saved most of them, then.” 

“Roger, See you in the center.” 

“’Kay.” Rei sighed and moved her group on. The group soon found themselves confronted 
by about twenty Orions, once they reached the center of the ship. Rei's team quickly found cover 
and began to pick them off one by one. It was slow going at first, but it got a lot quicker when 
Bravo team came in from the back and downed several in the first few seconds. 

Eventually they were all stunned and restrained. 



“Hino to Sisko, the ship, excluding the bridge, is clear.” Rei sighed. “Six of the prisoners were 
executed before we could get to them.” 

“Understood,” Ranma sighed. “We're confirming there are no more non-Orion life signs on the 
ship.” 

“Do you want us to storm the bridge?” Rei asked. 

“There isn't time,” Ranma replied. “Return to the ship.” 

“Aye sir.” 

 

“Is containment up in cargo bay four?” Shampoo asked. 

Jansen nodded. “Security has been deployed as well.” 

“NEO teams are back on board,” Minako reported. 

“Transport all the Orions, except for those on the bridge, to cargo bay four,” Ranma ordered. He 
then turned to Kaii. “Open a channel to that ship.” 

Kaii nodded. “Open.” 

“Orion ship. This is Captain Ranma Saotome of the Federation Starship the U.S.S. Benjamin Sisko. 
I am advising you to abandon ship. You have one minute. I intend on destroying your vessel. If you do not 
comply, you will die.” 

Ranma turned to Kaii and silently ordered him to close the channel. He then turned to Makoto. 
“Sixty seconds. Then vaporize her.” 

Makoto nodded as Ranma walked to operations. “Time till the battleship is in weapons range?” 

“Three minutes.” 

Ranma nodded. 

“Escape pods in the water, Captain.” Makoto reported. 

“Beam occupants to brig cells,” Shampoo ordered. 

“Aye,” Minako replied. 

“Sir,” Kaii spoke up, “the engineers aboard the transport ship report that she's flight worthy 
again.” 

“Instruct them to hold position for now.” 

“Kabloooooooooooey!” Makoto cheered as she caused the Orion cruiser to explode into several 
billion pieces. 

“Aye,” Kaii said, chuckling a bit at Makoto's antics. 

“Battleship dropping out of warp,” Minako reported. 



Ranma nodded and headed down towards his chair as Shampoo walked up behind 
Ikuhara. 

Makoto looked to Jansen who nodded. 

None of the crew needed to be told what to do in this situation. This was just another day 
at the office for them. They all knew their jobs, knew exactly what to do and knew exactly how to 
handle themselves. 

“Interceptors are pulling ahead, in range in fifteen seconds,” Minako said. 

Ranma raised his hand. 

“Range.” 

Ranma snapped his fingers. 

The forward torpedo banks on this Sisko opened up and a full spread of quantum 
torpedoes jettisoned. The interceptors broke formation in an attempt to dodge the incoming 
salvo, but greatly underestimated the targeting sensors of the Sisko. 

One interceptor broke right and dove down. A torpedo followed it and slammed into it, 
obliterating it. Most that managed to avoid the wrath of the torpedoes were those who simply 
flew straight at the Sisko and took their chances that the torpedo could not make a full U-turn 
and come back at them before running out of fuel. 

Their respite was short lived however as all four of the Sisko's once phase cannons, now 
upgraded to anti-proton turrets, popped out of the ship, and began to lay waste to the 
interceptors, turning them into nothing more than flotsam in a single shot. 

“I like those much better,” Makoto smiled. 

Jansen nodded in agreement. 

“Phase cannon probably do same thing,” Shampoo countered. 

“Don't rain on my parade, please, Commander,” Makoto groaned. 

Ranma smiled. “Time on battleship?” 

“One minute,” Minako reported. 

Ranma stood and adjusted his uniform slightly. “Guess I have to do this by the book.” He 
turned to Kaii. “Hail them.” 

Kaii hit some buttons. “No response.” 

Ranma nodded. “Open a channel then.” 

Kaii nodded. 

“Orion ship. This is your only warning. Leave, surrender your vessel, or be destroyed. 
There are no other options.” 



The screen popped to life and a large, fat Orion appeared. He glared at Ranma with disdain. 

“Return our property and I will leave.” 

“I've already destroyed your ships,” Ranma replied. 

“You know I am not talking about the ships.” 

“The people you kidnapped are not Orion property,” Ranma barked. “As well, the Orions captured 
will be turned over to the Cardassians to be dealt with in accordance with their laws.” 

“YOU HAVE NO JURSIDICTION HERE!” he yelled. 

“Cardassia and the Federation have a cooperative security agreement,” Ranma replied, a bit smug 
at how much he was irritating the Orion. “I very much do have jurisdiction here.” 

“Yes, well, we'll see how much jurisdiction you have when I have you in one of my slave pens!” 
the Orion laughed before closing the channel. 

“How much you think boy who can become girl go for?” Shampoo asked. 

Ranma simply glared at her as she bounced back to the helm station. 

“Range,” Minako reported. 

“Light 'em up,” Ranma dryly ordered as he sat back in his chair. 

“Offensive pattern Omega Two,” Shampoo ordered Ikuhara. 

The Sisko shot off towards the Orion battleship, Ikuhara taking control of it and overriding some 
of the pre-programmed flight pattern to avoid some of the incoming disruptor fire. Makoto, meanwhile, 
has the ships phaser array hit the ships shield emitters to knock out the shields, making the vessel's 
destruction that much easier. 

The Sisko shook violently as a full spread of torpedoes from the pirate warship slammed into her. 
Shampoo was knocked into the helm station, hitting a button; inadvertently sending the Sisko in an oblong 
barrel roll both to the right and downward which as an interesting side effect, allowed her to avoid a 
second spread of torpedoes. 

“Are you trying to take my job?” Ikuhara asked. 

Shampoo grinned as she looked to the main viewer. “Offensive pattern Alpha Six.” 

Ikuhara nodded and began the ships next pass. 

“Shields at eighty percent,” Usagi called out. 

Makoto continued to pound the Orion shields, having given up on the shield emitters. The direct 
approach was appearing more effective anyway, as the Sisko was eating through the larger, yet seemingly 
less powerful ship's defenses. 

“Her shields are failing,” Jansen reported. 

“Captain,” Kaii called out. “I have two Galor class warships dropping out of warp.” 



Ranma nodded. Shampoo smirked. “Better late than never.” 

“Uh,” Kaii continued. “They are demanding that we cease fire as this is an internal 
Cardassian matter, and they will deal with it.” 

Ranma groused and shook his head. “Tell them to make it quick.” He turned to Makoto. 
“Cease fire.” He paused for a moment. “If our shields drop below fifty percent or one of those 
Cardassian ships explodes, don't even ask my permission.” 

Makoto nodded and halted her attack. 

Shampoo turned to Ikuhara. “Move us away.” 

Ikuhara did as he was instructed as the Orion ship turned its attention to the two 
Cardassian ships. Shampoo looked to Ranma. “It shouldn't be hard for them. We do all hard work.” 

Ranma nodded, the frustration obvious on his face as he sat down. 

“One of the Cardassian ships has lost shields.” 

“Already?” Shampoo asked. 

Ranma face-palmed 

“Attack pattern-” Shampoo began to bark as she hopped up, but is cut off as both the 
Orion ship and one of the Cardassian ships exploded. 

“Scan for survivors,” Ranma ordered. 

“None,” Minako replied. 

Ranma sighed. “Hail the surviving Cardassian ship.” 

Kaii complied and shortly afterword an incredibly angry Cardassian appeared on the 
viewscreen. 

“Captain,” he nodded. 

“I'm Captain Ranma Saotome of the U.S.S. Sisko.” 

“I'm Gul Kalval, of the Loral.” He looked at a PADD an underling brought him, sighed, and 
looked back at the viewscreen. “Please allow me to apologize.” 

Ranma raised an eyebrow. “What for?” 

“We were coming to assist you, yet for whatever reason, my associate thought it would 
be better if we were to assume control of this operation.” The Gul sighed and shook his head. “He 
and his crew paid both for his rudeness and his foolishness.” 

Ranma stayed silent. 

“Not all Cardassians are happy about having to rely on the Federation to secure our 
borders.” 



“What's your opinion?” Ranma asked. 

The Gul shrugged. “Obviously, I would rather we didn't,” he admitted. “That said, I appreciate the 
fact that the Federation is willing to assist us, despite what we did during the war.” 

“Remember the past so we don't make the same mistakes, but look towards the future,” Ranma 
smiled. 

“Indeed,” the Gul smiled back. 

“We have a few dozen survivors from the scout ships that were captured by the Orions that we 
were going to take back to Cardassia Prime to repatriate, but if you'd like to take them, we can return 
them to you,” Ranma explained. 

“We'd be happy to,” the Gul nodded. 

“As well,” Ranma continued, “we have-” Ranma turned to tactical. 

“Seventy-one,” Makoto smiled. 

“Seventy-one Orions who are looking forward to learning how the Cardassian judicial system 
works.” 

The Gul nodded. “I will need to make preparations for that many prisoners, but I would be happy 
to take them off your hands as well.” 

“Not a problem. We're in no hurry.” 

The Gul nodded, smiled, and closed the channel. 

“Captain,” Minako called out. “Ryouga wants to know if it's okay to come home yet.” 

Ranma chuckled. “Yes.” 

 

Rei and Kio walked into the Sisko's main briefing room as the ship warped towards Deep Space 
Nine. Ranma, Shampoo, Makoto and JC all sat around the conference table, quietly talking amongst 
themselves. 

Ranma and Shampoo turned towards the door as the two NEO officers walked in. Rei walked 
towards Ranma, Kio trailing behind her a few meters. 

“Captain,” Rei smiled. “Would it be alright if Lieutenant Yuki sat in on this debriefing?” 

Ranma leaned back and looked past Rei to the young officer. Kio was standing at full attention, 
straight enough that you could use her to level a painting if you turned her on her side. 

Ranma smiled a bit and nodded. “If you can get her to relax enough to actually sit down, it won't 
be a problem.” 

Rei chuckled slightly and looked to Kio. Kio blushed a bit and walked around the table, having a 
seat next to JC, and across from Rei. 



“I'd like to make sure she understands what Starfleet needs from us,” Rei explained to 
Ranma, “in case there is ever an issue where I am not able to attend.” 

“Isn't that Commander Shelton's job?” Shampoo asked. 

Rei nodded a bit. “Technically, yes,” she admitted. “That said, he and I both agree that a 
team leader would be in a better position to handle the after-action reports.” 

Ranma nodded. He looked to Kio, as if to say something, however Kio was intently 
studying a PADD. Ranma smiled and turned back to Rei. Rei moved to get her attention, but 
Ranma waved her off. 

“How's your leg?” Ranma asked. 

Rei looked to Ranma a bit worriedly. “It's good, sir.” 

Ranma noticed the concern on her face. He quickly attempted to ease any worries she 
had about having her relieved from duty. 

“Don't worry, as well as you guys have done over the past month, I am not worried about 
it. I just want to make sure you're feeling fine.” 

Ranma, as lovingly as he could, smiled at Rei. “It's only personal concern. Not 
professional.” 

Rei smiled at Ranma. “I appreciate that.” 

Shampoo's eyes ping-ponged at the exchange going past her, being seated between 
Ranma and Rei. She turned to also reassure Rei that they had no intention of getting rid of her 
when Ranma's communicator chirped. 

“Aino to Saotome,” Minako's voice called out. 

“Go.” 

“Admiral Saotome on subspace.” 

“Send it in, please,” Ranma requested. 

The communicator channel closed and Genma appeared on the conference room view 
screen. The bald Admiral looked the room and smiled in approval. He noted JC, and not Usagi was 
in attendance, however he had gotten used to the assistant chief engineer being there, rather 
than the chief. 

He did not mind it. 

The one time they had tracked down Usagi for the debriefing he had learned nothing 
except for the fact that Usagi was unable to answer questions. She could explain things she knew 
about, or was working on, but if you asked her something she was not prepared for... Well, good 
luck. 



He also noticed an extra NEO officer. He recognized her as Second Lieutenant Kio Yuki. He 
assumed there was a good reason why she was there, and of course she was already privy to all 
the information that would be deemed 'classified', so he certainly was not going to make a huff 
about it. 

“Good evening,” Genma smiled. 

“Good evening, Admiral,” Ranma smiled back. “Hope all is well in San Francisco?” 

Genma nodded. “Another beautiful day. How's things aboard the Sisko?” 

Ranma grinned. “Just another day at the office.” 

The conference room laughed. Genma chuckled as well. Genma began asking questions to some 
of the officers about the incident, how it started, how they responded, how the ship handled itself. 

Then he turned to Makoto. 

“How did that sensor reflecting gear they installed work for you guys?” 

Makoto giggled and sat up, pulling out a PADD. “As far as we can tell, the Orion ships didn't see 
us till we were one-quarter light-year from them.” She smirked and scrolled down on the PADD. “The 
transport ship didn't see us till we were dropping out of warp.” 

Genma smiled brightly. “That's amazing.” 

“It was killing our own sensors though, Admiral,” JC piped up. “And I don't just mean making it 
hard for us to scan. We had to reroute a ton of EPS points to keep from blowing out our own targeting 
and short-range scanning array.” 

Genma frowned sadly. “So, this isn't something you could run constantly?” 

JC and Makoto both shook their heads negatively. JC picked up a PADD and examined it quickly. 
“If we reconfigure the power matrix so it's more isolated, we can run it longer so we can covertly insert 
like we did today.” 

Genma nodded. “See what you can do. I'd hate to lose something that could help you gain an 
upper hand like that.” 

JC nodded and began to take some notes. 

“How about,” Genma continued, looking towards Makoto, “the new turrets?” 

Makoto nodded enthusiastically. “Oh, my heavens, yes. I love them.” 

Genma cleared his throat slightly. “Anti-protons have been known to cause issues with... 
radiation.” 

Ranma sat up and looked sternly towards his father. 

“Have there been any reports of any issues near where the turrets have been mounted?” 

“Isn't this something you should have mentioned before we left the shipyard?” Ranma growled. 



“Your ship has very solid hull plating and it's mostly been with experimental anti-proton 
rifles,” Genma growled back. 

Shampoo shook her head after looking over a PADD. “Sickbay no report any new illness 
today.” 

Genma nodded and looked over some things on his own PADD. “It says here you guys 
were able to hold 9.98?” 

JC nodded. “We managed to adjust the warp bubble tight enough around the ship to get 
us moving that fast.” 

“How long do you think you could have held that speed?” 

JC shrugged. “Fifteen minutes, maybe.” 

Genma sighed. “You're headed to DS9 now?” 

Ranma nodded. 

“What would be your ETA to Calder IV?” 

Shampoo punched it into her PADD. “Three and a half day at warp 9.2.” 

Genma groaned. 

“Problem?” Ranma asked. 

Genma nodded. “Yes, but it won't be yours.” 

The group all looked to each other with concern before Genma turned back to them. 

“Well, good work. Grab some rest on DS9 for a bit, and I am sure I will be back in contact 
with you soon.” 

Ranma nodded, smiled at his father before the channel was closed. 

“What you think going on?” Shampoo asked. 

Ranma shrugged as he stood. He looked to JC and groaned. “Please add additional hull 
plating around the turrets.” 

JC nodded. “I will get someone right on that.” 

Ranma smiled, nodded, and turned to Rei and Kio. “Excellent work, again, ladies.” 

Kio smiled and nodded thanks as Rei stood. “Just another day at the office.” 

  



CHAPTER TWO – DOCKED 
 

Genma slowly made his way down the corridor of Starfleet Command's main building, his 
assistant, Ensign Yuji Sasaki a few steps behind him. His destination: Conference Room Three where he 
was scheduled to meet with Starfleet's Chief of Staff, Admiral Kevin James, Councilman Adrien Laurent, 
and a couple of other relevant admirals whom he had not been made aware of yet. 

He was certain none of them would be pleased with the news he was bringing. Despite Ranma 
and his crew’s excellent work in dealing with the Orions and strengthening the Federation's ties with both 
the Cardassians and the Bajorans, the admiralty seemed more concerned with problems than they did 
with successes. 

Genma and Yuji both walked up to the large, sliding doors. Genma entered in his passcode, then 
waited patiently for the computer to chirp its happy chirp and slide the oversized doors open before 
walking into the brightly lit room. 

Genma, like his predecessor, felt these rooms were well over lit. It was one of the reasons he 
seemed to prefer the Starfleet Intelligence building across the bay in Alameda. 

It was not dark, per say, it just was not... bright. 

Genma sized up the group of five as he took his seat. As he expected, James was there, as was the 
Councilman. A Vulcan Starfleet Intelligence Admiral was there that he knew as Savon, as well as an 
Andorian female whose name was Zlath. Finally, as quite a shock, filling the final seat, was Happosai. 

“GENMA!” Happosai bellowed. “I see you've grown up!” 

Genma stammered for a bit, before realizing he was losing face in front of the others and his 
assistant. “I took Admiral Larson's position, yes.”' 

Happosai smirked a bit and got ready to belt out some more belittling commentary onto Genma, 
but James began to speak, stopping him. 

“Since we seem to be all acquainted, we won't bother with introductions,” he said, turning 
towards Genma. “Since time is of the essence here, will start with the most pressing question. What's the 
status of the Sisko?” 

Genma sighed. “At the top speed they can hold from their current location to the location of the 
incident, it will take them three and a half days.” 

“They've given us a twenty-four-hour deadline,” Laurent groaned. 

Genma nodded, sighed again, and shrugged. “Unless research and work can be completed on a 
transwarp network from one side of the quadrant to the next in the next few hours, there really isn't 
anything we can do about it. 

“She might be able to hold high warp for long periods of time, but she can still only move so fast.” 



James looked to his PADD, then turned to Happosai. “Looks like the Sarasota has a marine 
compliment. How long will it take them to get there?” 

Happosai shrugged. “Probably about twelve hours.” 

“Probably?” 

“If they are where I told them to be. Some of my ships have the nasty habit of deviating 
from their assignments.” Happosai looked to Genma and cackled. “They don't all have the 
discipline of my disciple!” 

The room looked to Genma who had turned white as a ghost. 

“Okay...” James slowly mumbled. “Well, please get them moving that way as fast as 
possible.” 

“Aye, aye!” Happosai said, bouncing out of the room, the eyes of the others watching 
him, then moving back towards Genma, who was sweating profusely.   

Zlath finally broke the awkward silence by pointing out what was likely obvious to 
everyone in the room. 

“The marines on that ship are not trained for storming an embassy. This will likely end in 
casualties.” 

James nodded. “I know, I know. But we can't just sit back and allow the people in there 
to be murdered.” 

James sighed heavily, before dismissing the group. Genma, Yuji and Laurent stayed with 
James. James looked to the three before turning back to Genma. 

“How long?” he asked. 

“At least another month, closer to two.” 

James, again, sighed heavily. 

“What's the hold up?” Laurent asked. 

“The ship that was meant for them was given to Captain Saotome,” Yuji answered for 
Genma. “So, they had to build a new one.” 

“And,” Genma continued, “of course work had to stop on that when the Sisko was sent 
back to Chii for repairs and upgrades after the Jem'Hadar incident.” 

James and Laurent nodded, content with Genma's answers, although not happy with 
them. James pulled out a PADD and handed it to Genma. 

“I know you have a captain in mind-” 

“She declined.” Genma interrupted. 

“You gave her a choice?” Laurent asked. 



Genma nodded. “I'm not going to break up my son's crew forcefully. They are very good at what 
they do and damaging they cohesion by creating that kind of ripple could cause God only knows what kind 
of damage to their effectiveness.” 

James nodded. “I agree.” 

Laurent shrugged. “Obviously, I will defer to you guys.” 

“I appreciate that,” Genma smiled. 

“As I was saying,” James continued, “I think this officer would make a good leader for the 
operations team.” 

Genma looked over the PADD a bit, blinking a few times in awe. “Is all the information on here, 
right?” 

James smiled and nodded. 

Genma continued to read before finally setting the PADD down and staring at James in shock. 

“She's a child!” 

James laughed loudly. “She's not a child. That said, she's quite young, which is why I'd like for her 
to spend time on the Sisko with their team till their ship is ready.” 

“Okay,” Genma shrugged. 

James just smiled at Genma. 

“What?” 

“I want you to go and meet her first,” James continued to smile. “She's on Cardassia Prime.” 

“What's she doing there?” 

“Teaching the Cardassians how to defend themselves,” James grinned. 

“I see,” Genma nodded. “Well, I will need to arrange transportation.” 

“I've secured you a Runabout already.” 

Genma eyed James suspiciously. “I smell a scheme.” 

“No scheme!” James said, waving his hands. “Though, I haven't told her she's moving,” James 
paused, “Oh, you're going to promote her to Commander as well,” James looked to his PADD again, “and 
the Sisko doesn't know you or she are coming, and we're technically not authorized for two NEO ships.” 

Genma blinked. 

“To be fair,” Laurent piped up, “the Executive Order didn't say we COULDN'T have two, or three, 
or five hundred.” 

Genma looked to James. “You don't know anything about this, do you?” 



James pointed to his collar and the trim on his jacket sleeves. “Red.” He then pointed to 
Genma's. “Black.” 

Genma laughed. “Yeah, yeah. I get it.” 

“Have a safe trip,” James smiled. “Wherever the hell it is you're going.” 

Genma smiled, stood, saluted James, shook Laurent's hand, and he and Yuji walked out 
of the room and headed back towards the transporter room. 

 

Ranma dropped into the large, faux leather recliner he had grown so fond of that sat next 
to the large observation window in his and Akane's quarters. Except for when he absolutely HAD 
to, this was the place he chose to do his log entries. 

The chair, given to him by T'Pah, the – lover – of the Vulcan Defense Minister Saanik who 
had died assisting him and the rest of his crew in saving the Federation from Salek and Councilman 
Young's schemes, had belonged to Saanik. 

T'Pah said that Saanik would sit in it nightly and reflect upon the day and think towards 
the next and how he could improve upon the past, regardless of whether that day went flawlessly. 

She pointed out that he had the chair positioned so that it looked out a large window that 
allowed him to gaze upon the Vulcan desert, something that brought him contentment and 
allowed him to contemplate in peace, and that Ranma should do something similar. 

Ranma wondered how he would do that, since the scene out his windows changed from 
day to day, but he of course realized that the simple passing of the stars brought him great peace. 
It had been something he loved, for many years, and despite which stars they were, they would 
indeed, bring him peace. 

Ranma allowed himself to melt into the chair a bit more as he looked out the window. 
The stars were not streaking this evening as they had arrived at Deep Space Nine. In fact, they 
were securely bolted to the station, spinning around Bajor with it. 

Ranma had made a point of having Ikuhara secure them to the port airlock so that he 
would not need to stare at a docking arm out his starboard window. 

It's good to be Captain. 

That said, he could still see the hideous station well past the edge of the ship. Ranma 
sighed wistfully as he flipped his pigtail onto his shoulder. It would just be something he would 
have to deal with. 

“Begin recording,” Ranma ordered. 

The computer chirped at him as Ranma melted even further into the chair. He was 
beginning to wonder if he was even going to make it to the end of the log. 



“Captain's Log, Stardate 62724.8. We have successfully concluded another operation, and our first 
since being repaired after the ordeal in The Badlands and receiving several upgrades.” 

Ranma took a sip from a cup of tea he had on a small table next to him before continuing. 

“My dream of having an engineering team that is fully trained on the engines is starting to see 
fruition. We picked up five new engineers, and Lt. Devall was given a crash course on the mechanics of 
everything. For once my father was quite useful in getting something done by pressuring the shipyard into 
at least giving us that amount of self-sufficiency. 

“As an added bonus, because of his additional understanding of the mechanics of the warp field, 
Lt. Devall was able to get us a much-needed speed boost which allowed us to run down the Orion ship 
and rescue the hostages in a very efficient manner.” 

Ranma smiled as he lazily tossed one of his PADDs to the floor and began to look over another 
while he spoke. 

“Apparently snagging that dreadnaught was the best decision I ever made because Starfleet 
already managed to reverse engineer it to a point and have a prototype 'mini-Blackout' device installed 
on the Sisko.” 

Ranma sighed a bit. “It doesn't work as well as the Jem'Hadar version did, but it worked well 
enough that running silently, we were as good as cloaked sneaking up on the Orion ships. Engineering 
cautions against using it too often as there was residual damage to the sensor and targeting arrays, 
however it's a good start and hopefully Starfleet can make some improvements to it.” 

Ranma turned his head as the doors to his quarters opened. He smiled to Akane as she walked in. 
Akane smiled back but said nothing. She knew that when Ranma was in that chair, he was either in deep 
thought, or in the middle of a log entry, and as such, would not disturb him. 

She ambled into their bedroom to change as Ranma continued. 

“I have some concern about the new turrets. My father mentioned 'radiation', so I have the 
engineers reinforcing the area around them. If there is any sign of increased radioactivity, I am going to 
request they be removed, despite the added defensive capability they bring to the ship. 

“The NSO teams performed brilliantly. I wish they'd have been able to save all of the hostages, 
but the fact that they were able to save as many as they did is a testament to the quality of their work. 

“My father tells me that we're to hang out here for a few days, and then he'll be visiting. I'm not 
sure why, and he's not telling me, which is a little concerning. Hopefully, everything is okay.” 

Ranma sighed, tossed the remainder of his PADDs to the floor and shrugged. “Guess I'll find out. 
End recording.” 

Akane walked back out into the couple's living room, having apparently just gotten out of the 
shower and was now simply wearing a robe and a towel on her head. She looked to Ranma as she sipped 
on a cup of coffee as Ranma looked out the window a moment more. 

“I...” he trailed off, continuing to look out the window. 



“Hmm?” Akane asked, moving closer to him, setting the coffee down on a table as she 
passed. Ranma's wife slowly walked up behind the chair and allowed one of her hands to rest on 
Ranma's left shoulder. 

Ranma took his right arm and rested it across his chest, his fingers finding Akane's hand. 
He allowed them to trace the contours of her hand before he took her hand in his. 

“I sometimes have to laugh at how fate...” he continued, “...how destiny works.” Ranma 
laughed slightly, still staring out the window, his eyes not really focused on anything. “It's been 
nearly three years now since we first left space dock. They tried so hard to make a fool out of me-
” 

Ranma sat up slightly, his eyes moving towards the station, then back towards the ship. 

“A fool out of everyone.” 

“They didn't,” Akane pointed out. 

“No,” Ranma laughed as he gripped Akane's hand a bit tighter. “No, they didn't.” 

“Quite the opposite, in fact,” she added. 

Ranma nodded, finally turning towards Akane, shifting in his chair. “I sometimes wonder,” 
Ranma said, looking into Akane's eyes, “had the freak and my father not tried to conspire against 
us if you and I would ever have come together.” 

Akane looked away slightly. “I... I don't know.” 

Ranma reached his other hand up and softly turned Akane's face back so she was looking 
at him again. 

“You know I always loved you, don't you?” 

Akane nodded. 

“And you?” he asked. 

Akane again nodded. 

“But,” she said softly, “being apart would have...” 

Ranma nodded as well before pulling Akane into the chair with him. Akane yelped a bit 
from the sudden motion, before giggling. Ranma smiled as he ran his free hand around her face, 
then down her neck before working his way under her robe. 

“Absence makes the heart grow fonder,” Ranma pointed out as Akane moaned slightly 
due to Ranma's 'handy' work. Ranma smiled at both the sounds he was causing Akane to make, 
and the look she was making. 

“That said,” he whispered as he took his other hand and began to pull her robe apart, 
“there are certainly benefits to having you on board.” 

Akane couldn't speak. She could barely nod in agreement. 



“Lights off,” Ranma ordered. 

The lights in the room shut off as Ranma pulled the robe off the now heavily breathing Chief 
Medical Officer. 

 

JC watched approvingly as three members of the Sisko's damage control team climbed off a ladder 
and ran tricorder scans. 

“This bulkhead is now three meters thick and will absorb at least 25 sieverts of anti-proton 
radiation per hour,” one of the engineers reported. 

JC smiled. “Perfect. Residual radiation from the turrets is only around five sieverts.” 

Another engineer nodded. “Most of that is discharged when the gun is active anyway, and that's 
when it's in space, not when it's stowed, so not even sure why this is necessary.” 

JC shrugs. “Eh, if the Captain wants to be overly safe, there's no harm in it.” 

The other engineers mumble agreements. They all freeze, however, and stared wide-eyed at what 
they see coming up behind JC. JC notices this and slowly turns around. He instantly face-plants into the 
floor. 

The assistant chief engineer slowly crawls back to his feet, dismisses the other engineers, the 
walks towards what he can only assume is Usagi, dressed head to toe in an EVA suit with a radiation suit 
covering that. 

“What in God's name are you wearing?” he asked. 

“I'm so hot,” she whimpered. 

“I'll bet,” JC sighed. 

Usagi took a couple of steps, walking like a robot; her mobility strictly limited due to the various 
layers of clothing she was wearing, before dropping to the deck. 

JC laughed at her for a moment before realizing she was making no attempt to get back up. 

“Commander?” 

Usagi didn't move. 

JC hit his communicator. “Medical emergency, deck three, section 62.” 

“On the way,” sickbay replied. 

JC quickly began to rip off the radiation suit. He then began to disassemble Usagi's EVA suit. Again, 
JC face-planted when he found her wearing another radiation suit underneath her EVA suit. 

“For fucks sake, Usagi,” he mumbled as he stripped off as much of that as he dared. 

Medics began to arrive. “What happened?” one asked. 



“She's probably dehydrated,” JC explained. “She was... improperly... wearing an EVA suit.” 

The medics began to inject Usagi with hyposprays and check her vital signs. One turned 
to the other. “Yes, dehydrated, otherwise fine.” 

Usagi began to open her eyes. She looked around a bit, then started to flail like crazy. 

“RADIATION!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!” 

JC sighed, rolled his eyes, then slapped her. Both the medics stared at JC in shock, 
although not as much shock as Usagi had in her eyes. 

“You need to stop overreacting,” JC told her. “You nearly killed yourself for no reason.” 

“But the Admiral said-” 

“Do you see me wearing a radiation suit?” JC asked, tugging on his uniform. 

“No...” Usagi trailed off. 

“Who do you think knows more about this stuff? Some guy who works in a building on 
Earth or me?” JC asked her. 

Usagi slowly sat up with the assistance of the medics. “You.” 

JC opened his tricorder, did a scan and showed it to Usagi. The scan showed that there 
was no ambient radiation in the area. 

Usagi, again with the assistance of the medics, stood up. She looked sheepishly at JC and 
sighed. JC looked to the pieces of the EVA suit and turned back to her. 

“And really, haven't you had EVA training? Don't you know that wearing something like a 
radiation suit underneath it will mitigate the cooling and hydrating systems of the suit?” 

Usagi just glowered. “Now is not the time for this conversation.” 

“Um, you should probably come with us,” one of the medics said to Usagi. 

Usagi nodded and turned to leave the with the medics. After a couple of steps, however, 
she turned back to JC. 

“Don't ever hit me again,” she said, very quietly and deliberately. 

Usagi continued with the medics. JC looked down to the EVA suit parts before picking 
them up and taking them with him. 

 

Shampoo slammed Amanda up against the wall and stared into her eyes. Shampoo's eyes, 
a mid-toned purple, Amanda's, a dark green. Amanda's breathing was heavy, as was Shampoo's 
as she stood there, her nose even with Amanda's mouth as Amanda was about seven centimeters 
taller than Shampoo. 



Because of this, Shampoo could feel the blonde's breath on her face. In contrast, Amanda could 
feel Shampoo's on her bare neck. The heat coming from her blowing the beads of sweat that were there 
around, causing them to dance slightly. 

A sly grin crossed Shampoo's face as she noticed Amanda swallow. Likely trying to keep down 
whatever shame she felt for the feelings she may have had. 

The feelings were an opening. 

Shampoo gripped the sides of Amanda's gi, wrapped her left leg around Amanda's right, and 
picked the taller woman up, seemingly effortlessly, and flipped her over her shoulder, slamming her to 
the mat that was on the deck. 

Amanda groaned as she hit the mat. Shampoo stood over her, smiling smugly. 

“Never let guard down,” she instructed, holding out her hand. 

Amanda rubbed the back of her head and looked up to Shampoo. It was quite difficult to NOT get 
distracted and let her guard down considering her very sweaty lover seemed to be wearing her gi as open 
as she could, AND she seemed to have just worn a regular bra underneath it. 

Nonetheless, Amanda nodded and reached up to take Shampoo's hand. Once she had a good grip 
on it, she pulled Shampoo down, placed her foot on Shampoo's stomach, and pushed, while pulling 
Shampoo over her, in an attempt to flip her onto the mat. 

Amanda underestimated Shampoo's training and Shampoo effortlessly rolled through the flip and 
ended upright and on her feet, the smug grin on her face replaced with an even smuggier one. 

Amanda hopped up and assumed a fighting stance. 

“You never beat me,” Shampoo taunted. 

“You cheat,” Amanda groused. 

“What?” Shampoo laughed. 

“Your tits are hanging out!” 

Shampoo looked down and noticed her bra was exposed slightly. Shampoo again laughed, 
adjusted her gi a bit, and went back into her stance. “Better?” 

“No,” Amanda complained. 

Shampoo laughed loudly as Amanda attacked. Shampoo grabbed her arm and flipped her to the 
mat, again causing Amanda to groan. Shampoo chuckled a bit as she stood over Amanda, again offering 
her hand. 

Amanda slapped it away and stood up on her own this time. 

“No be mad,” Shampoo reminded her. 

“Take me seriously,” Jansen growled. 



Shampoo lost her grin for a second. “I take you serious, Amanda, I kill you.” 

Amanda bit her lip, eyed Shampoo for a moment, then attacked. Again, Shampoo dodged 
her attack with ease before grabbing her, spinning her around and sending her to the mat, face 
down. 

In this attack, however, Shampoo went to the ground with her. Amanda struggled to get 
from underneath the Sisko's Executive Officer, but Shampoo had her wrapped up quite well. 

Shampoo leaned in and brought her mouth right up next to her ear. Her lips slid across 
her earlobes, sending a shudder through Amanda's body, and instantly stopping her resistance. 

“If you fight normal person...” Shampoo whispered, making sure she exhaled hard enough 
that her breath would blow across Amanda's earlobes, again, causing her to shudder. “Amanda 
will destroy them.” 

“I can't beat you,” Amanda whispered. 

“No,” Shampoo whispered back. “No, Amanda can't.” 

Shampoo suddenly did some amazing Amazon trick that ended up flipping Amanda over 
and had it so she had the woman pinned down again. Shampoo brought her face to Amanda's and 
moved her mouth over hers. Amanda did what she could to move her head up to kiss Shampoo, 
but Shampoo stopped her, instead, choosing to taunt her. 

“Only one person ever beat Shampoo,” she whispered before she ran her tongue around 
Amanda's neck, licking off some of her sweat, before moving her head back to Amanda's face and 
looking her dead in the eyes. 

“Shampoo not be hurt again,” she whispered as she moved her lips to Amanda's. 
Amanda's hands gripped the mats on the floor as Shampoo kissed her passionately, the taste of 
both Shampoo and herself on her lips. 

“I...” Amanda finally began to mumble. “I won't hurt you.” 

Shampoo simply smiled as she began to kiss Amanda again, a single tear falling out of her 
eye and hitting Amanda's face. 

 

Ryouga was rather pleased with himself. Halfway through his patrol route and he had not 
gotten lost even once. 

In fact, it was his partner that had gotten lost. 

“Wait,” Ryouga said out loud coming to a stop. He reached into his pocket and pulled out 
a small PADD and looked at the writing on it. 

'SHIFT ASSIGNMENT: Patrol Deck 5 for tourists and other non-authorized personal who 
come through the port airlock attached to the station.' 



Ryouga sighed and slowly turned and looked to a door he was standing next to. His eyes focused 
in on the placard. 

'11-283'. 

“Goddammit.” 

Ryouga hit his communicator, perhaps a bit too hard as he hurt his chest slightly, and began to 
bellow. 

“Hibiki to Sergeant Boran!” 

“Hey Captain,” the Sergeant said, his smile obvious over the comm channel. 

“Yeah, 'hey Captain' indeed,” Ryouga mumbled. “How long have we been separated?” 

“Oh, about an hour and a half,” Boran replied. 

“WHAT?” Ryouga screamed. “Why didn't you try and find me?!” 

“Because, quite frankly, the last time this happened you bitched me out, sir. And honestly why 
should I try and help you if you're going to be rude to me?” 

Ryouga nearly started to scream but he realized that would just prove the enlistee's point. He 
instead sighed and nodded. 

“Well, I'm sorry about that. Where are you?” 

“Deck five, section two-oh-one.” 

“Thank you, I'll be right there.” 

Ryouga closed the communication. “Computer, site to site transport, deck five, section 2-0-1.” 

Within a moment, the transporter grabbed him, and he was rematerializing near the port airlock. 
There he saw Boran, as well as several of ships security, about five detained Bajorans, and Major Norva, 
one of the lead marines on the ship. 

Ryouga gulped as Norva turned to him. 

“Captain Hibiki, good to see you,” Norva nodded. 

“Major,” Ryouga nodded back. 

“These guys are clean,” one of the security officers informed the marines. 

Norva turned to them. “Okay, you're free to go. Please spread the word that there are no tours 
allowed on this ship, okay?” 

The Bajorans nodded, bowed slightly, and went back through the airlock towards the station. The 
security detail headed off in their own direction, while Norva looked to Ryouga. 

“Sir, I can explain,” Ryouga stammered. 

Norva sighed. “I think you might be better off in the brig-” 



“OH NO!” Ryouga cried. 

Boran had to bite his lip to keep from laughing. 

“Not as a prisoner, Captain,” Norva said, shaking his head. Ryouga blinked, and chuckled 
nervously. 

“I... I knew that...” 

“Or better yet,” Norva pondered, “despite this... weird... ability of yours to get lost, you're 
such a good marine, I think I will speak with Colonel Tanizaki about getting you set up as a training 
officer.” 

“Oh,” Ryouga beamed. “Thank you.” 

Boran smiled. “Get in trouble and get a promotion. Congratulations.” 

Norva smirked. “For now, we'll keep you with a reaction team. So, to the brig with you.” 

“Yes sir,” Ryouga saluted and walked off. 

“Isn't the brig the other way?” Boran asked. 

Norva just sighed and shook his head. “Thank God they site to site transport...” 

Boran nodded and walked off to continue his rounds. 

 

“Mi-na-ko...” Makoto called as she walked into the lounge. 

Minako looked up from the table where she and Rei were seated. Makoto all but skipped 
to the table and sat down, sliding her chair next to the blonde operations officer. 

“Yes?” she asked. 

“Guess what I just heard.” 

“What?” 

“Guess!” Makoto demanded. 

Minako sighed. “You're getting more powerful weapons?” 

“No, silly! It has to do with you!” 

Minako looked to Makoto for a moment as Rei looked on. 

“I don't know.” 

“Guess!” 

“Just fucking tell her,” Rei growled. 



Makoto scowled at Rei before turning back to Minako. “Ryouga might be getting a promotion to 
a training officer!” 

Rei raised an eyebrow. Minako took a sip of her drink and smiled. “Good for him.” 

“That means he probably won't have to go on missions anymore!” Makoto smiled. 

“He likes going on missions,” Minako pointed out. 

“I thought-” Makoto started, confused. 

“I was, I got over it.” 

“Oh, well,” Makoto said, less jovial now that she was realizing that it wasn't the wonderful news 
that she'd thought it was. 

“It's still great for his career,” Rei pointed out. “I mean, he must be really good at what he does 
for them to want him to train others.” 

Makoto nodded in agreement. 

“Mmm,” Minako nodded. 

“What's wrong?” Makoto asked. 

