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      For my wife, Nicole.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        You’re about to embark on another fun adventure!

        The crew of the Ghost is at it again!

      

      

      

      
        
        When you’re done reading, I hope you’ll take a minute to leave a review!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PREVIOUSLY ON…

          

        

      

    

    
      The team has a home now, an official one, on Fury. After their adventures with the farsight mutants and and GC Counselors, the crew has focused on their new home.

      

      Now they just need a name.
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      Bennie’s comm set crackles. “Teams 1 and 2, move in. Keep it tight. Team 3, secure the rear and move in.”

      Bennie, dressed in a black tunic and light pants with a few bits of light armor strapped on, looks up at Maxim. The big Palorian, similarly dressed and outfitted, nods to him. Bennie says, “Copy, Team 3 moving.” He unclips his beam saber hilt and creeps toward the rear hatch of the facility.

      The two members of the Ghost crew are on Nexum. Bennie wanted to do some training with C7K2, and since Gabe was going to be working on the Ghost now that they had a fully set up hangar in the new office, Maxim came with.

      Shortly after their arrival, the local security force asked for the Knights of Plentallus to help with a pirate problem. A small-time pirate operation has set up on one of the equatorial islands and has been preying on ship traffic passing through the system.

      Bennie had wholeheartedly agreed, beaming for hours after the security chief left the tower. Now they’re on the island securing the rear of the semi well-hidden hangar.

      “You should have just said no,” Maxim says, again.

      Bennie shushes him, then whispers, “They need me.”

      “To cover the back door…” the big Palorian complains.

      The security forces made sure the pirates were home, then ferried in teams via submersible to avoid detection. The island isn’t inhabited other than the pirates, so detecting intruders is easy.

      They embedded the hangar into the side of a dormant volcano. Bennie’s wristcomm makes quick work of the locking mechanism. The back door happens to be a security hatch with a long, winding tunnel on the other side.

      The two Ghost crew members sprint down the long, rocky tunnel. In their ears, the other two teams are moving in. Maxim says, “Team 3, we’ll be in position in…” He looks at the length of tunnel ahead of them. “Two centocks.”

      Bennie is trotting alongside him. “Maybe I should have asked for a jet pack.” He’s panting.

      Maxim tuts. “Yeah, those are subtle.”

      The tunnel ends in another hatch. Bennie looks around. “You see the access panel?”

      Maxim looks around. “I don’t.” He looks at Bennie expectantly. When his friend does nothing but return the stare, the big Palorian says, “Laser sword?”

      “Oh!” Bennie snaps his fingers. With a snap hiss, the purple blade ignites. He motions Maxim away, then plunges the blade into the hatch’s locking mechanism. He guides the blade in an arc around the lock. The hatch pops in, hinges groaning.

      As Bennie closes down his saber, Maxim pushes the hatch open. He’s got a pistol held up and at the ready.

      Over the comms, “Heavy resistance in the main hangar! Team 1 is pinned down.”

      “Three is in. Moving,” Maxim reports.

      Inside the hatch is a sprawling hangar complex, several hundred meters long and about half that wide. Several ships of various designs are parked below, currently being used as cover by pirate and Nexum security alike.

      Bennie joins Maxim at a railing, looking around. “We gotta get down there.” Maxim nods and they head off toward a staircase halfway along the length of the cavernous space.

      Nexuus in light body armor are running this way and that below. Maxim watches as he and Bennie run. “They really need some training. Maybe we can convince them to hire us.”

      Bennie nods. “They’ve had a Knight or two in the tower for as long as they can remember. Guessing word is finally out that they’re gone.” He clucks, “Were gone.”

      Maxim takes a few potshots at pirates, but his pistol lacks the range and punch to even attract much attention. They reach the stairs and Bennie stops, pointing across the hangar. A Harrith man with a sniper rifle is setting up.

      Below them, the pirates are falling back, luring the security forces closer to the kill zone the sniper is setting up. Bennie points to the staircase, “Go!” and dashes toward a bridge that spans the width of the hangar.

      Maxim heads down the stairs, firing at the pirates below as he gets closer.

      Bennie makes it halfway across the catwalk when he sees the sniper setting up his first shot. Below, the pirates have lured Teams 1 and 2 into the hangar. He looks down at his beam saber hilt, then raises his arm and hurls the hilt with as much power as he can muster.

