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It was a shock when Queenie Baley’s face came up on her news feed.

Decades had passed and Vivian’d more or less forgotten the woman existed, let alone that she’d flagged Queenie as a person to stay up to date with.

Warrant Officer Vivian Ashe sat neatly at her slim view screen, and it was like one of those old vids - Queenie’s face got bigger and bigger, and the tired, worn-out room she sat in got smaller and smaller until there were only her memories of Queenie.

It was a distraction she could’ve done without.

Busy preparing the day’s papers for the Brigadier, with pretty much twelve hours of back-to-back meetings. Not to mention she was running late and still had to stack his worn and much-repaired chestnut coloured, real leather folio with the collated papers and a couple of his favourite pens.

Typical she should be in the last dinosaur’s office on New Mir Station, while Queenie was flying through space on the cutting edge of technology. But that’s infantry life for you.

Queenie’s long, dark hair was now perfectly white, secured in a simple and elegant style at the back of her head. And by comparison, her face was young and fresh. Perhaps even as young as the last time Vivian saw her, however many decades ago that was.

In her sleek, black, compression ship suit, Queenie was the stunning epitome of capability and efficiency.

Looking at her, you had no trouble imagining her standing serenely at the prow of Fleet’s flagship FFC Argonaut, ready for anything. You couldn’t help feeling the future of the Federation was secure in her expert hands.

Vivian looked down at her rumpled, khaki, old-style Earth standard uniform that did nothing for her complexion and sighed. Then looked through Queenie’s radiant face at her blurry reflection on the terminal screen and smoothed a hand over her dry, wrinkled face, and before running her hands over her short, unattractive buzz cut.

Her appearance hadn’t bothered her until that moment.

But that was infantry too - when you’re busy getting stuff done on the ground, it’s all about the practicality.

She looked around her at the tired and worn executive office that could’ve been anywhere - station, asteroid, planet.

Scuffed, stained and dented once-white walls, worn plastic floors with remnant patterns, and shabby, well-used furniture.

Once up on a time, her shitty, but real, rectangular wooden desk of indeterminate species would’ve been a status symbol. Now, one of its legs was shorter than the others and chocked up with a plastic chit. The surface scarred by cup rings, deep scratches and spills.  
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