Minako sighed. “When we were back in the nebulae, I wanted to go somewhere, but he said he 
needed to go with them and drill.” 

“Well,” Makoto said, leaning back in her chair, “that is pretty much all they do when they're not 
actually deployed.” 

“Yeah, I know,” Minako replied. “But he was really evasive when I was pushing for an answer to 
whether or not it was truly 'needed' or 'wanted'.” 

“You think they would have let him go if he would have asked?” Rei asked. 

Minako shrugged. “He's got the shore leave banked,” she explained. Minako sighed and leaned 
back herself, chuckling a little. “I kind of wonder who he loves more, them or me.” 

“Well, that's pretty obvious,” Rei smirked. 

Makoto nodded. “He's nuts about you.” 

Minako sat back up. “How do you say that with such certainty?” 

“Other than him getting lost,” Makoto laughed, “one of the biggest complaints I get from my staff 
that gets assigned with him is the fact he won't shut up about you. 'Minako this' and 'Minako that'.” 

Minako blushed as Makoto laughed. “You better hope you don't need security; I don't know if any 
of them would respond,” she joked. 

“That's...” Minako leaned back again, “interesting to know.” 



Makoto smiled as Gosnell walked up and placed a drink in front of Makoto and Minako. 
“There you go. Sorry it took me so long, stupid replicator isn't working properly, and DC and 
maintenance has been tied up all day.” 

“Where's mine?” Rei asked. 

Gosnell jumped about a meter in the air and screamed in a high-pitched, girlish scream. 

“OH MY GOD, COMMANDER!” he bellowed, half of the lounge patrons looking at him. “I 
didn't even see you there! It's like you're invisible! I'll be right back!” 

Rei glared at him, then moved her glare to Makoto. 

“I might have told him that you were unhappy with the new jumpsuits they gave you,” 
she smiled. “However, the decision to make an ass out of himself was his and his alone.” 

“It's not that I am unhappy with them,” Rei said, tugging on her tricolored jumpsuit, “it's 
that I don't get it.” 

“A mono-colored uniform can be spotted, even if it's nearly the same color as the 
surroundings, nearly three seconds sooner than your digital, or the official term, SFPAT, 
camouflage can be,” Minako explained. “I'm sure if you want a more detailed explanation behind 
it, Jansen could give it to you, since the basis of it was developed in the twenty-first century, but 
that's the gist.” 

“Hrm,” Rei nodded. “Three seconds can be an eternity in our line of work.” 

Makoto nodded. “I guess that's the point.” 

Gosnell came back and looked around. “Where'd she go?” 

“Stop being an idiot,” Makoto growled. 

Gosnell frowned and set the drink down in front of Rei. Gosnell plopped down next to his 
wife, putting an arm around her as Makoto looked to Rei. 

“What about your patches?” 

“Still working on that,” Rei said, sighing. “The Captain is behind us, but Starfleet isn't.” 

“Why'd they take them off?” Minako asked. 

“Apparently Salek told them that he determined we were behind the jailbreak because 
one of the prisoners was able to describe our mission patch well enough that he was able to 
connect the raid to us.” 

Rei took a swig and grumbled. “In the long run I don't think it mattered, but Starfleet did.” 

Rei took one final gulp of her drink and stood up. “I am going to face the Admiral when 
he gets here and not let him leave till he makes a some kind of concession, even if it's just patches 
and pips on the stuff like we did earlier, and nothing on the super-secret-spy business.” 

“Don't see why that wouldn't be acceptable,” Gosnell noted. 



“When is he getting here?” Minako asked. 

“A week,” Rei replied. “He's going to Cardassia first for some reason.” 

Rei hugged both Minako and Makoto and patted Gosnell on the head before walking towards the 
door. “Have an early morning. See you guys later.” 

“Bye,” everyone called after her. 

After she was gone, Kio suddenly appeared behind Gosnell. Gosnell again screamed, very much 
in the way a small child would, however this scream was not so fake. 

Kio jumped back quite a bit at Gosnell's outburst, but then moved back to the table. 

“You're coming, right?” Kio asked the group. 

They all nodded. 

Kio smiled. “Give us five minutes.” 

They nodded again. 

Kio hit her communicator. “Yuki to Kagurazaka, engage site to site Yuki Bravo three.” 

“Confirmed.” 

Yuki quickly vanished. 

  



CHAPTER THREE – OFFICE PARTY 
 

Rei stepped into the deck five turbolift and yawned. It had been a good day, but a long 
one and she was ready to hit her bed. Hopefully, she would continue the dream she had last night, 
as it seemed to end far too soon. 

Rei was beginning to realize that she'd been alone far too long. To many of her dreams 
were becoming THOSE kinds of dreams. Frustratingly, they all seemed to have far too much 
storyline to them, and her alarm clock was cutting them off before the good part began. 

And of course, when they did get that far, it was her communicator that broke the mood. 

Regardless, it was not a dream she needed. 

That said, she wasn't sure exactly where she could find what she needed. At least aboard 
the Sisko. While she had mellowed out a bit, especially after she had finally come to term with 
her demons, and again, come to term with even more demons and made peace with Lieutenant 
Yuki, she had the reputation of being somewhat of a bitch. 

Of course, that didn't scare everyone away. 

She just had to find that one person. 

She was open. 

She was not going to discriminate and SAY man. 

Would be preferable. 

Just not necessary. 

“Deck A.” 

The turbolift began to move upwards. Rei leaned back against the wall of the lift and 
yawned again as it began to make its horizontal trip towards the shaft that would take it the rest 
of the way towards the NSO Control Center. 

It was such a long trip. Rei did not know why she didn't just use site to site transports. But 
then there would be records of where she went. 

Like the holodecks. 

The lift slammed to a stop and began to buzz wildly. 

Rei leaned forward and hit a couple of buttons next to the door and was met with non-
compliant buzzes. 

“What the fuck?” Rei growled. She hit her communicator. “Hino to security.” 

“Security, Ensign Messa,” a female replied. 



“Yes, Ensign, I'm stuck in turbolift,” Rei looked at the numbers next to the door, “six. Can you 
please do something?” 

“Hrm,” the ensign replied. “For some reason it appears the computer routed two lifts into the 
same shaft. Let me beam you out of there, where are you headed?” 

“Deck A.” 

“Right away,” Messa smiled though the channel. 

Rei sighed as she felt herself being disassembled. When she reappeared she found herself in total 
darkness. 

“Oh great, the transporter ate my eyes,” she mumbled. 

Rei blinked when she heard the distinct laugh that was Usagi's. 

“Lights?” Rei called. 

The lights turned on and Rei found herself in a room surrounded by the entire NSO crew, the 
bridge crew, Akane, and Lieutenant Jeff Fuchs. Decorations, streamers, and banners that read 'Happy 
Birthday Rei', hung throughout the room. In the middle of everything there was a large table with a punch 
bowl and a gigantic cake. 

“SURPRISE!” everyone screamed. 

A large grin grew on Rei's face. One by one everyone came up and gave Rei a hug, sans the NSO 
members who simply walked up and shook Rei's hand. The lone exception to that being Kio who did in 
fact hug Rei, tightly, and whispered into her ear. 

“Happy birthday, boss.” 

A tear rolled down Rei's face as she hugged Kio back. Usagi bounced up to Rei and smiled. “I know 
you will like the cake,” she said. “It's my own personal recipe!” 

The group chatted for a bit before Shampoo walked over and pulled out a lighter to light the 
candles on the cake. 

Ranma looked to her worriedly, as did Ryouga. 

“Shampoo,” Ranma asked. “Did you deactivate the fire suppression system on the holodeck?” 

Shampoo continued to light candles as she cocked her head. “Fire suppression system?” 

Ranma and Ryouga both dove under the table, knocking down at least three NSO people in the 
process. Shampoo laughed loudly as she finished lighting the candles. She the poked her head under the 
table and stuck her tongue out. 

“Of course, Shampoo turn off fire suppression,” she said, giggling. “Shampoo no want to be cat.” 

Ranma and Ryouga slowly crawled out from under the table, both smiling sheepishly at the NSO 
members they knocked over. 



“Beside,” Shampoo continued as she motioned for Rei to come over. “Water system on 
old Sisko. Old pervert not have chance to sabotage new Sisko.” 

Ranma looked up at the ceiling and nodded slowly. “I guess the idea of a water-based fire 
suppression system on a ship with as much electronic equipment on it as ours is pretty stupid.” 

Ryouga chuckled a bit in agreement, his eyes drifting towards the fourth wall of the 
holodeck. 

The group all began singing to Rei, Gosnell the loudest and most off key, drawing a glare 
from Ranma. Rei did not seem to mind though. She did not seem to mind that she was still very 
tired either. She was simply happy that despite her past – actions – despite everything, she still 
had so many friends on board. 

Quite frankly she did not mind if this evening went on forever. 

The singing ended and Rei leaned forward and blew out the candles. She managed to 
blow them all out with one huff, drawing loud applause from everyone in the room. Rei smiled as 
Usagi grabbed her sleeve and pointed to another table that was being rolled in by Kio and 
Anthony. 

Usagi quickly bounced over and pulled off a tablecloth that was draped over the contents 
of the table, revealing a couple dozen gifts. Rei again felt a tear come to her eye. 

“What do you want to do first?” Usagi asked, looking to Rei. “Eat cake or open presents?” 

“Cake!” Makoto demanded. 

Rei laughed and nodded. “I am hungry,” she smiled to Usagi, agreeing with her friend. 

Usagi nodded and began to cut up the cake and hand out slices, giving the first slice to 
Rei. The group chatted and ate for a while before Ranma noticed Rei looking over the presents. 
He walked over to her, motioning for the rest of the group to head that direction as well. 

“Which one will you open first?” Ranma asked. 

Rei looked them over. “I was looking for the one from you,” she smiled. 

Ranma shook his head. “Usagi's might be more important,” he chuckled, motioning 
towards the blonde chief engineer who was pouting slightly. Rei laughed a bit then quickly found 
Usagi's gift. 

“Oh!” Rei said, opening the box. “It's...” 

“Bunny slippers!” Usagi beamed. “I've heard there's no carpeting up there. Must be cold 
on your feet if you have to get up in the middle of the night for...” Usagi blushed. “...stuff.” 

Rei smiled and set the box to the side. “Thank you. I will put those to good use.” She 
leaned over and kissed Usagi on the cheek. She paused for a moment when she noticed her cheek 
was a bit red and swollen but didn't say anything about it as Gosnell started jumping up and down. 

“US NEXT!” 



Makoto turned and whomped her husband on the head. Gosnell whimpered as Rei laughed. She 
opened the box from Makoto and Gosnell and pulled out several PADDs. 

“I know you like the 'Art of War' type books, so I-” Gosnell cleared his throat. Makoto sighed, “-
we got you basically nearly every known race's version of it.” 

Rei smiled. “Thank you!” She moved to Makoto and kissed her. Gosnell puckered up but ended 
up being quite disappointed when he only received a hug. Makoto again whomped him simply for 
expecting a kiss. Rei moved on to another box as Gosnell leaned into Makoto. 

“I thought we agreed on a gift certificate to the lounge,” he whispered. 

Makoto rolled her eyes. “Nothing costs anything, why the hell would we get her that?” 

Gosnell began to object but then suddenly stopped. “Hrm. Now I understand the meaning of 
better half.” 

Makoto laughed slightly, despite wanting to turn around and smack the bearded alien again. 
Instead, she clapped at the digital picture frame Minako got Rei, which had, already installed, a picture of 
the four women in it. 

Rei quickly went through most of the presents. All that was left on the table was the one from 
Ranma. However, there was one person who she did not get one from. 

However, that really was not THAT surprising, even if they had made peace. 

“Commander,” Kio whispered from behind Rei. 

Rei turned and looked down to the shorter woman. 

Kio moved up onto her tiptoes and whispered into Rei's ear. 

“I will give you my gift to you in your quarters later.” 

Rei's eyes went wide. 

“WHAT?” she asked, covering her mouth. Kio backed up slightly as a few nearby people turned to 
them. 

“I said 'my gift to you is in your quarters',” Kio repeated. 

Rei blinked. It was official. She was up way to late and she was having far too many thoughts that 
she should not be having. 

“Right,” Rei smiled, nervously. “Thank you... Kio. I appreciate it, all things...” Rei paused for a few 
seconds before exhaling deeply. “All things considered.” 

Kio smiled a bit. “Well, you tried to teach me I need to keep moving forward, so I am.” 

Rei smiled, gripped Kio's shoulder for a second, then turned back to the table. She smiled to 
Ranma and picked up the last box. The first thing she noticed about it was that it was quite heavy. 

“Wow, what did you get me, a weight set?” Rei asked, laughing. 



Ranma and Akane both chuckled. Neither said a word however as Rei pulled off the 
wrapping paper. Finally, she managed to get the paper off and the box open. From the box she 
pulled out a piece of silver, slightly tarnished metal, molded into the shape of the Starfleet logo. 

A metal base, coated in gold-pressed latinum made the statuette's base.  Etched into the 
latinum was a simple inscription. 

'Vigilance, Perseverance, Success.' 

Rei's smile dimmed as she looked closer at the main part of the statuette. Engraved on 
the Starfleet logo were several names. Kio walked up behind Rei and looked at it as well. 

Rei began to cry as she read the names. 

“I know it's kind of dark birthday present,” Ranma said, walking towards Rei. 

“No...” she said as she pulled the statuette close to her. “It's beautiful...” 

“What is it?” Shelton asked. 

Rei could not speak as tears rolled down her face. Ranma turned to the NSO members 
assembled in the room. “Unfortunately, because of what we do, if you guys give the ultimate 
sacrifice defending the Federation, you don't get added to the memorial in Geneva,” Ranma 
sighed. 

“I'm not one for allowing heroes to go unrecognized, so I took a piece of the Sisko...” 
Ranma looked to Rei, “...the original Sisko and had a small memorial made.” 

Kio looked into Rei's arms. She felt a tear come to her eye when she did indeed see 'Sgt. 
Michael Simpson' at the bottom of the list of seven names. 

Rei wiped her eyes, handed the small memorial to Kio, and moved over to Ranma and 
hugged him. Ranma returned the hug and smiled. Rei then moved to Akane and hugged her as 
well, as the NSO group applauded their captain. 

“Thank you, Captain,” Rei again said, going back to Kio and taking the statuette back. 

Ranma nodded and smiled. “I am confident that the way this team is now that we will not 
have to take that in to add any more names to it.” Ranma stomped his boot on the deck a couple 
of times. “Nor do I feel I will have to salvage any more pieces of our ship to make another 
memorial or anything else.” 

The room all nodded in agreement. 

The rest of the party was a bit more subdued, while still upbeat. However, through it all, 
Rei refused to put down the memorial statuette, even when she was drinking some of, what the 
crew was starting to realize, alcoholic punch. 

Eventually Rei excused herself to go to her quarters. Kio quickly ordered her group to help 
bring her presents up with her. Anthony was growing a little concerned about Kio as she had 
seemed to become attached to Rei over the past few months. 



While it was good that they weren't fighting, he feared that now they were becoming too close. 

He was certain he wasn't just jealous. 

After the group dropped of Rei's stuff and Kio had shooed them away, Anthony somewhat 
reluctantly, Kio moved to Rei's computer terminal. Rei, for her part, had gone to her shower to change 
and clean up for bed. 

“So where are you going to put it?” Kio called to her. 

“The main briefing room,” Rei called back. “So everyone, especially those who just join us, will be 
able to see it.” 

Kio nodded approvingly. “That's a good place for it.” 

“So,” Rei said, walking back into the room. “What did you have for me?” 

“Well,” Kio said reaching into her pocket and turning towards Rei. She froze however when she 
was staring at a nearly naked Rei. Having just gotten out of the shower, Rei, buzzed, felt it was unnecessary 
to put on anything more than a bra, panties, and the slippers Usagi got her. 

Kio's eyes moved up, then down. 

“I see you're using your new slippers,” she stammered. 

Rei nodded, either ignoring or oblivious to, Kio's uncomfortableness. 

“Uh,” Kio continued, “two things, and I guess they're not really 'birthday presents', but they 
wouldn't have happened without you, so...” 

“Oh?” 

Kio nodded and fished around in her jumpsuit pocket a bit more. She then handed Rei a pair of 
small silver bars. “If these suits had rank insignia on them it would be cooler, but thanks to your 
recommendation the LDF went ahead and kicked me up to first lieutenant.” 

Rei smiled and glomped on to Kio. “That's wonderful!” 

Kio's arms went straight outwards 90 degrees in each direction. After a few seconds Rei pulled 
back and grabbed Kio's shoulders. She smiled as she spoke, “You talk about my recommendation, but this 
wouldn't have happened without your skill and determination.” 

Kio nodded. “Thank you, Commander.” 

“When it's just you and me, you can drop the 'Commander', 'kay?” 

Kio bit her lip. “I'm not sure if I'm ready for that yet.” 

Rei laughed. “Fair enough,” she looked to her terminal. “Was there something else?” 

Kio nodded and turned around. “Yeah, I guess the LDF was having an essay contest. I normally 
don't bother with that kind of stuff, but we were dry docked, so I thought, 'why not'.” 



Kio punched up some things on the terminal and pointed to it. “Anyway, it was about how 
our C-O makes us a better soldier, and I won.” 

Rei backed up a couple of steps. “You-” 

Kio chuckled. “You can read it. It's not very long.” 

Kio moved out of Rei's way and allowed her to sit at her terminal. Rei read the 1,000-word 
essay at least twice before she turned back to Kio. 

“This is...” Rei looked to the deck then back to Kio, “very flattering.” Rei turned back to 
the terminal and began to look over it again. “Far more than it probably should be.” 

Kio shrugged. “Nothing in there is a lie,” she said. “Perhaps I wasn't very... forthcoming... 
with your... delivery mechanisms, but I mean all of it.” 

Rei quickly spun back around and looked to Kio again. 

“Anyway,” Kio continued, “the prize is ten days of shore leave for the winner and a guest 
and accommodations on Risa. I don't really have any interest in that and the LDF said they'd be 
fine with me transferring it, so...” Kio smiled, “happy birthday.” 

Rei just stared at Kio for a good fifteen seconds. “Are you serious?” she finally asked. 

Kio smiled and nodded. “Besides, who would I go with?” 

Kio gingerly gave Rei a hug, doing her best to avoid touching any of her that would be 
even slightly awkward and started to move towards the door. 

“See you in the morning, Commander.” 

Rei sat in silence for a moment before calling to Kio just before she would activate the 
door sensor. 

“Who would I go with?” 

Kio stopped. She did not want to turn around as she didn't want to have this conversation 
at all. Not with Rei, not while she was drunk, and certainly not now. 

“You could at least take Schaefer,” Rei said, standing and walking towards her window. 

“You and I both know that's not possible.” 

“What if I said it was okay?” 

Kio continued to look towards the door. “Even if it was allowed, it wouldn't make it a good 
idea.” Kio began to move forward again. “I should go.” 

“Please,” Rei called after her, “...stay.” 

Kio stopped again. “Commander,” Kio closed her eyes for a moment. “R-Rei, I'm not-” 

Rei sat down on the side of her bed. “I've isolated myself from people for so long that I 
thought I was fine being alone.” Rei slowly turned towards Kio. “I'm just so tired of being alone...” 



Kio remained at the door. Another few centimeters and she could make a break for it. Something 
was stopping her, though. She did not know if it was the same pity that she felt for Rei the last time they 
had a personal conversation or if it was something else this time. 

Perhaps it was because she knew exactly how Rei felt. Kio was alone. The pain of it burned her 
every single day. However, she'd not been alone as long as Rei had, nor had she done, or been through 
what Rei had done or been through. 

Whatever it was, it was keeping her from moving those final centimeters to where the door would 
open, and in fact was causing her to move backwards, then finally turn around. 

“May I use your shower?” 

Rei nodded as she lied down on her bed. Kio moved to the bathroom, showered, then came back 
to the bedroom area of the studio apartment sized officers’ quarters on A deck. 

She looked to Rei, who sleepily looked up at her. Kio was dressed a bit more than Rei; wearing the 
tank top and shorts she usually wore underneath her NSO jumpsuit. 

Rei smiled. Kio returned it as she moved to the other side of the bed and climbed in. Rei pulled 
herself as close as she could to Kio before pulling her arm around her. It did not take long for Rei to drift 
off to sleep. Kio, however, lay awake most of the night, staring at the back of Rei's head, wondering exactly 
how the non-stop screaming at her from Rei turned into this. 

 

JC leaned back in his chair as he finished his breakfast. He was not a heavy eater, but for some 
reason he was particularly hungry this morning and had ordered a full steak and egg meal from his 
replicator. 

Now that he was full and content, his desire to finish getting dress and go to work was diminishing. 

He knew, however, that he would get into quite a bit of trouble if he was not down in engineering 
by 07:00. They had an extensive diagnostic they were going to run today while they were siphoning power 
from the station, and it needed to get started as soon as possible if they wanted it to complete by lunch 
time. 

JC was planning on going to the station for dinner as well, so he did not have any interest in staying 
late. 

The engineer stood and took his dishes back to the replicator. The machine quickly devoured them 
as he moved towards his living area, picking up his rank pips from off his coffee table in the process. He 
positioned himself in front of his mirror and methodically attached them to the right side of his gold 
turtleneck. 

While not obsessive-compulsive by any means, JC was an engineer, so a certain level of order and 
uniformity to everything was required. His uniform being no exception. 

He looked to his dresser, after verifying that his pips were lined up straight, and smiled at the 
picture of his wife, a South African woman with long, blonde hair, and his daughter. 



He sighed, upset that his shore leave with them was so short. At times he wished that he 
were on board one of the larger, more family friendly ships so that he could be with them. 
However, he knew that despite the fact that those ships were not battleships, they were often 
called – or forced – into combat, and occasionally destroyed. 

The only thought worse to him than being away from them was the thought of losing 
them. 

JC sighed wistfully and walked back to the living area. Being a lowly lieutenant, albeit an 
important one – assistant chief engineer – he only had a one room cabin. Granted it was larger 
than one that would be assigned to an ensign or a lieutenant, junior grade, but still, he thought 
that he belonged on deck two with the important officers, and not deck three with the less 
important ones. 

JC picked up his uniform jacket and put it on. Before he was able to start zipping it up, 
however: 

<Nifty Star Trek Doorbell Sound> 

JC looked to his door, a bit wary. A guest this early was not good. He moved to the door 
and hit the release button on it. The doors slid open; the man standing in the corridor causing JC 
to step back slightly. 

“Captain,” JC stammered. 

“Good morning,” Ranma smiled. “May we come in?” 

JC blinked and looked past Ranma slightly, seeing Shampoo standing a couple of meters 
behind him. 

“Of-” JC stammered again, stepping out-of-the-way. “Of course, please.” 

Ranma continued to smile as he walked in, Shampoo right behind him. Shampoo passed 
JC a nod, a neutral expression on her face. JC allowed the doors to close as he followed the pair a 
bit, before turning towards his replicator. 

“Can I get you something to drink?” 

Ranma shook his head as he had a seat on JC's couch. Shampoo sat down as well, next to 
him. 

“No, thank you,” Ranma said, continuing to smile. 

JC nodded and pulled one of his chairs over by the couch. He quickly remembered his 
unzipped uniform jacket and zipped it up, slightly embarrassed by the untidy state he had greeted 
the two command officers in. 

JC's nervousness caused Shampoo to chuckle a bit. 

“What brings you by, Captain?” JC asked after he had zipped up and sat down. 



“I need to speak with you about an incident you had with Lt. Commander Tsukino near one of the 
anti-proton turrets,” Ranma said, his smile fading. 

“What?” JC asked, not making any attempt to hide the shock in his voice. 

“She say you hit her,” Shampoo said. 

JC just stared at the two for a moment before finally shaking his head and sighing angrily. 

“She...” JC started, trying to make sure he was using the right words and not allowing his anger 
speak for him, “...she was wearing an EVA suit and two radiation suits. She was dehydrated and delirious 
and was freaking out and I may have slapped her to get her to come to her senses.” 

Ranma looked to Shampoo, who then turned to JC. “So, you did hit her?” 

JC nodded. “Yes, I slapped her.” 

Shampoo turned back to Ranma. Ranma looked to JC, a rather disappointed look on his face. 
“Have you apologized to her?” 

“I haven't seen her since then,” JC sighed. “Sickbay gave her two days off, and...” 

“I think it might be best if-” Ranma started but was interrupted by JC. 

“With all due respect, Captain,” he said, looking Ranma dead in the eyes, “but with EVERYTHING 
I have done for her if she is going to not come to me with a problem and escalate it to you, then...” JC 
laughed a bit and leaned back. “No, I won't apologize.” 

Shampoo turned to Ranma. Defying Ranma's will was pretty much unheard of on this ship, and 
she had no clue how this would end. 

JC leaned forward again, shaking his head. “Captain, you know I have nothing but the utmost 
respect for you, and I do apologize, to you, for you having to deal with this.” JC leaned even closer to 
Ranma, leaning as far as he could without falling out of his chair. 

JC's speaking became very slow, deliberate and angry; a tone that no one had ever heard the 
normally upbeat and fun-loving JC use before. 

“But Captain, aren't I entitled to SOME respect as well?” 

Ranma looked to JC as the engineer sat back upright in his chair. Shampoo watched Ranma 
intently waiting to see what his response would be. 

“You understand,” Ranma finally spoke, “that because she's reported this, I am going to have to 
make a notation in your record, don't you?” 

JC nodded. “I made a stupid mistake, and I accept the consequence.” 

Ranma nodded and stood. “Per Starfleet protocol, I'm also going to have to relieve you from duty 
for three days, effective immediately.” 

JC nearly pointed out the massive diagnostic that was to be run today, however a voice in the 
back of his head screamed at him to shut up, so instead he simply nodded and responded; “I understand.” 



Shampoo stood and followed Ranma to the door. Ranma stopped just shy of the door 
sensor and turned back to JC. 

“Lieutenant...” 

JC stood and turned to Ranma. “Yes sir?” 

“I cannot put into words how much I value you as a crew member on my ship,” he said, 
keeping a neutral expression on his face. “However, I will not tolerate any tit-for-tat nonsense 
between you and Commander Tsukino.” 

JC nodded. “I understand.” 

Ranma allowed his smile to return. “Good. I suggest this be the end of this, because if I 
have to, I won't bother finding fault, deciding who did what or who started what.” Ranma turned 
around and went to the door. 

“I'll just boot both of you,” he said as he and Shampoo walked out into the corridor. 

JC watched the doors slide shut before he took off his jacket and slammed it on to the 
floor. 

 

“Where's Lt. Devall?” one of the engineers asked another. 

“No clue,” the other responded. “He was supposed to be here at 07:00 so we could get 
started on this crap.” 

The first looked towards the Chief Engineer's office. “Should we get her?” 

A third walked up. “She's not here either.” 

“What the hell?” the first growled. 

“Maybe they're,” the second grinned, “...bow-chicka-bow-wow?” 

The other two engineers laughed. 

“Oh,” the third pointed as Usagi walked towards her office, Makoto right behind her. All 
three engineers looked towards a clock. 

07:56. 

“Only fifty-six minutes late,” the first sighed. 

“Yeah, but she's with the chief of security, so it's probably excused,” the second said, 
sarcasm dripping from his words. 

“Well, we can't start it without one of them,” the third groaned, “and I'd like to have lunch 
before dinner time, so...” 

The first nodded and walked towards Usagi's office. He knocked on the window to get 
Usagi's attention. She smiled at him and waved him in. 



“Commander, Commander,” he smiled at both officers. 

Makoto nodded to him as he turned to Usagi. 

“Lieutenant Devall isn't here, and we need a supervisor to begin this level one diagnostic.” 

Usagi cocked her head slightly. “Where is Lt. Devall?” 

The engineer shrugged. 

“Computer,” Makoto called out, “where is Lt. JC Devall?” 

“Lt. JC Devall is not on board the U.S.S. Sisko,” the computer replied. 

Makoto blinked. “Where did he go?” 

“Lt. JC Devall left the U.S.S. Sisko through port airlock two at 07:24,” it replied. 

“Why's he on the station?” Usagi asked. 

Makoto shrugged, as did the engineer. Usagi sighed and looked to the engineer. “I'll be right over.” 

The engineer nodded and walked away. Usagi stood and looked to Makoto who was slapping her 
commbadge. 

“Gosnell to security,” she called out. 

“Go,” a security officer reported. 

“I need a small security team assembled to go on board DS9 and retrieve an AWOL officer, 
Lieutenant JC Devall.” 

There was a short pause before the security officer responded. “Ma'am, I'm showing Lt. Devall as 
being relieved from duty and having been cleared to go on board the station by the X-O.” 

Usagi dropped into her chair as Makoto blinked. “Does it say why he was relieved?” 

“No.” 

“He hit me.” 

Both Usagi and the security officer responded at the same time. Makoto's head slowly went 
towards Usagi. 

“Thanks,” Makoto slowly said, ending her conversation with security. She then sat down across 
from Usagi and grabbed her hands. “What did you say?” 

“He hit me,” Usagi repeated her earlier statement. “And I went to the Captain. That's why he's 
been relieved from duty.” 

Usagi looked out into engineering. She looked towards the group of engineers waiting for her so 
they could start their diagnostic. She looked to the warp core. She looked towards the matter and anti-
matter containment pods. 

The engine room had never looked as big to her as it did right now.   



“What have I done?” Usagi whimpered. 

Makoto gripped Usagi's hands tight. “You can't let people hit you,” she said. 

Usagi ignored Makoto and stood, quickly pulling away from her. “I'll... I'll talk to you 
later...” Usagi slowly started walking towards her door, but tripped and fell, smashing her face 
into the deck. It didn't seem to faze her though as she stood right up and continued walking, 
zombie like, towards the door of her office. 

“...I have to work now...” 

Usagi again tripped and fell, again, face-planting into the deck. 

 

The aptly named Federation Runabout, the U.S.S. Panda Express, which Genma was all 
but certain James conspired with Larson to name before Larson retired, landed perfectly on the 
set-up landing pad on the north end of Starfleet's Forward Operating Base 'Sark'; Cardassian for 
foreigner or off-worlder. 

After the Runabout took a few moments and powered down, the doors opened and 
Genma started to walk out, a couple of LDF enlisted soldiers running up to help him. Both were a 
little surprised when they saw that he didn't have any luggage or personal effects with him. 

“Would you like us to get your things, Admiral?” one asked. 

Genma shook his head before turning towards a Starfleet security admiral who was 
walking towards him. “No, thank you. I'm not staying that long, so there's no need to unload the 
Runabout.” 

The pair nodded and began walking with Genma as he walked towards whom he assumed 
was the base's commander. 

“Admiral Barret?” Genma asked. 

Barret nodded and extended his hand. Barret, a two-pip admiral, was a tall, gruff human, 
about Genma's height, but a bit more bulky. Genma shook his hand as Barret spoke. 

“I'm not going to lie, sir,” he chuckled a bit as he motioned for Genma to follow him. “I'm 
pretty upset you're taking her.” 

Genma smiled a bit and patted the lower ranking admiral on the shoulder. “From all I have 
read about her on the trip over here, I'd be more than upset.” 

Barret laughed loudly. “I was trying to be polite.” He turned to Genma as they walked into 
a building. “Out of respect for the chain of command.” 

Genma laughed as well. “Unfortunately, that's the problem with having such a spectacular 
officer. They always move on to something else.” 

Barret looked to Genma and smiled. “You're already trying to think of who's going to take 
her from you, aren't you?” 



Genma laughed loudly. “I had hoped moving into Starfleet Intelligence would have made it so I 
wasn't so easy to read.” 

Barret patted Genma on the back as he led him into the officer's mess. He looked around, noticing 
several officers eating dinner, but didn't see who he was looking for. 

“LIEUTENANT T'LAN!” he barked. 

A short Vulcan female quickly hopped out of her seat and turned towards the Admirals. “YES SIR?” 

“Have you seen Lt. Commander Gras?” 

T'Lan thought about the question for a moment before remembering. “Yes sir. She was going to 
help one of the Cardassian military police units on a raid.” 

Barret cocked her head. “Just her?” 

T'Lan nodded and shrugged. “They asked her if she wanted to come along.” T'Lan again, in a very, 
un-Vulcan like manner, rolled her eyes and shrugged before continuing, “I told her it didn't see logical to 
just go for no reason, but she said she was bored, and it would be... fun.” 

Barret sighed before nodding. “Thank you.” 

T'Lan nodded and went back to her meal. Barret guided Genma back out into the corridor and 
towards his office. 

“Discipline problems with her?” Genma asked. 

“Eh,” Barret said, shrugging a bit, “I wouldn't go that far. The Cardassians love her. She's a great 
teacher and I don't know if she's just got a brilliant mind for tactics or if it's that worm in her-” 

“What?” Genma asked. 

“She's Trill, you know,” Barret answered. 

Genma laughed. “The report didn't say that. But that explains a lot.” 

Barret nodded. “Yeah. I'm sure that helps, but she was just recently joined.” Barret brought 
Genma into his office and motioned for him to sit down in the chair across from his desk. 

“Corporal,” he called to one of the guards. “Can you please have security inform Lt. Commander 
Gras that we need to see her when she gets back?” 

“Yes sir,” he said, heading out as his partner stayed stationed outside of the Admiral's office. 

“As I was saying,” Barret began again, leaning back in his chair and lighting up a cigarette, “that 
kid is really, really smart. It's by the sheer grace of God that we got her because had she not come from a 
military family, she'd probably be off inventing some device that makes everyone immortal.” 

Genma laughed. “That sounds like a better use of her talents.” 

“Speak for yourself,” Barret laughed. “If I believed I was going to live forever, I'd kill myself right 
now.” 



The pair chatted for about twenty minutes till there was a knock at the door. 

“Come in,” Barret called. 

The doors slid open, and a young, blonde woman walked in. Genma nearly fell over 
backwards at the sight of her. He was not sure what it was. Her very defined face, dark, gray eyes, 
very defined spots on her neck, the Cardassian military uniform she was wearing, that most of her 
170-centimeter body was her long, slender legs, or the fact that there was a lot a bit of blood on 
her. 

Like, a whole lot. 

“You needed to see me, sir?” she asked. 

Barret sighed and shook his head. “What in the world?” 

The woman blinked a couple of times before realizing what the Admiral was concerned 
about. 

“Oh, it's not my blood, sir.” 

Barret again sighed. 

“I'm aware of that, Commander.” Barret bit his lip for a second, then exhaled. “Please go 
clean yourself up, then return.” 

“Yes sir,” she smiled and began to turn around. 

“Uh, I'm Admiral Genma Saotome,” Genma smiled, standing. 

The woman turned towards Genma, her smile a bit brighter. “Lt. Commander Jitsia Gras.” 
Jitsia extended a hand to Genma, covered in the blood of some hapless Cardassian, like the rest 
of her. 

“COMMANDER!” Barret barked before either of the two could make contact. 

“Right,” Jitsia smiled and nodded, retracting her hand, and heading out the door. 

Genma quickly turned to Barret who had already begun puffing away on another 
cigarette. 

“She's so...” 

Barret nodded. “When we first had her instruct the Cardassians in counterinsurgency, you 
should have heard their laughter. Now, well...” Barret put out his cigarette and lit another, “...as 
you can see, they ask her to come along on raids on her free time as an adviser.” 

Barret grinned at Genma. “You will soon be persona non grata here.” 

Genma sat in the chair and thought about things for a while till Jitsia returned, now in her 
gold Starfleet Security uniform. She quickly walked up to Genma, and the pair introduced 
themselves properly before the young Trill sat down in a chair next to Genma and across from the 
Barret. 



The three chatted for a while, Genma explaining the job 'offer', doing his best to describe what 
he would like for her to do, without explaining to much, since if she declined, she would have information 
she would not be cleared to have. 

After the conversation, Jitsia looked to Barret. 

“What do you think, sir?” 

“Honestly?” he asked. 

She nodded. 

“I don't want you to go,” he replied. “But I cannot stand in the way of what sounds like a 
spectacular career opportunity for you.” 

Jitsia thought about it a bit more. “I have been very interested in special operations.” 

She looked to Genma and nodded. “Yes.” 

Genma smiled and extended his hand. “I'm pleased to hear that.” 

Jitsia shook his hand as Barret sighed sadly. “Well, this place will be going to hell in a hand-basket 
then.” 

Jitsia smiled at Barret. “Come now, Admiral. I think we both know that there are plenty of great 
soldiers stationed here.” 

Barret smiled. “Yes, yes. Doesn't mean I won't miss you.” 

Jitsia grinned as Genma stood. “I need to speak to Commander Gras alone for a bit, but after that 
I will be departing. The Sisko and I will be back then in a few days to pick her up, so that should give you 
guys plenty of time to take care of whatever you need to and give Commander Gras time to say goodbye 
and everything.” 

Barret nodded and stood as well. “Was good to meet you, Admiral. I'd say I'd hope to meet you 
again soon, but I'm afraid if I did, you'd just be back to poach more of my officers!” 

Genma smiled. “Maybe I'll poach you next time?” 

Barret shook his head. “Not unless you're commanding a moon. I've grown quite fond of rock 
beneath my feet, thank you.” 

Genma laughed. “Guess we need to get you a green uniform.” 

Barret laughed as well. “Perhaps. Brigadier General has a nice ring to it.” 

Genma shook the Admiral's hand before both he and Jitsia left the office. 

 

The nearly falling over for the seventh time woke Usagi up with a jerk. She quickly looked around, 
her eyes moving down the corridor one direction to the other, then to the two security officers stationed 
on each side of the airlock. 



Both looked at her, seated on the deck, leaning against the bulkhead, with concern. She 
had been sitting there now for five hours. She refused to tell them why she was there, and what 
or who she was waiting for. 

Or even if she was waiting for anything in particular. 

The guards heard the outer airlock door open. Both turned as the inner door opened and 
a very inebriated JC, dressed in civilian clothes, staggered in. 

One of the guards held out a PADD and after about six attempts, JC managed to smack 
his thumb on to it, allowing the device to confirm his authorization to come aboard. 

This new security measure having taken effect after several more Bajorans had managed 
to override the door seals and get on board, again. 

JC began to stumble off. Usagi, having started to fall asleep again, noticed him and quickly 
stood. She almost immediately tripped and fell, slamming into the deck. The noise gathered JC's 
attention, as well the two security officer's. 

JC looked to Usagi, who was slowly standing up with security's help. JC said nothing and 
turned away. 

“WAIT!” Usagi called. 

JC ignored her. 

“PLEASE!” she called after him. 

JC continued to ignore her and continued to walk towards the turbolift. Usagi quickly 
scampered after him, catching up fast, and walked behind him. 

“Look, I didn't mean to get you in any trouble,” she said, quietly. 

JC came to a stop. 

“You didn't mean to get me into any trouble?” he asked, never turning around. 

“No,” Usagi answered. 

“WHAT THE FUCK DID YOU THINK WOULD HAPPEN WHEN YOU TELL THE CAPTAIN THAT 
I HIT YOU?” JC screamed, turning to Usagi. 

Both of the security officers came running down from the airlock to what the commotion 
was. JC was now turning back around and heading back towards the turbolift. 

“I'm sorry,” Usagi said, not following JC. 

“Leave me alone,” he simply replied, as he hit the call button on the lift. 

  



CHAPTER FOUR – DRAMA 
 

Kio shot up in the bed and looked around. She was not quite sure when she had fallen asleep, and 
she had no clue at what time it was now. The first thing that came to her attention was the obvious fact 
that she was indeed still in Rei's bed. 

At least, to a surprisingly slight disappointment, Rei was no longer in the bed with her. Kio looked 
to her wrist to check her watch-slash-tricorder that she usually wore, only to find that she must have taken 
it off when she showered. 