      The heavy object sails through the air unnoticed until it strikes the sniper on the side of the head. The man stumbles, then pitches over the railing to plummet to the deck below.

      “I didn’t think that would work.” The Brailack Knight whispers to himself.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THAT WAS FUN

          

        

      

    

    
      Without their sniper, the pirates realize they don’t have any more options. The return fire dies out shortly after the sniper hits the ground with a splat.

      Security Chief Soln approaches Bennie and Max, now on the main hangar floor, helping corral the pirates. “Our spotter team saw a ship depart. No idea how many were on it.”

      “I’m sure this place is full of bolt holes and escape tunnels,” Maxim says. The pale green being before him nods, his mouth a thin line bisecting his head. Bright blue eyes stare at the big Palorian towering over him.

      Bennie clips his beam saber hilt to his belt. “At least they won’t be setting up shop here.”

      Soln bows his head, his three-fingered hand making a fist at his chest. “Indeed, Sir Knight. Your presence was most helpful.”

      “He did nothing,” Maxim mumbles as he turns slightly to watch two Nexuus guide a group of pirates out of the hangar. The pale green beings are chittering to each other about the day. Bennie looks up at him, glaring.

      The Chief of Security scrutinizes both Ghost team members, his bright blue eyes sparkling as he squints. He turns his attention back to Bennie. “Thank you, Sir Knight.” He turns on his heel and begins shouting orders at another group of troopers.

      Bennie scowls. “I broke my beam saber on the krebnack’s head.” He unclips the hilt, holding it up for Maxim to see. The emitter end of the cylindrical device is dented, crumpled in.

      Maxim’s face turns serious. “Can you fix it?” He points toward the front of the hangar and the exit beyond. Now that secrecy isn’t required, air cars have been coming and going. One is waiting for them to return them to the tower.

      Bennie clips the device to his belt, shrugging. “I’ve been thinking about an upgrade, so…” He shrugs again and starts for the exit.

      C7K2 is waiting at the tower entrance for them. “Welcome home. I trust the mission was a success?”

      Maxim grunts. “When I agreed to come along, I thought I’d be catching up on my reading, doing some sparring⁠—”

      “You weren’t invited,” Bennie interrupts.

      Maxim continues, “Maybe get a laser sword of my own⁠—”

      “They are not souvenirs,” C7K2 says, then adds, “I was asking Sir Ben-Ari Vulvo.”

      Maxim frowns. “Whatever.”

      Bennie grins. “I need to build a new beam saber.” He holds his up for C7K2 to examine it. “I broke mine.”

      “Indeed, you did.” The droid does not offer the device back to Bennie. He turns, following Maxim. “Come with me.”

      “I’ve never seen this section,” Bennie says as he and Maxim follow C7K2 into the room.

      The droid turns. “Because it is not on the tour.”

      “A joke?” Maxim asks, moving to a workbench covered in bits of technology he doesn’t recognize.

      “Yes. No touching,” the droid snaps.

      Maxim’s hand pauses inches away from something. He withdraws his hand.

      “Busted,” Bennie hisses. He looks around. “This is some type of lab. To what? Build beam sabers?”

      “Indeed.” C7K2 nods, placing Bennie’s damaged hilt on a worktable. “Knights would repair or build their hilts here.” His optic sensors blink. “Normally, this would take place after apprenticeship, but your path has been unique, having inherited Sir Jarek Ruus’s saber.”

      Bennie is rubbing his palms together. “This is exciting.” He moves from table to table, examining the contents. “Oh yeah, this will be fun. I’ve had some ideas I wanted to play with.” He begins mumbling to himself.

      “Can I make one?” Maxim asks.

      C7K2 ushers him from the room. “No.” As the hatch closes behind the droid and annoyed Palorian, C7K2 says, “You can keep the tunic, however.”
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      Zephyr is sitting in the spacious and now well-appointed lounge area on the third floor of the warehouse building that the crew purchased before their adventures with mutant hybrids and GC secret agents a few months ago. The team has spent the last few months overseeing the construction teams that refurbished the building. Wil and Bennie came to blows no fewer than fifteen times before the Brailack decided to visit Nexum to work on his training. Maxim went with him to keep an eye on him and get out of construction supervising.

