
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Return to Rehnor

Book 2

Greater Good

By

J. Naomi Ay


Published by J. N. Ayzenberg

260420

All Material within this volume is copyright 

2026 by JN Ayzenberg.  All Rights Reserved.

Names, characters, places and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously.  

Any resemblance to actual events, locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

No part of this publication can be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means,

except for brief excerpts for the purpose of review or quotation without permission in writing from the author.

Cover design created with the assistance of Grok Imagine

Also by 

J. Naomi Ay

––––––––

[image: ]


The Two Moons of Rehnor 

The Boy who Lit up the Sky, Book 1

My Enemy’s Son, Book 2

Of Blood and Angels, Book 3

Firestone Rings, Book 4 

The Days of the Golden Moons, Book 5

Golden's Quest, Book 6

Metamorphosis, Book 7

The Choice, Book 8

Treasure Hunt, Book 9

Space Chase, Book 10

Imperial Masquerade, Book 11

Rivalry, Book 12

Thirteen, Book 13

Betrayal, Book 14

Fairy Tales, Book 15

Gone for a Spin, Book 16

Firesetter 

A Thread of Time, Book 1

Amyr’s Command, Book 2

Three Kings, Book 3

Exceeding Expectations, Book 4 

A Cosmic Dance, Book 5

Strange Things, Book 6

Accidental Thoughts, Book 7

––––––––

[image: ]


Son of Rozari

The Squire, Book 1

The Maid’s Daughter, Book 2

For God, Land and Love, Book 3

––––––––

[image: ]


Return to Rehnor

Beyond Revenge, Book 1

Greater Good, Book 2

Cosmic Justice, Book 3

Peace or Trouble, Book 4



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Prologue



[image: ]




Fester was the keeper of the embryos.  It was a position he inherited from his father.  It was a good job in that it didn’t require much of anything for him to do, other than sit at a desk and occasionally answer the vid.  Once a day, he’d walk through the four antechambers making sure all the vats were still turned on.  He’d stand by each one for a moment, listening to that tell-tale sound of whispering air, and note the temperature reading, which never wavered from the necessary -320 F degrees.  Sometimes, depending on the weather, which didn’t waver much from hot and dry to dry and hot, a sheen of condensation might encompass some of the vats.  If this happened, Fester took a towel and wiped it off.

Fester’s office was in the Metro One Tower, the same place the vats of embryos had been stored for more than three hundred years.  When the office was first established, the tower was called the SdK Intergalactic Corporate Tower.  Sometime between then and now, SdK Intergalactic had gone out of business.  Fester didn’t care who owned the tower and neither did he give a damn about his embryo charges.  In fact, Fester’s only passion was the nightly dog races.

Actually, Fester had two passions, betting on the pups and smoking lots of weed.  When his head was stuck in the clouds, psychedelic colors swirling before his eyes, his long days at his desk went so much faster.
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AT FIVE PM EACH EVENING, Fester locked the office door and proceeded down the lift two floors.  “Goodnight,” he called to the drone dogs.  “See you at the track in a little bit.  Ha ha ha!”  Then he wandered his wasted way home to his one-room efficiency flat.  There, he ate a quick meal of whatever he could find.  Usually, it was a bean burrito, acquired from the Quickland Mart on Sundays when he shopped.  

Fester would change out of his casual work attire and into jeans.  Then, with enough weed and rolling paper to last the evening, he’d venture out again into the dry, hot and dusty dark.  Two blocks down and on the left, in a nondescript building with no name, he’d enter through a back door into the track.

Fester would spend most of the night burning his paycheck on the dogs, which incidentally, were live ones with furry faces and long wet tongues.  Usually, he supported the local mutts found on the streets of Metro One.  Occasionally, he’d hear a tip about an outlier who had arrived from somewhere else and then Fester would go hog wild and shoot his wad.  

It never bothered him when the dogs died.  There were plenty more of the useless eaters wandering the streets and furthermore, the owner of the winner always got the meat.  It was all in great fun for Fester, who didn’t really like the taste of dog.  However, when combined with a generous portion of weed, he’d eat anything when it came down to it.  Frankly, in this time and on this sad post-nuclear planet, there was little else for anyone to enjoy.
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ONE NIGHT WHEN FESTER was particularly in his element, flying around the dog track on rainbow colored wings, a guy sat down next to him.  He was dressed in a dark cloak, his face completely hidden by a heavy hood.