She looked around a bit more and saw a clock above one of the doors in Rei's quarters. 

'07:19:22' 

She dropped back down in the bed. She was not late for work yet. Even if she were, she wasn't 
sure that Rei would have any justification for punishing her for it, considering that she didn't bother to 
wake her up. 

Not to mention it was her fault that Kio could not fall asleep for most of the night. 

Kio slid out of the bed and looked around a bit as she got dressed. 

“Commander?” 

The lack of an answer confused her a bit. It wasn’t as if she minded, as it would make her 
departure slightly less awkward, but a tiny part of her felt slighted that she wasn't here to see her off. 

Kio felt very conflicted and confused. 

There was the other issue as well. 

“Computer,” Kio called out, “where is Sergeant Anthony Schaefer?” 

“Sergeant Anthony Schaefer is in crew quarters B-17,” the computer responded. 

“His quarters,” Kio nodded approvingly. She headed towards the door, not bothering to pull her 
hair back into her normal ponytail. The doors opened and she peaked out, looking up and down the 
corridor, making sure none of the other officers were around. Once she was sure it was clear, she sprinted 
towards the turbolift and hit the call button. 

The lift eventually arrived, and Kio scooted into it. 

“Deck B,” she ordered. The lift quickly jetted down one deck and softly came to a stop. The doors 
slid open with a hiss, revealing what she most dread in front of her. Kio now found herself face to face 
with Anthony, dressed in workout clothes. 

The pair stared at each other for a moment before Anthony broke the silence. 

“Hey,” he grinned. 



“Yo,” Kio replied. 

“I was just headed down to the gym,” Anthony said. “Do you...” 

Kio's eyes looked to him. 

“…want to come?” 

Kio quickly walked past him, nudging him into the lift as she did. “I'll be down there in a 
few minutes. I need to change.” 

Anthony silently nodded, a million thoughts going through his head. Not even one of them 
he dared say out loud, at least not until he was sure the lift doors were nearly closed. 

Kio quickly sprinted away towards her quarters before he had the chance, however. 

“Deck C,” he sighed as he watched her round a corner. 

 

About ten minutes had passed before Kio walked into the NSO gym. It was a small gym, 
designed to only be used by a total of twenty or so people, and certainly not all of them at the 
same time. There were pretty much two of each piece of equipment, including Kio's favorite, the 
treadmill. 

Kio noticed Anthony on one of them. She knew he wanted to talk. The pair have had many 
conversations while running. Conversations about everything from work to very, very personal 
matters. 

Kio brushed one of the strands of her hair, most of it she had gotten tied back into her 
middle-of-her-back lengthwise ponytail, out of her face and moved towards the second treadmill. 
She activated it, setting it to match the speed Anthony had his set at, and jumped on. 

The pair ran in silence for a couple of minutes before Kio looked towards him. 

“You're being quiet,” she noted. 

“I assume if there is something you want to tell me, you will,” Anthony replied, keeping 
his eyes straight ahead. 

Kio frowned. “What does that mean?” 

Anthony shrugged. 

Kio's eyes moved back to him. “There's really no need to be a passive-aggressive dick, 
Anthony.” 

Anthony laughed derisively. “I'm sorry, Lieutenant.” 

Kio grumbled, shut off the treadmill, and turned towards the door. 

Anthony kept running for a moment before calling after her. “What are you doing?” 

“I'm going back to my quarters,” she called back. 



“No,” Anthony called again. “I mean, 'what are you doing?'.” 

Kio turned around and walked back to her treadmill. She stood on it and looked to Anthony. “I 
don't know.” 

“Obviously,” he said, turning up the speed on the treadmill. “After everything, you're going to let 
her get close to you.” Anthony shook his head and scoffed. “Then when whatever drug she's on right now 
wears off and she's back to normal you're going to be a mess again because someone else has left you 
alone.” 

Kio growled at Anthony. 

“I'm not talking about Nik, that wasn't his fault,” Anthony said, trying to cool Kio down a bit, “but 
hasn't that always been what's happened?” 

Kio wanted to respond but couldn't. 

“Seems like the only one whose been there for you constantly has been me, and you're the one 
who put the wall up between us.” 

“Is that what this is about?” Kio asked. 

Anthony shook his head. “No.” He then shrugged slightly. “I'm not going to lie and say I wouldn't 
you rather still be an NCO...” 

“Why don't you become an officer?” Kio asked. 

Anthony laughed. “Please, you'd be the first to acknowledge how dumb I am.” 

Kio didn't respond to that statement. 

Anthony turned the speed up on the treadmill more. “My point is that you are letting your guard 
down way too much. She's got some kind of spell over you, and because I care about you as much as I do 
it concerns me because I don't want to see you hurt again.” 

Kio shook her head at his preposterous statement. “I told you before what was going on. Why 
things have changed between us.” 

“Hm,” he mumbled. “That's why you're spending the night there now?” he asked. “Did you at 
least have fun?” 

Anthony regretted saying it the moment the words came out of his mouth. Kio added an extra 
layer of regret when she stuck her leg out, tripping him, causing the very fast-moving treadmill to send 
him flying several meters across the gym and into some resistance equipment. 

Anthony slowly sat up and rubbed his head as Kio walked over to him. A look of fright grew on his 
face as Kio appeared to be glowing red. 

“I'm going to tell you this one more time and one more time only,” Kio stated, dropping to one 
knee, and looking Anthony dead in his eyes. “I am not a lesbian. I am not attracted to Commander Hino, 
and I have not, am not and will not be having sexual relations with her or any other woman.” 



The anger in Kio's eyes faded a bit as she continued. “I don't know exactly what is wrong 
with her, but if I'm the only one she feels comfortable being 'friends' with, then I will do it, 
especially if it makes mine, hers, and all our lives better.” 

“I just don't want you hurt,” Anthony said again. 

Kio took one of Anthony's hands. “I appreciate that.” She smiled slightly as she stood and 
helped Anthony up. “I think, however, that I've grown enough that I can take a little rejection from 
her.” 

Anthony smirked and started to speak, but Kio cut him off. 

“No,” she said, scowling at him. “Keep that stuff in that filthy head of yours.” 

Anthony blinked. “What, are you Betazoid now too?” 

Kio shook her head and released Anthony's hand as she began to clean up the mess that 
was made. “You don't need to be to know what you're thinking.” 

Anthony laughed as he went to help Kio. 

 

Minako plopped down into the booth table next to the observation window in the lounge 
with a long, heavy sigh. Makoto, Rei, and Jansen, who were already there, looked to her with a 
bit of concern as she ordered an alcoholic drink, something that was rather out of character for 
her to do unless it was either a special occasion. 

“Everything okay?” Rei asked. 

“Just one of those days,” Minako said, crossing her legs and leaning back. 

“How bad could it be?” Jansen asked, chuckling a bit. “We're tethered to a station.” 

Minako shot her a look that seemed to tell her exactly how bad it could be. 

“What's wrong?” Makoto asked, trying to deflect some of Minako's ire away from her 
tactical assistant. 

Minako looked around a bit before speaking. “I love Usagi as much as anyone else, but I 
am glad Lt. Devall is coming back to work tomorrow,” she said, sighing again. 

“Oh?” Rei asked, seeking clarification. 

“Since we are docked,” Minako explained, “we're running a lot of diagnostics and 
maintenance programs. Devall was good at making sure none of them conflicted with each other,” 
Minako shook her head a bit. “Usagi, not so much.” 

Minako took her drink from the waitress who had returned and nearly downed it in a 
single gulp. The waitress eyed her before acknowledging Minako's unspoken request to bring 
another one and walked off. 

“Usagi, not so much,” Minako repeated. 



Makoto simply made a noise of indifference, not really wishing to discuss the situation as she had 
nothing nice to say about the Sisko's assistant chief engineer. Rei slowly nodded to Minako as she spoke. 

“Well, she needs to learn not to rely on him so much, especially now that she's learned what kind 
of person he really is.” 

Minako shrugged a bit. “I guess.” 

Makoto considered speaking up, however Gosnell walking over to them and sitting down next to 
her stopped her. 

“Sorry everything is taking so long today,” he said. “For some reason, the replicators are taking 
like thirty seconds to respond to requests.” 

“Yeah, we had to do a lot of power diverting today,” Minako said, taking her newest drink from 
the waitress. “Not everything is back to normal yet.” 

“Ah,” Gosnell said, leaning back. 

The group looked to the doors as Shampoo walked in with, surprisingly, Akane right behind her. 
The pair both stopped at the bar, ordered a couple of drinks, and moved headed towards the booth, 
joining the rest of the bridge crew. 

“Commanders,” the already seated group greeted. 

Akane smiled at them. “I hope you don't mind me joining you,” she said. “Ranma is busy, and I 
was bored and Shampoo asked me to come along.” 

Amanda smiled at Shampoo. “How nice,” she said. 

Akane grinned as the group all shook their heads. 

“You're always welcome, Commander,” Rei smiled. 

The group chatted and drank for a while, Makoto occasionally sending her husband for more 
drinks, usually against his will. The group expanded to include Lt. Kaii, Lt. Jeff Fuchs, and Ryouga 
eventually. 

“So,” Makoto turned to Akane, “since you're likely privy to information that scrubs like us aren't, 
do you know why we're getting a personal visit from Admiral Saotome?” 

Akane laughed loudly. “Scrubs?” She laughed a bit more before shaking her head. “No, I don't 
have a clue. I don't even think Ranma knows honestly.” 

“That's got to be worrisome,” Jeff noted. “Random admiral visits.” 

“When it's his father, it's probably more annoying than worrisome,” Akane smirked. 

“You know when he'll be here?” Ryouga asked. 

“Tomorrow evening,” Shampoo answered. 

“Guess I better clean my room,” Kaii said, chuckling. 



The table laughed... till the lights went out and were replaced by the blue emergency 
lighting. 

They all looked around. Shampoo quickly stood up, but the panicked look on her face was 
quickly replaced with cautious relief when the normal lighting switched back on. 

No alarm klaxons sounded, and no warnings were issued over the ships intercom. 
Shampoo slowly hit her communicator as she returned to her seat. 

“Shampoo to bridge.” 

“Hey Shampoo,” Ranma replied. 

“Everything okay?” she asked. 

“Yeah,” Ranma stated, the annoyance in his voice quite apparent to everyone at the table. 
“Engineering is just trying to get the EPS system lined back up properly and that was not quite the 
way to go.” 

Shampoo bit her lip. “You need any of us?” 

“No,” Ranma replied. “They have it under control but thank you for the concern. Enjoy 
your evening.” 

“'Kay,” Shampoo said, closing the channel. 

Minako looked to Shampoo who was thinking the exact same thing she was. 

 

Usagi was on the verge of tears. She was now fourteen hours into her day, and at the rate 
things were going, she did not think she'd get out of there for another fourteen. 

It was not that she was just wanting to go home, it was that she was growing pretty pissed 
off too. She was realizing that she did in fact understand a great deal of the systems in engineering. 
Her three years on the ship had taught her a lot. Her work had taught her a lot. 

JC had taught her a lot. 

She was not incompetent, despite how this day was going to make it look. 

She, however, was not grasping the full understanding of how all the systems functioned 
together. 

As JC had said before, she was the Chief Engineer, even though in reality, she wasn't ready 
to be the Chief Engineer. 

She certainly was not going to ever disagree with that statement again. 

Nothing anyone was doing was done wrong. Everything was done properly. Nothing 
would explode. Nothing would not function. Nothing would cause the ship to fly upside down or 
transwarp them into a planet. 



But there was an order that everything had to be done in. 

Usagi, and in large part, many of the other engineers, didn't know that order, nor were they aware 
of what the other engineers were working on, so they would do one task that conflicted with another 
task. 

So, the computer would reroute power and EPS junctions and computer resources to deal with 
what was going on and now they essentially had the internal bits and pieces of the Sisko tangled in a knot. 

And now they had to untangle it. 

Usagi had asked Ranma to bring JC off his suspension early. At first Ranma refused, but after 
Minako also asked, they attempted to contact him. However once again, JC had opted to spend his 
mandatory time off aboard DS9 and either did not take his communicator with him or was refusing to 
answer it. 

Ranma decline to send security or ask station security to find him. 

Not that it mattered anyway considering JC was in no shape to work. 

The lights shutting off in engineering was the final straw. Usagi dropped to the floor and started 
crying. 

“I CAN'T DO THIS!” she wailed. 

Several of the engineers, once they managed to undo what they did and restore main power a 
few seconds later, simply stared at her. However, one of them, an enlisted Andorian female, walked to 
Usagi and dropped to her knees next to her, placing her arm around her. 

“Of course you can, Commander,” she said. 

“Fourteen hours!” Usagi cried. “We shouldn't still be trying to...” she trailed off and looked to the 
enlisted crewman and sniffled. “I've been a failure since I got here.” 

“I disagree.” 

Usagi scoffed. “I was put here as a joke,” Usagi wiped the tears out of her eyes and sniffled a bit 
more. “If it wasn't for JC...” 

“Look, Commander,” the enlistee said, quietly, tightening her hold on Usagi, “I've been on board 
this ship since she left space dock three years ago. I came on board with you. I've seen you grow as an 
engineer and as a manager.” 

Usagi turned and looked at her for a moment before shaking her head angrily. 

“I'm not a manager.” 

“Sure you are,” she smiled. “A manager is someone who motivates and someone who has 
leadership abilities. As your subordinate, I believe you motivate me and do great in the leadership 
department.” 

Usagi again looked to the Andorian woman, rolling her eyes in the process. “Today was a fiasco.” 



The enlistee shrugged. “Indeed, it was. And we'll learn from it and do better next time.” 

Usagi bit her lip and inhaled a couple of times before slowly standing back up. She looked 
to the room and her group of about fifteen engineers who were waiting for instructions. 

“What still needs to be fixed?” Usagi asked. 

“Coil alignment subsystem power is still routed through emergency force-fields for some 
reason,” a Vulcan lieutenant who was the third in command of engineering reported. “Deflector 
systems are routed into...” she blinked, “the turbolifts. The computer core is running at 72 percent 
as power from it is being routed into sensors for its diagnostic.” 

She turned to Usagi. “That looks like all of it.” 

Usagi thought about things for a moment. “Seems like the logical step would be to get 
the computer core back up to 100 percent, as that would seemingly make the following two 
reroutes run smoother.” 

The third nodded and began to bark at engineers. The Andorian engineer began to walk 
off, but Usagi grabbed her arm, stopping her. 

“Thank you,” Usagi smiled. 

She smiled back at Usagi and nodded. “Faith and confidence can be just as powerful as 
knowledge.” 

Usagi grinned a bit. “We'll see.” 

The enlistee continued to smile as she ran off to get to work. 

 

“DABO!!” a group of people yelled. JC fist-bumped a very scantily clad woman next to him 
as the Dabo girl placed a large stack of gold-pressed latinum in front of him. 

He quickly scooped it up and headed towards the bar, the scantily clad Bajoran in tow. 
The pair sat down, and JC ordered two Spring Wines, making sure he tipped the Ferengi bar tender 
well. 

“So,” the Bajoran woman asked, “what do you do?” 

JC took a big drink and turned to her. “I'm an engineer.” 

The woman, who took more dainty drinks, grinned. “Oh? What kind?” 

“Warp engine kind,” JC said, drinking more. “Starfleet.” 

“I see,” she said, starting to wonder if she was wasting her time as Starfleet folks don't 
usually partake in the kind of services that she offers. “I thought you folks wear your uniforms 
even when off duty.” 

JC slammed his drink and ordered another one before turning to her. “I'm on suspension.” 



A bad officer. Her prospects were looking up. 

“That's a shame. You seem like a good guy, why would they suspend you?” 

JC grumbled. “Why indeed?” 

The Bajoran looked at JC as he downed another glass of wine before she cleared her throat. “Um, 
so, would you be interested in going to a holosuite with me?” 

JC swiveled in his chair and turned to her. He looked her up and down a couple of times, his eyes 
following the outline of her very short dress that barely covered her very well-endowed body. 

“Yes. Yes, I would,” he stated before turning back to the bar. “But I can't.” 

She looked at him, disappointed. “It isn't against the rules if you're on suspension,” she said, her 
hand moving to his leg. 

JC's eyes moved down towards her hand before shaking his head. “It's not that,” he snarled. “In 
fact, I'm pretty fucking close to not even bothering returning to the ship at all. I am married though...” 

The Bajoran thought about this for a minute. “That sucks.” 

JC turned and looked at her, an inquisitive grin on his face. 

She slid off the chair and kissed him on the lips, allowing the kiss to linger for just a moment. “I'm 
not even sure I would have charged you,” she said, walking away and heading back towards the Dabo 
table. 

JC's eyes followed her as a smug grin spread across his face. 

“Oh, if Lana could see this,” a voice said from behind him. 

JC quickly spun around – almost to quickly - to see Kaii standing there. The grin quickly faded to a 
growl. 

“What do you want?” 

Kaii frowned. “I wanted to check on you.” 

“Why?” 

Kaii sat on the stool next to JC before turning to him. “You're my best friend, moron. I just want 
to make sure you're not killing yourself over something stupid.” 

JC turned to Kaii. “She's ruined my career. I wouldn't call that 'something stupid'.” 

“'Ruined your career' is a bit melodramatic, don't you think?” 

“Do you think I am going to get a C-E position now with THIS on my record?” JC asked. 

Kaii shrugged. JC began to mumble profanities, but Kaii cut him off. “JC, when you decide to go 
somewhere else, you're going to get enough recommendations from the people on the Sisko that this is 
going to be nothing more than a footnote.” 



JC just continued to mumble. Kaii sighed before resuming. “If nothing else, today alone 
has proven how much you are worth to this ship. Hell, I wouldn't be surprised if you're not made 
C-E of the Sisko in the next 48 hours.” 

JC blinked and turned to Kaii. “Why? What happened today?” 

Kaii handed JC a PADD. JC began to skim over it, chuckling as he did so. 

“And that's just what happened while I was on duty,” Kaii added. “We had a power failure 
about an hour ago and I was stuck in a turbolift for about three minutes on my way here.” 

JC began to laugh more as he read. “This is beautiful.” 

Kaii blinked. “What?” 

JC tossed the PADD back to Kaii. “She's going to burn me, fine.” 

Kaii looked to JC with concern. “What are you going to do?” 

JC took a sip of his drink. “Just my job, man.” 

Kaii continued to look at JC with concern. 

“Just my job,” JC repeated. 

  



CHAPTER FIVE – POP 
 

Genma's Runabout dropped out of warp and turned towards the aft of the Sisko. He looked 
around, noting multiple Bajoran fighters patrolling, and a couple of other Starfleet ships, including the 
Defiant, attached to the station. Most of the other ships clinging to the Cardassian structure, however, 
were various freighters and transports that happened to be passing through the area. 

He leaned back in his chair as he lined the ship up the best, he could with the Sisko's aft shuttle 
bays. 

“U.S.S...” he paused, the name of this ship irking him still, “Panda Express to Sisko, requesting 
permission to dock.” 

“Panda Express?” Ranma asked, laughing. “Really?” 

“I didn't name the damn ship, boy.” 

Ranma could still be heard in the background, continuing to laugh as Kaii spoke. “Permission to 
dock granted, Admiral. Please contact landing control when you are within 15 kilometers.” 

“Copy,” Genma growled as he continued to maneuver the small craft. Eventually it crawled its 
way close enough to the ship that he hailed landing control. The operators assumed control of the 
Runabout, grabbing it with a small tractor beam and gently guided it past the dimly glowing nacelles and 
into aft shuttle bay one. 

Once the external bay doors were closed, and the Runabout had powered down; sans a small bit 
of steam venting from the rear exhaust of the vessel, Genma made his way out of the ship. Ranma and 
Shampoo, nearly simultaneously walked into the shuttle bay. Shampoo smiled to Genma while Ranma 
quickly walked straight to the Runabout and began to look it over, his eyes darting around, inspecting 
every centimeter of her exterior. 

“What are you doing?” Genma asked his son. 

“I wanted to see if it actually said that on the hull,” Ranma replied, still laughing slightly. 

Genma grabbed Ranma by his pigtail and pulled him back over towards Shampoo. Ranma fought 
him for a moment, but then eventually complied and allowed his father to drag him out into the corridor 
before being released. 

The trio walked towards a turbolift, both Ranma and Shampoo watching Genma. Neither of them 
had a clue why he was here, and both were waiting for some sort of explanation. 

“So?” Ranma finally asked. 

“So what?” Genma asked back, not turning towards Ranma, rather looking fondly at a rather basic 
terminal they happened to be passing. 

“Why are you here?” Ranma asked. 



Genma hit the call button on the turbolift. “Can't a father just come and visit his son?” 

Both Ranma and Shampoo looked to Genma angrily. 

Genma sighed. “There is something I need to speak with you and Commander Hino about, 
and an errand we need to run.” 

“Errand?” Ranma asked. 

Genma nodded. “And your first officer is well aware of what I wish to talk about.” 

Shampoo looked to Genma, befuddled. “I am?” 

Genma nodded as the turbolift opened and the trio stepped in, Ranma looking to 
Shampoo for answers. Shampoo simply shrugged, honestly not sure what Ranma's father was 
rambling on about. 

“If she already knows, then why are you being so damned cryptic?” Ranma asked. 

Genma grinned. “It's fun,” he said. “Bridge.” 

 

Genma, Shampoo, and Ranma all stepped off the turbolift and on to the bridge. Genma 
inhaled deeply. It had been a while since he had been on the bridge of this ship. Of any ship, really, 
and he'd missed it. 

Sort of. 

He turned to the tactical station. “Commander,” he smiled at Makoto, “could you ask 
Commander Hino to join the Captain and I in the main conference room, please?” 

“Yes sir,” Makoto nodded, hitting her communicator. Genma then turned to Ranma. “We 
need to go to Cardassia.” 

“Now?” Ranma asked. 

Genma nodded. 

“Okay,” Ranma said, looking to Shampoo. “Can you please make sure everyone is back on 
board and get us moving as soon as possible?” 

Shampoo nodded to Ranma as he was drug off by Genma by his pigtail towards the main 
conference room. Shampoo then turned to Amanda, who nodded towards her. 

“We do have everyone on board,” Amanda confirmed. 

Shampoo walked over towards engineering where a mid-level engineering officer was 
seated. She cocked her head slightly at this, as usually JC or Usagi was here, but with all the 
shenanigans of yesterday, she assumed they were likely busy in engineering. 

“How soon after undock can we go to warp?” she asked. 



The engineer checked some readings and turned to her. “We never fully shut down, so we can be 
back up and running in about five minutes, Commander.” 

Shampoo smiled. “Good. Make preparations.” 

“Yes ma'am,” he replied as he started hitting buttons. 

Shampoo looked to the flight operations center which was currently unmanned. 

“Where Ikuhara?” 

“I think he went to lunch,” Kaii said. 

Shampoo went to hit her communicator to call for him, however she was cut off by a loud, 
boisterous voice from the rear, port side of the bridge. 

“No need, Commander!” 

Shampoo slowly turned towards operations to see Ryouga, who was apparently taking a break of 
his own to visit his wife, stepping forward. 

“I can handle things until Ensign Ikuhara returns from lunch.” 

Minako looked to Ryouga worriedly. “Dear, you haven't touched that thing in over a year.” 

“It's just like riding a bicycle,” Ryouga explained. 

“Ryouga even know how to ride bicycle?” Shampoo asked angrily. 

Ryouga didn't respond. 

“Shampoo just call different CONN officer,” Shampoo said, again going towards her commbadge. 

“Please, Commander,” Ryouga pleaded. “I'm SOOOOOO bored.” 

Shampoo sighed, and finally relented. She figured there could be no real harm in it. All he had to 
do was back them away from the station, program in coordinates and speed, and hit the engage button. 

What could go wrong. 

“Okay,” Shampoo said, pointing at helm. “You cause crash though, Shampoo personally murder 
you.” 

Ryouga nodded and moved to the helm station. Ryouga sat down and leaned back in the 
incredibly plush chair. Seemingly plusher and more comfortable than the one he remembered. He looked 
at the console fondly, before giving it a wink. 

“Remember me?” 

About that time Rei came out of the turbolift. She smiled to Minako, then Makoto, then began to 
move towards the conference room before seeing Ryouga sitting at the helm. 

“MUTINY?!” she yelled-slash-asked, drawing her phaser. 



Makoto quickly sprinted around her terminal and grabbed Rei's arm and pointed her 
weapon back towards the ground before she ended up shooting Ryouga. 

“No, no, Rei,” Makoto chuckled nervously, pushing her towards the conference room. 
“Just nostalgia.” 

“Oh,” Rei said, watching Ryouga out of the corner of her eye as she is basically shoved 
through the conference room doors. 

“Request departure clearance,” Shampoo ordered. 

“Granted,” Kaii called back. 

“Seal airlocks,” Shampoo continued to order the ship's preparation for departure. 

“Sealed,” Minako reported. 

“Release magnetic couplings.” 

A shudder went through the ship. “Released,” Minako reported. 

Shampoo looked over Ryouga’s shoulder and to the data on the helm console. It seemed 
to confirm that the ship was no longer physically attached to the station. Ryouga, for his part, felt 
confident as well that when he started to reverse the ship, he would not rip any part of it off with 
him. 

“Reverse thrusters, 50 K-P-H,” Shampoo instructed him. 

Ryouga complied and began to slide the throttle up. However, a year of being out of 
practice had caused him to forget how sensitive the panel was. The Sisko, rather than easing back 
at 50 KPH, shot back at around 2,250 KPH; carbon dioxide and various other propellants rocketing 
out of the maneuvering thrusters on the bow of the ship, sending a passing maintenance craft 
flying in the opposite direction. 

“ALL STOP!” Shampoo screamed at Ryouga. 

All stop was something Ryouga was good at. The ship slammed to a stop sending several 
of the crew into their consoles and to the deck. Shampoo crawled back to her feet using Ryouga’s 
chair to help her. Ryouga chuckled, mostly in fear as he could feel heat pulsate from the 
Amazonian first officer a tenth of a meter behind him. 

“Looks like we're far enough away now,” he grinned, pointing to the space station nearly 
two-hundred kilometers away. 

Shampoo bit her lip, cracked her knuckles, then quietly spoke some more. “Yes, it does.” 
She stewed slightly before continuing. “Set course for Cardassia Prime, warp seven.” 

Ryouga brought up Cardassia on the computer, allowed the computer to decide the best 
course to take, plugged in the speed and waited for Shampoo to order engage. 

“Engage,” Shampoo said, returning to the Captain's chair. 



Ryouga hit the button. The ship performed a near 90 degree turn all but instantly, jetting out CO2 
from the starboard thrusters this time and sending people flying once again. Then, more smoothly, the 
Sisko shot off in a brilliant flash of white light. 

 

“Wait, who was sitting at helm?” Ranma asked. 

“Ry-” Rei began to say before the ship jolted sending Rei flying and both Ranma and Genma into 
the table. 

Rei slowly climbed into a chair as Ranma simply allowed his head to drop into his hands. Genma 
looked worriedly at Ranma. 

“Don't you think you should get out there?” he asked. 

“Why?” Ranma asked, never taking his head out of his hands. 

“To see what's going on!” Genma bellowed. 

“I know what's going on!” Ranma said, looking to his father. “Shampoo let Ryouga drive!” 

Genma blinked. “Well... why?” 

Ranma just threw his hands in the air. “I don't know. Maybe he was bored and she's being nice 
and nostalgic.” Ranma leaned back in his chair. “At least now you get a taste of what you put us through 
for all those years.” 

“What?” Genma growled. 

“You heard me,” Ranma growled back. 

“Um,” Rei spoke up, trying to intervene in what she felt might turn into a father-son fist fight. 
“You folks wanted to see me?” 

“Oh, right,” Genma said, the anger on his face turning into a smile. He quickly set a satchel he 
brought with him on the table. However, it, and the rest of him – as well as Rei and Ranma – were flung 
to the conference room floor when the Sisko made its abrupt half-U-turn before shooting off into warp. 

Genma eventually climbed back to his feet before he slid down into the lush chair in the main 
conference room of the U.S.S. Sisko, exhaling a long, drawn out, seemingly over-dramatized sigh of 
contentment. 

Both Ranma and Rei, after crawling back into their own chairs, looked to him a bit strangely for it, 
but Genma did not seem to mind. 

“You'd think,” Genma explained, “that once you clawed your way up to Admiral that they'd give 
you a decent chair in your office.” He looked to the empty chairs around the long, rectangular shaped 
table in the conference room. “But no, they don't.” 

“The chair in Admiral Larson's office looked quite nice,” Ranma said, looking to his father with 
skepticism. 



“Then the good Admiral took it with him when he retired,” Genma replied. “Besides, I did 
not get Scott's office. They sent me over to the Starfleet Intelligence building.” 

Rei laughed. “All those people do is sit! How can they not have the nicest chairs?” 

Ranma laughed as well till a disapproving stare from Genma stopped him. 

“Many Starfleet Intelligence officers risk their lives for the Federation,” Genma said dryly. 
“They do more than 'just sit'.” 

“Well,” Rei said, meekly, “I was talking more about the... admirals in the building...” 

Ranma cleared his throat. “So,” he said, drawing Genma's attention away from Rei, “what 
is it that you wanted to talk about?” 

“Well,” Genma said, “I am unsure if you know how things are actually laid out, but the 
Sisko is technically not in any of Starfleet's primary fleets.” 

Ranma nodded. “Admiral Larson explained as much.” 

“You're in a task force, which Scott was, and now I am in control of known as R-R-D One.” 

“R-R-D?” Rei asked. 

“Respond, Recover, Destroy.” 

“Sounds about right,” she smirked. 

Genma nodded. “Ever since saving the Federation-Vulcan alliance, the council and the 
President have been pretty hands off, allowing us to pretty much use you guys as we needed. 
Their approval is unnecessary for any actions within Federation space, and we've basically been 
rubber stamped for the few actions you've undertaken outside.” 

Genma began to go over a PADD that he pulled from the satchel before sliding it to 
Ranma. “I'm not sure if you realize this or not, but this ship was not intended for you. It was simply 
given to you as basically a 'thank you' and because it didn't seem wise to not allow such a fine 
group of officers to keep doing what they do best.” 

Ranma nodded and began to look to the PADD. “The Miyazaki?” 

Genma nodded. “She is scheduled be complete in about six weeks.” Genma turned to the 
windows and looked out of them, somewhat romantically. “A task force seems to be a rather 
lackluster one with only a single ship in it.” 

“I really hope you're not thinking what I think you're thinking,” Ranma sighed. 

“What's that?” Genma asked, turning back to Ranma. 

“Taking part of my crew to staff her.” 

Genma shook his head. “No, no.” He, however paused for a minute. “Well, I take that 
back. I did offer the command to Commander Shampoo, however she declined it.” 



Ranma blinked. “She did?” 

“I think she still has a crush on you,” he joked while nodding. 

Ranma simply rolled his eyes.  

“That is what I meant by 'her knowing',” Genma continued. 

“She didn't act like she knew.” 

“Well,” Genma admitted, “We weren't totally forthcoming with all of the details.” 

“Maybe if you were, she wouldn't have declined.” 

“You want her gone?” 

Ranma shook his head. “No, but I certainly don't want her holding herself back because she 
thought she was just going to command some stem bolt barge.” 

Genma looked to Ranma for a moment. 

Rei looked to the PADD that Ranma had passed to her, then again to the pair. Again, feeling 
conflict between them, she felt it necessary to speak up. “So, this ship will have its own NEO team?” 

Genma nodded. “Yes.” 

“Is space big enough for two of us?” Rei mused. 

“Too big, in fact,” Genma said, sighing. “In fact, there have been several situations where we 
would have loved to have used you guys, but the distance traveled would have made it impractical.” 

“Like that incident last week?” Ranma asked. 

Genma nodded and sighed. “Once we have at least two of you, we can keep you both on opposite 
ends of Federation space to deal with pretty much anything,” Genma explained. 

“Sounds,” Ranma chuckled, “logical.” 

Genma smiled. “This brings me to the main reason I am here and have you guys heading to 
Cardassia.” 

Genma slid another PADD to Rei. “The officer I want to lead the Miyazaki's NEO teams is stationed 
there now. We're going to pick her up and I want her to work with you guys for the next few weeks to see 
how things are done.” 

Genma smiled to Rei. “If she's going to lead a group like yours, I want it to be as much like yours 
as possible.” 

Rei looked over the PADD for a moment. “Lt. Commander Jitsia Gras.” She read a bit more. “Holy 
crap, she's young.” 

Genma nodded. “She flew through the academy and barely had time to get used to her ensign 
pips before being promoted to lieutenant.” Genma then chuckled. “And to be fair, she is a Trill, so she 
does have quite a bit more 'experience' than her host's young age gives her credit for.” 



Rei nodded, unsure, and read a bit more. “Am I reading this right? She commanded a 
starship?” 

Genma chuckled a bit. “I take it you've never been on some of the smaller ships, have 
you, Commander?” 

Rei shook her head. 

“It's not uncommon for a light escort or small science ship to be commanded by a Lt. 
Commander, especially since the vast majority of the crew are enlisted, rather than officers.” 

“She...” Rei set down the PADD. “She only commanded that ship for five months.” 

Genma nodded. “Starfleet felt she was wasting her talents in a starship command role.” 

“Wasting her talents?” Ranma asked. “What the hell does that mean?” 

“It means,” Genma said, not hiding the irritation of the questioning of his decision in his 
voice, “that if you ever find yourself at the business end of her rifle, I hope you have made peace 
with yourself because you will soon be dead.” 

Ranma blinked as Genma continued. “Starfleet Command's only issue with her is that she 
refused to stay on the ship on dangerous away missions and would beam down with the away 
teams.” 

Rei looked to Ranma before turning back to the PADD. “Well, she's good. I'm just 
concerned about her age. It takes more than being an accurate shot to be a good commander and 
leader.” 

Genma nodded. “I know, which is why while she is on board, I would like for you to mentor 
her.” 

Rei nodded despite not really wanting another young gun to have to try and mold 
together. 

“What's she doing on Cardassia?” Ranma asked. 

“She and a Starfleet Security detachment are assisting the Cardassian military with a slight 
insurgency from some Dominion sympathizers.” 

Ranma nodded. “Well, we should be there in a bit over a day.” 

 

The tension in engineering could be cut with a plastic spork it was so thick. Every single 
engineer in the room did their absolute best to stay at least three meters away from JC, even 
though much of the time he seemed like his normal self. 

That changed in an instant the moment she came around. 



“Uh,” JC mumbled to a couple of damage control techs, “I don't know what caused that abrupt 
maneuvering but-” JC stopped speaking and looked to Usagi for a moment as she walked up. 

“But,” he continued, his face turning neutral and his voice becoming monotone, “I would 
recommend that we check integrity as well as EPS junctions around the forward thrusters, Commander.” 

Usagi nodded. The two damage control techs moved off to do their work. Usagi inhaled, as if to 
say something to JC, but he had already begun to read some information on a PADD and had turned away 
from her and started to walk away. 

Usagi considered following him, but before she could even debate it, he was in his office with the 
door closed. 

Usagi sighed, deciding she would spend the rest of her shift on the bridge. 

 

“Kio!” 

Kio, drenched in sweat from her work out came to a stop, bit her lip, put on the most comforting 
smile she could muster, and turned around. 

“Commander,” she greeted Rei as Rei came jogging down the corridor to catch up with her. 

“Sorry to disturb you,” Rei said, looking Kio over a little bit. 

“If you give me a few minutes, I was just on my way back to my quarters to get cleaned up,” Kio 
explained. 

“I'll walk with you,” Rei said, “as I will only take a minute of your time anyway.” 

Kio nodded and the pair headed down the corridor towards Kio's deck B quarters. 

“I never got a chance to both say thank you for what you did for me the other day and apologize 
for it,” Rei said, squeezing her hands together and looking away from Kio as she was blushing a bit. 

“Apologize?” Kio asked, coming to a stop. 

Rei stopped too but didn't turn back towards Kio. “Yes. I shouldn't have asked you to do that. 
You're not my mother or my sister or even my friend. It's not your problem that I was sad, and I realize 
that even though I was...” Rei sighed, “...drunk, I was abusing my position.” 

Kio stepped forward a bit and placed her hand on Rei's shoulder. “I didn't stay because you 
ordered me too.” 

Rei turned around. 

“That said,” Kio back up a bit, “I didn't stay for... other reasons... either.” Kio cleared her throat as 
Rei smiled a bit at the smaller woman's embarrassment. “I- I stayed because, well, despite what you said, 
I guess I am your friend and I do care about you as one.” 

Rei's smile grew wider, and she patted Kio on her shoulder. “That means a lot to me.” Rei looked 
to her hand which now had Kio's sweat on it. Kio laughed and shook her head. 



“I told you that you should have let me clean up first.” 

Rei chuckled as she shrugged, wiped her hand on her uniform and headed towards the 
turbolift. Kio watched her walk off before heading towards her own quarters. 

 

JC stepped out of the turbolift to find himself face to face with Usagi. The scream that 
came out of him could have easily been mistaken for one that came out of Usagi. 

As well, it sent the young engineer about a meter into the air and into the back of the lift. 

“YOU SCARED THE HELL OUT OF ME!” he barked as he shimmied past her. 

“I'm sorry,” Usagi said, turning to follow him. 

JC ignored her as he steamed towards his quarters. 

“JC wait,” Usagi stated. 

He continued to ignore her. 

“LIEUTENANT, STOP!” Usagi ordered. 

JC sighed and came to a stop in the corridor. Usagi, somewhat surprised that someone 
listened to her when she used her big-girl voice, quickly scurried to where he was standing and 
looked him over. 

“I'm sorry,” she repeated. 

“You already said that Commander,” JC dryly said. 

“Not about scaring you,” Usagi sighed, “about reporting you.” 

JC turned slightly, refusing to look directly at Usagi. “You already apologized for that as 
well.” 

“So,” Usagi whimpered, “you forgive me?” 

JC laughed derisively. “Are you kidding?” 

Usagi looked to him, tears welling up in her eyes. JC finally turned to her and glared at 
her, a look burning into her that Usagi hadn't felt in years. 

“Two and a half years we've worked together. Two and a half years and I have done 
everything I could to not only help you, but cover for you, sacrificing my own advancement in the 
process.” 

JC shook his head as he scoffed. “And I make one mistake, and yes, I admit I made a 
mistake, and I shouldn't have done it, and rather than you and I working it out among ourselves, 
you rat me out to the captain and get me suspended.” 

Tears began to roll down Usagi's face as she stepped closer to JC. “I shouldn't have...” 



“No,” JC nodded. “No, you shouldn't have. But you did, and THAT is what is relevant.” JC backed 
away from her a few steps. 

“How can we fix things?” she asked. 

JC shook his head. “I don't think you get it,” he sighed before turning and starting to move off. 
Usagi reached out and grabbed his arm. JC instinctively turned and moved to swat at her hand but stopped 
himself. 

“Yeah, that would be bad,” he said, smirking. “There is an admiral on board, so no telling what 
you'd probably say. Maybe that I kung-fu'd you or something.” 

“JC...” Usagi quietly cried. 

JC ripped his arm away from her and continued walking to his quarters, leaving Usagi to cry in the 
corridor. 

 

The usual group sat around their usual table in the lounge. Most everyone was taking turns talking 
about the 'good' old days, thanks to the abrupt memory of what once was from Ryouga. 

As an aside, Ikuhara was quite displeased with the Marine captain as, per Ranma, he was now 
required to take his lunch breaks in the conference room, so that he could be summoned to pilot the ship 
at a moment’s notice. 

Shampoo had assured him it was simply a joke, since under normal circumstances they would 
have a substitute CONN officer there when he was not, but none the less, Ikuhara spent the remainder of 
his shift cursing Ryouga’s name. 