      On the floor-to-ceiling entertainment display, GNO is reporting on the fighting between the Peacekeepers and Janus’ forces. While the team and the GC council know who the enemy is, the general public does not, and the council has decided to keep it that way, hoping the conflict ends with no one the wiser. They have also, so far, insisted that Wil and the team stay out of it.

      A small window appears in the corner of the screen, alerting Zephyr to someone pressing the announcer outside the building. A lanky Harrith man in what looks like a very expensive suit is standing outside, nervously looking around. She taps her wristcomm. “Be right down.” She taps a different icon. “Gabe, we’ve got someone at the door. I’m going to go meet them.”

      “Acknowledged. Do you need me?” the droid replies. He is downstairs working on the Ghost. The last time Zephyr checked in on him, he had the reactor assembly removed and was doing who knew what to it.

      “No, I’ll holler if I need you. Just a heads up,” she says, rising from the sofa. She sets her PADD down, closing the book she was reading.

      The first floor of their building is primarily hangar facilities, but there is a small office space at the front of the building. The living quarters are on the third and fourth floors.

      The front office is just big enough for a reception desk that no one mans and a conference room. During construction, Bennie outfitted the entire front office with more cameras than Zephyr thinks is necessary and a host of booby traps and anti-personnel weapons, should someone decide to storm the building. Wil had been giddy about the armament of the front office.

      The main doors slide apart. “Hello. How can I help you?” Zephyr greets the unidentified man. She steps aside, extending a hand to the interior.

      The man hurries in. “This is the office of…well, I guess I don’t know what you, they, call yourselves. The people who exposed the plot to force my people into joining the GC?”

      Zephyr clears her throat. “Uh, yeah, we’re working on a name. That’s us, though.” She walks to the conference room, extending her hand. “What brings you in?”

      The man looks around. “There are more of you, right? It’s not just you?” He sees the look she is giving him. “Not that you’re not enough, I mean,” he stammers.

      Zephyr holds up her hand. “The rest of the team is currently off world on other assignments.” She decides he does not need to know that the assignments are really vacations.

      He inhales. “Oh, I see. Well, I represent the Red Nova Cruise Lines. Perhaps you’ve heard of us?”

      Zephyr smirks. “No, I just crawled out of a Brailack’s pouch. I’ve heard of your employer, Mr.…?”

      He smiles. “Sorry, my name is Londo. Del’Tem Londo.”

      “Well, Mr. Londo, what can we do for you?”

      He reaches into his jacket, removing a PADD. He taps the screen and sets the device down. A built in holo projector comes to life. A ship as long as the conference table floats a meter over the table. “The Galactic Empress.” His smile is as massive as the ship hovering over the table. “She launches soon, and we’d like your firm to provide security on her maiden voyage.”

      Zephyr tilts her head. “We’re not really a private security firm, Mr. Londo. We’re more…” She searches for the right word.

      The man opposite her holds up a hand. “Understood, and Red Nova has plenty of security, but we’d like an independent third party to be along for the cruise, as a precaution.” The Harrith man inclines his head. “We feel that your expertise would be valuable.” He reaches out and taps the tablet, extinguishing the hologram. He peers at the screen, swiping a few times, then slides it over to Zephyr.

      Behind the small office in the spacious hangar, the Ghost is sitting on her landing gear looking like a predatory bird. The hump that forms the living spaces and engineering is open at the back. Special heavy-duty hatches, normally sealed up tight and reinforced, are wide open. Inside, the ship’s reactor sits cold, also open.

      Gabe walks around the cold reactor, scanning it before leaning to look inside the reactor bottle.
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      “Stop that,” Cynthia scolds.

      “What?” Wil replies. They’re at a cafe taking a break from the beach. They’ve been on Lorstak Seven for a few days, exploring the beaches, the cities, the old ruins. It took them a while to settle on where to take their vacation. Finally, Wil remembered the planet from a brief visit back when he was hauling freight and contraband for Xarrix.

      “Squirming. I told you not to sit on the sand until you put your trunks back on.”

      Wil frowns. “I fell over.” He wiggles a bit on the chair. “Now my ass itches.”

      “The nude beach was your idea.” She sips her tea, savoring the aroma. It is a blend she’s never had before, something native to Lorstak Seven.

      Again, Wil frowns, this time saying nothing, taking a sip of his chlormax. He tries to not squirm and is successful for a minute. “I have to admit, I’m still a bit surprised we actually are doing this.”

      “Why?”