“Hello Fester,” he said, smoking a cig which smelled like only tobacco, not anything fun.  “Who are you betting on tonight?”

“That one.” Fester pointed at a large hound with several patches of missing fur and a number of sores.  “He looks mean and nasty.”

“Indeed, he does,” the stranger said.  “Sometimes, I identify with mean and nasty.”

“Yeah, me too.  Ha ha ha.”  

Thereafter, the mean and nasty mutt won the round, advancing to the next level and the one beyond.  Fester was quite pleased with his gambling yield.  He had bet the farm on that mutt and cashed in.  In fact, he was so happy with the night’s winnings, he offered his neighbor a share of his weed.

“Want a toke, friend?  I’ve got plenty.”

“Sure,” his neighbor replied, never one to turn down intoxicating substances.  

For the next few rounds, they scooped the doobie, while the poor pup grew tired trying to save his life.  Unfortunately for Fester, during the grand finale, the mean and nasty mutt rolled over and died.

“Oh damn,” Fester cried totally wasted tears.  “We were having so much fun and now this happened.”

“We can still have fun.”  The stranger slowly exhaled a psychedelic ring, which turned and twisted in the dank air like a kaleidoscope of stars.  

“We could,” Fester agreed, hoping the stranger was thinking the same thing that he was.  “Where should we go?  How about a bathroom stall?”

The stranger chuckled in his deep and lyrical voice, which only served to excite Fester’s psyche even more.  “No.  Let us go somewhere else.  I should like to visit your office.”

“My office?  In the Metro One Tower?”

“Yes.”

“Hmmm.  That’s very kinky.”  Fester conceded it was not a terrible idea.  After all, the tower was completely empty all night long.  It might be fun and certainly was something different.
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A SHORT TIME LATER, Fester unlocked his office door and held out his arms.  “My personal palace,” he cried.  “Nobody comes in here but me.  We haven’t had a withdrawal from the embryo bank in two hundred years.”

“You have the de Kudisha embryos here,” the stranger stated, drawing on a fresh cigarette, his tone implying he already knew the answer.  

“Yep.  I’ve thought of unplugging them though.  I mean, there aren’t any de Kudishas around anymore and if there were, nobody would want them anyway.”

“Will you show me?  I should like to see them.”

“Why?”  Oddly, Fester’s hackles began to rise.  Everybody knew about the de Kudisha embryos but he was pretty certain nobody wanted or needed anymore entitled birthright kings.  Frankly, wasn’t it better to be ruled by entitled oligarchs who had at least gotten that way by brains instead of blood?

“Because I desire to see them,” the stranger said, his voice oddly persuasive.  

“Whatever you want, friend, ha ha ha,” Fester replied, leading the way.  “They were placed in storage by the last descendant of the Great Emperor, Ary de Kudisha, one time president of SdK Intergalactic before it folded.  The story goes, his wife Glina loved to travel and was obsessed with her figure.  Her lifestyle was more important than continuing the line.  However, Ary insisted that they harvest and store some embryos just in case she changed her mind later.  Unfortunately, Glina died shortly after that.  Ary never remarried and never came back for his kids.  So here they are.”  Fester pointed at the vat with the de Kudishas’ identifying number.  “There are ten of them on ice for three hundred years.”

The stranger nodded, exhaling smoke while studying the vat as if he could see inside.

“Glina was from Continent Two, Karupatani, while Ary was a mix, primarily human with only a little bit of Mishnese blood.  Not that anybody cares anymore about that stuff.  Frankly, we’re all just happy to have blood that isn’t poisoned by the radioactive shit we all breathe.”

The stranger nodded again and held up a hand.  “There are three males and one female.  The rest are not viable.”

“If you say so, but it’s not my fault, friend.  That happens all the time.  Come on.  You saw them.  Let’s go back to my outer office and have the fun you were suggesting at the races.”

“Oh, you shall,” the stranger replied.  “Your transport capsules?”

“Uh.  On that wall over there.  You’re not thinking of taking them, are you?”

“Indeed, I am.”

“Uh...um...Actually, I can’t let you do that.”  Fester’s heart began to pound.  He considered striking the stranger or at the very least, grabbing his arm.  The only problem was, the guy was easily past six feet tall and probably outweighed Fester by a good fifty pounds.  Of muscle.  He had obviously not been starving like everyone else on the planet.  “What did you say your name was anyway?  Where exactly are you from?”