“I swear,” Ryouga muttered, “the old Sisko would not have responded like that.” 

Shampoo rolled her eyes as Minako, Makoto, Amanda and Gosnell laughed. The sextet turned 
towards the lounge doors when they heard them open to see Usagi and Rei walk in, Usagi looking pretty 
depressed and appearing to be more 'shuffling' along rather than walking; Rei a couple of steps behind 
her, the dark-haired NEO officer's eyes looking towards Makoto. 

Makoto met Rei's eyes and silently acknowledged her. She stood and excused herself before 
running off towards the ladies room. Rei escorted Usagi to a chair before following Makoto. Gosnell looked 
off in the direction his wife and Rei went, concerned. He knew if the two of them were planning 
something, it likely wouldn't be good. 

“What's wrong with you?” Ryouga asked. 

Minako elbowed her husband for his bluntness as Usagi looked to him. She sighed, the sigh 
seeming to take about fifteen minutes – though in reality it was probably closer to three or four seconds 
– before speaking. 

“JC's mad at me,” she explained. 

“Why?” Ryouga asked. 



“Because I-” Usagi started to speak but Shampoo quickly cut her off. 

“It personnel issue,” Shampoo said, looking to Ryouga, then to Usagi. 

Usagi blinked a couple of times before sighing again. “Well, I guess the only thing that 
matters is that I can't seem to get things back to the way they were.” Usagi melted into her seat 
a bit more. “The way they should be.” 

Minako, who knew exactly what was going on, looked to Usagi. “Maybe that's something 
you need to get used to.” 

“I don't like it,” Usagi admitted. 

Minako shrugged. “No, you probably won't,” she said, a stern, mother like tone crossing 
her voice. “But that's not really relevant.” 

Gosnell's eyes ping-ponged between the two before he cleared his throat. 

“Doesn't time heal all wounds?” 

Usagi's eyes shifted to Gosnell. “Maybe.” 

Makoto and Rei returned to their seats as Minako finished speaking. “Either way, I don't 
think it's something you should be stressing yourself out over,” Minako smiled to Usagi. 

Again, Usagi sighed and nodded. “I know.” She turned and looked out the window 
towards the streaking stars. “I just really wish he'd forgive me.” 

“Forgive you?!” Makoto asked, her eyes going wide. “That son of a bitch should be 
begging YOU for forgiveness,” she growled. 

Amanda, Gosnell, and Ryouga all stared wide-eyed at Makoto. 

“If you ask me, those three days should have been in the brig-” Makoto said before 
Shampoo began barking at her. 

“Commander, that enough.” 

“I'm just saying,” Makoto growled. 

“You not authorized to say anything,” Shampoo stated. “This is personnel matter and it 
has been resolved.” 

Makoto looked to Shampoo then to Usagi, then back to Shampoo. 

“Yes ma'am.” 

The table sat in awkward silence for a few minutes before finally Amanda started to 
discuss their current destination. Gosnell, for his part, watched his wife out of the corner of his 
eye, noticing that she seemed to be pouting while shifting her gaze between Usagi and Rei. 

Gosnell wasn't sure what was going on, but he had a really bad feeling that his wife was 
plotting something. 



Nothing good would come from this. 

 

Genma looked to the food Akane set in front of him. He smiled at her before turning to Ranma. 
Ranma watched his father, a devious grin on the pig-tailed man's face. 

“Admirals first,” Ranma said. 

Genma bit his lip. He then grew a devious grin of his own. 

“I wouldn't dare. After all, it's your ship.” 

Ranma chuckled. “Touché.” He grabbed a gigantic spoonful of the curry off the plate and shoveled 
it into his mouth. Genma watched slightly befuddled as Ranma ate it without screaming or otherwise 
going into an episode that would require medical attention. 

“I thought you said that Akane made this,” Genma said, looking to his food. 

“I said Akane prepared it,” Ranma answered, between bites. “I never once said that she cooked 
it.” 

Akane walked up behind Genma and malleted him before taking a seat between the two 
Saotomes. 

“Yes, it's replicated,” she growled, beginning to eat her own dish. 

Genma cleared his throat and began to eat his dish. “I didn't mean any disrespect.” 

Akane nodded before chucking her thumb at Ranma. “If insulting my cooking still was considered 
disrespectful, that guy would have been discharged a long time ago.” 

“Hey!” Ranma argued. “You can plug a recipe into a replicator better than any woman I have ever 
met.” 

Akane smirked. “You're adorable when you're groveling.” 

“I learned from the best,” Ranma beamed. 

Genma scowled. “Boy,” he started, but then paused, wondering if he had a case to make. 

“How's Mom?” Ranma asked. 

Genma nodded. “She's well. She sends her regards and wants me to make sure you know how 
proud she is of you.” 

Ranma smiled. “Is she still upset that we didn't have a 'real' wedding?” 

Genma nodded. “Yes,” he sighed. “You are, after all, her only child.” 

Ranma looked to Akane and gave her a slight nod. 



“We have...” Akane cleared her throat, a slight him of both nervousness and 
embarrassment coming over her. “We have thought about, when we have enough leave saved up 
again, coming back to Earth and having a full ceremony.” 

Ranma nodded as Genma looked to both of them. “For the families. I know while 
Ambassador Tendo said he was simply happy...” Ranma grumbled, “...I 'finally found the balls', he 
would have like to have given Akane away.” 

Genma smiled at the pair. “I can arrange for time off for you.” 

Ranma shook his head. “We don't want any special arrangements made.” 

Akane nodded in agreement. “Besides, we want it to be on a special date. We were 
considering our third anniversary in a few months.” 

Genma gobbled up a mouth full of curry before smiling, standing, and walking to where 
he would be between Akane and Ranma and grabbed them both, causing them to drop their food 
back on their plates, and pulling them close to him. 

“That would be wonderful,” he said, sobbing a little bit. “Everyone will be so happy,” he 
added. 

Akane wrapped her arms around Genma and patted him on the back as Ranma chuckled 
a bit. 

“You're becoming quite the softie in your old age, pop,” Ranma mumbled the best he 
could from where Genma had him positioned. Genma quickly released both his son and daughter-
in-law before grasping Ranma's shoulders and looking at him dead in the eyes. 

“You joke, but it will happen to you too someday.” 

Ranma looked at Genma, a wry grin on his face. He was not sure he was ready to 
acknowledge that yet, so he simply kept silent as he looked to Genma, who eventually released 
him, playfully conked him on the head, then returned to his seat to resume eating. 

The three ate in silence for a while. Ranma occasionally looking towards both his father 
and Akane. Twice, since Genma had come on board, Akane had scolded him about what she had 
perceived as his disrespectful attitude towards Genma. 

Ranma, both times, reminded her that it went both ways, and it was simply the way their 
relationship worked. Neither of them took it personally and neither of them held a grudge. 

And while neither of them would likely ever say the 'L' word out loud, Akane did 
understand that both father and son loved each other very much. Genma made that much clear 
after the crew finally made it back home after being stranded. 

Ranma showed his affection towards his father in more subtle ways, but Akane knew it 
was there. She also knew that despite the harsh words and verbal sparring that they got into, he 
respected Genma as both an Admiral and as their supervisor. 



After dinner, the group chatted some more before the yawning from all three of them made it 
clear that it was time for all of them to hit their bunks. 

“We'll still have about eleven hours of travel time once we get up,” Ranma said, escorting his 
father to the door. “Why don't we meet for breakfast?” 

Genma nodded. “Sounds good,” he smiled, patting Ranma on the shoulder, before hugging Akane. 

“Operations to Admiral Saotome,” his communicator squawked. 

“Go ahead...” Genma replied. 

“You have a communication incoming from Starfleet.” 

Genma groaned. “Thank you. Can you transfer it to my quarters?” 

“Yes sir,” the operations officer answered before ending the communication. 

“No rest for the weary,” Genma smiled, moving into the corridor. He nodded again to Ranma and 
Akane and walked off. Akane looked to Ranma, noticing a concerned look on his face. 

“You think it's trouble?” 

Ranma shook his head. “No,” he said, moving the pair back into the room. “If it was anything bad 
it would have been priority one.” 

“But?” 

Ranma looked up to the clock which read 00:01:41. Federation standard time; synced up with the 
time at Starfleet headquarters in San Francisco. 

“It's pretty late for Starfleet to just be calling to chat.” 

Akane shrugged and followed Ranma into the pair's bedroom. 

  



CHAPTER SIX – CHANGES 
 

<Nifty Star Trek Doorbell Sound> 

Jeff looked up from his breakfast table and towards the door. He rarely had any visitors, 
much less any that came by at ten after six. For a half second, he considered ignoring the chime 
as he had a large breakfast that needed his attention, however he could sense a lot of sadness 
nearby. 

He was all but certain it was coming from whomever was standing outside of his door. 

“Come in,” he called. 

The doors slid open and Usagi walked in. Jeff stood and began to walk towards her. 

“Am I bothering you?” Usagi asked. 

“No,” Jeff said, motioning for her to sit down on her couch. 

Usagi complied and basically fell on to the couch. The same kind of couch that JC had in 
his quarters. In fact, Jeff's quarters, excluding the wall decorations, were nearly identical to JC's. 

Usagi didn't really take into account the fact that nearly all the junior officer quarters 
looked alike with the same furnishings – or that her quarters looked exactly like Minako's and 
Makoto's, but in the state she was in right now, small details were irrelevant. 

One detail she did notice, however, was the meal sitting on Jeff's table. 

“Oh, I interrupted your breakfast,” she said, beginning to stand. 

Jeff shook his head and motioned for her to stay seated as he pulled up a chair and sat 
across from her. “I've got plenty of free time and it's replicated. I can eat when someone doesn't 
need to talk to me.” 

Usagi smiled at the councilor. “I'll cook you something later to make up for it.” 

“I've heard about your cooking,” Jeff smiled back. “That will make missing breakfast 
totally worth it.” 

Usagi smiled a bit more before the smiled faded, the blonde sinking into the couch. 

“What's the matter?” Jeff asked. 

“I'm not supposed to talk about it, but...” Usagi sighed. 

“Anything you say to me stays between you and me.” 

Usagi sighed before continuing. She explained to Jeff about the incident next to the anti-
proton turret casing and how JC slapped her. She then told him how she was very angry at JC at 
the time and went and reported the incident to the Captain. 



“I...” Usagi looked to Jeff, a sad, but not 'crying sad' look on her face, “I really regret what I did.” 

Jeff drummed his fingers on his arm rest for a minute. “Well, first off you should not be blaming 
yourself for anything. Regardless of how he meant it, he did hit you.  

“Secondly, maybe if we got the two of you together, we could-” 

“No,” Usagi said, shaking her head. “He's so angry at me...” Usagi sighed. “I...” Usagi closed her 
eyes and allowed herself to fall across the couch. “I've given up on that. I understand that he is no longer 
my friend.” 

Jeff watched Usagi for a couple of minutes before finally speaking again. “Then I guess I am not 
quite sure what you want my help with.” 

Usagi sat back up and looked to Jeff, again sadly but determined. “I don't want to feel bad 
anymore.” 

“Oh,” Jeff said. 

“You helped Rei,” Usagi said. “Help me.” 

“Well...” Jeff said, clearing his throat and moving from the chair to the couch next to Usagi. “Rei's 
problem was a bit different, and Rei was a bit different. Regardless, guilt, regret, whatever, it's not 
something that you can simply wash away. It takes time.” 

Jeff put his hand on Usagi's shoulder as she looked towards her hands. “And it's even harder when 
the person involved is someone you interact with on a day-to-day basis.” 

Usagi thought about this for a while. She then looked up to Jeff, a couple of tears now starting to 
form in her eyes. “So, what do I do?” 

“Well,” Jeff said, “I think you need to not dwell on what's happened and concentrate on the 
future.” 

Usagi was uncertain. She really did not think she would be able to not dwell on this, but she was 
willing to give it a shot. 

“Also,” Jeff continued, “Lt. Devall is reasonable person. I think he just needs to have some time to 
cool off. I think we should give him a couple of weeks, then if things haven't normalized, we all have a 
talk.” 

Usagi was very uncertain about this. “I don't know,” she said. 

“Like I said, nothing leaves this room,” Jeff said, reassuring her that he wouldn't do anything 
behind her back, “but in my opinion, that might be best.” 

Usagi reluctantly nodded. Sorta. “Maybe.” 

Jeff smiled at her. “Well, for now, just do your best to be you. And I mean the real you.” 

Usagi laughed. “No one wants me to be the real me. It's dangerous.” 

Jeff blinked. “Okay. Well, but the you that is always smiling, no matter what. Move forward.” 



Usagi stood. Jeff stood as well. Usagi hugged him before turning towards the door. “Thank 
you.” 

“Any time you want to talk,” Jeff smiled. 

Usagi nodded, waved, tripped, and fell, which caused Jeff to run towards her and help her 
up. She sheepishly waved again and headed out the door. 

Jeff returned to his table and looked to his large breakfast. 

“Cold,” he sighed as he placed it back in the replicator and ordered a simple bowl of 
oatmeal. 

 

Still six hours out from Cardassia, the Sisko crew was getting to the point where they could 
officially list this as their most uneventful trip ever. In fact, it even seemed like even subspace 
variances were moving out of the way to avoid the ship. 

This meant that more and more tests and diagnostics would end up being run on the 
ship's equipment. It was slightly annoying to the crew as they assumed the Captain was only 
having them do it since the Admiral was on board; making sure he didn't think they just sat around 
when they were not out shooting people. 

At the same time, it was also a good thing, since it was allowing them to get everything in 
perfect working order. 

Makoto and Amanda had gotten the weapons and shields well above the normal 
expected operating levels. Minako and Kaii had refined the targeting sensors, as well as the short 
range and long-range detection array to the point that they could detect and target a moth if they 
needed to. 

Engineering, to their credit, had not only undone the chaos from 'Hell Day', but they had 
managed to increase the efficiency of the warp engines by another 102 percent. 

On the bridge, JC happened to be performing some work at the engineering terminal 
while Usagi was working on taking Jeff's advice and was chatting with Minako at the operations 
station. 

Makoto's eyes moved from her own terminal to the engineering station. Her attention, 
equally divided between JC and the two or three ships within short range sensor distance. 

Once JC stood up, Makoto quickly typed up a message into her instant messaging console 
and sent it before allowing her eyes to follow JC. 

“Commander,” JC said as he walked over to Usagi. Usagi turned to him and nodded, 
maintaining her smile, despite it being one of the hardest things she has ever done in her life. 

“Yes?” 



JC was not unaffected by Usagi's seeming 'reset'. He wasn't sure if it was for his sake, or if she was 
just trying to keep up some level of 'Usagi-ism' on the bridge, so he ignored it. 

“We've managed to fix the variance in the coil alignment, but we need to make adjustments in 
the matter-antimatter flow for the fix to show itself in the warp field.” 

Usagi nodded, despite not having a clue what JC just said. 

“I'll need to go down to engineering to supervise that.” 

“Sounds good,” she replied. 

JC eyed his boss suspiciously before he nodded and headed towards the turbolift. 

Makoto quickly looked to Amanda. “You have tactical,” she stated. Amanda looked towards 
where she assumed Makoto would be, but before she had the chance to say anything, Makoto was gone, 
zipping into the turbolift with JC just before the doors closed. 

“I am glad to see you took my advice about not getting stressed out over it,” Minako said to Usagi. 

Usagi nodded as she looked towards the turbolift. “Yeah.” 

Neither of them noticed that Makoto was no longer on the bridge. 

 

“Engineering,” JC called to the turbolift. 

Makoto stood there in silence. 

“You going to engineering too, Commander?” JC asked. 

Makoto inhaled deeply. She had made her decision. They both had. What needed to be done, 
needed to be done. Their friend, someone, for as long as they could remember, they had been sworn to 
protect. 

She had been harmed. 

There was punishment, however more needed to be said. 

Ground rules needed to be laid out. 

There were some things you just do not do. 

Makoto exhaled. JC felt something poking him in the rib and looked down. His eyes went wide 
when he saw Makoto's phaser pressed up against him. 

“Just keep quiet, we only need to talk to you,” she stated. “Security override, deck D.” 

The lift slammed to a stop and changed direction. 

“I don't know what she told-” JC started but was cut off as Makoto poked him with the phaser. 

“Shhhhh,” she shushed, holding one finger to her mouth. 



JC gritted his teeth and looked straight ahead. 

The ride took about a minute and a half; what would be fair to say was the longest minute 
and a half of JC's life. Finally, the lift came to a stop and the doors opened. Greeting the pair was 
Rei, who quickly grabbed the front of JC's uniform and pulled him out of the turbolift. 

Rei dragged him down the corridor, even though JC did not put up any resistance as he 
knew Makoto was following right behind him with her phaser still pointed at him, and took him 
into a vacant office. Once there, Rei handily tossed the engineer into a chair. 

“Look,” JC once again objected, “I didn't-” 

Both Rei and Makoto put their fingers in front of their mouths and shook their heads. 

“Lieutenant,” Makoto said, lowering herself to where she would be eye-level with JC, “We 
all know she's dumb. We all know she does not belong where she is. We all accept that without 
you in the position you're in, we'd likely have died of a warp core breach a long, long time ago.” 

Rei nodded and lowered herself as well. “That said, nothing...” Rei scooted a little bit 
closer, making sure JC could feel her breath on his face. “And I mean nothing gives you the right 
to punch her because you're angry at her.” 

JC shook his head feverishly. “I didn't punch her! And I certainly didn't hit her out of 
anger!!!” 

“Be quiet!” Rei ordered. 

“NO!” JC yelled, standing. He was quickly shoved back into the chair by Rei, a shove that 
instantly told him that it was a bad idea to try to be physically confrontational with the two women 
again. None the less, JC was determined to be heard. 

“If you're going to bring me up here and threaten me, the least you could do is listen to 
my side of things.” 

Makoto sighed. “Well?” 

“She was freaking out about radiation, dehydrated because she doesn't know how to use 
an EVA suit, rolling around on the ground, and I slapped her to bring her to her senses,” JC 
stammered. “That's all!” 

Rei looked to Makoto. 

“Quite frankly that she's making a deal out of this hurts,” JC said, looking to his feet. 

“You hit her,” Rei reminded him. 

“Yeah,” JC, visibly upset, said, looking to Rei. “Yeah, I did. Anyone else would have had 
her kicked off this ship two and a half years ago, instead of mentoring her and busting their ass to 
cover for her. 

“Should I have done it? No. Of course not,” he grumbled. “But this,” he continued, waving 
his arms around, “implying I beat her like some kind of disobedient slave, is a bunch of crap.” 



JC again stood, knocking the chair over. “Now hurry up and shove me out the airlock or send me 
back to engineering. I have work to do.” 

Rei again looked to Makoto before Makoto escorted JC to the turbolift and ordered it to main 
engineering. To say the ride down into the bowels of the ship was quiet and awkward would be a massive 
understatement. 

As the lift came to a stop and the doors opened, Makoto grabbed the back of JC's collar. 

“I understand how you feel, Lieutenant, but don't ever, EVER, lay a hand on her again,” Makoto 
said quietly. “Engineering can very, very dangerous.” 

Makoto let JC go. JC quickly walked out of the turbolift, never turning around as the doors slid 
closed. 

 

The three NSO rifles barely made a sound as they fired round after round of supersonic 
ammunition at their target. Nearly simultaneously, Kio, Ian and Anthony dropped the magazine out of the 
rifle, inserted a new one and began firing at a new target. 

They repeated this three more times till a buzzer sounded. Each solider set their rifle on the 
ground and walked backwards, looking at a numerical display on a board as an older gentleman, dressed 
in a standard Starfleet uniform with a provisional lieutenant rank insignia, rather than the NSO jumpsuit, 
walked up. 

Kio smirked at her score of 2,951. 

Anthony sighed at his mere 2,533, while Ian smiled at his 2,731. 

“That's what happens when you always shoot for their groin, Tony,” Kio laughed. 

“I didn't like the way he was looking at you,” Anthony retorted. 

The three, as well as the lieutenant, Lt. Clay Dowis, laughed. 

“I don't really have a purpose here anymore,” Dowis chuckled. 

“Not so, Lieutenant,” Kio said. “You provide moral support.” 

Dowis laughed a bit. “Well, maybe. Luckily, you can get that over subspace.” 

“Subspace?” Anthony asked. “Where are you going?” 

“To the new NEO ship,” Dowis responded. 

“Huh?” Kio asked, vocalizing the dumbfounded look on both Anthony and Ian's faces. 

“They didn't tell you why we're going to Cardassia?” Dowis asked. 

The trio shook their heads. 

“Hrm,” Dowis said, turning around and quickly walking away. 



“Lieutenant!!” Kio called after him. He did not respond and shuffled out of the gun range. 
Kio quickly ran out after him but found the corridor empty. She turned to Anthony who had 
followed her out. 

“I'll get to the bottom of this,” Kio promised. 

Anthony grinned. “Going to go work your contacts?” 

Ian watched in amazement as Kio sent Anthony flying down the corridor and into the 
bulkhead about fifty meters away. Kio then turned to Ian. “I'll be back in a bit.” 

Ian nodded, then went to go check on Anthony who was upside down and appeared to 
be bent in half. 

 

Rei looked out of her office window after hearing a knock to see Kio. She smiled and 
nodded, silently granting permission for the young lieutenant to come in. 

Kio entered and stood on the other side of Rei's desk. Rei grew worried about the look on 
her face. She had not seen that look in a while, and it wasn't one that usually came with anything 
good. 

“Something wrong?” Rei asked, motioning for Kio to sit down. 

Kio slowly sat in one of Rei's chairs before getting right to the point. 

“Are they getting rid of us?” 

Rei blinked. “No. Why?” 

“I've heard there is going to be a new NEO ship.” 

Rei put her face in her hands and sighed. “Dammit.” 

“Ma'am?” Kio asked. 

Rei looked back to Kio, an expression of regret on her face. “This is my fault. I've had other 
things on my mind and forgot to mention it to you guys.” 

Rei dug through her PADDs before finding the right one and handing it to Kio. “They are 
building a new NEO ship, but it's not going to replace us, it's going to supplement us.” 

Kio looked up to Rei in shock. “So, there will be TWO NEO teams?” 

Rei nodded. “Yes.” 

Kio went back to reading the PADD as Rei continued speaking. “We're heading to 
Cardassia now to pick up the person that Starfleet is planning on having lead this team.” 

“They're having a Cardassian lead a Starfleet strike force?” Kio asked, again staring at Rei. 

Rei shook her head. “No, Lieutenant. She's Trill. She's just stationed on Cardassia.” 



“I see...” 

“Until her ship is ready, they want her to work with us so she can learn how to do things...” Rei 
smirked a bit, “...the right way.” 

Kio looked back to Rei for a moment before she started laughing. Loudly. Rei eyed her, slight 
annoyance crossing her face. 

“What's funny?” 

“Deja vu, huh?” Kio asked her. 

Rei smiled, remembering the very similar thought she had when Admiral Saotome had told her 
that she would be taking on a inexperienced hot shot soldier. 

Kio stood, setting the PADD back on Rei's desk. “Well, as long as we're not going anywhere, then 
all is well.” 

Rei nodded and resumed what she was working on as Kio walked to the door. Kio stopped just 
short, however. 

“Even if you're not loud and mean anymore, I still think you'll do a fine job teaching them, 
Commander,” she said before leaving the room. 

Rei looked up towards the door. She blinked a couple of times, pondering if Kio just insulted her, 
complimented her, or both. She decided to take it as a compliment and smiled before she returned to her 
work. 

 

The Sisko dropped out of warp near the yellowish-brown Cardassia Prime. Five or so years ago it 
would have been a vastly different story for a Federation ship to be this close to what was essentially the 
heart of the Dominion in the Alpha Quadrant. 

Even a little over a year ago, the Sisko's predecessor was tasked with making sure the Cardassians 
understood exactly where the Federation-Cardassian border was located. 

Now, one of Starfleet's most powerful warships was moving into a standard orbit over the planet. 
None of the three dozen or so Hideki class frigates or the larger Galor and Keldon class ships even batting 
an eye at them. 

Ranma watched the viewscreen as the Sisko crawled towards the planet. The memories of the 
war were still somewhat fresh in his mind. He had lost many shipmates in battles with Jem'Hadar backed 
up by Cardassian soldiers. 

He was not sure if he held a grudge, however. One of Starfleet's top admirals had commented 
that the Cardassian entry into the Dominion was an act driven by weakness and fear. 

He did not quite understand that. He did not understand why they would choose being a part of 
those whom, at least in Ranma's opinion, were destined for defeat, over joining the coalition consisting 
of the Romulans, Klingons, and the Federation, but desperation and the belief that extinction was 



inevitable was something that can drive not only a person, but a society to do strange and 
otherwise inconceivable actions. 

Genma walked out of Ranma's office, stopping just outside of the doors to look at the 
planet he seemingly had just left. 

“Have you contacted the base yet?” he asked Ranma. 

Ranma shook his head. “I assumed you'd want to.” 

Genma nodded, pleased at Ranma's decision. He walked to Kaii's station, a certain 'spring' 
in his step that did not go totally unnoticed by either Shampoo or Ranma, and placed both hands 
on the top of the console. 

“Please hail Starfleet F-O-B Sark,” he instructed Kaii. 

Kaii nodded and opened a channel. He nodded and motioned towards the viewscreen. 
Genma bounded around the COMM, disappointment spreading on his face when Admiral Barret 
appeared on the screen, and not Jitsia. 

“Good to see you again, Admiral.” Barret smiled. 

“Yes, you too,” Genma lied. “Where is Commander Gras?” 

Barret, quite aware that Genma seemed to have caught the same 'bug' he had regarding 
the young Lieutenant Commander and that he was rather upset that it was him on the screen 
instead of her, smirked. “She had heard that your ship had entered the system and did not want 
to keep you waiting. She's on the transporter pad waiting to beam up.” 

“Ah!” Genma beamed. “Thank you!” Genma began to turn around. 

“Admiral,” Barret called to Genma. 

Genma, annoyed, turned back around as Ranma and Shampoo curiously watched the 
exchange. 

“Take care of her,” Barret ordered. 

Genma looked to him for a moment before nodding. “I will.” 

Shampoo looked to Ranma a bit disturbed. Ranma, feeling the same way, gritted his teeth 
as he stood up. 

“You have the bridge,” he whispered to Shampoo as he hurried to catch up with his father 
who had already moved to the turbolift. 

“Commander Gras is asking permission to come aboard,” Kaii called to Ranma. 

Ranma nodded at Kaii as the turbolift doors closed. 

 



Two suitcases appeared on the transporter pad next to the materializing Jitsia. Once the cycle was 
complete, the leggy blonde, dressed in a red and gray command uniform looked around at what would 
be her home for the next six weeks. 

Jitsia was about average height for a humanoid woman, about 170cm, 52kg. Average proportions, 
though the one thing the transporter chief noticed right away was her very long legs. He was quite 
thankful that the new arrival was not Betazoid, otherwise he would be in lots of trouble. 

Jitsia had steel gray eyes that somehow managed turn the chief into butter when she looked to 
him. He smiled stupidly, the thought wandering through his mind exactly how far down her the very 
defined and pronounced spots on both sides of her neck went. 

Jitsia smiled to the chief. “Hello!” her high, yet not annoyingly high-toned voice greeted him. 

The chief nodded to her. “He-hello, Commander.” He quickly tried to shake off whatever the hell 
it was that was causing him to act more like a high-school boy and less like a Starfleet officer and stood 
up straight. 

“The Captain, Admiral Saotome and Commander Hino are on their way. They weren't expecting 
you so soon.” 

“Well,” she smiled, “it would have been rude to make you all wait for me.” 

The chief nodded as the transporter room doors opened and the two Saotomes and Rei walked 
in. 

“Commander Gras!” Genma smiled, walking up to the pad and shaking her hand. Rei looked to 
Ranma, a slight look of concern on her face before turning to the new officer. 

“Admiral! Good to see you again.” 

“Commander, this is my son, Captain Ranma Saotome,” Genma nodded to Ranma who walked up 
and shook Jitsia's hand. 

“Nice to meet you, Commander,” Ranma smiled. 

“Likewise!” Jitsia smiled. “I've heard so many good things about you!” 

Ranma grinned as Rei walked up and shook her hand. “And this is Commander Rei Hino, 
commander of the Sisko's NSO forces,” Genma introduced. 

“Commander!” Jitsia beamed. “It will be a pleasure working with you!” 

“With,” Rei mumbled to herself as she walked back to stand next to Ranma. 

“Oh yes, before I forget,” Genma smiled, pulling something from his pocket. He quickly dug 
around and then handed a single gold pip to Jitsia. “To replace the hollow pip, Commander.” 

Jitsia smiled and shook Genma's hand as Rei looked on, slack jawed. She turned to Ranma and 
whispered in his ear, “She's twenty-five.” 



Ranma continued to smile as he nodded, less concerned about Rei's issue as he was about 
his father's behavior. 

“Well, shall we go see your quarters?” Genma smiled. 

Jitsia nodded and began to pick up her bags. Genma vigorously shook his head and 
grabbed the young commander's hand. “No need.” He turned to Ranma. “Boy, grab the 
Commander's bags, will you?” 

Jitsia looked to Ranma, somewhat apologetic as Genma dragged her out of the 
transporter room. Ranma sighed as he went to go grab the bags. 

“Sir, I can get those,” the transporter chief smiled. 

Ranma shook his head. “It's okay. Besides, we're going upstairs.” 

“Oh,” he said, sadly. He knew he did not have clearance to go into the NSO command 
center. He knew that what would likely be his only chance to gloat about being in Jitsia's quarters 
was now just a fleeting memory. 

He sighed and went back to his station and sat down as Ranma and Rei both grabbed a 
bag and moved to catch up with Genma and Jitsia. 

 

JC slid the door to his office closed. He looked around quickly, making sure no one was 
watching before he left. He gripped tightly to his chest three objects: two pictures frames, one 
with his wife and daughter in it, the other with just his daughter. 

The third object, a screen that rotated between both his master’s degrees from Starfleet 
Academy and his officer's commission. 

He quickly snuck through the corridors, making sure he took the longest way back to his 
quarters as he could to avoid Usagi and especially- 

“Hey man,” Kaii called towards him. 

“Shit,” JC mumbled before turning around. “Hey,” he smiled. 

“What's up?” Kaii asked, walking up to him. “I haven't seen you lately. It's pretty rude of 
you to get me hooked on Aio Sur-” Kaii paused as he looked to the items in JC's arms. 

JC looked to Kaii before motioning for him to come with him. Kaii complied, a feeling of 
both concern and confusing filling him, and followed JC down the corridor towards JC's quarters. 

“What's going on?” JC's Bajoran friend asked. 

JC sighed as he opened the door to his quarters. Kaii nearly fell over backwards as he 
looked in. All the wall decorations had been taken down. The small, one room apartment was 
bare. While JC was not a drapes and wallpaper type of person, he did want to make his quarters 
as much of a home as he could, which meant plenty of anime posters, wall scrolls and plenty of 
pictures of his family. 



Now, the walls were stripped, everything having been placed in a few small boxes that sat neatly 
on the floor near the door. 

JC pulled Kaii inside with him, allowing the doors to close before he opened one of the boxes and 
set the items from his office in them. 

“What...” Kaii mumbled. 

“I can't stay here,” JC stated bluntly. 

“Don't you think you're overreacting?” Kaii asked, looking at the boxes placed around on the floor. 

JC laughed. “Yes,” he sarcastically replied as he began laughing even louder. “Yes, 'I' am the one 
who's been doing all the over reacting.” 

Kaii did not understand what JC was going on about. He moved to JC's chair and sat down on the 
arm on it. “What happened now?” 

JC went to his replicator and ordered two drinks, a non-alcoholic Bajoran tea for Kaii and some 
weird mixed drink for himself. After handing Kaii his, JC flopped down on his couch, exhaling angrily. 

“Usagi's thug friends essentially threatened to kill me if I ever touched her again.” 

Kaii blinked. “What?” 

JC took a big gulp of his drink before leaning back more. “I'm not going to live my life on this ship 
constantly looking over my shoulder, in fear of what might happen because of a slight misunderstanding 
between us in the future.” 

Kaii looked to his friend with concern. “We should probably speak to Captain-” 

“No,” JC said, shaking his head. “There are better things I can be doing than this.” JC drank some 
more before sitting up. “Besides, what good would it do? Get them in trouble? They probably wouldn't 
get kicked off the ship, then I'd be in no better shape than I was before.” 

Kaii sighed. He was not happy about the idea of losing his best friend. However, he understood. If 
he was not happy here, if he did not feel like he belonged here anymore, and certainly if he didn't feel 
safe here anymore, then he wouldn't try to talk him out of it. 

“Will you still send me anime?” Kaii asked. 

JC smiled and nodded. “Only the best.” 

Kaii stood. JC stood as well. They looked to each other in what was likely the most awkward 
minute of both of their lives. Finally, they both realized that they had to say 'goodbye' at some point and 
both men hugged each other, a tear coming to JC's eye. 

“I'm going to miss you, Jaxon,” he said. 

“Make sure you let me know where you end up,” Kaii said. “I want to be able to visit you, Lana 
and Bri.” 

JC nodded. “Of course.” 



Kaii nodded, the pair fist-bumped, and Kaii slowly left the room, lingering just outside the 
doorway before stepping outside and allowing the doors to close. 

JC quickly finished his drink, made sure he had everything packed up, then looked towards 
his clock. 

18:32:07 

“Computer,” he called out. “Where is Captain Saotome?” 

 

<Nifty Star Trek Doorbell> 

Ranma looked up from his couch as Akane walked towards the door. Ranma, who had 
spent the last thirty minutes getting the strange images of his father swooning over the new NSO 
officer out of his head, had just sat down and was getting ready to watch a football match between 
the Earth and Denoblia he had recorded. 

It was the Federation Cup qualifiers, and he didn't really want to be disturbed by his 
father. Especially if he was coming to tell him how awesome Jitsia was. 

Again. 

Akane opened the door to find JC standing there. 

“Lieutenant?” she asked. 

Ranma looked towards him and stood. 

“I'm sorry if this is a bad time,” JC said, “but may I speak with you privately, Captain?” 

Ranma nodded and walked towards JC. “I'll be back in a bit,” he informed Akane. Akane 
nodded, a little distressed by the look JC wore on his face. 

JC and Ranma walked down the corridor till they reached one of the deck two observation 
lounges. JC walked in and had a seat, the window overlooking the planet behind him. Ranma 
secured the door, so they would remain undisturbed, before sitting across from him. 

“What would you like to talk about?” Ranma asked. 

“May I be direct, Captain?” JC asked. 

Ranma nodded. 

“What I said before, I meant it,” JC said, sitting totally upright and looking Ranma straight 
in his eyes. “I have nothing but respect for you. Because of you I have grown so much as an 
engineer and as a person.” 

Ranma understood they were not just having this conversation so JC could stroke his ego. 

“But?” 



JC sighed. “But…” JC began to struggle for the right words. “But I find myself now in a position 
where I can no longer function on this ship.” 

“Is this about the incident with Commander Tsukino?” Ranma asked. 

“Essentially,” JC nodded, “But it's gotten more complicated than that.” JC slid a PADD across the 
table to Ranma. Ranma began to read it over as JC continued to speak. “I can depart immediately to 
Cardassia. I have the means to return to Earth on my own, so-” 

“Lieutenant,” Ranma cut him off, “why are you doing this.” 

JC shook his head. “It's in the ship's best interest if you just accept my resignation and leave it at 
that.” 

Ranma shook his head. “I can't do that.” 

“Sir,” JC said, leaning forward, again looking Ranma straight in the eyes. “I am quitting, regardless 
of whether or not you accept my resignation. However, if I have to go over your head and resign through 
Starfleet I will have to explain everything and that WILL bring unwanted and unneeded scrutiny on this 
ship and her crew.” 

Ranma looked JC over. The look on his face made him want to pity the engineer, but at the same 
time his cryptic stonewalling of Ranma's questioning made him quite pissed off. 

“You're quitting to protect the ship?” Ranma asked. 

“I'm quitting to protect myself,” JC said, sighing. “The way I am doing it is to protect the ship.” 

Ranma rubbed his temples. “I think you should know, having worked with me as long as you have, 
how much I dislike this 'secretive' bull-crap.” 

JC nodded. “Yes sir.” 

“And you're still going to do it?” 

JC nodded slowly. “If there is one thing I don't want to see happen, it's the mistakes of a few cause 
this ship any grief.” 

Ranma rolled his eyes. “You're leaving. You don't think that will cause grief?” 

JC had to bite his lip to keep from laughing. “I'm sorry.” 

Ranma shook his head again. “Look,” he said, tossing the PADD back to JC, “I think there is a better 
solution than you leaving Starfleet.” 

“Sir, I really-” JC started, but is cut off by Ranma. 

“Your permission to speak has been retracted,” Ranma smiled. “And since you're so good at 
keeping secrets, I suppose I can tell you this.” 

JC grinned a bit as Ranma continued. “There is a second ship being built just like ours. The U.S.S. 
Miyazaki. It is an absolute waste to allow talent like yours to not be used in the engine room of a star 
ship.” 



Ranma leaned back cracked his knuckles before continuing. “I am certain I can convince 
my father to assign you as chief engineer. While the ship will not be ready for several more weeks, 
if you so desire, you can leave with him in a couple of days and go to Chii and assist in her 
construction.” 

Ranma laughed. “I am sure they'd love your input.” 

JC stared wide-eyed at Ranma. Ranma finally nodded at JC, giving him permission to speak 
again. 

“Even with that black mark on my record, I can get a C-E position?” he asked. 

Ranma laughed again. “Our records of our time on this ship are classified and sealed. Short 
of a court-martial, what's in them is irrelevant.” 

JC suddenly felt incredibly stupid. While he was still angry at Usagi for  the betrayal he 
believed there was, the fact that there wasn't really any negative consequence to it, at least 
professionally, suddenly made his own reaction – and subsequent three day bender – seem silly. 

“I see,” JC simply said. 

“I'll talk to my father tomorrow and let you know, but I doubt it will be an issue.” Ranma 
scowled. “He already tried to poach Shampoo, so...” 

JC nodded and stood. Ranma stood as well and escorted JC to the door. He paused, 
however, before unsealing it. 

“I would like for you to recommend someone to take over the assistant chief engineer 
position before you go, please,” Ranma requested. 

JC slowly nodded. “You mean someone...” 

“...Someone who is basically a chief engineer already, yes,” Ranma finished. 

JC nodded. “Yes sir.” 

 

Ranma was displeased with his father. Not only had he blown him off for breakfast, but 
he had essentially locked him out of the ability to come and speak to him in the NSO command 
center when he wanted to confront him about it. 

'That woman,' Ranma thought to himself, shaking his head as he stewed in his chair. 

“Sir,” Makoto called to him. Ranma turned slightly, acknowledging her. “We now have 
fifteen of the Cardassian defense ships shadowing our orbit.” 

“They probably want to know why we're still here,” Ranma scowled. 

“Why are we still here?” Shampoo asked. 

Ranma shrugged. “I don't know where to go.” 



“Good answer as any,” Shampoo mumbled. 

Ranma rapped his fingers on his arm rest for a while, Shampoo, for once, making no attempt to 
get him to cease. The rear turbolift door opening got the bridge crew's attention, most of them turning to 
see Genma and Jitsia walking out. 

“And this is the bridge,” Genma smiled, bringing the young Trill towards tactical. “The Trinity class 
is a bit different from most Starfleet ships as her bridge stations have the priority stations manned by two 
officers.” 

Makoto and Amanda nodded to Jitsia. “Commander Gosnell and Lt. Jansen here both work the 
tactical station. It allows one officer to focus on,” Genma grinned, “shooting, while the other can handle 
incidental stuff like alarms and what not.” 