      He shrugs. “Without at least one of them tagging along? I’ve had to kick Gabe out of my room when I was trying to get dressed.”

      “In his defense, he doesn’t care what you, or any of us, look like naked,” Cynthia replies.

      “I know, but still.”

      “Need I remind you, we just spent a few hours on a nude beach? Surrounded by people.”

      “Strangers. Strangers I’ll never see again.” He shudders. “I hope.”

      Cynthia chuckles and looks around the bustling street. They are in a fairly touristy beach resort town. Beings from all over and outside the Galactic Commonwealth are passing by, eating street food and shopping. Their trip started with a nice relaxing two days in a tropical forest near Lorstak Seven’s equator in a treehouse that Wil swore he never wanted to leave. Now they’re on the beach for a few days before moving closer to the spaceport for the last leg of their vacation. “You think they’ll be mad?” she asks. She raises her right hand, wiggling her fingers. “Your people have weird customs.”

      Wil beams. “They will, especially Maxim. He’s secretly a massive sap. Cried like no one’s business at the end of Love Actually.” He takes her hand. “They’ll get over it. It looks good on you.”

      “You’re lucky I’ve watched enough of your Earth vids to know what you were doing.” She grins. He nods his agreement. She turns to look over his shoulder. “Dren, it’s getting worse out there.” She nods towards the entertainment display inside the cafe.

      The large screen is showing a GNO segment on the fighting between the Peacekeepers and what the citizens and news anchors of the GC are calling the Invaders. The fighting is intense and has spanned countless far flung, mostly uninhabited systems. Despite their numerical advantage, the Peacekeepers have had a hard time keeping Janus and the Source from running roughshod over many systems.

      Refugees from the outer territories’ unaffiliated systems are pouring into Tarsis and several other core worlds.

      Wil turns to look. “Damn. They better hurry up on the finding a solution in the data archives plan.” On the screen, one of the mutant vessels, what was once a Peacekeeper corvette, explodes. “Yes!” Wil hisses.

      “Okay. Let’s get out of here before we get glued to that screen.” Cynthia taps her wristcomm, paying the bill on their drinks. She stands, clearing her throat. Wil turns slowly, then focuses on her. She’s still in her bikini from their earlier beach adventure. “Let’s go back to that beach. You can rinse off.” She winks.
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      “Good morning, and welcome to GNO Morning Briefing. I’m Klor’Tillen, and I’m here in the Kuplovi system at the massive space station called the Hub.”

      Behind the Brailack journalist is a massive floor-to-ceiling transparent bulkhead. Beyond it, the hull of the Galactic Empress sits waiting for her first cruise.

      “The Galactic Empress will depart in just a few rotations on her maiden voyage. We’re told that the passenger manifest for this voyage comprises investors and VIPs from around the GC, as well as a few thousand lucky winners of a GC-wide lottery that was organized by the Empress’s owner, Red Nova Cruise Lines.”

      The Brailack man chuckles. “Before you ask, no, I didn’t win.” He smiles. “I wouldn’t object to a few days on pleasure station Moklan, though, if anyone doesn’t want their ticket.” He chuckles, then says, “Here’s Megan with an update on the Dwapnarball Cup taking place on Brai this afternoon.”
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      “You are showing great promise, Ben-Ari,” C7K2 says from the side of the sparring mat. Bennie is circling a droid holding a bokken. The droid is similar in size and shape to an average humanoid, and its limbs are padded to protect it from blows.

      Maxim is standing next to the caretaker droid. He leans over. “Is this how all Knights trained?”

      The droid inclines its matte black head, optic sensors glowing blue. “In the past, a senior knight would have been assigned to train the apprentices. The assignment lasted a cycle, typically.” The droid makes a noise that Maxim thinks is a sigh. “Alas, now, DV0 is the best we have.” When the other droid’s head snaps around to look at Maxim and C7K2, the caretaker says, “No offense, Devo.”

      The training droid inclines its head. “None taken. I am but a pale shadow of the skill of the Knights.”

      C7K2 looks at Maxim. “As the Knights’ numbers dwindled, we had them train with Devo in order to store their techniques and teachings. He has spared with almost one hundred knights, studying their every move.”

      Bennie clucks, “Can we do this, please?” He assumes a ready stance. The training droid matches the Brailack hacker’s stance, then moves into its attack.