“I did not say either.” The stranger pushed back his hood, allowing Fester to get a good look at his face.  Also, his long black hair, and his shining silver eyes, which had famously belonged to someone else.  Now who was that?  Fester couldn’t exactly remember.  The stranger smiled a little at Fester’s confusion.  “’Twas the three de Kudisha Emperors.”

“How is that even possible?” Fester gasped, as his throat began to close.  His heart began to race and his blood to pound.  It was as if his body wanted to compensate for the lack of breathable air, but that only served to speed up the process of his demise.

“You shall know soon enough.  Goodbye Fester.  I suspect you shall find the fun you desire in my brother’s lair.  Or not.  It tends to be rather hot in his house.  Too hot to do anything but burn.”

“But why?” Fester cried. “I wasn’t that bad!”

“Compared to some, no,” the whatever and whoever he was agreed.  “However, I have a special dislike for those that purposely abuse dogs.  They are a Divine Gift and frankly, ought to be cherished.”

“Wait!” Fester cried with his last breath.  “I’ll do better.”

“Too late,” the stranger replied, busily packing up the embryos.  “Well, that was indeed fun,” he thought later.  “At least for me.”

––––––––
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THE NEXT DAY AT THE Embryo Storage Bank of Talas II, four new canisters were stacked on the reception desk.  In addition, there lay an envelope enclosing a very healthy bank cheque to pay for their continued storage as well as artificial womb gestation on a schedule that would birth each of them at the appropriate time.
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Chapter 1
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Adaam wasn’t sure how to handle his new situation.  His entire life, up until now, had been a series of foster homes with foster parents that had been paid to keep him.  

“You’re not one of us,” every set of foster parents had said.  “It’s clear you are not even Talasian.  Your skin is pale and ugly and your hair...”  There were no words.

But, they were paid, exorbitantly well, according to one of his foster fathers early on.  Adaam never understood why he was worth so much more than every other foster kid in the house.  

“Someone is paying for you,” one of his foster mothers once told him.  “Someone obviously rich and most likely ashamed.  However, it’s not worth it to us to keep you more than a couple years.  We’d rather have real Talasians in our house.”

Adaam didn’t know why his true parents would be ashamed, as he thought he was a decent sort of guy.  He did well in school.  In fact, he was rather smart.  He was nice to people.  He didn’t get into fights or call anyone mean names.  Even on the internet, in the Galaxy Wide Web, whenever Adaam participated in anonymous forums, he was always polite.  He never downvoted anyone and he liked everybody’s comments even when he disagreed.  He didn’t like arguing.  He just wanted everyone to get along.

“It has to be your hair,” one of his foster sisters told him.  “The color is absolutely horrific.  Nobody wants that in their house.”

When Adaam was about ten, he asked his foster parents to shave it all off.  After that, his head was bare except for the tiny bit of red fuzz that inevitably grew back.  

––––––––
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ONE DAY WHEN ADAAM was about twelve, the answer came to him in an odd way.  He was walking home from school to his latest foster parents’ house, when he slipped and fell, breaking an arm as he hit the pavement.  A short time later, he found himself in the emergency department of the local hospital.

“You’re such a bungler,” his foster mother said, as he waited on the special bed.  “You can’t even manage to stay upright on your own two feet.  Even with the premium on your foster fee, it makes it hardly worth it.  I might just leave you here and let someone else take you home.”

Adaam had no answer as he was doing his best not to scream due to the pain of that white bone sticking out of his skin.  Fortunately, when the nurse arrived, he was very kind and immediately gave Adaam some pain meds that put him to sleep.

––––––––
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WHEN NEXT ADAAM AWOKE, his arm was in a cast.  A full day had passed while he’d been asleep in this bed.

“Feeling better, son?” a doctor asked, reviewing the monitors above his head.  

“Yes, sir.”  Oddly, Adaam felt happy.  Nobody ever called him son.  Just the sound of it filled his heart with joy.  Maybe, he really was someone’s son.  Maybe he had a set of parents out there in the big wide universe, who had accidentally misplaced him.  Even if they were ashamed of his ugly skin and horrific bright red hair, maybe someday they might find him and would love him.  Quickly, he asked a question before the doctor swept out of his room.  “What am I, sir?  I know I’m not Talasian.”