Jitsia nodded. Makoto cleared her throat as Amanda grew a displeased look. 

“Actually, Admiral,” Makoto smiled, pushing Amanda further back into the station to keep her 
away and quiet, “we tend to split the 'shooting' responsibilities.” 

“Hrm,” Genma said, a bit perplexed. “That's not really how it was designed to work.” 

Makoto shrugged a bit. “Maybe not, but it does.” 

Ranma chuckled from his chair before yawning, drawing an irritated look from his father. 

“Well,” Genma conceded, “it is a test platform, so I am glad to see you guys have made 
improvements to it.” 

Makoto smiled brightly at both Genma and Jitsia as he took her over to operations. 

“Operations works the same way,” Genma said, looking to Minako. “I assume you guys have made 
adjustments to how the designers expected you to use the station, Commander Hibiki?” 

Minako smiled at Genma. “Slightly,” she said. “For the most part, Lt. Kaii handles communications, 
astrometrics, and science, where I handle sensors and shipboard operations.” 

Genma nodded, seemingly less displeased in the changes there. He and Jitsia moved over and 
looked at engineering before walking to helm, the rarely – if ever – manned science station, then taking a 
look at the master situation display on the aft wall of the bridge before he showed her the main 
conference room, where the rest rooms were, the route to the nearest lifeboats, then walking towards 
Ranma's ready-room. 

“Where are you going now?” Ranma asked. 

“I'm going to show her the captain's ready-room,” Genma said. 

Ranma sighed. “I need to talk to you when you're done.” 

“Is it important?” Genma asked, annoyed. 

“Yes,” Ranma answered, even more annoyed. 



Jitsia watched the exchange, then turned to Genma. “There are things I can be doing if 
you want to deal with this, Admiral.” 

Genma shook his head. “We're almost done, Commander,” he smiled. 

The bald Admiral walked into Ranma's office. Jitsia turned to Ranma, gritted her teeth, 
and mouthed the words 'I'm sorry' to him before following Genma in. 

“Wow,” Shampoo laughed. 

Ranma looked to her, still quite annoyed. 

“And you think Shampoo was clingy,” she continued to laugh. 

Ranma was not amused. 

FIVE HOURS LATER 

Genma and Jitsia stepped out of the turbolift and on to deck A of the NSO command 
center. Genma, who was still laughing at his own joke he told Jitsia in the turbolift, came to a 
frozen stop when he saw Ranma standing in the corridor, glowing red. 

Jitsia blinked a couple of times before sliding past Genma and then tip-toeing her way 
behind Ranma. 

“Admiral, thank you very much for breakfast, the tour, lunch, and the briefings,” she 
smiled. “I promised Commander Hino I would talk to her this evening.” 

Genma simply nodded as Jitsia scurried off, not really interested in seeing what kind of 
horrific father-son confrontation was about to commence in the corridor. 

Ranma sized his father up. They had had their moments, but end the end, he was certain 
that there was some level of mutual respect between them. At this moment though, Ranma felt 
disrespected. Disrespected on his own ship. 

He would not allow that to stand. 

“I told you I needed to speak with you,” Ranma growled. 

“I had things to do,” Genma replied. 

“What I need to talk to you about is far more important than your idiotic crush on a new 
officer,” Ranma snapped. 

Genma turned blue. “How DARE you.” 

“No,” Ranma said, walking right up to his father. “How dare YOU. First off, you're putting 
my ship at risk by leaving us in orbit of, while not an enemy planet, not necessarily a friendly 
planet for God knows how long because your mind is,” Ranma turned and looked down the 
corridor in the direction that Jitsia went, “elsewhere.” 



He then turned back to Genma who was fuming, “Secondly, I have a real problem on my ship 
regarding one of my crew that I need your assistance with, but I can't get any time with you to deal with 
it.” 

“Do you think just because I'm your father that you don't have to show me any respect?” Genma 
asked, his blood boiling. 

“I think that goes both ways, eh?” Ranma asked. “Do you think that just because I'm your son, 
that you don't have to show me any?” 

Genma and Ranma glared at each other for a good minute before Genma finally stood down. 

“Yeah, I guess I do think that,” he admitted. 

Ranma face-planted into the deck. “What?” 

“I shouldn't, but I guess sometimes, I do forget that you're not only my son but a Starfleet 
Captain.” Genma sighed and turned away from Ranma. “A damned good one at that.” 

Ranma sighed, understanding that there would have to be some give and take here. “I guess that 
I disrespect you as well, forgetting that you're also a Starfleet Admiral. A mediocre one at that.” 

Genma turned to Ranma and hissed at him before Ranma laughed. “I'm kidding, Pop.” 

Genma smiled. He led Ranma back to the turbolift and ordered it to the bridge. 

“For what it's worth,” Genma explained, “I've not kept us here because I've been distracted. I've 
kept us here because we're going to rendezvous with another ship, and I wanted to give them time to get 
closer before we headed out.” 

“Well, we should probably leave soon anyway,” Ranma said, sighing. “We have about thirty ships 
shadowing us now. I think we've overstayed our welcome.” 

Genma blinked. “Okay.” 

“Who are we meeting?” Ranma asked. 

“It's a surprise,” Genma smiled. 

Ranma looked to his father, a displeased look on his face. “I don't like surprises.” 

“Yeah,” Genma nodded as the lift doors opened and he started to walk out and on to the bridge. 
“I don't blame you.” 

Ranma was unsuccessful in getting any more information out of his father than where the 
rendezvous point was. He sighed and looked to Shampoo as the second shift bridge officers began to take 
over for the main bridge crew. 

“Can you get us going before you leave?” Ranma asked. “Warp seven.” 

Shampoo nodded as Ranma and Genma walked into Ranma's ready room. 

  



CHAPTER SEVEN – JITSIA 
 

The lounge seemed busier than usual. Gosnell wondered if it was because it was a Friday 
night. 

Of course, the fact that it was a Friday night was largely irrelevant on a starship. In order 
to reduce burn out and make sure crew rotation was at its peak, every six weeks one shift got a 
four-day weekend, so workdays changed often. 

Besides, between the holodecks and the lounge, anything you would do on a 21st century 
Friday night was available for you 24-7. 

In the lounge, Gosnell's eyes bounced around, stopping, and counting how many of the 
were crew paired up in what he assumed were couples. 

Of course, other than the group he was sitting with, he had no proof or even any reason 
to assume that any of them were romantically involved. A few of them were the same sex, and 
while it was perfectly acceptable, it was not necessarily commonplace. 

Several of the tables had four and six people sitting at them. Gosnell assumed those were 
'group dates'. He assumed there would be fun times later once the alcohol started flowing. 

Others had only three at the tables. 

Three seemed like an odd number for a date, but perhaps it was the third person's 
birthday, and the couple that he or she was with was planning on giving them a very, very nice 
gift. 

“What are you doing?” Makoto asked her drooling, leering husband. 

Gosnell looked to her, giving her a lascivious smirk. “Just...” Gosnell paused for a moment. 
“Just thinking about what we should get...” he looked to Usagi who was sipping on a twisty-straw 
that led to a blueish-orange colored drink, “Usagi... for her birthday.” 

Usagi's eyes moved towards Gosnell upon hearing her name. Makoto also looked to 
Gosnell. 

“Well?” Makoto asked. 

“I can't tell you in front of her!” Gosnell panted. 

Usagi blinked, a little concerned about the look Gosnell was giving first her, then Makoto. 

“Why do I have the feeling that you're thinking something very, very wrong?” Makoto 
sighed. 

“Wrong?” Gosnell scoffed, stroking his goatee. “By whose standards?” 



Usagi watched worriedly as Makoto began to beat Gosnell into oblivion. Minako, Ryouga and 
Amanda came walking into the lounge, all stopping at the bar to order drinks before moving over to the 
group's table, stepping over what appeared to be Gosnell's decimated corpse, and taking a seat. 

“Sup?” Minako smiled to Usagi and Makoto. 

Makoto smiled back as she wiped off her hands and took a drink. “Hey. Took you guys long 
enough.” 

“I had to find him,” Minako smiled, pointing towards Ryouga. 

“I was not lost,” Ryouga said, waving his arms. “I was just busy.” 

The group laughed as Ryouga nodded. “I was actually teaching some enlistees some basic 
shipboard assault tactics.” 

“So, you like your new job?” Makoto asked. 

Ryouga nodded affirmatively. “Very much so. It's pretty cool being able to pass on what I've 
learned to new Marines.” 

“Well,” Minako said, pinching Ryouga’s cheeks, causing him to scowl slightly. “As long as you don't 
lose your cool with them.” 

Ryouga sighed. “Yes, yes.” 

One of the lounge's waiters walked over with Ryouga’s, Amanda's and Minako's drinks. A 'squish' 
is heard as he walked up to the table. He looked down to find that he was standing on top of Gosnell. 

“Oh gee, I'm sorry boss,” he said. 

“It's okay,” Gosnell whimpered. 

The waiter passed out the drinks then walked away. 

“He apologized,” Gosnell groaned as he began to pull himself back into his chair, “yet he never 
got off me...” 

Makoto smirked. “Maybe you should give longer breaks.” 

Gosnell scoffed as he attempted to wipe the shoe print from his face. “Certainly not now I won't.” 

The table laughed as they resumed drinking, silence taking over for a bit before Gosnell spoke up 
again. 

“Aren't we missing a couple of people?” 

“Shampoo needed to get us headed towards wherever it is we're going,” Amanda explained. 
“She'll be here when she's done.” 

“Where are we going?” Makoto asked. 

Amanda shrugged. 



“Where's Rei?” Minako asked. 

“Upstairs pouting,” Makoto laughed. 

Gosnell shook his head at his wife's mocking of their friend. 

“Pouting?” Usagi asked. “So, what is Rei all emo about now?” 

The Sisko finally began to pull out of orbit of the planet and with a flash of light started 
warping out of Cardassian space. 

“Well,” Makoto said, “you know we picked someone up at Cardassia, right?” 

“Yeah,” Usagi replied. 

“Well, she's going to lead a second NEO team on a ship like the Sisko. And apparently, 
they want Rei to mentor her.” 

“OH MY GOODNESS!” Usagi squawked. The group all turned to her, as well as several 
other patrons in the lounge. The commotion also sent Gosnell tumbling over backwards in his 
chair. Once again, a waiter – a different one than before – who was coming with refills, stepped 
on poor Gosnell with a distinct 'squish'. 

“You're standing on my face,” Gosnell scowled. 

“Oh,” the waiter said, quickly adjusting himself so that he would be standing on Gosnell's 
groin instead. 

“Not better...” Gosnell whimpered. 

“She's not Cardassian,” Makoto grumbled as the waiter dropped off the drinks and walked 
away. “She's a Trill. But the point is that Rei doesn't want to have to 'mentor' anyone else, nor 
does she think this kid is any good.” 

“Kid?” Ryouga asked as Gosnell pulled himself back into his chair, very, very slowly. 
“They're putting a junior officer in charge of a second NEO team?” 

Makoto shook her head. “She's a Lt. Commander,” Makoto paused and corrected herself. 
“She's a Commander. She was promoted when she came on board.” 

“She looked young, but she didn't look like a kid to me,” Minako said. 

“Me either,” Makoto agreed, “but Rei said she's twenty-five,” Makoto said. 

The entire table stared at Makoto. 

“No kidding,” Ryouga finally said. 

“So, I decided to be nosy,” Makoto admitted, receiving a look of disapproval from Gosnell 
to which she responded with a shrug, “and I checked on her background.” 

“She went through the academy in two and a half years,” Makoto reported, “was only an 
ensign for about a month before getting a battlefield promotion to lieutenant, skipping L-J-G 



entirely. From there she was involved in a lot of post-war clean up missions, including 'peacekeeping' 
operations.” 

Gosnell looked to Makoto oddly. “Why the emphasis on 'peacekeeping'?” 

Makoto smirked. “They were more like infantry operations, really. Only with small groups of 
Starfleet beaming into places and just shooting everyone.” Makoto smiled while shaking her head. “I 
honestly would have loved to have been there.” 

Gosnell sighed and rolled his eyes as Makoto continued. 

“She got like a billion medals and commendations and was promoted to Lt. Commander where 
she was assigned command-” 

“At Lt. Commander?” Minako asked. 

“It's not unheard of,” Jansen nodded. “There are a lot more Lt. Commanders than there are 
Captains.” 

Minako nodded as Makoto continued. “And she had that for five months. That's when she was 
sent to Cardassia to help them, and now she's here.” 

“She was a lieutenant commander for only five months?” Ryouga asked. 

“Well,” Makoto explained, “She's been on Cardassia for a year or so.” 

“Still,” Ryouga murmured. “A year and a half.” 

“I know, right?” Minako smiled. “Seems like I have been a lieutenant commander for over thirteen 
years now.” 

The group all looked to the fourth wall of the lounge before turning back to each other. 

“Admiral Saotome is in love with her, according to Rei,” Makoto smirked. 

“Ewww,” Usagi said, sticking out her tongue. 

“Yeah,” Minako nodded, “I think I saw that too when they were on the bridge this morning.” 

Makoto nodded, also sticking her tongue out, agreeing with Usagi's reaction. 

The group had a chuckle till Shampoo came in. Trailing behind her was Jitsia. Shampoo said 
something to her, then pointed to the group. Jitsia nodded and walked to the bar as Shampoo walked 
over to the table and sat down next to Amanda. 

“Nihao,” Shampoo smiled. 

“Commander,” everyone greeted as Amanda kissed Shampoo on the cheek. 

“Shampoo hope it okay, but I invited Commander Gras to join group.” Shampoo sighed a bit 
before looking to the young commander waiting on her beverage. “Shampoo know what it like to not have 
any friends on new ship. Hate for her to feel alone.” 



Amanda eyed Shampoo suspiciously. Shampoo, without having to even see the look she 
was getting, rolled her eyes and leaned into Amanda, whispering something that was likely 
horridly dirty into her ear. 

Amanda seemed placated by whatever it was Shampoo whispered and returned her 
attention to her drink. The group, for their part, nodded to Shampoo that her invitation of Jitsia 
was acceptable. 

Usagi sipped on her drink for a moment before looking up. “So, if she's a Trill, I wonder 
how many lifetimes-” Usagi stopped mid-sentence as she noticed Jitsia was no longer at the bar. 
“Where'd she go?” 

“Who?” Jitsia asked from behind Usagi. 

“YAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!
!!!!” Usagi screamed, jumping from her seat and landing behind Ryouga. Jitsia looked to Usagi 
worriedly as the rest of the group, unsure if they were more startled by Jitsia's sudden appearance 
or Usagi's melodramatics, looked to them both. 

Finally, Shampoo spoke up. “Commander, please sit down.” 

Jitsia, still a little worried about Usagi, nodded and pulled up a chair and sat between 
where Usagi's now empty chair was and Makoto. She looked to Usagi, who was peering over 
Ryouga’s shoulder. 

“I'm sorry if I startled you,” Jitsia said. “I guess I don't really have an 'off mode' for my 
stealthy approach training.” 

Makoto chuckled. “Don't worry about her. She's scared of everything.” 

“Am not,” Usagi said, cautiously moving back to her seat. 

Those at the table who had not met Jitsia on the bridge earlier all introduced themselves 
and told her what they did on the ship. Jitsia, for her part, was doing an incredibly good job 
lightening the mood as they found her to be quite charismatic. 

“Commander,” Jitsia smiled, turning to Usagi, “to answer your question, my symbiont, 
Gras, has lived for what I guess you could say has been eight lifetimes.” 

“Wow,” Ryouga said. “No wonder you were able to zip through the academy so quickly.” 

Minako, in an instant replay from their last conversation in the lounge, elbowed Ryouga, 
hard, for his bluntness as Jitsia smiled. “Actually, I wasn't joined till last year. You must be at least 
twenty-four to be eligible.” 

“I see,” Ryouga groaned, the pain from Minako's elbow still affecting him. 

“It's certainly helped me though,” Jitsia continued. “Gras has been joined with either a 
Starfleet soldier or a Trill solider since he was born.” 



Jitsia smiled, continuing. “My family has been a military family for generations, so our joining 
seemed almost like destiny.” 

“Must be a weird feeling,” Usagi said, “having something squirming around in your stomach like 
that.” 

Jitsia laughed despite the rest of the table glaring at Usagi. “You get used to it.” 

Usagi blinked at the stares she was getting. She quickly realized she needed to say something 
positive to turn their attention away from her. 

“I like your spots.” 

Jitsia again laughed while the table continued to glare at Usagi. “Thank you.” She looked to Usagi 
and gave her a comforting smile. “You're quite sweet. I was actually picked on as a kid because they are 
much darker than a Trill's spots are normally.” 

“That's mean,” Usagi glowered. “I hope you beat them up.” 

Jitsia shook her head. “No. Violence for revenge or for personal satisfaction solves nothing and 
only leads to more contempt and isolation. The best way you can harm someone who seeks to harm you 
like that is to move on, be successful and show them that what they did had no effect on you at all.” 

“Deep,” Gosnell said, making a point to glance in Makoto's direction. 

The table nodded, not noticing Gosnell's glance. 

“So, what do you think of the Sisko so far, Commander?” Makoto asked. 

“Sia, please,” Jitsia said. “And I think she is a beautiful ship. I haven't really had a chance to explore 
her fully, but what I have seen, I like.” 

“Admiral's tour not thorough?” Shampoo asked. 

Jitsia looked to Shampoo and smiled coyly. “The Admiral is an adorable man...” 

Shampoo fell over laughing. 

Jitsia looked to the floor at Shampoo, as did Amanda. 

“Shampoo remember that one,” Shampoo said as she climbed back into her chair, attempting to 
wipe tears out of her eyes in the process. 

Jitsia chuckled a bit. “As I was saying, he's a... nice... person, but he seems a little too...” 

“Infatuated?” Minako, Makoto, and Shampoo all asked simultaneously. 

Jitsia nodded. “Yeah.” 

“Did you see any of the ship?” Makoto asked. 

“A couple of decks,” Jitsia laughed. 

Makoto shook her head. 



“I have at least six weeks here, so there's plenty of time for exploring.” 

“Well,” Usagi smiled, “When you want to see engineering, let me know! I will make sure 
you get the VIP treatment.” 

Jitsia patted her on the shoulder. “Thank you.” 

Usagi nodded as she began to check out Jitsia's hair. Her shoulder length blonde hair was 
done up in a pair of pigtails that jetted out to the sides ever so slightly. However, it wasn't the 
style that was catching Usagi's attention. 

“Sia,” she finally asked, “is the last couple of centimeters of your hair blue?” 

Jitsia nodded. “Yes. And let me give you all some advice. Never, ever play truth or dare 
with a Betazoid. They cheat.” 

“You-” Ryouga stammered, “you highlighted your hair blue because of a game of truth or 
dare?” 

“Not highlighted,” Jitsia said. 

“DYED?” the whole tabled asked. 

Jitsia nodded. 

“Why?!” Minako asked. 

“Those are the rules!” Jitsia smiled. 

Usagi grinned. She was not sure why, but she had a strange feeling that she had just made 
a new friend. 

 

<Nifty Star Trek Doorbell Sound> 

JC looked up from the book he was reading. He did not really like reading, but that was 
pretty much all he could do. He had already cleaned all his anime off of the computer core, and 
while it wouldn't be THAT difficult to put a couple of episodes back on, he really wanted to be 
able to leave at a moment’s notice. 

Not that it would be the end of the world if he happened to leave any behind. It's not like 
leaving a copy here would mean he still wouldn't have his copy. 

He honestly was not sure what he was thinking when he deleted his partition. 

He sighed. Anger makes you do such stupid things. 

“Come in,” he called. 

The doors slid open and Genma stepped in. JC quickly hopped up and greeted the Admiral. 

“May I come in?” Genma asked. 



JC nodded. “Yes sir,” he replied. 

Genma moved in and walked towards JC's table, motioning for JC to follow him. Genma, carrying 
one of his 'serious business' faces that he rarely ever carried, had a seat while JC sat down across from 
him. 

“Can I get you something to drink?” JC asked. 

“No, thank you,” Genma declined. “Ranma has told me he would like for you to become the 
Miyazaki's chief engineer.” 

JC stayed silent as Genma looked to him thoughtfully. 

“I'm unsure about how I feel about this,” he continued. “As I am sure my son told you, since he 
went ahead and told you about the Miyazaki, I did offer the position of Captain to Commander Shampoo. 
Outside of that, I have been very wary of making even a single ripple in this ship's compliment as you guys 
are a well-oiled machine and even removing one cog can send that machine into disarray.” 

JC sighed. “Admiral, I-” 

Genma nodded, “He also explained that you plan on quitting if you don't get the position.” 

JC bit his lip. “When you say it like that, it makes it sound like I am trying to force your hand.” 

“Aren't you?” 

“I didn't ask for the position,” JC said. “I'm content on simply quitting.” 

Genma looked to JC. “Why?” 

“Personal matters.” 

Genma sighed. “And you won't have these personal matters on the Miyazaki?” 

JC shook his head. “I can honestly say that I wouldn't.” 

Genma looked to JC oddly. “If I promise things were to stay between us, would you tell me?” 

“Admiral, you could not possibly take no action if I told you why I no longer feel like I can serve on 
this ship. You would not be doing your job otherwise,” JC explained. “That said, I care more about this 
ship than I do revenge or any personal grievances I might have against some people which is why I am 
content just leaving and allowing the past to stay in the past.” 

Genma sat there for a couple of minutes. He did not have to be a Betazoid to have a fairly good 
idea who at least one of the people that JC was talking about was. 

Genma finally conceded to JC's demands. “We're rendezvousing with another ship in a little less 
than 48 hours. 24 hours after that, I'll be departing. Ranma says you'd like to go with me.” 

“If that is possible,” JC nodded. “I'd be happy to work with the shipbuilders and provide whatever 
assistance I can, having worked here for as long as I have.” 



Genma nodded. “I actually think the Trinity development team will appreciate your 
input.” Genma and JC both stood up, Genma stretching out his hand. “Tie up your loose ends and 
be prepared to depart in 72 hours, Lieutenant Commander Devall.” 

A broad smile crossed JC's face. 

“Yes sir.” 

 

Rei and the rest of the NSO team stood outside of NEO holodeck one. Bravo team quietly 
chatted among themselves, something that normally Rei would have scolded them for doing as 
she wanted them totally focused before a training exercise, but she was too frustrated at this 
point. 

She very clearly told Commander Gras that they were going to run the exercise, one that 
was in part HER idea no less, at 09:00. Yet she was nowhere to be found. 

“Computer!” Rei finally barked. “Where is Commander Jitsia Gras?” 

“Commander Gras is on deck six, section seventy-nine,” the computer replied. 

“What the fuck is she doing there?” Rei demanded to know, slamming her rifle to the 
deck. 

Seemingly on cue, her communicator chirped. “Gras to Hino.” 

“Go,” Rei growled. 

Jitsia could likely feel Rei's anger pulsating out of her communicator. Every one of the NSO 
soldiers looked to her, slightly worried that her forehead veins were all about to burst 
simultaneously. 

“I am REALLY sorry about being late,” Jitsia apologized. “I am...” her speaking softened 
slightly, “having a bit of difficulty pulling myself away from Admiral Saotome.” 

Rei slammed herself against the holodeck doors. “Do we need to reschedule?” 

The group could hear Genma say sometime to Jitsia, then her say something back. A short, 
quite conversation was then mumbled before some muffled crying, finally, a disturbed Jitsia 
replied. 

“No... I will be there shortly.” 

Rei looked to Shelton, then Parker as more crying is heard, followed by Jitsia apologizing 
to Genma. 

“Okay, see you soon,” Rei slowly said before ending the conversation. 

“Man,” Anthony smirked, “if I ever get like that when I get old, someone shoot me.” 

“What do you mean 'when you get old'?” Kio scoffed. “You're like that now.” 



Anthony scowled at Kio as the rest of the group laughed at him. After they were done laughing at 
the young Sergeant, the ten officers chatted and waited some more, Kio's group poking more fun at 
Anthony in the process. 

After about ten minutes, an eternity in Rei's mind, Jitsia came running up, dressed in the same 
'jungle' NSO jumpsuit, still applying the camouflage makeup to her face. 

“Commander,” she said, moving towards Rei, “again, I apologize.” 

Rei nodded. “Doesn't seem to be your fault.” 

Jitsia smiled a bit. “I told him I needed to be back here by 09:00, but-” 

Rei cut her off. “It's irrelevant. You're here now.” 

Jitsia nodded, not oblivious to Rei's unhappiness with her. Kio walked up next to the pair, looking 
Jitsia over. While they had met earlier, this was the first time Kio had seen her in her NSO gear. 

She was not really that impressed. In fact, in Kio’s opinion Jitsia looked more like a teenage girl 
dressed up as a soldier for Halloween than she did like an actual soldier. 

However, she had heard things. 

She noticed that Jitsia was carrying an extra tricorder, rather than a second phaser. She didn't 
seem to have as much stuff in her backpack as Kio did either, nor did she have as many grenades. 

She assumed that perhaps that was because she was in a hurry and did not grab as much stuff, 
especially because it was simply a simulation, but still. 

“Which team is she going to be on?” Kio asked Rei, still looking at Jitsia. 

“I thought you-” Jitsia started to state as Rei turned to Kio. 

“We're going to give the Commander a little test,” Rei smiled. 

“Test?” Kio asked. 

Rei nodded as she put her hand on Jitsia's shoulder and gave her a faux loving squeeze. “Capture 
the flag. Us verses her.” 

Kio looked to Rei, then back to Jitsia. “No kidding.” 

“Since we have a numerical advantage, Commander,” Rei said, smiling at Jitsia, “we'll let you have 
a ten-minute handicap.” 

Jitsia nodded, turned her training rifle on, smiled to Kio and walked into the holodeck, where the 
simulation was already running, and ran into the imaginary jungle. 

Kio turned to Rei and gave her a look. “Seems a little unfair to do this to her on her first day.” 

“She should have been on time.” 

Kio smirked. 



 

“This shouldn't this hard,” Anthony whispered over comms. “It's like ten against one.” 

“Mmm,” Kio mumbled to herself, quickly looking to her watch. 

The group had now been in the holodeck for the better part of an hour. Far longer than 
they should have been, especially since, as Anthony had said, it was ten of them against one of 
her. 

“I think Commander Hino set us up,” Kio eventually whispered back to Anthony. “I also 
think she's making us the sacrificial lambs, which is why we're being sent forward.” 

“Baaaah,” Kagurazaka called out over comms. 

Kio simply shook her head as she stopped and took up a position behind one of the 
holographic rocks. Whoever this new girl really was, she was already proving to be good. First, she 
set up one tricorder to emit a false bio sign and almost caused Bravo and Alpha team to get into 
a fire fight with each other. 

Then she activated a destabilization field which was now making their tricorders useless, 
including the system that identified friendlies, meaning that again, they could end up getting into 
a fire fight with Rei's team. 

Now, Kio understood, why that second tricorder was a better choice than a second 
phaser. 

“Kio, we're coming up behind you,” Rei reported. 

“Copy,” Kio said. “Schaefer is directly east of me and Kagurazaka directly west, so don't 
shoot them.” 

“Roger.” 

Kio looked through her binoculars towards some trees and rocks. She didn't see anything. 

“Where the hell is she?” 

Kio nearly leapt into the air as Rei put her hand on Kio's shoulder. 

“Sorry, Lieutenant.” 

Kio nodded, gasping for air. “No problem, Commander.” 

“Ideas?” Rei asked. 

“If she's perched in a tree, she's going to pick us off if we run for the flag,” Kio said, 
pointing towards their endgame; a UFP flag posted up in the middle of the far forest. 

“But honestly,” Kio continued, “I am using infrared and I don't see anything over there.” 



Rei scowled. “We can't let a newcomer beat us on our turf, Lieutenant.” Rei looked towards the 
flag. “If you guys hook around towards the east, we can flank from the west and likely overwhelm her.” 

“Cannon-fodder,” Kio chuckled. 

Rei sighed. “They aren't real cannons.” 

Kio nodded and activated her communicator. “Kagurazaka, move east.” 

“Aye,” 

She quickly explained the plan to her team and the group slowly began to move through the 
bushes to the east. They moved about a third of the way up a make-shift pathway before the sound of 
twigs snapping was heard to their west. 

“Nine o'clock!” Kio said. Anthony and Kagurazaka popped up to fire and both were nearly 
immediately hit – in the back – by orange blobs. The hits deactivated the two soldier’s guns, as per the 
rules of the NEO holodeck simulations – dead men cannot shoot. 

“FUCK ME!” Kio screeched. “She's behind us!” 

Kio quickly turned her group around and had them start to back pedal, but the commotion ended 
up giving away their position, and without ever seeing their assassin, two more of Bravo team were shot 
and were, technically, dead. 

Kio, the sole survivor of the ambush, dropped to the ground. She looked to Anthony, who was 
simply sitting there, a dejected look on his face. The look changed to a slight grin though and he began to 
shake his head as he chuckled a bit. 

“What?” Kio angrily asked. 

“You have a dot on your head,” he replied. 

Kio sighed. 

“I don't want to shoot you in the face,” Jitsia said over the comms, her smile very much apparent. 
“But for all intents and purposes, you're dead, Lieutenant.” 

Kio slammed her gun to the ground and sat down next to Anthony. Kagurazaka looked to the pair. 

“Baaaaahhhhh,” he smiled. 

 

“That was definitely phaser fire,” Parker said as the group slowly moved ahead of Rei. Rei nodded 
and looked behind her at the rest of her group. 

“Hopefully, Bravo keeps her busy long enough for us to get to the flag.” 

“Is that what we want?” Shelton asked. “To lose half our group?” 

Rei shrugged. “It's just a simulation.” 

“That's not really the point,” Shelton sighed. 



Rei again shrugged before walking into the back of a stopped Parker. She turned around, 
ready to smack him when she noticed why he was stopped. 

“What the hell?” Rei asked, looking at small piles of grass in their path. “Where did she 
get mines from?” 

The group gingerly zig-zagged their way around the mine field. There, out in the open, 
they saw their prize. Sitting no more than 100 meters away was the UFP flag, waving in the 
holographic created breeze. 

“Ladies first,” Shelton smiled. 

Rei glared at him before he relented and poked his head out. 

Nothing. 

Shelton inhaled deeply and bolted for the flag. As he did, Jitsia popped out of the wooded 
area behind Alpha team and shot the remaining four in the backs. 

Shelton, flag in hand, danced around in celebration before noticing how pissed Rei looked. 

“Aw drat,” Jitsia smiled as she meandered past the 'dead' members of Alpha Team and 
towards Shelton. “I guess I...” she handed Shelton her phaser rifle as a trophy as she spoke, “lost.” 

“You cheated,” Rei complained, pointing towards the mine field. “You were only 
supposed to use standard issue gear. Where did you get mines?” 

Jitsia continued to smile smugly as she walked up to her mine field and kicked one of the 
clumps of grass, revealing it to simply be nothing more than a clump of grass. 

“I needed a way to slow you guys down,” she explained. “I wasn't sure if it would work. 
Glad to see it did.” 

Rei continued to scowl as Kio and her group walked over. 

“Commander,” Kio asked Jitsia, “how did you trick us into thinking you were to the west 
when you were behind us?” 

“That's a simple trick with a jury-rigged stun grenade,” she explained. “You take apart the 
detonator, attach it to a stick, and once the timer is up, the triggering mechanism will snap the 
stick.” 

Jitsia smiled and patted Kio on the shoulder. “What was harder was shadowing you guys. 
You move very well, and very quietly for such a large unit.” 

“Large?” Rei asked. 

Jitsia nodded. “Five people moving in such a tight formation is very difficult to do 
stealthfully.” The blonde Commander again smiled to Kio and her group. “You guys are very, very 
good.” 



Kio smiled back a bit, but then softened the smile. “It's taken work, and we've lost some good 
people in the process.” 

Jitsia nodded understandingly. “You have to remember though, even though it's tough at the 
time, but every loss is a chance to learn and grow. And if you move backwards, you're basically erasing 
everything that person died for.” 

Kio and the rest of the group nodded. Rei looked around at everyone before clearing her throat. 
“Well, now that we're done here, I think we can call it a day.” 

Shelton raised an eyebrow as he thought of something to say, however Lt. Yuki beat him to it. 

“We don't have to do it again?” 

“Why would we?” Rei asked. 

“We lost.” 

“We got the flag.” 

Kio was about to object again but Kagurazaka pulled her back as Anthony stepped forward. 

“And that is why you guys will always be Alpha team,” he smiled. “Thank you, Commander.” 

Rei nodded to the Sargent as he and Bravo team walked off, Kagurazaka seemingly forcing Kio to 
come along. 

Shelton again looked to Rei. 

“I have work to do,” she answered the unasked question. 

Jitsia smiled. “I'm going to go change, then I will come and help.” 

Rei forced a smile and nodded as Jitsia all but bounced off. Alpha team also trickled out of the 
holodeck except for Shelton, Rei and Parker. 

“Et tu, Parker?” Rei asked, looking to the Lieutenant. 

He shrugged as Shelton shook his head at Rei. “She kicked the shit out of us, Commander.” 

“It's just a simulation, and it was just to see how good she was,” Rei argued. “Now I know.” 

Shelton looked to Rei with the look Rei had grown to despise. 

“Look, you know I am not content with loosing ninety percent of my team to reach an objective,” 
Rei said, “but I think we both know that if we actually put any effort into this, it wouldn't be an issue at 
all, and we would have been as successful as we always are.” 

Shelton nodded. “I don't disagree with that at all.” 

“So, what's the problem?” 

Parker smirked. “That you're not actually making us do this till we are successful.” 

Shelton nodded. “When you change, we get scared.” 



Parker nodded in agreement. 

Rei rolled her eyes. “She's not that important,” she said as she walked to the holodeck 
exit, leaving Parker and Shelton alone. 

Parker looked to Shelton and smiled slightly. 

“I've never seen her envious before.” 

Shelton shook his head, smiling as well. “Neither have I. While I am afraid of where this 
might go, I cannot help but want to be there.” 

Parker nodded in agreement as the pair exited the holodeck. 

 

“Ranma...” Akane called, concern in her voice as she caught up to him in the corridor. 

Ranma turned, stopped, and smiled to his wife. His smile faded when he saw the 
distressed look on her face. He was never happy to see her in any kind of mood that was not a 
good one. It was even worse when she seemed upset, not just because it usually ended up in her 
blaming it on him. 

It also made him feel bad to see her feeling bad. 

“What's wrong?” he asked. 

“Have you seen your father today?” she asked. 

Ranma shook his head. “No, why?” 

“I was just in the lounge getting lunch and he's in there, sitting in a corner booth by 
himself, drinking and crying.” 

Ranma's eyes went wide. “What? You had lunch without me?” 

“RANMA!” Akane yelled, malleting Ranma. “Did you do something to him?” she 
demanded to know. 

“No!” Ranma snapped, rubbing his head. He then sighed, turned towards a turbolift and 
began to move off. “I guess I need to go see what the hell is wrong with him.” 

“Be nice to him for once!” Akane ordered. 

Ranma rolled his eyes. “I am nice to him plenty,” he said, stepping into the lift. 

 

Ranma walked into the lounge and nodded to the few patrons who noticed and 
acknowledged him. He then did see his father, sitting in the corner of lounge, sitting in a booth, 
sipping on a beer. 

Ranma walked over to the booth and looked down to his father. 



“Are you okay?” Ranma asked? 

Genma nodded and motioned for Ranma to sit down. Ranma did and looked his father over for a 
minute before speaking again. 

“What's wrong?” 

“I'm old,” Genma replied. 

Ranma sighed heavily and leaned back. “Really? That's why you're down here causing a ruckus? 
Because you realized that just like everyone else, you have to grow old?” 

Genma looked up to Ranma and nodded. “Yes.” 

Ranma shook his head. “I'm sorry?” 

Genma shrugged. “Don't be. I should be apologizing to you, Commander Hino and Commander 
Gras.” 

“Oh?” 

Genma nodded. “She's just so young and full of life. She kind of made me feel young again.” 

“Pop, you have a wife,” Ranma scowled. 

“I'm NOT attracted to her,” Genma growled. The elder Saotome shook his head disapprovingly at 
his son before continuing. “She made me feel the way YOU did when you were younger.” 

Ranma looked to his father in awe. “Oh,” is all he could say. 

“I am sure it looks worse than I mean for it too,” Genma said, laughing a bit. “Gross old man 
wanting to hang out with pretty young girl.” 

Ranma nodded. “Yes,” he nodded some more. “Yes, that's pretty much the impression everyone 
is getting.” 

Genma glared at Ranma before drinking some more beer and relaxing a bit. “Well, don't worry. I 
realized today that she's got a job to do, and I was interfering with it, so I will leave her alone now.” Genma 
looked to Ranma. “I hope you will clear things up for me.” 

Ranma shook his head. “No, I think you can do that fine yourself.” 

Genma sighed. “Fine.” He started to take another drink, but Ranma took the beer away from him. 

“That's not how you deal with problems either,” Ranma scolded. 

Genma again scowled at Ranma. He did acknowledge that Ranma had a bit more insight into these 
matters than he did, having dealt with Shampoo and her issues with alcohol, so he would allow Ranma to 
'parent' him a bit more. 

Ranma stood and placed his hand on Genma's shoulder before sighing, leaning over and hugging 
him. “As long as you're okay,” he said. 



Genma, albeit a bit stunned at first from Ranma's outward display of emotion towards 
him, smiled slightly and wrapped an arm around Ranma. He nodded slowly. 

“Yeah, I'm fine, son. Thank you.” 

Ranma pulled away and patted his father on the shoulder. As he started to walk away, 
Genma called out after him. 

“You should get to know her. She's very nice, a warrior like yourself and a joy to be 
around.” 

Ranma laughed. “I'm not so sure about that. I'm finally at the point where Akane won't 
whomp me for speaking to a woman. I am unsure if I want to start over.” 

Genma laughed. “Fair enough.” 

Ranma walked away, waving towards Gosnell. Genma watched him move on, pondering 
in his head the what ifs of his family tree that had Ranma and Jitsia as his children. 

 

Jitsia felt a bit over dressed as she walked into Rei's office. While she had went and put 
up her gear, showered, and then gotten changed into her duty uniform, Rei had opted to simply 
wash the camouflage face paint off her face, and had slithered halfway out of her black jump suit, 
opting to tie the top of it around her waist, and had simply tossed her gear on to one of the chairs 
in her office. 

Rei seemed to notice the blonde Commander noticing her rather casual gray tank top and 
had to decide whether to simply roll her eyes and not bother with an explanation, or to tell the 
strange woman exactly how she felt about what she assumed was her judgment. 

Rei opted for diplomacy, since the Admiral was still on board and she didn't need a lecture 
from him, considering the apparent crush he on her. 

“I know what you're thinking,” Rei said, motioning for Jitsia to sit down across from her. 
“I try and keep everyone to where they can be deployable as fast as possible since we're also 
tasked with counter-mutiny and authority-reassertion on board.” 

Jitsia nodded. “Makes sense.” She cleared her throat before continuing. “I apologize if I 
somehow gave the impression that I was...” she paused, “...judging your appearance.” 

Rei looked up. “Well, you did give me a look when you walked in.” 

Jitsia blushed slightly. “Yes, well...” she paused again, the normally outspoken woman 
having a difficult time finding the words for what she was trying to say, “...it was more to do with 
the fact I was surprised at...” she trailed off. 

“Surprised at?” 

Jitsia turned away for a moment. “I appreciate aesthetics, Commander,” she said, quietly. 

Rei blinked. “I am not sure what you're-” 



Jitsia sighed, realizing that no amount of beating around the bush was going to cut it and she 
needed to be straight and to the point. She turned back to Rei, her steel gray eyes connecting directly 
with Rei's dark brown ones. 