      Maxim watches the two parry and attack. He looks at C7K2. “How have things been since you finished converting the tower to a museum?”

      “Quiet.” The clacking of bokken striking each other rises to a higher pitch as Bennie and Devo exchange strikes in a rapid-fire dance around the mat. “I was not built to be a marketer.”

      Maxim smiles. “Understood. Maybe that will change soon.” He turns and heads for the hallway. “I’m going to wander a bit. I didn’t finish reading the plaques in the main gallery.”

      C7K2 looks over his shoulder. “The beam saber lab is locked.”

      “Dren,” the big Palorian mumbles.

      An hour later, Bennie joins Maxim in the gallery. Statues and paintings of Knights of the past line the walls. “Hey, big guy!”

      Maxim turns. “So, when do they carve one of these for you? I’m guessing there are some remnants in the basement from these bigger statues.” He turns to hide his grin.

      Bennie comes up beside him. “There’s some super deep knight dren I could say. You know, about pride and crap. But grolack you.” He makes a rude gesture, then nods toward the elevator. “I want to show you something.”

      The uppermost levels of the tower, where the archive cubes—among other things—are kept, are off limits to civilians. The beam saber lab and private quarters for the Knights are among the secured areas. When Bennie and Maxim arrived, the caretaker droid gave the Brailack a keycard.

      The top floor is exactly the same as it was when the team delivered the archive cubes a year prior. The floor-to-ceiling shelves are exactly the same, glowing cubes all pulsing softly.

      Several beam sabers, those the caretaker has been able to get his hands on, are arrayed around the room. He collected them from around the GC when a knight fell. Each is on an ornate polished wooden shelf, a small plaque providing the name of the owner. Jarek Ruus’s hilt, now dented from impacting the head of a Harrith pirate, is on a plinth of polished black stone.

      In the middle of the beam saber lab is a small workbench. “That’s new,” Maxim says, walking over to it. The table is Bennie’s height.

      Bennie nods. “Yeah, I asked C7K2 to set it up. The other work benches are too tall and it was exhausting climbing up and down the stools.” The big man chuckles at his small friend’s plight.

      Looking at the parts arrayed on the table, Maxim asks, “What’s all this?”

      Bennie smiles. “Beam saber, version two.” He holds up the hilt, still not fully assembled; exposed wires and circuits are visible. He toggles a thumb switch, igniting the blade. Purple, like his previous saber.

      “Stuck with purple, huh?”

      “Matches my eyes.”

      Maxim pauses. “Good a reason as any, I guess.”

      Bennie clicks off the blade. The normal snap hiss sound is closer to a clunk and fizzle at the moment. He twists a thick ring near the top of the device, then points it at a section of the lab with no tables. A thick piece of stone is sitting all alone on the polished floor.

      Maxim watches his friend press the same activator button again. This time a bolt of purple energy lances out of the device. Not a blade, a single bolt. The purple bolt of energy strikes the stone, causing a section to explode outward, sending cracks through the entire face.

      “Woah,” Maxim says, nodding slowly.

      “Right?” Bennie beams.
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      The water on Lorstak Seven is warm. It reminds Wil of a trip his parents took him on as a kid to the Mediterranean Sea. Eleven-year-old Wil had marveled at the warmth of the water.

      Treading water, he says, “You know, the water being this warm makes being naked somehow less weird.”

      Cynthia is floating on her back, eyes closed. “You’re weird.”

      This late in the afternoon, the beach is less crowded than it was earlier in the day. Wil has mostly gotten used to seeing the various parts and pieces that the assorted beings of the GC and beyond use to procreate. He worries that Malkorite anatomy might give him lasting nightmares.

      “What was that?” Wil splashes.

      Cynthia’s eyes open. “I said⁠—”

      “No.” Wil paddles over to her. “Something brushed my leg.”

      Cynthia is treading water. “Well, it can see what’s under there. Maybe it wants to get to know you?” She smiles, her incisors shining in the waning sunlight. She points to the water.

      “Har har,” Wil says, looking around, his pupils taking up much more real estate than normal.

      “You’re being ridiculous. Nothing in the literature mentioned predators⁠—”

      “Ah!” Wil screams, arms flapping, water splashing everywhere. “It touched my leg again!”

