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VICE-ADMIRAL HARVARD Colander smiled as he sat down for the first time in the chair behind the desk of the Deputy Chief of Personnel for the Terran Republic Navy. Now that a Homo Superior had advanced into the position which oversaw all promotions and duty assignments for the Navy, his Brethren could really start to move up in rank quickly and get the choice assignments. The Plan to take total control of human civilization was one step closer to reality. 

With control of the Personnel Bureau, Superiors would eventually dominate and control all of the other branches of the Navy. Operations would be first of course, then Procurement, Intelligence, Logistics, R&D and finally Bases but first things first. He might be in charge of promotions and assignments but the day-to-day tasks of managing those functions were still in the hands of his stupid Sapiens staff and until he had them replaced with Superiors, he would have to be careful in the promotion of his Brothers and Sisters. 

There was, however, one step he could take almost immediately. That old Sapien crone, who supervised the selection process for applications to the Naval Academy, had applied for early retirement on medical grounds. He would be glad to approve that and personally interview candidates to replace her, making sure that a Superior would get the nod. That person in turn, would see to it that the vast majority of first-year cadets from now on would be Superiors with just enough Sapiens to avoid arousing suspicions. And within a couple of years, he should be able to replace most of the instructors at the Academy with Superiors as well. As soon as the Academy was firmly under Superior control, they would get rid of all the Sapien cadets and accept only Superior men and women as cadets from then on.

At that point, the Inner Circle would engineer a war with one of the alien races that bordered on Human Space. That would require a massive buildup of ships, and a huge influx of new officers and enlisted personnel. And when the war was over, a large number of ships would be declared surplus and decommissioned and it would be the Sapiens who would be discharged, leaving his Brothers and Sisters, with their Superior genes, running the Fleet.

Then when the time was right, the Superiors would make their move against the rest of Humanity, enforcing their will at the point of a Dreadnought gun turret and all Sapien males would be forcibly sterilized. Sapien women would be forced to carry implanted Superior embryos to term and as Homo Sapiens gradually died out, Homo Superior would gradually take its place. Colander hoped he would live to see that day. He felt the future of his race resting on his shoulders and that burden felt good! 
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COMMANDER ERIC STONER was dealing with a logistics issue in the ship’s Hangar Bay when his brain implant notified him of an incoming personal message.

“Excuse me, Chief,” said Stoner to the Chief Petty Officer in charge of Logistics. “I’ve got an incoming message I need to attend to.” After waiting for the CPO to move away, Stoner activated the flexible screen built into the left forearm sleeve of his uniform. The message was from the Bureau of Personnel.

To: Cmdr. Eric Stoner

Subject: Change of Duty Assignment

Effective immediately, you are relieved of the position of Executive Officer of BC89 (TRNS Tobruk). You are required to report to Fleet Admiral, commanding Reserve Fleet, not later than 21-August-2119 for duty to be determined at that time. 

As per Vice-Admiral Harvard Colander, Deputy Chief of Personnel.

Stoner was shocked by the news. Only incompetent personnel or individuals close to retirement age, whose transfer would make room for someone more desirable, were transferred to the Reserve Fleet. It was universally considered to be a career dead-end. Many officers preferred to resign from the TRN altogether rather than accept the humiliation of serving in the Reserve Fleet. Stoner was not close to retirement and to the best of his knowledge, he hadn’t done anything to warrant being considered incompetent. He decided to head back to his quarters to use the communications station to make some queries in private.

As he stepped around the corner of the corridor leading to his quarters, he saw Lt. Commander Jocelyn Torre standing in front of the doorway. Her expression contained a hint of triumph.

“I’d like to speak with you, Eric,” said Torre. Stoner took note of the fact that she called him by his first name, even though he outranked her. It was a violation of protocol that she had never made before and he began to suspect that she knew about his re-assignment. 

“I’m a bit busy now, Jocelyn. Later perhaps?” By this time, he had reached the entrance to his quarters and the door had opened at his approach. Torre followed him in before the door could close.

“I’m afraid I’m going to have to insist because there won’t be any time later. You see, Eric, I’ve been promoted to Commander and I’m the new XO of Tobruk. That means these quarters now belong to me and I want to know how quickly you’ll be vacating them.”

Stoner couldn’t resist smiling although he made sure Torre couldn’t see his face. He now understood what was going on. Jocelyn Torre was one of the Enhanced Humans within the Navy and as with all Enhanced Human naval officers, she was rising up in rank fast. Stoner was blocking her ascension to the Executive Officer slot and therefore had to go. He gave up on the idea of making inquiries because he already had the answer he was looking for.