“I didn't realize how large your breasts were and was checking you out,” she bluntly stated. Rei 
turned bright red as Jitsia continued. “My jealously overrode my discretion, I suppose.” 

Rei quickly looked away and began to shuffle through her PADDs. “Yes, well... It happens.” 

<Nifty Star Trek Doorbell Sound> 

Rei looked up to see Kio standing outside of her office. “Come in,” she called. 

Kio popped in and nodded to Jitsia. “Commander,” she greeted. Jitsia nodded back before Kio 
turned back to Rei. “Do you mind if we go downstairs?” 

Rei shook her head. “No. We have an EVA drill in the morning though, so unless you want your 
suits filled with vomit, I'd lay off the alcohol.” 

Kio smirked. “I'll let them know.” She again nodded to the pair and darted off. Jitsia, thankful for 
the distraction, turned back to Rei. 

“How is she?” 

Rei shuffled through a couple more PADDs before handing one to Jitsia. “She's had some issues, 
mostly personal, but otherwise she's performed wonderfully.” 

“Where did you find her?” 

“LDF,” Rei explained. “Admiral Larson suggested her to me.” Rei leaned back a bit. “He didn't 
explain at the time that it was a last-ditch effort to get her from quitting Starfleet, because quite frankly 
had I known she was THAT fragile I wouldn't have taken her.” 

“Fragile?” Jitsia asked. 

Rei nodded. “She'd just been in an action that ended with most of her squad killed, including her 
husband. She was leading it, so she blamed herself.” 

Rei slid Jitsia another PADD before continuing. “Those issues followed her here, and it took a lot 
of work getting her to realize that she wasn't a failure.” 

“Worth it?” 

Rei nodded. “Yes. She's an asset to this ship and to Starfleet.” Rei quickly sat up and eyed Jitsia. 
“And you will take her over my dead body.” 

Jitsia laughed. “I promise you; I do not plan on taking anyone from your team.” 

Rei leaned back again and smiled. 

“Except,” Jitsia started, causing Rei to sit back up, “Admiral Saotome is likely to transfer Lt. Dowis 
to my ship until my team has been trained.” 



Rei grumbled. “I am not pleased with that.” 

Jitsia shrugged. “Believe me, Commander, I don't want to cause a single ripple in your 
team. I believe in the philosophy of 'if it isn't broke, don't fix it', but it's not my choice.” 

Rei sighed. “I'll speak to the Admiral.” 

Jitsia nodded. “I've already suggested that once assembled, we simply move my team 
here and run joint drills and allow Lt. Dowis to train us aboard the Sisko so that you guys can stay 
intact, and we can learn from not only the best, but those who have already done this.” She turned 
and looked towards several awards that hung on Rei's wall. “After all, textbooks and simulations 
are one thing, but you guys...” she turned back to Rei, “...you guys have done it.” 

Rei allowed a smug grin to creep across her face. Her brain was screaming at her as well, 
warning her that she was letting her guard down, and this woman was getting to her through 
flattery. 

She didn't seem to fight too hard against it though. 

“You want to go get something to drink?” Rei asked. 

“I thought-” 

“I lied,” Rei answered. “Well, not really, but I hate paperwork.” 

Jitsia shrugged. “Sure.” 

Rei smiled and stood. “I'll meet you down in the lounge. Going to go change and freshen 
up a bit.” 

Jitsia nodded and followed Rei out of her office. 

  



CHAPTER EIGHT – VISITOR 
 

Ranma, as he did every morning, swatted at the alarm clock that did not exist in an attempt to 
silence the beeping that awoke him, and disturbed, but didn't seem to wake Akane. 

“Silence alarm,” he mumbled, pulling the covers back over his head and pulling himself closer to 
his wife. 

He rested his head between her unclothed breasts and sighed contently. Akane moaned slightly 
as she woke up a bit more from Ranma's 'fondling' of her. 

“Morning comes too quickly,” she complained, looking down towards the covered lump that was 
her husband. 

“Mmm,” he replied, closing his eyes as he adjusted himself slightly. 

Akane smiled and slid her hand under the blanket, running her hand through his hair as she turned 
and looked towards the couple's bedroom window. Outside, past the sloping matte-silver hull of the ship, 
was a dark, twinkling starfield, simply sitting. 

“We're stopped,” she acknowledged. 

Ranma slowly crawled his way from under the covers, nuzzling Akane as he moved up her body, 
making a point to kiss her neck, then her lips, before looking towards first the window, then a clock. 

06:02:41. 

“Yeah,” he nodded before turning back to Akane. “We were only about five hours out from the 
rendezvous point when I went to bed.” 

Akane looked up to Ranma, smiling. Ranma leaned back down and kissed her again as she was 
about to speak. She returned the kiss, her hand exploring the side of his face before he slowly rolled off 
her and sat up. 

Akane sat up as well, watching Ranma starting to get dressed for work. 

“Who are we meeting?” 

Ranma shrugged. “I don't know. Pop is keeping it a secret.” 

Akane stood and walked to her dresser to find a bra. “That's weird.” 

“It's scary is what it is,” Ranma said as he pulled on his pants. “He's either got some really good 
surprise for me, or something I am really going to hate.” 

Akane snapped the clasps on the bra together and walked to the closet to find a uniform as Ranma 
pulled his red command shirt on. “Hopefully, it's something good.” 

“Mmm,” Ranma mumbled as he put on his uniform jacket, very much in doubt of anything good 
coming out of a secret meeting. 



Ranma waited for Akane to finish getting dressed before looking at the clock again. 
“Gosnell has an all you can eat omelet bar today,” he smiled. 

Akane rolled her eyes and laughed. “Okay, let's go.” 

Ranma smiled, took Akane's hand and escorted his wife to the lounge where he took full 
advantage of Gosnell's generous offer. 

 

Ranma walked into his ready room and groaned. He had thought his days of having an 
admiral usurp his office were over with, but he was proven wrong when he saw Genma speaking 
to someone on his terminal. 

Genma looked up and nodded to his son before returning his attention to the 
communication. Ranma assumed from the bellowing and squawking coming from the terminal 
that he was speaking to Happosai. 

His assumption was all but confirmed when he noticed Genma cower a little. Despite now 
being the same rank as the old pervert, Genma still had a slight fear of him. 

Genma nodded a couple of times, apologized a couple of times, and bowed slightly before 
closing the communication. He looked to Ranma who gave him a look letting him know exactly 
how pathetic his bowing and scraping was. 

“What?” Genma asked, despite knowing the answer. 

“I can't believe you're still afraid of him,” Ranma grumbled. “And weren't you given access 
to a sub-space communication system in your quarters?” 

Genma scowled. “I look more official in here.” 

Ranma laughed and sat down on his couch. “So, what did the old freak want?” 

“Well, first off,” Genma sighed, “your mother says hello.” 

Ranma smiled. 

“Secondly, ADMIRAL Happosai will be here shortly. His ship is the one we're meeting 
with.” 

“Oh no,” Ranma stood and shook his head feverishly; the Sisko's captain turning both a 
shade of dark red and bright blue simultaneously. “That 'man' is not allowed on my ship.” 

“You're saying that as if you have a choice.” 

Ranma stared at his father for a moment. “How is he going to get permission? I thought 
we were a part of Starfleet Intelligence now?” 

“He was granted access by the Starfleet Chief of Staff,” Genma explained. 

Ranma dropped back down on to his couch and silently swore to himself. 



“I swear, if he so much as looks at one of my crew the wrong way, I am throwing him in the brig.” 

Genma nodded. “He'll be here in a few hours. In the meantime, we need to move towards the 
Federation-Klingon border. There is a situation that requires your attention.” 

“Oh?” 

Genma nodded and pointed to his communicator. Ranma sighed and hit his. “Saotome to 
Shampoo.” 

“Go ahead.” 

“We need to start heading towards the Klingon border.” 

“Aye,” Shampoo responded. “Anywhere in particular?” 

Ranma looked to Genma who began to speak loud enough for Shampoo to hear him. “Starbase 
1-1-3. Maximum warp.” 

“Yes sir,” she replied. The Sisko soon started moving again and was headed for the border. Ranma 
looked to Genma for further instructions. 

“Well?” 

“There was some research going on at the Starbase,” Genma explained. “Starfleet Security 
determined one of the researchers was leaking information to the Klingons and while trying to apprehend 
him, things went wrong and now he has hostages.” 

Genma looked down to the terminal. “As close as the facility is to the border, they're worried that 
the Klingons are going to fly by, grab him, and fly away, but at the same time he's apparently wearing an 
explosive vest, so they don't want to just storm the room he's in either and kill everyone.” 

Ranma nodded. “What were they researching?” 

Genma cleared his throat. “Weapons.” 

“Okay then. 1-1-3 isn't more than a day away, so hopefully the negotiators can keep him 
distracted till then.” 

Genma nodded. “I'll go brief your NEO teams,” he said, standing. “If I'm not back by the time the 
Admiral arrives, please let me know?” 

Ranma glared at his father. “Oh, I will.” 

Genma chuckled nervously at Ranma before walking off. 

THREE AND A HALF HOURS LATER. 

“Sir, the U.S.S.-” Minako paused, looked to her terminal to make sure she was reading things right, 
then continued. “The... U.S.S. Pantsu... is hailing us.” 

Ranma face palmed as Shampoo slowly turned to him. Genma looked up from what he was 
reading at the science terminal, then looked to Ranma. 



“On screen,” Ranma groaned. 

The image of a smugly grinning Happosai appeared. “Hello, Ranma. Long time.” 

“Not long enough,” Ranma responded. Happosai smirked at Ranma before looking around 
the Sisko's bridge. His grin widened as he noticed that except for Genma, Ranma and Ikuhara, 
there were only girls staffing the stations. 

Hot ones, no less. 

“I will be beaming over there shortly. No need to drop out of warp, however. I know you 
have someplace to be.” 

Ranma nodded. 

“Why don't you go to greet me in the transporter room,” he smiled. 

Ranma nodded, albeit forced and stood. “I'll see you in a moment.” 

Happosai nodded and closed the channel. 

Ranma slowly walked to the turbolift but stopped just shy of it. He turned to Makoto. 
“Please have a couple of marines,” Ranma paused for a second, “male marines, meet me down 
there.” 

“Yes sir...” she nodded. 

 

Ranma walked into the transporter room with Ryouga and two enlisted Marines. Ranma 
headed over to the transporter chief and patted him on the shoulder, an unhappy noise escaping 
him before he spoke to the Senior Chief Petty Officer. 

“When our guest beams over, I want for you to hold him in the buffer for a moment.” 

The Chief blinked, then nodded. “Yes sir. He's beaming over now.” 

Ranma watched the terminal before it beeped. The Chief looked to his captain for further 
instructions. 

“Is he carrying anything?” 

The Chief looked to the display and nodded. “Yes sir. Looks to be...” he paused, confusion 
on his face. “Looks to be a bucket of water.” 

Ryouga backed away from the transporter pad as Ranma growled. “Can you rematerialize 
him without it?” 

The Chief nodded, performed some tasks, then completed the transport. 

Ranma moved to the pad and smiled at Happosai. Happosai quickly made a motion like 
he was throwing the non-existent bucket of water on Ranma before pouncing. His eyes narrowed 
as he noticed he was latched on to a still male Captain Saotome. 



“Clever,” Happosai admitted. 

Ranma nodded before yanking Happosai off him and tossing him to the deck. Happosai looked to 
the three Marines before turning back to Ranma. 

“You made Ryouga a marine?” 

Ryouga began to glow, causing a bit of fright to go through his two subordinates. Ranma nodded 
to Happosai and pointed towards the door. 

“It was a better use of his talents than helm.” 

Ryouga looked to Ranma, grinning slightly. 

“What are they doing here?” Happosai demanded to know as he walked with Ranma out the door, 
the three soldiers following close behind. 

“Well, someone as important as you needs a security escort,” Ranma said, grabbing Happosai as 
he started to move towards a female crew member, and leading him towards the turbolift. 

“Well,” Happosai nodded, “I am pretty important.” 

Ranma guided Happosai into the turbolift. 

“NEO OPERATIONS!” Happosai called out. 

“I'm sorry,” the computer replied, “but access to that deck is restricted.” 

“RANMA!” Happosai bellowed. 

“Bridge,” Ranma instructed the lift. 

“I WANT TO SEE NEO OPERATIONS!” Happosai complained. 

“You heard the lady,” Ranma grumbled as the lift began to move upwards. “Those decks are 
restricted.” 

“I'M AN ADMIRAL!” Happosai yelled. 

“Use your indoor voice, please,” Ranma requested. “Besides, there is nothing interesting up there. 
Just holodecks, offices and an armory.” 

Happosai scowled. “But that's where the new commander is.” 

The three marines looked to Happosai. Ryouga had given the enlistees a summary of what 
Happosai was like, but nothing is like seeing it firsthand. 

“Sorry,” Ranma said. 

Happosai sighed. “Well, that's okay, I can see her at dinner.” 

“Dinner?!” Ranma asked. 

Happosai nodded as the lift came to a stop. “Your father was nice enough to ask me to stay for 
dinner.” 



Ranma growled as the five walked onto the bridge. Happosai's eyes widened as he looked 
around. The women were even better looking in person than they were on the viewscreen. 

He quickly bounced towards operations, however Ryouga grabbed his collar and pulled 
him back to them. 

“Tell your goon to let me go!” Happosai ordered. 

The bridge crew all turned to see what the commotion was. Usagi, though, from her 
position down at engineering near the fore section of the bridge, could not see Happosai past the 
tactical station, due to both the terminals, the Marines, and Happosai's miniscule stature. 

“Where's that admiral?” she asked. 

Ryouga held Happosai up for Usagi to see. Usagi backed up, bumping into her terminal. 
The leer coming from Happosai was that strong. 

“Come with me, please,” Ranma requested. Happosai, still firmly in the grasp of Ryouga, 
complied – albeit against his will. 

“SAVE ME, SHAMPOO!!!!” he screamed as he was drug into Ranma's ready room, his arms 
and legs flailing in every direction at once. 

“What the hell?” Makoto asked. 

Shampoo looked at Ranma's office door before returning to the captain’s chair. “Don't let 
guard down around that one,” she cautioned. 

 

Genma rushed over and hugged Happosai tightly. 

“Master! Good to see you!” 

Happosai rolled his eyes at the faux adulation from the Admiral. “Genma, when will you 
stop being such an ass-kisser?” 

Genma began to cry, but not before Ranma could glare at him. 

“Dinner?” 

Genma chuckled nervously. “It's the very least we could do, seeing how he came all this 
way.” 

“Ranma!” Happosai turned around and smirked. “I will expect quarters as big as yours 
while I am here.” 

“Quarters?!” Ranma laughed. “You have your own ship to sleep on.” 

“Who said I will be sleeping?” Happosai smugly stated. 

Ranma rolled his eyes. “You have your own holodecks as well.” 



“INGRATE!” Happosai yelled. He turned to Genma and glared at him. “Make Ranma give me 
quarters!” 

Genma looked to Ranma who was staring at him with a look that made it quite clear that the elder 
Saotome's life was clearly endangered. Genma again, chuckled nervously and turned back to Happosai. “I 
don't think the Sisko has any spare.” 

“Then give me yours!” 

Genma stammered. 

“You are NOT staying long enough to need quarters,” Ranma growled. “The fact I allowed you to 
board at all will be enough.” 

Happosai snarled at the insubordination coming from Ranma. However, for the time being he 
decided to let it slide. There would be plenty of time for him to give Ranma the comeuppance he deserved. 

The tiny Admiral began to walk around the ready room, looking at the various medals and plaques 
that hung the walls. He made various 'impressed' noises at some of the larger, shinier ones, particularly 
Ranma's Presidential Medal of Honor plaque. 

“I see you have done well with your command,” he noted. 

Ryouga looked to Ranma. Ranma nodded as he continued to stare at his father with a look that 
was putting out enough heat to likely propel the Sisko into transwarp again. 

“I have,” Ranma paused and corrected himself while still glaring at his father. “We have done 
quite well.” 

“I assumed you would fail,” Happosai admitted, walking around a bit more.  “But I guess you're 
just lucky.” 

“Luck has nothing to do with it,” Ranma said, having grown tired of glaring at his father - who had 
managed to hide himself behind Ranma's desk computer - and now grew concerned that he lost track of 
the lecherous old admiral. Ranma began to look around for where Happosai went as he continued. “I have 
a good crew who is good at what they do.” 

Happosai walked back out of the corridor that went from the ready room to the bathroom. “I 
suppose. I am surprised that you kept that cook as your chief engineer. After all, you moved him,” he said, 
pointing to Ryouga. 

Ryouga moved forwards a bit but stopped when he saw Ranma motioning for him to relax. 

“Ryouga moved himself,” Ranma explained. “He wanted to do something more for Starfleet and 
the Federation, so I allowed him to.” Ranma turned to Ryouga and smiled a bit. “Quite frankly I am happy 
he did. He's an excellent marine.” 

“How was he as a pilot?” Happosai smirked. 

Ranma looked to his old nemesis. “Adequate.” 



Ryouga chuckled a bit. Happosai on the other hand laughed boisterously. “Adequate you 
say?” Happosai moved towards the group. “Anyway, I think – HEY LOOK OVER THERE!” 

No one looked as Happosai pointed towards the window. 

“Ah, the hell with it,” Happosai grumbled. He took some water he had been keeping 
hidden behind his back and tossed it on Ranma. Enough of the water also landed on Ryouga, 
causing him to transform as well. 

The two marines, having never seen this happen before, looked on dumbfoundedly as 
Happosai pounced on their now female captain. 

“BWEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!” Ryouga-P-Chan screamed. 

“Oh, how I missed those!” Happosai said, planting his face between Ranma-chan's 
breasts. 

“GET OFF OF ME!” Ranma-Chan screamed. Genma looked on both sadly and quite 
distressed, before quickly sitting back down behind Ranma's desk and typing something up on his 
terminal. 

“NOM NOM NOM!” Happosai giggled as he slithered around and glommed on to Ranma-
chan's butt. 

“FOR FUCKS SAKE, SHOOT HIM!” Ranma-Chan screamed at the still flabbergasted 
marines. 

“BWEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!” Ryouga-P-Chan squealed as he tried to 
figure out how his pig body could make his phaser rifle work. 

The two remaining humanoid marines quickly found their wits and shot the molester 
attached to Ranma's ass. 

“It was worth it,” Happosai sighed contently before falling to the deck. 

The door to Ranma's ready room opened and Makoto and Shampoo came running in, 
their phasers drawn. 

“BWEEEEEEEEEE!” Ryouga-P-Chan squealed as he jumped up and down on Happosai's 
now unconscious body. 

Ranma-Chan turned to Shampoo. “Hot water, please,” she dryly requested. Shampoo 
nodded and ran over to Ranma's replicator. The red-headed captain turned to the marines while 
pointing to Happosai. 

“Take him to the transporter room and send him back to his ship.” 

“Yes sir – err, ma'am,” one of the marines responded as Shampoo came back and poured 
water on Ryouga. 

“Oh my,” Makoto blinked, looking to the now naked Ryouga. 



“Don't stare!” he cried as he quickly began to get dressed. 

“It's okay,” Makoto said, a very sly grin coming across her face. “At least now I understand why 
Minako likes you so much.” 

Ryouga turned bright red as he finished zipping up his jacket and dragging the stunned Happosai 
out of the room. Ranma-Chan turned slowly to Makoto, giving her the most disapproving look that she 
could muster. 

Makoto giggled a bit before turning and leaving the room. Ranma-Chan looked to Shampoo. 

“Where's mine?” 

“Ask nicely,” she smiled. 

Ranma-Chan whimpered. “Please?” 

Shampoo grinned as she poured some hot water on to Ranma-chan. Once Ranma was male again, 
he turned and glared at Genma. 

“Thanks for your help,” he sarcastically stated. 

“Boy, I've helped you more than you know.” 

Ranma eyed his father suspiciously. “Oh?” 

“In a few hours, the Pantsu will get a message saying they urgently need him back at Sol.” 

Ranma sighed. “A few hours...” 

“There is still dinner.” 

“HE IS NOT COMING BACK ABOARD MY SHIP!” Ranma yelled. 

Genma grumbled. “Look, if he doesn't meet Jitsia, he will come back again and again and again till 
he does.” 

“Why pervert so interested in her?” Shampoo asked. 

“Yeah, why?” Ranma also asked. 

Genma adjusted his collar a bit. “He asked me to describe her.” 

Both Ranma and Shampoo narrowed their gazes at Genma. “Is that why you called Mom?” Ranma 
asked. “Feeling guilty?” 

“Boy, don't push me,” Genma growled. 

“Hibiki to Saotome!” Ryouga’s very distraught voice called out over Ranma's communicator. 

“Go.” 

“The freak got away from us!” 

Ranma sighed. “Goddammit Ryouga.” 



“You know how crafty he is, Ranma.” 

“Yes, yes. Find him. I am sending people to help you.” 

“Aye,” Ryouga replied, closing the channel. Genma looked to Ranma, apologetically. 

“He's not going to harm anything,” Genma sighed. 

“No,” Ranma said, growling and walking to his door. “He's just going to molest a third of 
my crew.” 

Ranma's door opened as Genma dropped back down into the chair behind Ranma's desk, 
rubbing his head, a thousand headaches seeming to form all at once. 

“Commander!” Ranma barked at Makoto. 

Makoto turned to him. “Yes sir?” 

“Admiral Happosai is loose on the ship. I want EVERYONE you have available looking for 
him.” 

“Everyone?” she asked. 

“Yes. Everyone.” Ranma hit his communicator as Makoto began to bark orders into her 
terminal. “Saotome to Hino.” 

“Yes sir?” Rei asked. 

“This might sound strange, but Admiral Happosai is running around the ship. Get your 
people down here and help look for him. He needs to be detained and brought to transporter 
room one.” 

There was about a ten second pause before Rei replied. “Yes sir.” 

Ranma looked to Shampoo. “Overkill?” 

Shampoo shook her head feverishly. “Not for old man.” 

Ranma and Shampoo walked out, leaving Genma alone. 

 

“Movement Restriction Protocols are in effect,” the intercom bellowed as Kio, Anthony 
and Ian stepped out of the turbolift and onto deck five. “All non-security female crew members 
are to either return to their quarters or if your progress is blocked, abandon ship,” it continued. 

Kio blinked and looked to her teammates. Anthony could only look towards the comm 
panel with a befuddled look on his face. 

“What are we doing again?” Ian asked. 

Kio looked down the dimly lit hallway, most of the light coming from the red alert lights 
along the sides of the corridor. Running in their general direction was a female Petty Officer. She 
seemed rather distraught, however she had yet to catch Kio, Anthony, or Ian's attention yet. 



“They said we're supposed to help catch Admiral Happosai,” Kio responded to Ian. 

“Okay...” Anthony said, utterly confused. 

“Yeah,” Kio shrugged. “I don't really know what's going-” Kio is cut off by the young Petty Officer 
shoving both her and Anthony out of her way and grabbing Ian so that she could hide behind him. 

“HELP ME!” she cried. 

Kio raised her weapon as she grumpily looked to the enlistee. “What's wrong?” 

“A monster!” the Petty Officer whimpered. “He... It... Came out of nowhere and...” 

“Do you need medical treatment?” Ian asked. 

She shook her head as she whimpered. 

“Where is it?” Kio asked. 

“The lounge,” the Petty Officer replied. 

Anthony nodded and moved towards a door. He overrode the security lock on it and motioned 
for the others. 

“I don't know whose quarters these are, but stay in here till we secure this deck,” he instructed 
the young lady. 

She nodded and closed and locked the door. Kio and her group began to move towards the lounge. 
“Yuki to bridge,” Kio called, hitting her comm badge. 

“Go,” Makoto's voice replied. 

“We just got a report of a 'monster' in the lounge. We're going to divert from our search for the 
Admiral-” 

“That is the Admiral,” Ranma interrupted, groaning. “Be careful, Lieutenant. We'll send you back 
up.” 

Kio looked to Anthony. “Aye.” 

The trio quickly moved down the hallway. “Hino to Yuki,” Kio's communicator called out. “We'll 
be there in a couple of minutes. Don't go in without us.” 

“Okay,” Kio replied as the three reached the doors of the lounge. Kio looked in through the 
window and scoffed. “I see Gosnell and what I assume is the Admiral.” 

Anthony leaned over Kio and looked. “Him? That guy has got to be 200 years old.” 

Kio groaned. “To hell with waiting, we can grab him.” 

“Eh, there's probably a reason why every security officer on this ship is looking for him, 
Lieutenant,” Ian cautioned. “I don't know if we should take him lightly.” 

Kio chuckled. “You scared of a little old man, Corporal?” 



Ian rolled his eyes as Anthony smirked. 

“Let's move.” 

 

Gosnell laughed. “I'm surprised you could fit that many bras into a single shuttlecraft.” 

“Well, my boy,” Happosai beamed as he gulped down another glass of sake, “this was no 
ordinary shuttlecraft. “You see, I stole it from-” Happosai paused and allowed his eyes to move 
towards the starboard side doors. 

“What?” Gosnell asked. 

“Five-Oh,” he smirked. “Gotta go!” 

“Five what?” 

The doors to the lounge slid open and Kio's team rushed in. Happosai grinned and hopped 
up, dodging the incoming fire. Gosnell screamed as he dove underneath the bar, glass bottles 
exploding behind him. 

“CAN'T HIT ME! TOO SLOW!” Happosai taunted as he bounced from table to table, 
expertly dodging Bravo team's shots. 

“The hell?” Anthony asked. 

“WHEEEE!” Happosai screamed as he jumped and landed on Kio. 

“GET OFF OF ME!” Kio yelled, trying to pry the Admiral off her. 

“Hrm, B-cups, not too bad. Over all measurements leave a little to be desired, but every 
woman is a work of art in her own way,” he sighed contently, zipping around her body, avoiding 
her swings and grabs by Anthony and Ian; laughing as Kio's defensive moves ended up hitting her 
friends on occasion. 

“Oh, now this is nice,” Happosai continued as he attached himself to Kio's buttocks. 
“Perfect hips and a toned backside. It's a shame you cover this delicious body with all this body 
armor and equipment.” 

The lounge doors slid open again and Rei's team moved in. 

“Interlopers!” Happosai complained. “Well, I'm off!” The perverted Admiral quickly 
zipped off Kio, bounced off Rei's head, and bolted down the hallway, carrying a bag that no one 
seemed to see him grab. 

“WHAT A HAUL!!!!” he cackled as he ran off. 

Rei's team began to chase after him, however Kio simply dropped to her knees. Ian turned 
to Kio, as did Anthony. 

“Go,” Anthony ordered Ian. “We'll catch up.” 



“HAPPO FIRE BURST!” was heard from down the corridor just before an explosion. 

Ian reluctantly nodded and ran to catch up with Rei. Anthony squatted down next to Kio and put 
his hand on her shoulder. 

“Are you okay?” 

“I... I don't know how he did it.” 

“Ian was right,” Anthony sighed, turning, and looking towards the doors. “We underestimated 
him.” 

Kio looked up to Anthony and shook her head slowly. “Not that...” 

“Then what?” 

Kio slowly tugged on the collar of her jumpsuit, showing Anthony that it was zipped nearly to the 
top. 

“He stole my underwear.” 

Anthony nearly fell over. 

“What?” 

Kio slowly stood and strapped her rifle to her back. She turned to Anthony as she slowly walked 
out of the lounge. 

“I need to...” she bit her lip, “…fix this. I'll catch up with you.” 

Anthony nodded slowly as he watched Kio walk out. 

Gosnell slowly stood and watched Anthony run out of the lounge to catch up with Rei and the rest 
of the group before looking around. Several of the chairs and tables were knocked over, multiple bottles 
that, while were simply decorations, were shattered, and worst of all, the place was empty. 

He groaned, pulled out some gasoline and began to spread it around the lounge. 

“Never thought I'd have to do this again,” he sighed. 

 

“WHAT?” Ranma yelled, sending Makoto backwards a meter. 

Makoto whimpered slightly, causing Ranma to shake his head. 

“I'm sorry,” he apologized. “Do we know where he is now?” 

Makoto looked to her terminal. “They were pursuing him on deck five, but lost track of him after 
he managed to set off the fire suppression system.” She hit some buttons before continuing. “He was then 
spotted in sickbay, was confronted by assault team one, but they ended up just shooting most of assault 
team two, and...” 



Makoto sighed as Ranma stomped off, and towards his chair. However, before he sat 
down he looked to Shampoo. 

“Ranma?” she asked. 

“I need to deal with this myself,” he said. 

Shampoo nodded to Ranma, understanding that he was both a warrior and a captain. She 
knew that while his ship and his crew was in trouble that he could not just sit idly by and do 
nothing. 

Shampoo lovingly patted Ranma on the shoulder before going to the bridge's replicator. 

“Water, two degree,” she ordered. 

The replicator made the water. She picked it up and looked to Ranma. Ranma gave 
Shampoo a reassuring nod before Shampoo poured it on him, changing him into Ranma-chan. 

“Good luck,” Shampoo smiled. 

Ranma-Chan smiled back. “If you don't hear back from me in an hour, beam every 
humanoid on this ship into a brig cell. Will sort things out from there.” 

Shampoo nodded. 

Ranma moved towards one of the aft turbolifts. Makoto looked to her. 

“I should go with you,” Makoto stated. 

Ranma-Chan shook her head. 

“No, there is really only one person that is going to be able to help me trap that freak.” 

 

Happosai bounded down section thirty-one on deck sixteen of the U.S.S. Benjamin L. 
Sisko. So far, he'd obtained quite a bit more panties and bras than he'd expected to. 

In fact, the whole exercise had been far too easy for him. Considering that this crew was 
allegedly Starfleet's cream of the crop, they were amazingly easy to outwit and defeat. 

If he at all cared about being fair, he would think it wasn't fair at all and give them some 
kind of handicap. 

However, the way he looked at it, they had home field advantage, so technically he should 
be the one with the bonus. 

 “Where is the laundry on this damned ship?” Happosai asked himself, as he checked a 
couple of the door placards. He looked around a bit more before grumbling in frustration. 

“COMPUTER! WHERE IS THE LAUNDRY?” 

“Invalid inquiry,” the computer replied. 



“No, it's not!” Happosai grumbled. He zipped around a bit more before asking again. “Computer! 
Where do female crew members go to clean their uniforms?” 

“Uniforms are replicated on a as needed basis,” the computer informed him. 

“WHAT?!” Happosai squawked. “PANTIES AND BRAS TOO?!” 

“Invalid inquiry.” 

Happosai sighed. “Are under garments replicated on an 'as needed' basis as well?” 

“Affirmative,” the computer asked. 

Happosai sighed. His bag of stolen loot meaning quite a bit less to him now that he knew that – 
almost – all of it had never been worn before. 

“Well, that's just-” Happosai slammed to a stop. He was not sure, but his pervert sense could 
swear that he just heard a girl giggling. That could not be possible, though. The ship, thanks to that killjoy 
Ranma, was under a girls only intruder alert, and all the women were confined to their rooms. 

Happosai spun around. Now he was certain he heard it, as well as some splashing. Splashing 
certainly did not make any sense, but he was intrigued none the less. 

He decided to follow the sounds down a couple of darkened corridors to where he found a set of 
large double doors. Outside of these doors he found... 

“OH, MY STARS AND GARTERS!” he screeched. 

There was a pair of red late twentieth century era bloomers and a white 'gym' shirt, lying by the 
door, as well as a towel, neatly folded. Happosai quickly scooped up the clothes and took in a deep breath. 

“Ooooooooooooooooo...” he moaned. “The scent of a woman,” he said, sighing happily. He 
looked up to the doors, wondering what could possibly be in there that would allow this to be sitting 
outside. 

'POOL' 

“Pool?” Happosai asked. “That moron has a pool on his ship?” Happosai looked around as he 
heard footsteps. He quickly darted into the darkness and hid. His eyes watched as Jitsia came walking 
down the hall, dressed in simply a robe; what was underneath left to Happosai's imagination. She walked 
up to the door and hit a button, opening them. 

The young blonde stepped in, undoing the bands that held her pigtails back as she walked. Past 
her, Happosai could see little; the exception being another girl with exceptionally long, red hair frolicking 
in the water. The redhead began to turn to Jitsia, but before Happosai could see her face, the doors closed. 

Happosai could not take this. Not only was it a crime that the ingrate had a pool, but that he had 
a harem of beautiful women cavorting in it, even while his ship was at red alert! 

The least Happosai could do was show those girls how a true leader behaves. 



Happosai quickly pulled out his bath toys that he apparently had in his panty bag and 
ripped off his Starfleet uniform, under which he was conveniently wearing his bathing suit. 

He bounced across the corridor and opened the doors. 

“ADMIRAL ON DECK!” he beamed. 

The red head giggled as she ducked under the water. Happosai looked around, confused. 

“Where’s...” he looked some more. “Where'd the blonde girl go?” 

“Jitsia?” the redhead asked as she raised slightly out of water, allowing the edge of the 
pool to show no more than the top of her cleavage. She pulled out a phaser rifle as water dripped 
from her. The young lady allowed a grin to slide across her face as she brushed away her dripping 
red hair, revealing her identity to be Ranma-chan. 

Happosai scoffed. “I knew it was a trap.” He then smirked while shaking his head in 
disappointment. “You should know that you in a bathing suit is hardly a deterrent for me.” The 
admiral jumped towards Ranma-Chan but came to a hard stop in mid-air as he slammed into a 
force-field. Ranma-Chan giggled as Happosai slid down it, right into a concealed phase mine, 
which exploded, sending him flying into the back wall. 

“RA...RA...RANMA!!!!” Happosai screamed, slowly standing; his battle aura beginning to 
glow brightly – all sense of playfulness in this battle having been blown away by the phase mine. 
“YOU WILL PAY FOR THIS!” 

Happosai again charged at Ranma-Chan, seemingly not caring that the force-field was still 
active. The ingrate would pay for this, even if she did look really, really, hot right now. 

Ranma-Chan smirked and pulled herself out of the water, revealing to Happosai that she 
was topless. Happosai's pervert side overrode his vengeful side and his battle aura died out 
instantly. His 'attack' dive morphed into a 'glomp' dive. He barreled full speed at Ranma-Chan 
again, but again slammed into the force-field and again, slid down on to a mine, sending him into 
the wall. 

Jitsia, who was hidden and ready to snipe Happosai if their plan had gone awry, walked 
over to the now unconscious Admiral as Ranma-Chan lowered the force-field and moved to 
Happosai herself. 

“Better shoot him a couple of times to be safe,” Ranma-Chan said, scowling at the 
unconscious old lecher. 

Jitsia nodded and shot Happosai twice before Ranma-Chan tied him up with rope, then 
applied a generous amount of duct tape. She then turned to Jitsia. 

“Thank you for your help.” 

Jitsia nodded, doing everything in her power not to look at her female captain's chest. 
“For the time being, this is my ship, and I will do what I can to protect her.” 



Ranma-Chan smiled and patted her on the shoulder. “I appreciate you not being weird about the 
whole 'curse' thing either.” 

“Your father had an...” Jitsia smiled, “...incident when we were talking on Cardassia. Gave me a 
firsthand demonstration.” 

Ranma-Chan laughed before noticing Jitsia squirming a bit. “Are you okay?” 

Jitsia grinned, poked Happosai with her foot, and nodded. “Yes, yes... It's just... Um...” 

Ranma-Chan cocked her head a bit. “Just...” 

Jitsia pointed towards her chest. 

Ranma-Chan blinked. “Oh. Right.” She quickly went and found a robe to put on. “Sorry. I usually 
don't end up changing on board. Not often I get wet. Tend to forget to be 'a girl' about not having a shirt 
on.” 

Jitsia bit a bottom lip. “Seems like those things would be hard to forget about,” she quietly 
mumbled to herself. 

“Hmm?” Ranma-Chan asked from a few meters away. 

“What are we doing with him?” Jitsia asked, again poking the still stunned Happosai with her foot. 

“He's going back to his ship for now,” Ranma-Chan said, walking back over to Jitsia. 
“Unfortunately, he HAS to come back for a dinner in your honor later.” 

Jitsia shook her head. “I'm really not that important.” 

“Enjoy it while it lasts, Commander,” Ranma-Chan smiled, tossed Happosai into a crate, which she 
sealed with a biometric lock. She picked up the crate and headed towards the doorway. “Enjoy it while it 
lasts.” 

Jitsia nodded and followed Ranma-Chan out the door. 

  



CHAPTER NINE – DINNER 
 

“As dinners go,” Ranma said, looking to Akane, “this one might be one of the most 
awkward ones we will ever host.” 

Akane nodded slowly as she looked stunned down the corridor lined with about thirty 
marines. From the other end of the corridor, Genma came slowly walking up with much the same 
look Akane had. 

“Don't you think you're over doing things?” he mumbled to Ranma once he met up with 
him outside of the entrance to Holodeck One. 

Ranma shot his father a look before sighing. “Sixteen of my marines were injured trying 
to apprehend him. Lieutenant Yuki had...” Ranma looked towards the marines before pulling 
Genma to an area more private. “Lieutenant Yuki had her underwear stolen.” 

“That's what he does,” Genma sighed. 

“OFF OF HER.” Ranma barked. 

Genma simply stared off, towards no direction in particular. 

“And the lounge burned down. No idea how that happened,” Ranma grumbled. 

Genma rubbed his forehead, the headaches starting to come back. 

“Look,” Ranma said, trying to keep his cool. “I'm doing this for you, okay? I don't care if 
the President of the Federation orders me to allow him on my ship, it's never happening again. 
However, if you still need to impress him, for whatever reason, then...” Ranma put his hand on 
Genma's shoulder, before finishing, “...then we'll tolerate him.” 

Ranma looked back to the marines. “With conditions.” 

Genma nodded. “Despite all that he's become, I owe him quite a lot.” Genma looked 
around a bit. “You do too, whether you realize it or not.” 

Ranma eyed Genma before deciding that instead of slapping the old man, he would simply 
escort him into the holodeck. 

The pair walked in, where again, Genma face palmed as the room was dotted with about 
two dozen heavily armed security officers. Most of the bridge crew was seated around a large, 'U' 
shaped table, one of the chairs having a 'booster' seat in it, presumably for Admiral Happosai. 

Genma felt quite over dressed as he had worn his dress uniform, while the rest of the 
Sisko's crew was wearing their duty uniforms. This displeased the elder Saotome, as he was 
certain he'd instructed Ranma that this was to be a formal dinner. 

At least, he noticed, that Gosnell was dressed in his tuxedo as he was serving drinks. Usagi 
was nowhere to be seen, but she was doing the cooking, and was likely finishing up preparations. 



“Looks like I over dressed,” Genma mumbled as Ranma led him to a seat that would be between 
Happosai and Jitsia. 

Ranma nodded. “Looks that way.” 

Genma grumbled as he sat down. His grumbling turned to happy smiles, however as he started to 
chat with Jitsia, who, semi-reluctantly, broke off her conversation with Makoto and began to chat with 
Genma. 

 

Happosai materialized in the U.S.S. Sisko's transporter room one to find himself staring down the 
barrels of nineteen hybrid phase rifles. 

Needless to say, he screamed. 

Parker, the only one not pointing a weapon at him, tackled him before he could do anything and 
quickly injected him with a hypospray. 

“WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING?!?” Happosai cried. 

“Relax, Admiral,” Rei said from behind her rifle. “We're just here to escort you to dinner.” 

“WHAT DID YOU INJECT ME WITH!?!?!!?!?!?!” 

“Dammit you're loud,” Parker said, climbing off of him. “Sir.” 

Happosai climbed to his feet and pushed his way past the group, only to find Ryouga and another 
fifteen marines waiting for him just outside of the transporter room door. 