      Cynthia paddles away from his flailing. She looks around, then inhales and dunks under water. Wil looks around, spinning himself in a slow circle as he treads water. Cynthia pops back up, running both hands through her short hair, smoothing it back. “I didn’t see anything.” She winks. “Well, I mean, I did see something, but⁠—”

      Wil vanishes under the gently rippling water.

      “Wil!” She shouts, looking around. Inhaling, she dives under the water. She looks around. The clear water offers fair visibility. Wil is nowhere to be seen. How is that possible?

      He appears below her, struggling against a purple and green tentacle wrapped around his leg. She kicks, driving herself down to him. His eyes are bulging out, frantic.

      Her claws slip out of her fingertips with the flex of small muscles. Reaching Wil and the tentacle, she slashes the attacking whatever-it-is just under Wil’s knee, almost severing it. The flexible limb unwinds from his leg, retracting lightning fast. Blood is freely flowing from small punctures where the tentacle had gripped him. She grabs him, kicking furiously to get them to the surface.

      Wil breaks the surface, coughing and choking. Cynthia looks at him, then looks around. “You okay?”

      A few more watery coughs. “What the hell is that thing?”

      “Can you make it to shore?” Cynthia asks, ignoring the question.

      Wil nods. “I think so. My leg is killing me, but otherwise I’m okay.” She can smell the blood that is surrounding them. He breaks into a weak breast stroke and makes it a meter or two before screaming and vanishing beneath the water again.

      Cynthia takes a deep breath and dives after him again. This time she sees their attacker, some type of multi-limbed creature. A cone-shaped body sprouts a dozen of the purple green tentacles. Two of the fleshy limbs are wrapped around Wil’s leg and torso. He’s thrashing wildly, fists landing on the flexible limbs.

      Cynthia flexes her fingers again, claws sliding out. The creature is pulling Wil down into some type of underwater cave—that’s how she missed it before. They must have swum over its lair. She manages to grab Wil’s hand as it passes. Pulling herself along his length, she digs her claws into the tentacle around his waist. The limb unwinds, retracting into the wide section of the conical body, leaving more puncture wounds that immediately begin seeping blood into the water.

      She lashes out at the tentacle around Wil’s leg, a leg already seeping blood. The fleshy tentacle whips away, trailing blood and bits of flesh. The creature emits a scream that vibrates the surrounding water. Wil is drifting down toward the creature and its cave, his eyes dull.

      Kicking with all her might, Cynthia dives, grabbing Wil’s arm. As she drags him closer to the surface, she looks back. The creature is still in its cave, tentacles waving, but no longer attacking.

      They break the surface and Cynthia kicks towards the beach. Wil’s limp form is nothing but dead weight under her arm.

      When she gets ashore, she drops Wil to the sand, only half out of the water. She looks at her wristcomm. “Emergency resuscitation protocol, human.” The device comes alive. The unit on Wil’s forearm comes alive as well. Cynthia’s wristcomm displays a series of diagrams and instructions. She begins CPR.

      After a minute, Wil splutters, seawater exploding from his lungs. His eyes flutter. “Wha? Who? AAAHHH,” he slurs, his eyes closing. Cynthia’s eyes go wide until she sees his chest rising and falling. He opens his eyes again, slowly. “That sucked,” he slurs, then passes out.
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      Zephyr looks up. “We’ll take the job.” She’s beaming.

      Mr. Londo returns her smile. “That’s excellent news.” He reaches for his PADD. “The Empress launches in a ten rotations. We’d like your team to arrive the day prior to go over arrangements and the layout of the ship, that sort of thing.”

      Zephyr nods. “Of course. That’s perfectly fine. I’ll send over our standard contract and credit account details for the deposit.” The Harrith man across from her nods. She stands, offering her arm. He clasps it in his hand as she takes his forearm in her hand.

      She moves to escort the latest client of Company to Be Named, Inc., as Wil insists on calling their fledgling business. “We’ll see you soon, Mr. Londo.” As the door slides closed, she shouts, “Gabe! Put the ship back together!”

      She walks through the front office section into the hangar area. “Hey, Gabe!”

      From the open rear of the ship, the droid that has been a part of the crew from the beginning leans out. “Please explain.” He steps out of the open engineering section, dropping from the ship to the floor several meters below. He lands with a thud, absorbing the impact with his legs. As he stands, he says, “The reactor tear down is not complete.” He points to the ship. “I cannot simply put it back together.”

      Zephyr looks at the ship, frowning. “Well, we have to leave in a few days
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