“I’ll begin packing as soon as you leave, Jocelyn.”

“I hope so, Eric. You wouldn’t want a bunch of clumsy marines with sticky fingers packing your things for you if you take too long, now would you? By the way, where’s your next assignment?”

I’ll bet you already know, he thought to himself. “Reserve Fleet.”

Her expression of sympathy was not very convincing. “Oh my. You must have done something that the Captain didn’t like to get assigned there.”

“Actually, I can’t think of anything,” said Stoner.

She gave him a patronizing smile. “No, of course not. Well, you can always resign your commission. Reserve Fleet officers don’t get a lot of respect these days. In fact, I don’t think they get any respect at all. Now that we Sup...er, Enhanced officers are showing how more capable we are compared to your kind, what used to be considered an acceptable level of competence has now become unacceptable.”

“You don’t need to refrain from using the word Superiors, Jocelyn. I know that’s what you people call yourselves and you call us Homo Sapiens, Saps. I’d like to start packing now so if you don’t mind?”

Torre allowed her expression to show that she didn’t like being dismissed like that. “Half an hour, Eric. If you take longer than that I’ll ask the Captain to assign some marines to assist you.” She stormed out without waiting for a reply. Stoner made sure he was packed by the deadline, but he waited until exactly thirty minutes had gone by before leaving his quarters with the robotic luggage trailing behind him. Torre was standing in the corridor outside with her arms crossed and a hostile expression on her face.

“The quarters are all yours, Jocelyn,” said Stoner.

He had to wait for almost an hour for the next scheduled shuttle flight from the ship to the naval spaceport near Colorado Springs and during that wait, he chatted with CPOs and enlisted personnel who gradually formed a circle around him. None of the ship’s officers, all of whom were Enhanced, came down to say good-bye. He had been the last Sap officer and in hindsight, he should have expected being transferred off the ship.

It was on the way down when another message arrived telling him that a Reserve Fleet officer, Commander Ferguson, would be meeting him upon landing. Stoner didn’t know who Ferguson was or what he wanted but he’d find out in less than ten minutes. When the shuttle came to a halt on the spaceport tarmac, a commander entered the shuttle before anyone had a chance to get off. He saw Stoner and waved for him to sit back down.

“No rush, Commander. I’m Ferguson. Let’s wait until we have the shuttle to ourselves so that we can have a little chat in private, okay?”

Stoner shrugged. “Fine.”

It didn’t take long for the other passengers and the flight crew to leave. Ferguson closed the hatch and came over to where Stoner was sitting.

“I’m going to go way out on a limb and say that you don’t really want to be assigned to the Reserve Fleet. Am I right?”

Stoner couldn’t help laughing. Ferguson’s easygoing attitude had lifted some of the tension that he’d been feeling since reading the initial message.

“You’re right, I don’t.” 

Ferguson nodded. He then took out a small device from a pocket and turned it on. Stoner heard a barely detectable, high-pitched whine coming from it.

“There, now we can talk freely. This shuttle probably isn’t bugged but you never know. If you’re considering resigning your commission, don’t. You must accept your transfer. The Superiors would love it if you resigned.” He leaned against the side of the interior shuttle wall and crossed his arms.

“I know what you’re about to ask. Why is accepting this transfer important?” Stoner nodded. “What I’m about to tell you is the most closely-guarded secret in the Navy. You must not tell anyone else without expressed permission from someone higher up. No exceptions. The future of Homo Sapiens depends on keeping this secret. The Superiors have a long-term plan to exterminate us. Taking complete control of the Navy is the necessary prerequisite step and they’re just about halfway there. We think they plan on provoking a war with one of our neighboring alien races. And since they’ll be at the top of the chain of command, they’ll arrange the battles so that ships crewed by us Saps take the brunt of the losses. When they’re good and ready, they’ll bring their capital ships into the fight, win the war and then decommission whatever Sap ships are left, leaving them in complete control of all navy ships and bases. Then they’ll turn their attention to Sap civilians. The men will be forcibly sterilized, and the women will be forced to become incubators for Superior embryos.”

Stoner was so shocked that he was speechless. Ferguson waited for him to process the information. After about a minute, Stoner was able to form a coherent thought.

“I don’t want to believe you, but I do. It would explain their arrogance, the fact that they’re being promoted far faster than seems to be justified and that device you’ve just turned on is not standard Navy issue which tells me this isn’t some kind of joke. But I still don’t understand why my joining the Reserve Fleet is important.”