“It's nothing bad,” Rei explained as the NSO teams followed the marines who walked in front of 
Happosai. “It's just a bio-molecular nano transmitter. In case you decide to go roaming again, we can 
simply beam you back to us.” 

“Or into space,” Kio mumbled. 

Happosai turned and looked to Kio, whom he noticed was not using proper trigger discipline and 
had her weapon pointed at him, with her finger inside the trigger guard. 

He nodded and turned to resume following the marines. “I'm too hungry to play right now 
anyway.” 

“Good,” Rei smiled. “Then this will be a pleasant evening.” 

Happosai smirked. “Yes,” he said. “Pleasant.” 

After walking for a bit, the group turned down a corridor to see the garrison of marines outside 
of the holodeck. Happosai grinned a bit smugly, the concept that Ranma thought it took THIS many 
security people to keep him in line giving him a grand sense of superiority. 

Happosai's smugness diminished a bit when he was led into the holodeck to find even more 
security officers. He was also a bit disappointed to see that with the sole exception of Genma, not even 
one of the Sisko crew had dressed up for him - something he'd told Genma he'd expected of them. 



Happosai made sure Genma was aware of his disappointment in him with a stern look 
before Kio shoved him slightly with her boot in the direction of his chair. Happosai turned and 
snarled at her, however Kio, still very, very angry at the Admiral, snarled back, sending him 
backpedaling slightly. 

Genma quickly ran over to ensure that the pair didn't get into an altercation that ended 
up with Happosai either covered in phaser burns, or worse, dead, as he had a weird feeling that 
Kio's rifle was not set on stun, and plopped him into his seat. 

Happosai at first was a little put off by the fact that he seemed to be seated in a 'baby' 
seat but got over it quickly as it turned out to be quite comfortable. 

“Sake?” Gosnell asked, walking up to Happosai. 

Happosai nodded, but before Gosnell could walk off, Happosai grabbed his arm. “And a 
glass of water,” he grinned. 

Gosnell cleared his throat nervously. “I'm sorry,” he frowned. “I'm not allowed to provide 
you with water.” 

Happosai glared at Gosnell, causing him to cower, before sighing. “It's not your fault, I 
suppose,” he acknowledged. “Bring me two sakes, then.” 

Gosnell nodded and then walked off. Happosai looked to his right, where Genma was 
seated. He then looked to his left, where Ranma was seated. Which one to punish first for this 
humiliation? 

Obviously, the fact that nearly the entire ship's compliment of security being down here 
to keep him under control was the doing of Ranma. However, allowing it to happen was a crime 
as well, which was something Genma would have to be punished for. 

Gosnell walked back to Happosai and smiled. 

“Here you go, Admiral.” 

Happosai nodded a thanks before looking down to his cups. 

“WHAT THE HELL IS THIS?!” he bellowed, causing everyone to turn and look at him. 

“What have I told you about using your indoor voice?” Ranma asked, rubbing his ears. 

Happosai picked up the cup that Gosnell brought him. It was a small cup, plastic, that had 
a lid on it with a small plastic straw that Happosai could use to drink out of. The lid seemed to be 
firmly attached to the cup as Happosai was unable to get it off, finally out of pure frustration, he 
threw the whole cup at Ranma. 

Ranma ducked and easily dodged the flying cup and looked to Happosai, confused, as the 
cup of sake hit the floor and bounced across the deck, not spilling an ounce. 

“What's wrong?” Ranma asked. 

“I am not a child!” Happosai barked. “Why are you giving me a sippy-cup?” 



Ranma rolled his eyes. “Why do you think?” 

Happosai glared at Ranma before reaching towards Genma's beer. Ranma pushed a button next 
to him, which made a chirp. Happosai then ended up hitting a force-field before he could reach Genma. 

“RANMA!!!!!” Happosai bellowed. 

“You have a choice to make right now, Admiral,” Ranma said, standing and turning to Happosai 
and looking down at him in his 'serious business' face. The rest of the crew at the table looked on as the 
pair stared each other down. 

“You can not only act like a Starfleet Officer, but a human being for a single hour while we have 
dinner,” Ranma poked at the force-field, “and I will treat you like one, or you can continue to be... you... 
and I will send you back to your ship right now and we can part ways.” 

Ranma sat back down and took a drink of the Romulan mixed drink he was enjoying. “Your 
choice,” he quietly stated, not looking to Happosai. 

The room's eyes all shifted to Happosai as he looked to Ranma. 

Finally, the old pervert began to laugh. “I'm pleased to see you are willing to do what your father 
and - her father - never would do,” he said, glancing towards Akane. “Stand up to me.” 

Genma glowered at Happosai as the lecher laughed more. “Alright, you have my word as both a 
Starfleet Officer and as the founder of the Anything Goes School of Martial Arts that I will behave,” 
Happosai grinned. “Till after dinner,” he amended. 

Ranma could live with that. He lowered the force-field and nodded to Gosnell, letting him know 
that he could serve Happosai in normal glasses. “I warn you though,” Ranma said, looking to Happosai as 
Gosnell delivered a glass of sake to him, “if you splash me, Pop, Ryouga or especially Shampoo, you're 
getting beamed out of here.” 

Happosai nodded at Ranma as he waved him off. “Yeah, yeah. Where's the new Commander?” 

Genma, who now felt quite slighted by his master, motioned towards Jitsia who was seated next 
to him. 

“Admiral Happosai, this is Commander Jitsia Gras.” 

Happosai's eyes went wide. “YOU!” he squealed. 

Jitsia smirked. “It's good to finally meet you, Admiral.” She chuckled a bit. “Conscious.” 

Happosai laughed boisterously. “It was a fine trap you and my disciple laid out for me!” 

“Don't call me that,” Ranma mumbled. 

Happosai ignored him. “I just wish I would have gotten a chance to see what was under that robe.” 
Jitsia grinned a bit uncomfortably as Happosai leaned forward a bit. “Is it true the spots go all the way 
down your legs?” 



“Did you know,” Genma said, clearing his throat, “that Commander Gras is a ninth Dan 
black-belt in Krav Maga?” 

“What is that?” Happosai asked. “Klingon?” 

“No,” Jitsia shook her head. “It's a twentieth century Earth martial art refined by the Israeli 
Defense Forces which focuses on ending a fight as quickly as possible.” 

Happosai scoffed. “So, you're really good at running away?” 

Jitsia laughed. “Yes, I am. But Krav Maga is more about... threat neutralization,” she 
explained. “Inflicting massive damage to the enemy's body, quickly.” 

“Well,” Happosai yawned, “since the chief engineer isn't here with dinner yet, how about 
a demonstration?” 

“That's really not a good idea,” Jitsia said, cautiously. “Without the proper safety gear, 
someone could get hurt.” 

“Come on!” Happosai pleaded. “Use Ryouga! He's pretty stout! That idiot used to slam 
himself into rocks all the time and survived!” 

Ryouga, who was standing near the doorway, frowned at Happosai, but then looked to 
Jitsia. “I am pretty tough, Commander. I don't mind sparring with you if you want.” 

Jitsia reluctantly sighed and nodded. She quickly unzipped her uniform jacket and took it 
off, setting it on her chair as Ryouga handed his phase rifle to Makoto for safe keeping. Jitsia, now 
simply clad in her red turtleneck, shook her head. 

“Keep the rifle, Captain Hibiki.” 

Ryouga blinked. “Okay,” he said, taking the rifle back. 

Happosai clapped happily as Genma grimaced. He looked past Happosai to Ranma and 
Akane. 

“You might want to get a couple of medics started this way.” 

Ranma bit his lip as Akane tapped her communicator. 

“Shoot me,” Jitsia instructed Ryouga. 

Ryouga smiled. “Pew!” he chuckled, pointed the rifle at her. She shook her head and 
groaned. 

“No. Shoot me.” 

“For real?” Ryouga asked. 

Jitsia nodded. 

Ryouga looked to Ranma. Ranma just shrugged. The NSO team looked on, a little curious. 
Rei, who had a very interesting conversation with Jitsia when the two went for drinks in the 



lounge, and a better understanding of her, had determined that the young girl was not someone who was 
a 'show-boater', but she was certainly confident of her abilities. 

She would not tell Ryouga to 'shoot her' unless this exercise would end very badly for the marine 
captain. 

Ryouga sighed and brought his rifle to bear. He began to move his index finger over the trigger. 
Time seemingly stopped for him though when a red, black, and blonde blur came whipping up to him. The 
pig-man nearly screamed as his hand was bent in a direction that it had never turned before in his life. His 
eyes followed his rifle as it went flying across the holodeck; Corporal Kagurazaka running to catch it. 

Ryouga’s troubles didn't end with his disarming. His eyes bulged as he saw Jitsia's fist come full 
speed towards his windpipe as well as her right knee barreling towards his groin. 

Ryouga let out an audible whimper as he expected to be pummeled. Instead, he felt himself being 
released by Jitsia. Both her fist and knee having stopped a couple of centimeters from their targets. 

“Are you okay?” she asked him. 

Ryouga nodded as he shook his hand. “I think so.” He looked to her and smiled. “That was pretty 
impressive.” 

“It was designed so even someone who might be weaker, physically, would be able to defeat an 
opponent, even if they were armed.” Jitsia explained, passively acknowledging the fact that she was both 
smaller than and nowhere near as strong as Ryouga was. She moved back to her chair and put her jacket 
on while the medics Akane summoned looked over Ryouga’s hand. 

Minako, who didn't seem to care for the manhandling Jitsia gave Ryouga grumbled. “Those strikes 
would have killed him.” 

Jitsia nodded. “Yup.” 

Minako just looked to Jitsia as Ryouga walked over to Ian and retrieved his rifle, having been 
cleared for duty. Jitsia noticed Minako's look and explained more. 

“It's not a sport, Commander. It's for hand-to-hand combat against someone who is trying to kill 
you.” Jitsia took a drink of her cherry soda and smiled. “In some instances, non-lethal tactics end up being 
lethal anyway because you get killed.” 

Minako seemed to accept Jitsia's explanation, especially after Ryouga walked over to her, 
reassuring her that he was okay and that he was cool with things. Happosai also seemed to be impressed 
and applauded her. 

“You should teach that,” he said to her. 

Jitsia shrugged. “I taught several Cardassians the basics,” she said. 

“What do you wear when you teach? A gi?” Happosai asked. 

Both Ranma and Genma face palmed as Jitsia looked worriedly as Happosai. “Uh, normally you 
want to wear just loose-fitting clothes.” 



“Could you do it in just a bra and panties?” Happosai asked. 

Ranma slammed his comm badge, nearly smashing it. “SAOTOME TO TSUKINO.” 

“Go!” Usagi called out. 

“Dinner ready yet?” 

“Yeah! But there is a security blockade. I can't get around it.” 

Ranma allowed his face to slam into the table as Happosai fell out of his chair laughing. 

“I'll go get her, Captain,” Rei said. 

“I'll come with you,” Jitsia said, running off before Happosai or Genma had a chance to 
object. 

Ranma slowly raised his head up and looked to Happosai. “I thought you said that you 
would behave?” 

“What?” Happosai asked, not looking to Ranma, and instead waving towards Gosnell, 
indicating that it was time for more sake. “I was just discussing with her what kind of attire would 
be proper while training in this 'hack foie gras'.” 

Ranma could only grit his teeth in frustration as Gosnell filled up Happosai's glass. 

 

Rei and Jitsia walked down the corridor towards where they assumed Usagi was hiding 
from the 'security blockade'. 

“Does that guy visit often?” Jitsia turned to Rei and asked. 

Rei shook her head. “It's only the second time I have seen him.” Rei sighed a bit. “He was, 
apparently, behind our...” she stopped, grabbing Jitsia and stopping her as well, “...placement on 
the Sisko.” 

“Why are you whispering?” Jitsia asked, noticing Rei's tone had dropped. 

Rei looked around a bit more. “This ship has changed a bit since we first deployed. I was 
originally assigned here as the councilor.” 

Jitsia looked at Rei oddly. “Special operations field work is a strange place for a 
psychologist.” 

“I'm not a psychologist,” Rei pointed out. “That's kind of my point. Usagi isn't an engineer, 
not even close. Ryouga used to be the flight officer, but he wasn't trained for it, among other 
issues he had...” 

Rei cleared her throat. “I don't like to speak ill of the dead, but while he was a good 
warrior, our tactical officer was blind as a bat and infatuated with the XO.” 



Jitsia had a very confused look on her face. Usagi, who happened to be wandering around, noticed 
the two. She saw Rei, smiled, and tackled her. 

“I'M SO HAPPY TO HAVE FOUND YOU!” Usagi bellowed, tears flowing like a river from her eyes. 

Jitsia's confused look changed to a small smile. 

“Usagi, you numbskull,” Rei laughed, standing while still holding on to Usagi. “Security isn't 
blockading the hall, they're just here to make sure the Admiral behaves.” 

Usagi groaned. “Really?” 

Rei nodded. “You'd know that if you'd have just asked.” 

Usagi sighed. “Guess it was a blonde moment.” She looked to Jitsia. “You have those, don't you?” 

Jitsia, not wanting to make Usagi feel bad, nodded, and patted her on the head. “Of course.” 

Usagi smiled and turned back in the direction she came from. “Okay, well tell them I will be right 
in with the food.” 

“It won't be cold, will it?” Rei asked. 

“No, I have heaters keeping it warm,” she smiled. “And not fake ones either.” 

“What do you mean by that?” Rei asked. 

“Kerosene burners.” 

Both Rei and Jitsia looked to each other in fright. Before either of them could say anything, the 
computer started to squawk. 

“ALERT. FIRE DETECTED, DECK SEVEN, SECTION EIGHTEEN. FIRE SUPPRESSION PROTOCOLS 
ACTIVATED.” 

Rei just groaned as a force-field went up behind her and Jitsia; a second later the entire section, 
including the two NEO officers, Usagi, and the dinner around the corner was covered in white, fire 
suppression foam. 

 

Ranma walked back in and sat down, his blood pressure far higher than it was twenty minutes 
ago. 

Damage Control had reported that the system was merely reacting to a perceived threat, and 
there was no real fire damage to the ship, so it would be a simple task of cleaning up the section, but what 
was most annoying was that dinner would now have to be replicated. 

Happosai didn't mind, however. He seemed to be relishing in schadenfreude over all the things 
that seemed to be going wrong, despite everything Ranma had done to ensure the evening would go as 
smoothly as possible. 

“When is Jitsia coming back?” Happosai asked. 



“She had to go get cleaned up,” Ranma replied, now on his fifth drink. 

“She could have done that here,” Happosai complained. “I could have washed her back.” 

Gosnell, who had summoned help from the lounge to keep up with Ranma, Happosai and 
Genma's drinking, quickly moved to replace the Captain's now empty glass as Ranma glared at 
Happosai. 

“Don't give me that look,” Happosai laughed. “You said not to harass any of 'your' crew!” 

“Until she's on-” Ranma was cut off by Genma shaking his head at him. 

“Hm?” Happosai asked. 

“Like everyone, she's a part of my crew until she departs my ship,” Ranma simply finished. 

Happosai was not pleased with Ranma keeping secrets from him. He realized, though, 
that his chances of getting anything out of him were slim to nil, especially now that they had him 
under the yoke of Starfleet Intelligence. 

He considered giving it a try, but the doors opening and Usagi, Rei, and Jitsia all returning 
in new uniforms, followed by Gosnell's staff pushing in the mass replicated dinner distracted him 
enough that his short attention span allowed him to forget what he wanted to know. 

Several male holo-waiters appeared and began to pass out trays as Gosnell's staff all 
'accidentally' bumped or otherwise whacked Gosnell in the head on their way out. 

“You're going to have a mutiny down there,” Makoto whispered to him as he came to 
refill her drink. 

“That's what you guys are around to prevent, right?” Gosnell asked. 

“I think dealing with labor disputes is not part of a security officer's oath,” she grinned. 

Gosnell growled as he moved on to the next person. 

“What?” Happosai whimpered as a holo-waiter set dinner in front of him. “No females?” 

“They all went on strike when they heard who'd they be serving,” Ranma groaned. 

Happosai laughed. He looked to Jitsia who was thanking Gosnell for filling up her drink. 
He began to lean towards her, his arm outstretched. He quickly froze as all twenty of the NSO 
members simultaneously appeared around him, the barrels of their rifles only a couple of 
centimeters from his head. 

“Quick reflexes,” he noted. “You can stand down; I was only going to brush a bit of the 
fire suppression dust out of her hair that she missed.” 

Jitsia looked to the very protective group of soldiers before dusting a small couple of 
specks of white dust from the very front of her hair. 

“You...” Genma stammered as the NEO teams slowly moved back to their positions at the 
back of the holodeck, “you should probably just mention it next time.” 



Happosai looked to Genma, then to Ranma who was doing his best to maintain a neutral 
expression before sighing. He picked up his knife and fork and went to start eating but was interrupted by 
Ranma. 

“Before we begin eating, Admiral, some of my crew have something they'd like to tell you,” Ranma 
smiled. 

Happosai let out a long and exasperated sigh. “Really?” 

Ranma nodded. “Mmhmm. They told me they'd like to express their gratitude to you.” 

Genma nearly fell out of his chair. Happosai was a bit stunned as well. 

“No kidding.” He looked around the table before setting down his silverware. “Well, let the 
adulation begin!” 

Ranma nodded to Akane, who stood. 

“While I know you weren't alone,” she said, looking past Happosai for a moment to Genma, then 
back to Happosai, “I'd like to thank you for placing me on this ship.” 

Happosai smiled smugly and nodded. He got ready to speak, but Akane continued, not allowing 
him the chance. 

“Despite the fact that you placed me in a critical position that I was not trained for and put the 
lives of several hundred people at risk because of your personal grudge against Ranma, I have grown and 
succeeded and done my part in making this the best crew and ship in Starfleet.” 

Akane looked down to Ranma. “As well, I grew up and stopped lying about who I was and became 
who I am – Akane Saotome.” 

Happosai eyed Akane as she sat down and kissed Ranma. His eyes darted towards the next 
speaker, Shampoo. 

“Shampoo like to thank you, Admiral,” she said, a devilish smirk on her lips. “While Shampoo ready 
for position of XO, Admiral purposely make Shampoo vulnerable by assigning me to ship commanded by 
man I love, but cannot have.” 

Akane looked to Shampoo as Ranma squeezed her hand, assuring her that there was no reason 
for malleting. 

“Shampoo go through hell, but finally grow up and become strong. Thank you for throwing 
Shampoo into ocean to teach me how to swim.” 

Happosai blinked, again tried to speak, but didn't get a chance before Ryouga started. 

“Thank you, Admiral,” he said, not bothering with any kind of faux grin, “for exploiting me and my 
one weakness for personal gain. If you hadn't done that, I wouldn't have been around when we got 
sabotaged, crashed, and ended up as what I was meant to be.” 

Ryouga pointed to his captain bars. 



“I also wouldn't have met my soul mate,” he continued, setting his rifle down and 
wrapping his arms around Minako. 

Happosai didn't even bother trying to speak this time as he knew someone else was going 
to start up. 

He was right. 

“Thank you, Admiral,” Rei said, stepping out in front of the NEO group. “For assigning me 
to the Sisko, in a position I didn't belong in, nor qualify for.” Rei smirked. “If they haven't killed 
themselves, the people I counseled probably thank you as well.” 

Rei looked to her group. “If you hadn't tried to destroy our captain, I wouldn't have had 
the opportunity to be here to get this job – the best job I have ever had - and give so much to the 
Federation.” 

Happosai nearly spun out of his seat as he had to swing around towards Usagi. 

“Thank you, Admiral,” she said, a sad look on her face, “for not only trying to sabotage a 
wonderful man like Captain Saotome, but risking killing everyone on this ship by making me the 
chief engineer.” 

She started to smile a bit though as she continued. “While I'm still... dumb...” Makoto, 
who was sitting next to her, placed a hand on her shoulder, “I am a far better engineer and person 
than I was when I came on board.” 

“Thank you, Admiral,” Gosnell smiled, “for letting us use your time share on Risa-” 

“GOSNELL!” Ranma barked. 

“We're not allowed to do real ones?” he asked. 

Makoto quickly nodded to some of her security staff. Four of the officers moved over and 
grabbed Gosnell, who at first struggled, but realized there was no point and allowed them to drag 
him out of the holodeck. 

Ranma turned to Happosai. “Don't let me hear you say no one appreciates you,” he 
smirked before picking up his silverware. “Let's eat, already!” Ranma called to the room. 

Happosai sat for a moment, thinking over things. Genma turned to him. 

“I'm sorry for the disrespect,” he told Happosai. 

Happosai shook his head as he began to eat. “As I said before, Genma,” the old man said, 
between bites, “that is why Ranma will always be better than you. He's not scared to stand up to 
me.” 

“It's not about being scared of you,” Genma growled. “It's about having respect for our 
elders.” 

Happosai laughed before turning to Genma. “Do you really think I deserve respect?” 



“Of course!” 

“Why?” Happosai asked. 

“You're our master! You're an admiral! You're-” 

“Oh, can it,” Happosai said, turning back towards his food. “Respect isn't issued with a title. 
Respect comes through actions.” Happosai ate a bit more as Genma seemed to simply push his food 
around on the plate. 

Eventually Happosai leaned towards Genma. “I'd never tell him this, but Ranma is a Saotome that 
deserves respect.” Happosai thought about what he said for a couple of seconds. “No, he commands it.” 

Genma looked to his master curiously. “So then why did you act the way you did earlier then?” 

“Because I'm Happosai, you idiot,” he laughed. “Why does a dog lick its balls?” 

Genma flubbered a bit at Happosai's analogy. “So, are you saying I don't deserve any respect?” 

“You deserve as much respect as you earn,” Happosai replied. 

Genma wasn't quite sure what to make of Happosai's ambiguous statement. He wasn't sure if he 
was going to get anything else out of him on the subject either as Makoto had now allowed Gosnell back 
in, on the condition that he wrestled with the holographic waiters. 

A sight that Happosai was seemingly enjoying considering that one of the waiters appeared to be 
bashing Gosnell over the head with a folding chair. 

 

Happosai's security escort barely fit in the corridor. Luckily the transporter room was on the same 
deck as the holodeck otherwise it would take them forever to get everyone from one deck to the next. 

Once the NEO teams, marines, and security officers escorted Ranma, Genma and Happosai down 
the corridors and to transporter room one, Happosai turned to Genma and outstretched his hand. 

“It was good to see you again, Genma,” he said, rather subdued. 

Genma nodded and shook Happosai's hand. He took the hint that he wasn't welcome in the 
transporter room as the Admiral departed, so once they finished the handshake, Genma slowly shuffled 
off towards his quarters. 

Ranma's eyes followed Genma till Happosai tugged on his pants leg. 

“You want me gone, don't you?” Happosai laughed. “Besides, there's apparently a panty convoy 
that needs an escort near Vulcan that I really need to supervise.” 

Ranma nodded while sighing as he and the NEO teams walked into the transporter room. 
Happosai walked up on to the transporter pad before turning to Ranma. 

“Some advice,” he smiled. 

Ranma nodded. 



“Your father is going through a mid-life crisis. He's finally realized that you're the alpha 
male of the family now. Do something for him before he does something stupid.” 

Ranma sighed. “Like what?” 

“Get that hot ass new NEO girl to teach him some 'lop zeball' and let him beat you,” 
Happosai suggested, as all the female NEO soldiers growled at him. “Genma is a martial artist at 
heart and simply knocking you on your ass will placate him.” 

Ranma pondered this for a moment then nodded. “Thanks.” 

Happosai nodded again. “One to beam-” Happosai blinked and pointed towards the door. 
“Is that a Borg?” 

“Huh?” Ranma turned and looked. Half the NEO team did as well. Happosai smirked and 
threw a concealed glass of water on Ranma, then latched on to now Captain Ranma-chan. 

Ranma-chan growled as Happosai had about two seconds to snuggle her breasts before 
being hit by several shots from the NEO rifles. 

“Totally worth it,” Happosai moaned before falling to the deck. 

  



CHAPTER TEN – GOODBYE 
 

The Sisko was rapidly approaching their destination; Starbase 1-1-3. Jitsia didn't really think this 
was a good time for her to be playing around with Admiral Saotome, nor did she really want to spend any 
more time with him than she absolutely had to. 

They would be there in eleven hours, and while she still wanted to get some sleep, she wanted to 
spend as much of that time as possible drilling with the Sisko's NSO teams. 

Rei was allowing her to come along on the mission, assigned to Alpha team. Making her angry was 
something she really didn't want to do, given that despite some early – uncomfortableness – between the 
two of them, they seemed to be connecting. 

Now, the NSO teams were sleeping, and Jitsia had agreed to do this, for the Captain. 

She just didn't know how she was going to put all the pieces of the puzzle together. 

The young blonde pushed the call button on the turbolift on A deck of the NSO control center. 
Before she could even blink, however, the doors slid open, revealing Genma. 

“Oh, Admiral,” she stated, startled. 

“Commander,” he smiled, sheepishly. “I was wondering if we could talk for a moment?” 

Jitsia nodded and quickly formulated a plan in her head. “Sure. I- I was just on my way down to 
the holodeck to exercise. Would you mind coming with me?” 

Genma shook his head and moved aside so Jitsia could join him in the turbolift. 

“Deck C,” Jitsia ordered. 

The ride was quick and within a few seconds the pair found themselves out of the lift and walking 
down the dimly lit deck C corridors. 

“Um,” Genma said as he followed a few steps behind the tank top and short pants clad 
commander, “I need to apologize to you.” 

“What for?” Jitsia asked as she stopped at the holodeck doors and entered in some commands, 
the keystrokes making a distinctive beeping noise with each press. 

“Well,” Genma continued, frustrated by his own shyness. “I may have acted a bit inappropriate 
since you've come on board.” 

The holodeck doors opened and Jitsia stepped in and motioned for Genma to follow her. Inside 
was a mockup of a dojo, eerily like the Tendo Dojo. Genma blinked when he saw this, though noticed most 
of the wall decorations and scrolls had what he assumed was Jitsia's native language on them. 

Jitsia looked to Genma and shrugged before she removed her running shoes. “It's okay,” she said. 
“It happens a lot. I'm kind of used to it now.” 



Jitsia plopped down on to the floor and began to do her pre-workout stretches as Genma sighed. 

“You don't understand,” he said. “I'm not attracted to you, Com-, Jitsia.” She stretched out a bit 
more before looking at him, a bit grumpily. This wasn't missed by Genma. 

“I- I- I'm not saying you're not very, very pretty,” he quickly stammered as Jitsia stood up, smirking 
a bit as Genma flailed his arms. 

“Computer,” Jitsia ordered the holodeck, “one enemy, difficulty setting seven.” 

A holographic Trill appeared on the other side of the dojo, bowed to her, then attacked. 

Genma had a seat and watched Jitsia handily flatten the opponent. It disappeared, Jitsia not 
having even broken a sweat. Genma looked to her, beaming. 

“I used to train Ranma. We'd spar, he'd always lose, but he'd constantly get better and better. I 
knew someday that he'd be better than me.” Genma sighed as he looked to his hands, frustrated at the 
age they were beginning to show. “It was inevitable.” 

Jitsia looked to Genma. “I can teach you some moves that will allow you to defeat him still.” 

Genma shook his head and leaned back, his mind seemingly wandering around in the past. 

Jitsia watched Genma for a moment, expecting him to say something, before calling out to the 
holodeck again. “Computer, two enemies, difficulty level nine.” 

Two Trills appeared, one male, one female. They bowed to her before attacking. One of them 
pulled out a knife, which Jitsia managed to avoid by inches. It took her a few seconds, but finally she 
managed to kill the female. She then began to focus on the male. 

“I just miss those days so much,” Genma started up again, still looking off into nowhere, “and 
you're so much like him – I guess I... I was trying to make you the son I don't have any more.” 

Jitsia turned towards Genma upon hearing his admission. The remaining Trill hologram took this 
as an open invitation and clocked Jitsia upside the head, knocking her to the ground. He pulled out a knife 
of his own and tried to shank her, but she quickly rolled out-of-the-way. 

Genma, realizing what he did, was snapped out of his reminiscing. He quickly hopped up and flew 
across the dojo, placing a flying leg kick to the face of the holographic, breaking its neck. However, being 
an office drone for as long as he had been had gotten him out of practice and Genma landed on the thinly 
padded floor flat on his back with a loud thud. 

“Ow, my back...” he whined. 

Jitsia ran over to Genma and dropped down next to him. “Admiral? Are you alright? Do you need 
to go to sickbay?” 

Genma shook his head as he sat up. “No,” he probably lied. Jitsia helped him sit up before looking 
to him. 

“I didn't mean for anything to interfere with your job,” Genma said, sighing. “And I really didn't 
mean to come across as some perverted old man infatuated by someone half his age.” 



Jitsia knew it was probably closer to a third his age, but despite that she gave Genma a smile that 
completely made him forget about the excruciating pain in his lower back. She took his hand and squeezed 
it as she spoke. 

“My father was in Starfleet. He died in the Dominion war.” 

“I'm sorry,” Genma replied quietly. 

“Don't be,” Jitsia continued, still smiling. “I'm very, very proud of him for what he did for Trill and 
the Federation. That said, any time you want to offer me any fatherly advice, I'll be happy to take it, seeing 
as I now have no source for it.” 

Genma had to do everything he could to not cry as Jitsia leaned in and gave him a hug. He hugged 
her back, then actually did begin to cry a bit. 

“Maybe I should go to sickbay,” he sniffled. 

ONE HOUR LATER; TEN FROM STARBASE 1-1-3. 

Genma, followed by Jitsia walked casually down the corridor towards the Sisko's aft shuttle bay. 
Genma knew he'd have to make this quick, as the Sisko was going to have to drop out of warp for him to 
leave. 

Departing at their destination was always an option, but now it seemed like it would be better for 
him to leave as soon as possible. As well, Lt. Commander Devall seemed anxious to get off the ship as well. 

The pair rounded a corridor to see Ranma and Makoto standing in front of the shuttle bay doors. 
Makoto had a worrisome look on her face, which of course worried the Admiral. 

No, scratch that. It was a look of dread. 

“Hello, father,” Ranma dryly stated. 

Genma blinked. 

Jitsia's eyes went wide. She'd forgotten to tell Ranma that what he thought Genma's problem 
wasn't really his problem, so she'd didn't bother teaching him any of the Krav Maga moves. 

She understood that they were both skilled martial artists, but Genma was older than Ranma, as 
well, sickbay doped him up pretty good to take care of his back pain. 

“Uh, Captain-” Jitsia tried to call out, but Ranma interrupted her. 

“I challenge you, Genma Saotome!” Ranma said, taking off his jacket and handing it to Makoto. 
He then took off his red turtleneck and handed that to her as well. Genma blinked a couple of times before 
setting down his suitcase and taking off his jacket and handing it to Jitsia. 

“What is this about, boy?” he asked. 

“Can't one martial artist simply challenge another to determine which one is better?” Ranma 
asked, cracking his knuckles. 



Genma rolled his eyes. “I think we already know the answer to that,” he smugly grinned. “I taught 
you, therefor I am.” 

Ranma laughed derisively as he narrowed his gaze. “The student always exceeds the master at 
some point.” He paused for a moment, then smirked. “Well, except in your case.” 

Genma glared at Ranma. Any level of restraint he was going to show his son was now thrown out 
the airlock. 

“Bring it, boy,” Genma nodded as he waggled his finger, daring Ranma to attack. 

A gray and black blur is all Genma could see as Ranma charged at him. However, Genma was no 
slouch and despite his advanced age, he still knew all Ranma's moves and managed to evade his initial 
attacks and eventually saw the opening he needed to place a fist into Ranma's midsection. 

Ranma coughed as he backed up, looking his father over. He would have expected him to use his 
new tricks by now and have ended this fight. He also wouldn't have expected that hit to have been so 
hard. 

He also hated how low the ceiling was. Mid-air combat was the specialty of their school, but that 
was quite impossible given that if you jumped more than a meter in the air, you'd slam into the bulkhead 
above you. 

Ranma pushed in again, this time using his chestnut fist. Again, Genma evaded the attack, back-
pedaling. Genma quickly swept with his feet, knocking Ranma to the deck. Ranma quickly rolled to evade 
a knee strike before hopping up and again charging at his father. 

The pair fought back and forth, Ranma seemingly showing less and less restraint with his attacks 
as he realized that his father was hitting him with full force. 

Finally, Ranma managed to get behind his father and in a simple attempt to kick him away, kicked 
him in the back. 

Genma's eyes went wide as tears began to pour out. Ranma turned, ready to attack again when 
he noticed his father, laying on the ground in the fetal position. 

Jitsia quickly ran over to Genma to check on him. 

“ADMIRAL!” she yelped. 

Ranma looked down to his father. “Pop?” 

Genma whimpered. “Ow, my back...” 

Jitsia quickly pulled a hypospray of pain killers that sickbay had given Genma to take with him out 
of his bag and injected him with it. After a few seconds, Genma smiled happily. 

“I- I didn't kick him that hard,” Ranma stammered, squatting down, looking at his father. 

“He injured himself earlier,” Jitsia explained. 

“Are you okay?” Ranma said, touching Genma's shoulder. 



“BRIG!” Genma yelled to Makoto. 

“Sir?” Makoto asked. 

“ONE HOUR!” Genma scowled as he stood. “Put the Captain in the brig for one hour!” 

“WHAT?” Ranma exclaimed. “I- I DIDN'T DO ANYTHING!” 

“You attacked a flag officer,” Genma smugly stated, putting his jacket back on. “That's actually a 
court-martialable offense, but I'm fond of you, Captain Saotome, so I am willing to let it go with simply an 
hour in the brig.” 

Ranma could just stare at Genma as the Admiral gave his son a hug. He then looked to Makoto. 
“The sooner you take him, the sooner he'll be out.” 

Jitsia gritted her teeth as Genma walked towards the shuttle bay. Makoto looked to Genma, then 
to Ranma. She bit her lip, then sighed. 

“Captain...” 

Ranma sighed heavily before nodding and walking with Makoto. “You better at least give me the 
big cell.” 

 

Usagi was proud of herself. She was not just on time, but three whole minutes early for work. 

Now only if she had something to do. 

Everything was running smoothly. So smoothly in fact that they had the warp engines up to 9.83, 
well above normal cruising speed and from the way it was looking, they could keep that speed well longer 
than they would need to. 

Usagi started to walk to her office when she noticed something was amiss. The lights were on in 
the assistant chief engineer's office and there was someone in there, but it was not who it was supposed 
to be. 

“Lt. T'Sean?” Usagi asked the female Vulcan who was sitting behind the desk, looking over a PADD, 
drinking what she assumed was some weird Vulcan tea. 

“Yes, Commander?” 

“Why are you in JC's office?” 

T'Sean looked to Usagi strangely. It was a look Usagi was getting used to lately, but coming from 
the emotionless Vulcan, it was a little out-of-place. 

“Did no one bother telling you?” she asked. 

“Tell me what?” Usagi asked, frustrated. 

“That's illogical,” T'Sean stated the obvious. “Lt. Devall is being transferred. They assigned me as 
assistant chief engineer.” 



“WHAT?” Usagi screeched, frightening the Vulcan engineer. 

Before T'Sean could say anything else, Usagi was back in her office, pulling up JC's record. 

“Lieutenant Commander?” Usagi blinked, looking at it and seeing that JC had received a 
promotion. She grew frustrated that the record would not tell her where he was going, or even that he 
served on the Sisko. 

“Dammit,” she swore, standing again. “Computer, where is JC Devall?” 

“Lieutenant Commander JC Devall is in shuttle bay two.” 

“He can't be leaving now,” Usagi said to herself. “We're at warp.” 

Her eyes moved to the warp core as the ship dropped out of warp. The rapidly flowing, almost 
hypnotic plasma mix changing to a smoother, cooling mix. 

“Oh no,” she whimpered as she ran full steam out of engineering, knocking over a couple of 
engineers in the process. 

 

Genma tossed his luggage into his runabout, smiling. He was pleased that JC had already 
performed pre-flight on the craft and had it ready to leave. 

“I'll be happy to pilot, Admiral,” JC said. “It's the least I could do for you helping me out.” 

Genma rubbed his back a bit and nodded. “I'd appreciate that, at least for a while.” 

Genma climbed into the U.S.S. Panda Express as JC made one more pass of the ship. He looked up 
into the large window where landing control was, where he saw both the landing control officer, and for 
some reason, Rei standing there. 

He gave Rei a look, then began moving towards the door of the runabout. 

“JC!” Usagi screamed as she bolted into the shuttle bay and slid to a halt just before she would 
have face planted into the front of Genma's ship. 

JC turned and looked to Usagi who was totally out of breath from having run the entire way as 
fast as she possibly could. 

Rei watched the exchange curiously. “Can you make it so we can hear them?” she asked the LC 
officer. 

“Yeah, but...” 

Rei gave the enlisted officer her patented 'do you really want to have this conversation' look. 
Rather than worry how an ethical argument over eavesdropping with Rei would end, and thus proving the 
look was still quite effective, the LC officer punched some buttons and made it so Rei could overhear JC 
and Usagi's conversation. 

“I was hoping to leave before you'd notice I was gone,” JC admitted. 



“Why are you doing this?” Usagi asked, starting to cry. 

JC turned away. “It doesn't matter.” 

“To me it does!” 

JC sighed, turned towards landing control for a moment, then looked to Usagi. “You have friends 
that really love you. You are a very, very lucky person.” 

“What...” Usagi stammered. “What do you mean-” 

“I am sorry for what I did,” JC continued, ignoring her follow up question. “And I am sorry that I 
hurt you afterwards.” He sighed and continued. “I still feel a bit... betrayed... by you going to the Captain 
over it, but I over reacted with the way I treated you.” 

JC sighed and shook his head. “I was stupid.” 

Usagi moved closer to JC. “Early in my life I dealt with a lot of people who would use violence to 
obtain power,” she explained quietly. “Something in me from back then clicked and...” Usagi cried a bit 
more as JC grabbed a hold of her. “...I knew that's not what you were doing, I know you're not like that, 
but I didn't even put those two things together until like a day later.” 

She looked up to JC who was wiping the tears out of her eyes. “I'm so sorry.” 

JC ran his hand through her hair. “As you said before, Tweedle-dee and Tweedle-dum, right? Both 
of us make mistakes?” 

Usagi laughed a bit and nodded. JC held her close for a moment more before leaning down, closing 
his eyes, and kissing her. Usagi did not resist, and for her part, attempted to get JC to move his hands 
lower on her body. 

JC pulled his head away from her and smiled. “Seven years earlier,” he sighed, moving his hand 
slowly across Usagi's face. “But fate is what it is.” 

Usagi looked to JC for a moment before squeezing his other hand. “I'll miss you.” 

“I'm going to miss you too,” he replied. “But I've taught Kaii to be just like me, so you can go and 
pester him.” 

Usagi laughed. The pair hugged one more time, the hug lasting longer than it probably should 
have, before Usagi finally turned to walk away. She paused just inside of the shuttle bay exit, inhaled 
deeply as she heard the engines on the small craft power up, then walked into the corridor. 

Rei watched Usagi walk away, then watched JC board the runabout. As it departed, Makoto 
walked into landing control. 

“Yo,” she said to Rei. 

Rei looked to her, wiping a couple of tears from her eyes. 

“What's wrong?” Makoto asked as the runabout left the shuttle bay. 

“We made a huge mistake,” Rei said, walking out of landing control. 



Makoto quickly chased her out of the room. “We did? What are you talking about?” 

“With Usagi and Devall.” 

Makoto stopped. “How can you say that? We can't just let-” 

Rei spun around. “She's an adult. She can take care of herself.” 

“We are her guardians,” Makoto countered. “It's our duty to protect her.” 

Rei sighed, turned, and resumed walking. “That was a different time, a different life and you know 
it.” 