“Well...” The doctor studied the monitor, sweeping a hand through his perfect forest green hair, a color that made Adaam unusually envious.  “The truth is, son, your antigens indicate both Rehnorian and Human ethnicity.”

“Wow,” Adaam gasped, having no idea that this is what he could be.  

“Now, Human is not a race that we generally would brag about.  However, the Rehnorians are definitely our friends and that alone should make you very proud.”

“Why?”

The doctor looked at his watch.  “I don’t have time to explain it, but you can do some research, or just ask the all-knowing AI.”  With that, he left the room and the next day when Adaam was discharged, he was surprised to discover his foster parents had returned to pick him up.

“I thought you were planning to leave me there,” the boy remarked, studying the signatures on his cast.  Every nurse in the hospital had written Good Luck, you’re going to need it. 

“When we found out you’re half Rehnorian, we knew we had to bring you home,” his foster father informed him.  “On account of, you might be one of the missing de Kudisha embryos.”

“Probably not,” his foster mother smirked.  “On account of your horrific red-hair.  The Great Emperor had black hair and the Empress had golden.”

“Red-gold.”

“True, red-gold.  So, there is a small chance.”

“That they could be my real parents?” Adaam’s voice raised so high, it cracked down low.

Both of his foster parents laughed uproariously.  “Not a chance. They died more than five hundred years ago.  Maybe their great-great-grandson and his wife are you real parents.  Once they found out how ugly you were going to be, they stuck you in stasis for someone else to deal with.”

––––––––
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AS SOON AS ADAAM GOT to what passed for his home, and barricaded himself in what passed for his room, he immediately got on the web to search through any and all internet forums that had anything to say about the Great Emperor of the once great Empire of Rehnor.

Adaam didn’t learn much as all Rehnorian history archives had been lost during the nuclear destruction of the planet several decades ago.  The Alliance had classified all of the information under an executive order that wouldn’t expire for another thousand years.  However, he did manage to connect with some guy on a R/RememberRehnor thread in the forum where everybody and anybody could comment.

“I think I might be one of the missing embryos,” Adaam wrote.  “How do I find out?”

“Genetic testing would be the only way.  Where are you?”

“I’m living on Talas II.  I have bright red hair and am tall for my age.  The doctor told me my blood says I’m part Rehnorian and part Human.”

“Interesting,” the guy wrote.  “It could be you.  The Talasian planets were a vassal state of the Empire for at least five hundred years.  Some say even longer than that.  They served the Emperor when he was one of them.”

“What?”

“Never mind.  However, it might be reasonable to assume he parked one or more of you there for safe keeping.”

“Should I do anything?” Adaam’s heart beat erratically.  His whole life was now starting to make sense.

“Not unless you’re ready to launch a revolution.”  This was followed by a bunch of laughing emoticons.  

Adaam’s heart stopped its wild fluctuations and fell to the ground.  The dude was just a joker.  There was no way Adaam was really a long lost prince.  He was just an ugly mixed breed red-headed kid that somehow was dumped on Talas II.  He should have known better than to believe some random stranger on the galactic interweb!

“Keep your nose clean, kid,” the next message continued before the stranger signed off.  “Physically and proverbially.  If the Big Man is sent to rescue us again, and you’re one of his, he’ll seek you out.”

––––––––
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STILL, ADAAM BIDED his time for the next few years making certain his nose was always clean and worthy of a prince in waiting.  He received good marks in school and avoided fights with Talasian boys despite how they may have taunted and teased him for his looks.

Nevertheless, the boy was convinced that someday his number would be called as his research uncovered one indisputable fact.  Though the Emperor had died more than five hundred years ago, it was clear he was far more than a mortal man and with the deplorable state of the planet Rehnor, and the galaxy as a whole, it was obvious it wouldn’t be long until he was back.

––––––––
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WHEN ADAAM TURNED SIXTEEN, it seemed as if his suppositions had been correct.  One day a tall, skinny Talasian man with piercing emerald eyes and an exquisitely tailored and expensive wool coat, arrived at his foster parents’ door and demanded Adaam appear.

“He’s come to conscript you into the army,” the foster mother warned.  “Better pack your best boots and warmest coat.”

“There goes our foster fee,” his foster father complained.  “Good luck, kid.  Try not to get killed.”