“The Superiors still think of the Reserve Fleet as a dumping ground for the incompetent and in their minds, all us Homo Sapiens are by definition incompetent compared to them. What they don’t realize is that transferring officers like you and me to the RF, is turning it into something far more capable than it used to be. The RF has its own budget and by careful manipulation of those funds, the Fleet’s senior officers, who are determined to resist the Superiors’ plan, have managed to get some serious R&D done under the disguise of ordinary fleet maintenance. When the Sups are ready to make their move, we Saps will have a few surprises for them and we’re going to need officers like you, Commander. Does that clear up the mystery?”

“It does. Now what?”

“Now, you arrange to be transported to the RF base on Titan. When do you have to report?” Stoner told him. “Good. That gives you a couple of days. I suggest you take your time. If it looked like you were suddenly in a rush, the Sups might get suspicious and we don’t want that. Act as if you’re reluctantly complying with your orders. When you report to Fleet Admiral Remington, he’ll brief you on how you can make the best contribution to the project. Any questions?” Stoner had none. “Okay. Just in case this shuttle is under observation, I think you should leave first and I’ll wait a while before I leave. I’ll see you again at the Base, Stoner.”

Stoner did as Ferguson suggested and checked into the Temporary Officers Quarters for the two nights that he had available before having to catch a transport ship to the Titan Base. During those two days, he made sure to share his anger and disgust about being transferred to the Reserve Fleet with anyone, who happened to be close enough to talk to. The crew of the transport were sympathetic to his plight. One of them told Stoner that there had been a noticeable pickup in the number of personnel being transferred to the RF, along with a corresponding increase in the number of individuals being transferred out of the Reserve Fleet to make room for the newcomers. He wondered why that was. Stoner played dumb and volunteered nothing. Maybe the transport crew was in on the project, but they might not be and Ferguson’s instructions about not talking were quite clear.

The arrival at the Base after an eight-hour flight was a relief. Transport ships were not intended to be comfortable. As a courtesy, the transport’s Captain invited Stoner up to the Bridge to watch the approach. The Base was not actually on Titan but rather consisted of a large station orbiting that moon. It was so large that the transport could dock nose first and be deep enough inside the station that the ship’s nose could open up to let cargo be moved onto the station directly and vice versa. Stoner wondered why the station designers had thought that capability to be necessary until he saw a large piece of equipment being unloaded for installation into one of the mothballed ships. After a CPO showed him to his new quarters, which were almost as large as what he had on the Tobruk, he found his way to the office of Reserve Fleet Commander, Adrian Remington. The Admiral’s Aide showed Stoner into the inner office. Stoner was about to come to attention and salute when Remington got up from behind his desk and gestured for Stoner not to bother.

“Never mind the salute, Commander Stoner. I run a fairly informal operation here. Not only does it engender a feeling of comradery, but it also serves to reinforce the conventional wisdom that Reserve Fleet personnel are undisciplined and impudent. Welcome to the RF.” Stoner shook the offered hand.

“Thank you, Admiral. I honestly don’t know if I’m glad to be here given the seriousness of the project. You know what they say about ignorance being bliss.”

Remington nodded as he sat back down, gesturing for Stoner to sit in the chair facing the desk. “I know what you mean. I sometimes wish I didn’t know what I know. It was a lot less stressful being a has-been admiral commanding a disreputable outfit. I don’t mind telling you this because it’s a story that you’ll hear from other personnel here. Some people just aren’t very good at playing the political game of networking and ass-kissing to get ahead. I rose to Flag Rank partly by family connections and partly by sheer luck. Merit had little to do with it and I can now admit that. But when I learned of the danger to us from the Superiors, I gained the motivation that had been missing in my career up to that point and that made all the difference. Many of the officers, that were already here when the project began, decided to contribute to the best of their abilities. Those, that couldn’t handle the demands placed on them, resigned. Some of the CPOs know the secret. The enlisted technical personnel don’t know why certain things are being done and most of them don’t care why. We still have a few deadbeats who aren’t pulling their own weight, but they’ll gradually be moved out.” He paused to organize his thoughts. 

“You’re the first line officer Commander to be assigned here. The other commanders are all in Engineering or Technical career tracks. Do you know why you were transferred here instead of another ship command?”

“I suspect that the Superiors were in a hurry to get the last Sapiens officer off the Tobruk and didn’t have a suitable vacancy anywhere else, Admiral.”

“Hm. Tobruk, eh? I believe she’s a battlecruiser. That fits with what we see in terms of their focus. Up to about a year ago, Superior officers were assigned wherever there was a vacancy that fit regardless of whether it was a capital ship or a frigate. Then they decided that bringing capital ships under their firm control would be the new priority and they’re very close to reaching that point.” He chuckled. “Speaking
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