“Is that the justification you gave yourself when you stole her fiancé?” Makoto asked. 

Rei stopped and started to steam. “Is that better or worse than torturing her for latinum?” 

Makoto fumed for a second before she charged at Rei, knocking her down from behind. The two 
women began pounding on each other for thirty seconds or so. 

Jitsia, who was jogging through the decks, rounded a corner and saw the melee. She quickly 
sprinted over to the two and attempted to intervene. 

“BREAK IT UP!” she ordered. 

Neither of them listened to her. She eventually got Makoto into a headlock and started to pull her 
away. Rei tried to take advantage of this, but Jitsia quickly used Makoto's phaser and pointed it at Rei. 

“CALM DOWN!” she ordered, making Rei back off. Once she was sure Rei was calm and Makoto 
wasn't going to attack, she let Makoto go and returned the phaser to her. 

“I thought you two were friends?” she asked. 

“I thought so too,” Rei grumbled. 

Makoto scowled at Rei before looking to Jitsia. “This isn't any of your business.” 

“Don't speak to her like that,” Rei growled. 

“Sorry, sorry!” Makoto scoffed. “I didn't realize you two were home girls now.” 

Jitsia sighed as Rei wiped a small amount of blood off her face. Rei gave Makoto, who was also 
bleeding slightly, a look of disgust, before turning away. 

“I'm going to apologize to Usagi,” Rei stated. “If you're any kind of friend to her, you will too.” 

“Apologize for what?” Usagi asked from behind Jitsia. 

The blonde engineer's sudden appearance sent Jitsia jumping forward a couple of meters with a 
very uncharacteristic scream exiting her lungs and echoing through the corridor. Once Jitsia was settled 
again, she grabbed her chest and laughed slightly while patting Usagi on the shoulder. 

“Getting me back for the lounge, huh?” 

Usagi smiled. “Sorry, Sia.” 



Jitsia simply continued to smile at Usagi as Usagi looked Makoto over. Makoto was doing her best 
to straighten out her uniform and stop her nose from bleeding. Rei also was attempting to hide the cut 
on her face. 

“Were you two fighting?” Usagi asked. 

Makoto moved her eyes towards Usagi. “What are you doing here?” she quietly asked. 

“I wasn't really in the mood to go back to work and wanted to see if Sia was free to go to the 
lounge, so I tracked her down,” Usagi explained. Her gaze shifted between Makoto and Rei a couple of 
times before again confronting them. “Were you fighting?” 

Rei meekly nodded as Makoto sighed. 

“We had a disagreement,” Makoto said. 

Jitsia was a bit surprised at how – respectful - the pair seemed to get around Usagi. Despite teasing 
her in the lounge, now they both seemed ashamed to be admonished by her. 

It was a very strange sight to see. 

“I should go,” Jitsia softly stated, moving past Usagi. 

Usagi grabbed her arm and shook her head. “Please, wait for a minute.” 

“Uh, this is personal stuff,” Jitsia said, trying to pull away, but unable to; Usagi's grip on her arm 
shockingly strong. 

To further halt Jitsia's egress, Usagi gave Jitsia a look that managed to freeze her in her tracks. 
Certain now that her new friend wasn't going anywhere, Usagi let go of Jitsia and walked over to Rei. 

“What do you need to apologize for?” 

Rei looked to Makoto, who was no longer looking at her angrily, but rather sadly, then turned to 
Usagi. 

“For so long, we've been together, right?” Rei asked. 

Usagi nodded. 

“Friends, yeah?” Rei added. 

Usagi nodded again. 

“But more than that,” she continued. “Guardians, with a duty to protect you.” 

Usagi nodded a bit more slowly this time. 

Rei bit on her lip as she had trouble finding the words to say to Usagi. Not really because she didn't 
know what to say, but because she really didn't want to say it. 

“I...” she looked to Makoto. “We, needed to make sure you wouldn't be hurt anymore and...” 



Rei felt a tear drop out of her eye. Usagi looked to her, worried about where this was going. She 
took Rei's hand and held it. 

“...We spoke to Lt. Devall and told him never to harm you again.” 

Usagi froze. Everything made sense now. 

“Told?” she asked, letting go of Rei's hand. 

Jitsia watched worriedly as Rei fell back against the wall. 

“Warned,” she upgraded. 

Usagi closed her eyes. “I see.” 

“We shouldn't have-” 

“No,” Usagi cut Rei off. “No, you shouldn't have.” 

“We're just trying to protect you,” Makoto said, walking to Usagi. 

“WHO ASKED YOU TO?!” Usagi turned and screamed at Makoto, causing the taller girl to freeze 
in her tracks and sending Jitsia back a couple of meters as well. “I'm not a complete invalid,” she 
continued, glaring at Makoto. “I can live my own life, make my own mistakes and deal with getting hurt 
in my own ways.” 

Usagi shoved Makoto out of her way before storming off, grabbing Jitsia's hand and heading down 
the corridor, dragging Jitsia along with her. 

“Both of you, mind your own fucking business,” she called out, swearing for what might have been 
the first time in her life. 

Makoto watched her go before turning to Rei, who was now simply sitting on the deck, her legs 
pulled up to her chest. 

“I'm sorry,” Rei quietly said. 

“She's gone,” Makoto told her. 

“No, I mean for the fight,” Rei said. 

Makoto stretched out her hand to Rei and smiled. “I started it. So, I am sorry.” 

Rei took Makoto's hand and allowed her to help the NEO commander up. “We're both idiots,” Rei 
pointed out. 

“Yeah,” Makoto agreed, looking off in the direction Usagi went. “You think she'll forgive us?” 

Rei sighed. “If she forgave us for what we've done in the past...” 

Makoto chuckled a bit. “Good point.” 

“We should probably still apologize though after we're done at Starbase 1-1-3.” 

Makoto nodded. 



 

Shampoo slowly opened her eyes and yawned. It certainly wasn't that she disliked mornings; it 
was more that she disliked mornings after she had a late night. 

They just seemed to come too quickly. As well, the very annoying beeping of the wake-up alarm 
was so annoying. 

Though, it didn't seem to be that annoying this morning. 

In fact, it didn't seem to be beeping at all. 

Shampoo quickly sat up. The alarm not beeping was a bad sign. It was either a sign that she woke 
up too early and she could go back to sleep, or that she didn't set it and the Gods only knew what time it 
was. 

“Computer, time.” 

“10:03:19,” it replied. 

“FUCKBALLS!” Shampoo screeched, distressed over the fact her duty shift started at 07:00:00. 

“Quiet,” Amanda mumbled from under the covers. 

Shampoo quickly rolled out of the bed and began running around, looking for clothes, tripping 
twice on hers and Amanda's uniform from the night before. 

“You late for work!” Shampoo told Amanda. 

“I do second shift,” Amanda groggily told her, pulling more blankets on top of her. “'Cause we're 
not getting to the Starbase till 18:00. Thought you were too, that's why I turned off the alarm.” 

Shampoo, who was in the process of putting on her panties, froze. “You the reason why Shampoo 
three hour late for work?” 

Amanda poked her head out of the sheets and looked to Shampoo. “Mmmm,” she remarked, 
smiling at Shampoo’s state of dress. Shampoo simply glared at her as she finished dressing. 

“It can't be that big of a deal,” Amanda continued. “They haven't called for you or sent security 
down here or anything.” 

“That not point,” Shampoo glowered, putting on her jacket and boots, somehow simultaneously. 
“Sometimes Shampoo wonder how someone like you can be so irresponsible.” 

“Hrmph,” Amanda scoffed, pulling the covers back over her head. “Sometimes I wonder how you 
can be such a stick in the mud.” 

Shampoo, finally content with her appearance, walked over to the bed. She ripped the covers off 
Amanda and looked to her. 

“Amanda know Shampoo nearly lose commission because of irresponsible behavior. There a time 
to play and a time to take things serious.” 



Amanda nodded and leaned up to Shampoo in an attempt to kiss her but was simply met by the 
covers being dumped back on her. Amanda exhaled deeply as she heard the doors to the pair’s quarters 
hiss open, then closed. 

 

Ranma, who Makoto had not actually bothered to take to the brig, was going over status reports 
from his chair on the bridge. Included in the reports was a personal letter from Jitsia. 

An interesting read it was. It made Ranma feel a little bad for his father as it talked about their 
talk and what was actually getting the old man down. 

Ranma could sympathize with him, even if he wasn't at a point in his life yet where he fully 
understood what he was going through. However, he did realize that eventually he would be in the same 
position. 

He just hoped that he handled it better. 

Regardless, Ranma made a note to himself to give the old man a call every now and then simply 
for some 'father-son' time, outside of their normal Starfleet conversations. 

The aft turbolift opened and Shampoo zipped onto the bridge. She looked around and noticed 
that except for Ranma, most of the senior staff was not present. 

She was beginning to wonder if she was indeed supposed to work second shift. 

“Nihao,” she smiled to Ranma. 

“Morning, Shampoo,” he smiled back as she had a seat in the executive officer's chair. 

“Sorry I late,” she said. “Forgot to turn on alarm and overslept.” 

Ranma looked up at the clock. “I honestly wouldn't have noticed had you not said anything.” He 
turned to Shampoo and smiled. “I just assumed you were coming in later because of the time we're 
arriving at our destination.” 

“Too late to say that now?” Shampoo smirked. 

Ranma smiled to her. “There are some new situation reports coming in from the Starbase in 
fifteen minutes. Can you make sure that gets parsed and sent upstairs?” 

Shampoo nodded turned to her tactical terminal as Ranma resumed going over the duty reports. 

  



CHAPTER ELEVEN – AND ANOTHER DAY 
 

“The station is currently encircled by a massive tachyon mine field with the defense turrets set to 
fire on anything they trip,” Starbase 1-1-3's Andorian commander, Captain Vet Ston informed the now 
fully staffed Sisko bridge. 

“As well, we have a scattering field up to prohibit transport onto or off the station. You should 
have the bypass frequency already so that your teams can get through.” 

Kaii nodded to Ranma. “They have been sent to the NSO transporter room, as well as transporter 
rooms one and two where the marines are staged.” 

Ranma nodded approvingly. “How is the researcher?” 

Ston shrugged a bit. “The Federation has conceded to a couple of his demands to buy you time to 
get here, so he's not threatening to blow everyone up every ten seconds anymore, but he's still ancy.” 

“And his main demand is still the Bird of Prey and safe passage, right?” Ranma asked. 

Ston nodded. “The Federation has one enroute, but it's still eighteen hours away and I can all but 
guarantee this situation is going to deteriorate long before then.” 

Ranma smirked, looking towards the helm display. “Captain, this situation will be resolved in a bit 
over twenty-seven minutes.” 

 

“Commander Gras will be with us,” Rei stated, motioning towards her team. “We will be on 
primary BGE or bad guy elimination. Bravo team will be secondary, with a primary goal of securing the 
hostages.” 

Rei continued to talk, mentioning Delta team and the potential of explosives removal. Shelton and 
Parker watched Jitsia, and Rei begin to chat after Rei's quick re-briefing in the NEO transporter room. 

“How the hell did that happen?” Parker asked. 

Shelton shrugged. “Probably the same way *that* happened,” he said, pointing towards Kio who 
seemed to be looking at Jitsia and Rei chatting and laughing with a jealous look on her face. 

“Sometimes I don't even know where I work anymore,” Parker blinked as Anthony desperately 
tried to get Kio's attention. 

Kio finally stopped glowering at Jitsia and Rei and turned to Anthony. “Yeah?” 

“You okay?” he asked. 

“Yeah, why?” 

“You look distressed.” 



Kio sighed. “She found a new friend, so now she won't be bothering me anymore every time she's 
sad and lonely.” 

“That's good, right?” Anthony asked. 

“Yup,” Kio nodded. 

“So?” he prodded. 

“So why does it make me upset?” 

Anthony shook his head. “I warned you.” 

Kio groaned. “Yeah, I guess you did.” She looked to Rei again. “Even though you warned me about 
something completely different.” 

“Oh?” 

“Yeah,” Kio nodded. “So many times people have been there for me when I have been vulnerable. 
When I have broke down.” She looked to Anthony and smiled. “When I have needed support.” She then 
turned back to Rei. “Maybe I kind of liked being the one they come to for once. Paying it forward. Doing 
my part for karma.” 

Anthony, finding it strange to see his friend so philosophical, smirked a bit. 

“I am pretty sure it's not against the law for her to have more than one friend.” 

Kio chuckled. “I guess you're right.” 

“FIVE MINUTES OUT FOLKS!” Rei called out, motioning for everyone to get on to the transporter 
pads. 

As Kio, Anthony, Ian and Yayo stepped onto their transporter pad, Rei, Jitsia, Parker, Shelton and 
Masters hopped up on to theirs. Jitsia looked to Rei's jumpsuit and grinned. 

Rei noticed this and grinned back. “What?” 

Jitsia pointed to the patch on her shoulder; a version of the Sisko's NSO mission logo that was 
done up in the matching camouflage of the jumpsuit. Rei smirked a bit and nodded. 

“Whatever you said to him worked,” Rei grinned. 

“I just presented the arguments that you asked me to give him,” Jitsia said, looking towards her 
own shoulder. 

“Does yours say 'Miyazaki' on it?” Rei asked. 

“Why would it?” Jitsia replied, looking to Rei. “Until I am transferred there, I am an officer of the 
Sisko.” 

Rei grinned at Jitsia, before allowing her eyes to drift down a bit. Just above where her combat 
vest began, next to the zipper of her jump suit, were three black, square pips, indicating her rank. 

“Your pips are crooked,” Rei pointed out. 



Jitsia attempted to look to them but couldn't quite adjust her head enough to see. She sighed and 
turned to Rei. “Would you mind?” 

Rei nodded and set her rifle on the pad. She walked over to Jitsia and unzipped her jumpsuit a bit 
before adjusting the collar and tugging at the suit in a couple of places to get it just the way she thought 
it should be. 

Parker and Shelton looked on in awe as Rei nodded approvingly while she zipped the jumpsuit 
back up. 

“There we go,” Rei smiled. 

“Thanks,” Jitsia smiled. She looked Rei over a bit before sighing. “Your eye still looks swollen.” 

Rei nodded. “I was clocked pretty good,” Rei acknowledged. “I am sure it will be fine.” 

“I know some pressure points that might help,” Jitsia said, bringing her hands towards Rei's face. 

“ONE MINUTE!” Shampoo's voice bellowed out over the communication system, sending both 
Jitsia and Rei leaping away from each other. 

“Maybe later,” Jitsia said, charging up her rifle. 

Rei nodded quickly, picking hers back up and getting ready for transport. 

Parker looked to Shelton. “What... the...?” 

Shelton looked to Parker and shrugged. “This show gets better every day, man.” 

 

The ten NSO soldiers materialized on Starbase 1-1-3 where they were greeted by Ston and several 
security officers. 

“I'm Commander Rei Hino,” Rei said, walking to Ston and shaking his hand. Ston looked the group 
over as he shook Rei's hand. He would be lying if he said that he wasn't a bit intimidated by both the 
clothes and the gear the ten were carrying, something that wasn't easy to do to an Andorian. 

“I'm glad you could make it,” he finally said, motioning for the group to follow him. “As I explained 
in my situation report, Palax, the researcher, has barricaded the door with explosives and...” he sighed, 
bringing up a security camera feed for Rei and the group to see. 

On it was a man, wearing a bulky, blinking vest, speaking to someone on a communication 
terminal as he paced back and forth. Ston moved the camera towards the doorway as he finished talking. 

“...hostages,” he concluded, showing two Starfleet officers tied to each other, next to what 
appeared to be a spatial charge. 

“How is he controlling those explosives?” Jitsia asked. 

Ston moved the camera again to show a small four-button device clipped to one of his pockets. “I 
assume one of the buttons is for his vest, and the other three for the door bomb, and the two by the other 
hostages.” 



Ston moved the camera around a bit more and showed a group of six more people, three each 
tied to a spatial charge. Ston sighed and looked to Rei. “The only way in there is through a maintenance 
duct which will bring you in from the east,” Ston brought up a diagram of the room and showed it to Rei. 

Rei looked it over and pointed towards another area of duct work. “What about that one?” 

“That's a life support duct,” Ston said. “That would be a pretty tight squeeze.” 

Rei nodded. “Sounds good,” she grinned, turning to Kio. Kio sighed and nodded, looking to 
Anthony. 

“What?” he asked. 

 

“Yeah, I'm stuck,” Anthony growled. Kio smirked as Yayo and Ian yanked him out of the duct. 

“You'll fit without your backpack,” Kio said. Anthony sighed, not keen on leaving his spare rifle, 
power cells, med-kit or ammunition behind, but he didn't really want to sit here and let them have all the 
fun either. 

He quickly pulled the pack off as Ian boosted Kio into the duct. Anthony climbed up behind her, 
followed by Yayo, then Ian. 

“You okay?” Kio whispered to Anthony. 

“Yup,” he whispered back, crawling through the tiny air duct. “The view back here is canceling out 
my claustrophobia.” 

Yayo smirked as she pushed Anthony slightly. “Would be nice if your butt wasn't so big. None of 
us can see anything.” 

Kio blushed brightly as she began to crawl faster. “We- we need to keep moving.” 

Both Ian and Yayo chuckled at Kio's uncomfortableness, despite Anthony grumbling at his ass 
being referred to as 'big'. 

He was a muscular man. It came with the business. It wasn't his fault they were crawling through 
a space that was only meant to push air, not people. He was pretty sure he was going to have to smack 
Ian around later. 

Yeah, Yayo said it, but Ian laughed, and he wasn't one to stay mad at a lady. 

The group all came to a stop as they reached the end of the duct work. Kio looked through the 
vent grating and saw the researcher. His discussion with whomever he was talking to was more animated 
now than it was when they saw him on the security camera. 

Almost below them was the two spatial charges with the six hostages tied to them. Across the 
room was the door with the other two. 

“Exiting will be a challenge,” Kio whispered, realizing that there was no way they could turn 
around and slide out feet first. 



Anthony nodded. “Just give the word, and I'll push,” he whispered back. 

Kio rolled her eyes as she activated her comms. Ian, at the tail end of the group, was setting up a 
tricorder to deal with the detonator. 

“Yuki to Hino.” 

 

The maintenance shaft was far bigger and allowed Alpha team to walk, albeit crouched, towards 
their target. Although that did allow for faster movement, it did require them to start farther away, and 
it was basically an uphill climb for them. 

The group was also worried about sparks that seemingly shot at them out of nowhere. 

“I think this Starbase is in violation of several safety regulations,” Parker pointed out. 

Rei nodded as she looked worriedly at a pipe that seemed to be leaking coolant onto the floor. 
“No wonder this guy is pissed off.” 

“Yuki to Hino,” Kio whispered into Rei's ear. 

“Go,” Rei whispered back. 

“We're in position,” Kio informed her. “It's going to be messy for us coming out as we'll have to 
come out headfirst.” 

Rei groaned. “I guess that can't be helped.” 

“We really couldn't have crawled here feet first, ma'am,” Kio sighed. 

“I know, I know,” Rei said, shaking her head. “I'm not upset with you.” 

There was some silence for a moment before Kio continued. “Corporal Kagurazaka has 
determined that there is no constant transmit on the spatial charges, so we're going to set up a dampening 
field which will keep the target from being able to activate the detonators remotely.” 

“Good,” Rei smiled. “Wait till we get there to activate that,” she instructed. “We'll be there in just 
a moment.” 

“Aye,” Kio said, closing the channel. 

Rei's group continued moving on. Jitsia scurried up a bit and whispered to Rei. “She seemed really 
worried that you might be angry at her.” 

Rei nodded slowly. “We've had issues in the past,” she confessed. “I think she might have been 
worried that they were resurfacing.” 

“Hm,” Jitsia mumbled, continuing to walk as the group rounded the final bend, the hatch that 
would take them into the room about 100 meters in front of them. 

 



Ian passed the tricorder up to Yayo, who passed it to Anthony, who passed it to Kio, who stuck it 
on the wall. It was programed now to jam the frequency of Palax's detonator, keeping him from blowing 
up the room. 

“I can't believe she thought I thought she was mad at me,” Kio quietly groaned. 

“You didn't?” Anthony asked? 

Simultaneously, Palax was grumbling at the suit on the other end of his communication terminal. 
Palax, a half Klingon, half Orion was flailing his arms in frustration at the man. 

“Look, I think I have been very patient with you people,” he growled. 

“Please, Mr. Palax,” the suit pleaded. “We have your ship in route. It was just a very old ship that 
we had mothballed, and it took a while to get it running again and to get someone who was able to fly it 
to you.” 

“You could have just gotten the Empire to send someone for me!” Palax exclaimed. “This all could 
have been over with a day ago!” 

“You have to understand,” the suit said, doing everything he could to calm Palax down, “I am 
restricted with what I can do by both Starfleet and the Council. The fact I got you a ship at all should show 
you how willing we are to resolve this in a matter that spares both blood and shows mutual respect 
towards each other.” 

Palax sighed and nodded, calming down a bit. 

“No!” Kio said. “Just when she grumbled, it kind of made me feel like it's my fault she sent us 
through this tiny vent.” 

“Uh, we probably should have this conversation elsewhere,” Yayo whispered. 

Kio looked down at Palax who was looking around the room. She bit her lip worriedly, concerned 
that he might have heard them. 

“Crap,” Kio whispered. 

Palax quickly walked over to one of the two groups of hostages. He looked to one of them and 
kicked him in the stomach, hard, causing Kio to grimace. 

“This is my last warning about talking,” he growled. 

The hostage coughed a couple of times before Palax started to walk away. He stopped, however 
and turned, something catching his eye. He looked right at the air duct where Bravo team was. 

Kio looked right at him. 

She was certain their eyes met, but the angle of the vent made it impossible that he saw her. 

The tricorder lights, however. 

Kio hit the activate button on the tricorder as Palax realized something was going on and moved 
towards his detonator. In one quick motion and before he had a chance to do anything, Kio had her hands 



back on her rifle, flipped it from 'phaser' to 'projectile' mode and fired, sending a single round through the 
vent screen, and passing through Palax's head. 

Palax dropped to the ground, dead. 

Kio knocked out the screen and pulled herself out, falling to the ground. She quickly righted herself 
as she hit her communicator, the rest of Bravo team tumbling out behind her. 

“Kio to Hino, target is down.” 

“What?” Rei called back. 

“He was going to detonate; I took him out.” 

Slight pause before Rei answered. “Great work, we'll be in there in a second.” 

“LIEUTENANT!” Ian screamed from the doorway where he was attempting to untie the hostage. 

Kio turned to him as Rei's group came in. “What?” 

“The dampening field seems to have triggered the timers on these bombs. We have about thirty 
seconds to get the fuck out of here.” 

Rei turned to her group. “Tag these people quick!” 

The NEO team quickly started putting transport enhancers on the hostages as Rei called Ston. 
“We're going to have an explosion here in about fifteen seconds! Evacuate the area!” 

“ROGER!” Ston replied. 

“Tagged!” Shelton replied. 

“HINO TO SISKO! GET US OUT OF HERE NOW!” 

Bravo team, Alpha team, the body of Palax, and the still tied up hostages beamed off the station 
and back to the Sisko. Eleven seconds later, a massive explosion ripped through section 718 of Starbase 
1-1-3, being contained slightly by emergency force-fields and containment bulkheads. 

 

“The damage to the station is pretty massive,” Ston reported. “But we had pretty much everyone 
evacuated from that area anyway, so there were no casualties.” 

Ranma smiled to the fellow captain. “I am pleased to hear that, at least.” 

“I thank you for your team's excellent work in saving my people's lives,” Ston added. 

“I will pass your thanks along,” Ranma nodded. “But it's what they do, so I am sure they will tell 
me that no thanks will be needed.” 

Ston grinned. “Well, if you will excuse me, I have a bit of work to do.” 

“Take care,” Ranma nodded as the communication closed. 

Shampoo looked up to Ranma. “Where to?” 



Ranma shrugged. “Where do you want to go?” 

Shampoo thought about this for a bit. “Let go that way,” she said, pointing towards a star. 

“Sure, why not,” Ranma nodded. 

Shampoo stood and walked up behind Ikuhara. “That way,” she repeated, again pointing. “Warp 
six.” 

Ikuhara programed in a general heading that corresponded with Shampoo's instruction of 'that 
way' and nodded. 

“Engage,” Ranma smiled, sitting down. 

 

Kio walked up to Rei's quarters and hovered her finger over the door chime for what was probably 
the fourth time. Each time she had quickly scampered away, unsure of exactly what she was going to say, 
or what she really wanted to talk about. 

She knew what she was upset about and why she was up there, but she was having a really difficult 
time assembling the thoughts into well thought out sentences for some reason. 

She sighed, ready to scamper away again, but this time her finger stopped her. It seemingly, with 
a mind of it's own, forced her to push the button. Kio now had no choice. She would have to stand there 
and wait for Rei to answer the door. 

After about fifteen seconds, Kio came to the conclusion that Rei wasn't home and decided to 
leave. Before she could turn and run away, the doors opened and Rei stood there, half dressed, her hair 
in shambles. 

“Kio?” Rei asked. 

Kio stared at Rei for a moment. “I- I woke you.” 

Rei nodded. “Yeah. It's okay though. Come in.” 

Rei turned around and moved into her quarters and motioned for Kio to sit down on her couch. 
Rei walked over to her replicator and ordered a couple of glasses of green tea. 

Kio looked to Rei's quarters. They seemed to be... messier... than they were the last time she was 
in here. Lots more clothes on the floor than Kio thought there should be. 

Rei, dressed in a long tank top that left little to the imagination, handed Kio her tea and sat down 
on the couch next to her. 

“Thank you,” Kio nodded. 

“So, what's up?” Rei asked. 

“Um,” Kio stammered for a bit, trying to avoid making eye contact with Rei. “I really felt that you 
should know that it was my fault that the target on the starbase tried to detonate the bombs. I was talking 
to Anthony, and he heard me, then saw the tricorder...” she trailed off. 



Rei chewed on this for a moment. “You came over in the middle of the night to give me an after-
action report?” 

“Kind of...” 

Rei sighed. “You should have been more disciplined, Lieutenant,” Rei stated, “But really, had we 
moved in the other way, we likely would have not noticed the dampening field having activated the bombs 
till it was too late to do anything but save ourselves.” 

Kio thought about this as Rei took a sip of her tea. She looked Kio over, letting her eyes linger on 
her lieutenant bar for a moment. “And just because you're an officer now doesn't mean you're not going 
to make mistakes. Trust me,” Rei sighed. “You're looking at one who's made some pretty stupid ones 
lately.” 

Kio looked to Rei for a bit before turning away. “I was mad at you,” she quietly said. 

Rei, who had assumed they were finished, nearly dropped her tea. “Why?” Rei scooted closer to 
Kio. “I told you it wasn't your fault you had to crawl through the vent that way.” 

“Because I'm stupid,” Kio said, looking back to Rei. “I was thinking 'Oh yay we're friends', then I 
was thinking 'Oh look, she's bitching at you again for something she told you to do!',” Kio sighed. “Then I 
get back here, and I realize that I'm just jealous.” 

“Jealous?” Rei blinked. 

“Because you're friends with Commander Gras now.” 

Rei chuckled. “I'm friends with lots of people, Kio…” Rei trailed off slightly before sighing. “Well, 
not lots, but more than one.” 

Kio nodded. “I know.” She leaned back. “Must be a great feeling.” 

Rei looked to Kio strangely. “That's got to be the strangest thing I have ever heard you say, and 
that's saying a lot. Anthony is your friend. Both Yayo and Ian seem to be your friends...” 

“They don't need me though,” Kio whispered. 

Rei finally got it. “Of course they do,” she said. “Friends need friends, even if they don't come 
crying to them on a daily basis.” 

Rei sighed and took Kio's hand. “Look, despite any disagreements we might have I assure you that 
you will still be my friend and I'll be happy to come to you with any problems I might have.” 

Kio smiled. “Okay.” 

Some rustling from Rei's bed is heard. Kio turns and looks to see a very disheveled looking Jitsia 
pull some of the covers off her yet making a point to keep them above chest level looking back at her. 

“I can come to you with any problems too, if you want to be my friend too, Lieutenant,” she 
groggily smiled. 

Kio blinked, then looked to Rei, a half-perverted grin, half scowl crossing her face. 



Rei chuckled nervously then turned to Kio. “Yeah, this is totally what it looks like,” she admitted. 

Jitsia motioned for both to come to the bed. Kio shook her head, causing Jitsia to laugh. 

“It's sleepy time now,” Jitsia explained. 

Rei nodded to Kio who simply shrugged, realizing that there was little point in fighting against 
something she apparently did in fact want, even if she wouldn't admit it to herself, and removed her boots 
and jumpsuit. Within a minute she found herself the 'meat' in a Jitsia-Kio-Rei sandwich. Unlike the last 
time she was in a position where she had a face full of Rei's hair, this time she drifted right off to sleep, 
content in the fact that she was not alone anymore. 

Even if the fact that the naked Jitsia smooshed up against her was giving her some very, very, 
confusing, conflicting, and awkward thoughts. 

 

Shelton, having just returned from having drinks with some friends down in the lounge, stopped 
at the entrance of the conference room. There he saw Parker, who was giggling. In the conference room, 
on the floor, apparently crying, was Anthony. 

“Whuuuu?” Shelton drunkenly asked. 

“Wanna see something funny?” Parker asked. 

Shelton nodded. 

“Computer! Where is Commander Rei Hino?” Parker demanded. 

“Commander Hino is in crew quarters A-03,” the voice replied, echoing throughout the 
conference room. 

“WHY ARE YOU TORMENTING ME?!” Anthony screamed at Parker. 

Parker looked to Shelton, chuckling. 

“Computer, where is Commander Jitsia Gras?” 

“Commander Gras is in crew quarters A-03.” 

“STOP IT!” Anthony screamed. 

Shelton began to chuckle as Parker continued. 

“Computer! Where is Lieutenant Kio Yuki?” 

“Lieutenant Yuki is in crew quarters A-03.” 

Shelton and Parker both laughed uproariously. 

“Sexy party!” Shelton slurred. 

Anthony looked to both before standing and charging. Both officers took off running from the 
deranged enlistee, their lives depending on reaching their own quarters before he could catch them. 



After losing track of the two officers, Anthony wandered around A deck a bit more, stopping in 
front of Rei's quarters where he stared lustfully at the door. He sighed heavily before moping off towards 
the turbolift to head back to his own quarters. 

He would trust Kio to make her own decisions and believed her when she assured him that she 
was only into boys, but he still wanted to know what was going on in there. 

Not quite enough to grab an EVA suit and go outside while they were at warp though. 

After a couple of minutes Anthony found himself outside of his home. Stuck to his door was a 
small piece of paper. He pulled it off the door and unfolded it, seeing Kio's handwriting on it. 

He smiled slightly as he read what was written on it. 

'Thank you for both watching over and trusting me. K.' 

Anthony chuckled a bit and walked inside his quarters. He kicked his boots off and flopped on to 
his bed, falling asleep both fully clothed and holding on to Kio's note. 

 

Gosnell met Makoto and Rei outside of the lounge. He sized up the pair before smiling to them. 

“Okay,” he started. “Everything-” 

“What the hell happened to you?” Rei asked, pointing to a black eye that Gosnell had, and a 
bandage on his forehead. 

Gosnell turned and looked towards the lounge. Inside, one of the waiters looked to him, smiled, 
did the whole 'finger-gun-bang' gesture, then walked off. Gosnell turned back to Rei. 

“I fell.” 

“Don't you think it's time you conceded to their demands?” Makoto asked. 

Gosnell sighed. “I guess,” he groaned, spitting out a tooth. “Anyway, as I was saying, everything is 
good for you guys. She's in there, eating breakfast.” 

“Good,” Makoto smiled. 

“I made things easier for you guys too,” Gosnell smiled. 

“Huh?” Rei asked. 

“I added a little Andorian Tart Powder to her cereal,” he grinned. “Not much, just enough to 
loosen her up.” 

“YOU DRUGGED HER?!” Makoto yelled. 

Gosnell nodded. “Yeah.” 

Rei went to whollop Gosnell but didn't have a chance before Makoto sent him flying through the 
lounge doors, knocking them from their supports. The two women then stepped over him and headed 



into the restaurant-slash-bar. Gosnell, whose resistance to 'shellacking' had been growing over the past 
week, slowly stood, and followed them in. 

“ATTENTION STAFF!” he yelled. “I concede to your demands!” Gosnell sighed. “You may now call 
me 'Freckles'.” 

The entire staff cheered as Makoto face palmed. Rei simply shook her head as she and Makoto 
walked over to Usagi's table. 

“Hey,” Rei smiled. 

“'Sup,” Usagi said, not looking to them. 

“Can we sit with you?” Makoto asked. 

Usagi shrugged. Rei looked to Makoto who shrugged as well. The pair sat down and 'enjoyed' and 
uneasy silence for a moment before Rei noticed Usagi had no food. 

“Where's your breakfast?” Rei asked. 

“Had them take it back,” she explained. “Tasted like Andorian Tart Powder.” 

“How-” Makoto blinked. “How do you know what that tastes like?” 

Usagi looked to Makoto. “I'm not THAT innocent and naïve, Makoto,” Usagi grumbled. “I'm not a 
child.” 

“Here's your Lucky Charms!” the waitress beamed as she set the gigantic bowl down in front of 
Usagi. Usagi grinned to her before turning back on her stern look face and pointing it at both her friends. 

“I'm sorry,” Makoto said. 

Usagi shrugged. “I understand,” she mumbled between bites. “You shouldn't expect me to know 
anything more than how to be a failure.” 

“Usagi,” Rei said, leaning forward. “We came here to apologize to you for what we did.” 

“Apology accepted,” Usagi stated. 

Rei and Makoto looked to each other. Both were worried about Usagi's frame of mind right now. 
Neither of them quite sure how to take her acceptance of their apology. 

“Really?” Rei asked. 

Usagi nodded. She ate a couple of more bites before setting her spoon down and turning to Rei. 

“I know you guys want to look out for me. I love you for that.” Usagi sighed a bit. “But do it as 
friends, not as guardians.” 

Makoto looked to Usagi softly, “But... we...” 

“No,” Usagi said, taking Makoto's hand. “No, you're not. Maybe once, not now.” Usagi looked 
towards the window at the stars streaking by. A couple of tears welled up in her eyes as she continued to 



speak. “If there is one thing JC taught me that is far more important than any of the engineering 
technobabble is that I am my own person. 

“You guys are invaluable to me as my friends, but friends aren't afraid to let other friends fail, 
since failure is how we learn.” 

Rei slouched down in her chair a bit as Usagi ate some more. Makoto simply sat there quietly, 
watching Usagi. Rei, after a few minutes, finally asked what she was pretty sure she already knew the 
answer to. 

“You loved him, didn't you?” 

Usagi nodded. “I still do.” 

“I was watching you guys in the shuttle bay,” Rei confessed. 

Usagi looked to Rei, somewhat surprised at the shame on her face. Rei shook her head as she 
laughed slightly. 

“It was weird, watching you two. I am pretty sure he loves you too.” 

Makoto turned to Rei, for the first time feeling like what they did was wrong. 

Usagi, for her part, sighed and went back to her breakfast. 

“It doesn't matter now.” 

She laughed. 

“It didn't matter then,” she corrected. “Unless you are going to go assassinate his wife for me.” 

Rei laughed, even though she shouldn't have. “Sorry, Usagi. You told us not to be your guardians 
anymore. You'll have to do your own assassinations.” 

Rei and Makoto laughed. 

Usagi simply nodded and looked back out the window thoughtfully. 

Rei and Makoto stopped laughing. 

 

<Nifty Star Trek Doorbell Sound> 

“Come in!” Ranma called from his thinking chair, looking out over the fore section of the U.S.S. 
Benjamin L. Sisko. The doors slid open, and Shampoo walked in. The Amazon looked around Ranma's 
quarters, not seeing him at first, before he waved from the chair. 

Shampoo smirked a bit, pondering whether to join him on the chair or not, but decided that 
Ranma would likely throw a fit, as well, Akane would decide to take that time to come home – on a likely 
unauthorized break - and mallet the poor Captain. 

Instead, she simply walked up and sat in the window frame in front of Ranma, leaning up against 
the transparent aluminum that protected the occupants from the cold vacuum of space. 



“You want to see Shampoo?” she asked. 

Ranma nodded. “You have time to chat?” he asked. 

Shampoo nodded. 

“You mind if I ask you something personal?” Ranma continued. 

“No, go ahead,” Shampoo said, curious where this conversation would go. She knew exactly 
where she hoped it would go, which is why she changed her underwear before coming here, but that was 
likely being VERY optimistic. 

“Pop said he offered you your own command,” Ranma said. 

Shampoo nodded. 

“You declined?” 

Again, Shampoo nodded. 

“Did he ever bother telling you what ship it was?” 

Shampoo slid down a bit more. “Yeah,” she admitted. “Before Panda left,” Shampoo explained, 
causing Ranma to laugh slightly, “he explain about Miyazaki and that Miyazaki was ship he want Shampoo 
to command.” 

“And you turned it down again?” Ranma asked. 

Once again, Shampoo nodded. 

“Why?” 

Shampoo looked to Ranma curiously. “You want Shampoo to leave?” 

Ranma shook his head. “No.” Ranma laughed slightly. “Why does everyone assume that?” 
Shampoo grinned at Ranma as he chuckled some more. 

“Quite the opposite, in fact,” he continued. “But it just seems like such a good career-” 

“Some thing more important than career,” Shampoo stated, interrupting Ranma. “Shampoo 
home on Sisko. Shampoo life on Sisko.” She paused for a moment before smiling. “Everything that make 
Shampoo, Shampoo, because of Sisko.” 

She leaned forward and looked right at Ranma, unblinking with her eyes gazing deep into his, as 
she spoke. “Shampoo could be demoted to Petty Officer, and it be okay, so long as I on Sisko.” 

Ranma looked past her for a moment, before allowing his eyes to move back to hers. “I know how 
you feel. I declined a promotion to Admiral for the same reasons.” 

Shampoo smiled. “You no tell Shampoo that.” 

“No,” Ranma said. “Are you mad?” 

Shampoo shook her head. “Though Shampoo thought we had 'no secrets' promise.” 



“You didn't tell me you were offered a command position,” Ranma countered. 

Shampoo smirked. “Fair enough.” 

The pair sat in silence for a moment before Shampoo leaned back against the faux glass again. 
“Also, if Shampoo go to another ship, I miss Ranma.” 

Ranma smiled slightly. They'd had this conversation before, and it always ended the same. 
Shampoo would acknowledge that she still had feelings for him, but in the end, he bluntly states that he 
married Akane. 

Ranma just looked at it as part of her game that she played to keep Ranma on his toes. 

“I've heard. Who would you miss more? Lt. Jansen, or me?” Ranma teased. 

Shampoo stood, slowly meandered her way up the chair, looked down to Ranma before leaning 
over, putting her mouth right next to his ear and began to whisper. 

“Shampoo take Amanda with her.” 

Ranma scoffed. “Over my-” he started before Shampoo moved slightly, placing herself noses to 
nose with him. Ranma froze. He stared straight into her eyes as she stared into his. 

“Shampoo no want to ruin friendship,” she whispered, her face becoming dead neutral, “but 
Shampoo cannot much longer fight self.” 

Ranma tried to get his wits about him. “I love Akane...” 

“Shampoo know,” she said. “Shampoo know.” 

Shampoo slowly gave Ranma a short, quick kiss before pulling away from him. She stood, 
straightened out her uniform and patted Ranma on the shoulder. 

“Shampoo see you in morning, Ranma!” she giggled as she bounced out of the room. 

“Yup,” Ranma blinked, able to do little more than watch the stars streak by. 
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