“Can I get a dispensation?” Adaam asked, just in case.  “I’d like to go to the university.  I was thinking I could be an engineer.  That is, if I’m not a prince.  You know, one of the missing embryos?”

“There’s no dispensation from this job,” the Talasian man replied.

Adaam was then escorted to a limo which took him to a spaceport, the destination a moon of Talas II.  

“Draftees don’t usually go in limos,” Adaam surmised, wondering if his foster parents had noticed the Rehnorian Imperial Eagle Crest on the door.

“Not usually, kid,” the Talasian replied, lighting a cigarette.  “Your wish came true, Cinderello.  You really are a long lost prince.  Although, if you’d rather go in the army now, I can take you there instead.  Honestly, I can’t say which one would be the better choice.”

“I don’t really want to shoot anybody,” Adaam insisted.  “And, I kind of like the idea of being a prince.”

“Princes don’t usually have to shoot people with their own guns.  They have much bigger weapons at their disposal like nuclear warheads.  Although, in your weird family, you might want to keep a gun on hand just in case.  Your grandmother is always locked and loaded and usually aiming.”

“At who?” Adaam cried with alarm.

“Anyone and everyone, but most often at your grandfather.”

“My grandfather?” Adaam gasped.  “Who is that?”  

The Talasian made a snorting noise.  “He likes to call himself Mishah Kalila de Kudisha now, but everyone knows he’s really the Great Emperor Senya.”
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Chapter 2
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“What do you mean the Talasians are repairing my starship?” Admiral Liam Fields demanded.

“Just like I said,” Captain Casey Fields replied, doing her best not to sound annoyed.  “They are fixing the portside propulsion unit as well as all damage to the ship’s outer skin.”

“The Talasians are not an authorized service center for the Allied Spaceforce!”  Admiral Liam pounded again on his desk.  “How many times do I have to tell you this, Casey?  Get that damn ship out of there and get it back to Spacebase 41-B.”

“We can’t do that, Dad.” Ted was drawing swirly images with his pen.  Practically the entire yellow pad was covered in these odd circles, except for a few notes he had written for Casey’s benefit.  One of them said, Dad is seriously mad, while the other said, If I get kicked out of the force, do you think Mish will give me a job?  A third one asked, Do you think something is wrong with Dad’s brain?  I mean, he’s starting to sound a little demented.  Maybe we should get him tested?

Casey glanced at Ted’s notes before glaring at her brother.  “I think something is wrong with all our brains,” she muttered.  Then, forcing a smile upon her lips, she called, “Arty, would you please explain the work that is going on.  The Admiral won’t listen to me.”

“Yes, Captain.” Arty proceeded to detail what Mish had done.  “He has authorized the Talasians to perform the upgrades and repairs.  He has arranged a deal on it.  Spaceforce is receiving everything at a bargain price.”

“Mish,” the Admiral spat.  “I’m so sick and tired of hearing about Mishah Kalila de Kudisha.  Everyone in this entire alliance is having a fit about him.  I told you to shoot the guy and instead you’re busy kissing his feet.”

“Nope.  Only Casey’s doing that,” Ted chortled.  “Actually, she’s probably kissing a lot of his other body parts too.”

“Ted!” Casey growled.

“This whole situation is ridiculous!” the Admiral barked.  “Get yourself together, Captain, or I’m going to bounce you out of Spaceforce.  In the meantime, if your...your friend intends to rebuild his empire and threaten our existence, I want to hear about it and I want you to make certain that doesn’t happen.”

“No problemo, Admiral,” Ted replied.  “I’ve got his ear and Casey’s got his...ahem...other parts.  Between the two of us, we’ll save the Alliance.”

“Ted!” Casey roared and attacked her brother with her legal pad, while the Admiral rolled his eyes and clutched his head.  After a moment, and one or two more whacks, Casey turned back to the holographic image of the Admiral.  “The repair work on the Intrepid will be completed in less than seventy-two hours, sir.  We recommend you allow the Talasians to finish everything up.  After that, we can transfer it to 41-B.  I’ll assume you are relieving me of command.”

“I didn’t say that.” The Admiral’s voice softened.  “Your status remains to be determined.  Casey, can you assure me with one hundred percent confidence that the Talasians are not going to sabotage the ship?”

“Why would they?” Ted asked.

“I don’t understand your concern.”  Casey shook her head.  “The repairs are being monitored very carefully by my crew.  If they do anything untoward, I promise you they’ll suffer the consequences.  I personally will decertify their repair facility.”

“Do I need to remind you they are not part of the Alliance?”

“They’re not part of anything else either, Dad,” Ted retorted. 

“They have a strong incentive to do a good job on this,” Casey added.  “The entire Spaceforce fleet is in need of refurbishment.”

“We’ll see about that.”  The Admiral rose to his feet in his office a full quadrant away across the stars.  “I’ll remind you that for several centuries, the Talas system was part of the Rehnorian empire.  I hope their motivation is as pure as you suggest.”

“I think it is,” Casey said as confidently as she could, although a tiny seed of doubt began to form in the back of her brain.

“You just make sure your friend doesn’t repeat history,” the Admiral added.

“Husband.”  Casey rubbed her forehead and waved her hand with the brilliant blue firestone ring, a smile that was closer to a grimace on her face.

“What did you say, Casey?”

“She said Mish is her husband,” Ted offered helpfully.  “You know, your son-in-law, Admiral, the grandfather of your four great-grandchildren?”

“Please Ted,” Casey groaned.  “Let’s not get into all that now.”

“Casey,” the Admiral sat back down and laced his fingers together on the table before him, “Listen to me, not as your commanding officer, but as your father.  I am genuinely worried about your mental health.”

“Because I’m married to Mish?  Frankly, I’m worried too.”

“No.  Well, yes.  That and the amount of time and...uh...advice you’re taking from...uh...Ted.”

“Me?” Ted cried.  “What’s wrong with her listening to me?  I’m very good at advising.”

“I know, Dad.”  Casey sighed.  “I’m working through a lot right now and Ted has been enormously helpful.  It wasn’t easy coming back from a bullet in the brain.”

“Of course, darlin’.  Take your time.  Command is cutting you lots of slack because of the trauma you sustained while in the service of your duty.  Just think things through and tread carefully.  Use me as your sounding board instead of...of Ted.  Or,” he cleared his throat uncomfortably and briefly looked away, “instead of Mr. Kalila de Kudisha.”

“Her husband,” Ted reiterated.  “And, I think he has a title or two or ten or something.  Wasn’t he just proclaimed the new king or emperor or both by virtue of his birthright, not to mention, maybe being the same guy?”

“Please Ted,” Casey begged.  “Yes, Dad.  I will.”

“Good.”  The Admiral rose again.  “Keep in touch and get that ship back to me right away.”

“Yes sir.”

“Aye aye, Admiral.”  Ted stood up and saluted. 

“Hopefully, I’ll have an answer on your status also by the end of this week,” the Admiral called over his shoulder as he headed to the door.  “If you hope to retain your commission, I had better not hear about anything else.”

“Yes, sir.” Casey rose to her feet.

“Aye aye, mon papa.” Ted saluted again, “Oh, one more thing.”

The Admiral apparently didn’t hear him as the image had already dissipated.

“What?” Casey asked.  

“About Fanshon and her crew—”

Now, Captain Casey groaned.  “Do I really want to know?”

“Probably not, but I’ll tell you anyway.  Mish will not release them.  He’s shipping them back to Rehnor to stand trial.  Doesn’t look good for them.  The Rehnorians are pretty mad.  Mish is pretty mad and you know how he gets.”  Ted shook his head and blew air through his teeth.

“Actually I don’t.  Or at least, I don’t remember.”

“Do you want to talk to your husband about some leniency?” Ted suggested.  “I mean, Fanshon’s crimes were pretty bad.  Terrible actually, but still, she’s only human.  Wait.  Forget that.  It’s probably a wasted effort anyway.  Mish’s idea of leniency is a whole lot different than yours and mine.”

“You seem to know more about Mish than I do.”  Casey headed to the door, but stopped again as Ted raised his voice.  

“You don’t want to try to save your...uh...mother?”

“She did try to kill me, Ted.  It sounds like there was no maternal love lost between the two of us.  Furthermore, I’m not sure I should try to interfere with Mish’s decisions.  I don’t think it’s my place.”

“You always did in the past.”  Ted followed her out the door and down the hall.

Casey shrugged a little and shook her head.  “He hasn’t asked for my opinion and I don’t really want to volunteer.  He probably already knows my thoughts anyway.”

“Executing Fanshon and her cohorts isn’t going to change anything really.  Granted she made a lot of mistakes in this life, notably shooting you—”
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