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	Kylla Torrance is an Augment. Her mission? Establish a sanctuary where the genetically engineered can live in peace, beyond the reach of those who hunt them.

	 

	With the help of a rebellious starship officer, she has one chance to give her people a future, but to succeed they must risk everything to disappear into the deep.

	 

	Get your free copy of Scatter the Winds.

	 


Chapter One

	The Saknussemm was old and tired. Sometimes, when it dropped out of cruise, it misbehaved. After a longer run, the drive coils were prone to kick off. It was no surprise that they were sitting on their thumbs for a while before they could bring the ship around and make their way through the dust shell.

	Cygnus Gamma-670 was an odd approach, anyway. It was a binary star system with an extra red dwarf companion in a wide orbit a half light-year out. Somewhere in its not too distant history the three stars had danced a little too close and as a result it had a dense Oort debris field almost a light month out from the primaries. That meant it wasn’t safe to drop out of cruise any closer. Fortunately, gravitational shepherding from the outer star had squeezed the shell into a thin zone along the line of the orbiting companion and it only took a couple days at sublight to break through the clutter. From that point, there was almost nothing downhill, and it was safe to cruise again to within a light-hour of their destination.

	“Engineering reports photon discharge flyback clipped the coils again,” the pilot said, shaking her head and adding an eye roll for emphasis.

	Captain Tomas glanced at her and winked. It was almost a ritual for them to sit for a while when they entered a system so that engineering could glue parts back in place. “As flush as Makhbar is, you’d think he’d be able to pop for better than this recycler biscuit of a barge.”

	“Even if he won’t buy us a shiny boat, a serious stay in a real maintenance shop would help. The buffer plates are worn so thin we’re lucky to not be pre-cooking our food every time we drop out of cruise,” she said.

	“I’m not as worried about the food, but I don’t want to have three-headed children,” the navigator added. “Drive radiation is a bad idea for family planning.”

	“Yah, but he doesn’t pay us this kind of cred to drive a slick ship,” the captain said. “He does it so we’ll keep quiet and suck up the blowback for running deep legs with no flight plan. Looking ugly is part of the plan.”

	“Is it really that important that they keep this dig secret?” the navigator asked as she punched in their new heading so it would be ready when the engines came back up.”

	“Don’t know, but the Doctor thinks so,” the captain said. “Xenoarchaeology is a good living and laying a claim to a hot property makes a showrunner more money than god. Keeping a lid on it is worth a fair load of concern.”

	“Boss are we expecting company?” she asked, sitting forward and glaring at a display on her console.

	“Not that I know, why?” he asked. The hair on the back of his head would have stood up if he had any.

	“There’s a ship approaching,” she said. “ETA seven minutes.”

	“Put it on screen.” The image of the unexpected visitor appeared. It was dark gray and looked to be a medium sized ship. Maybe a freighter. Other than that, it was hard to see much detail as far off as it was. “What’s the range?”

	“Almost five light minutes,” she said.

	“What is it?” The captain eased himself down into the command seat.

	“Fast,” the navigator said. “It’s running above half-light.”

	“It’s skirting the edge of the Oort field,” the pilot added. “Roughly from the vicinity of CG-670 III.”

	“Can you ID it?” the captain asked.

	“Negative, they’ve got no transponder,” the navigator said.

	“Excuse me?” the pilot asked.

	“Da, she’s flying no colors,” she said.

	The hair on the rest of the captain’s body joined the nervous twitch-fest of the ghost hair on his head. “That’s frakking nogo. Is it a raider?”

	“They just hit it,” she said. “If it is, they’re not going to let us walk.”

	Punching in on the commlink the captain barked, “Engineering, are the drive coils still down?”

	“Aye, sir, the breakers all grounded this time and we’ve got to recharge before we can jump to cruise. Maybe twenty minutes.”

	The navigator shook her head.

	Not enough time.

	“We’ve got a raider coming at us. You’ve got less than seven,” he said. “Throw everything you’ve got at it.”

	“Everything?” the engineer asked.

	“Yah, the gravity, life-support, anything. We’ve got to get feet under us.”

	Snapping off the comm, he shook his head. “Helm get us flipped around. I don’t want to be pointing down system through the cloud when the engines come back.”

	“Heading?”

	“Back the way we came,” he said. “It doesn’t matter. Just get us out of here.”

	“Stand by for null gravity,” the engineer reported over the shipwide.

	“All personnel, inertial compensation is offline, prepare for maneuvering thrusters,” the pilot said, jumping in on the heels of the gravity warning.

	“It’s the best we can do,” she added.

	“They’re still accelerating,” the navigator said. Her voice sounded like she was about to shake herself apart. “We’ve got three minutes before they’re in weapons range. And it looks like they’ve got teeth.”

	The ship did have teeth, big ones. Four large beam weapons sat mounted to the raider’s field coil assemblies and at least two smaller guns were visible on the nose section. They were not trying to hide anything about their intent. Their guns were glowing hot and ready.

	The captain glanced back up at the screen as the floor plating shut off and the room shifted. He hadn’t done zero gravity training for a long time, but he was sure it was a lot harder on the ground pounders downstairs. For them there was little doubt it was going to be a full-on marge-hurl.

	“We’re so foobed,” the pilot said.

	“Captain, we are being hailed,” the ship’s AA said.

	“Put it on,” he said.

	“Saknussemm, this is Captain Kendrick Jetaar of the Blackwing,” the other captain growled. “Who of you has the displeasure of making my acquaintance?”

	“This is Captain Skip Tomas,” he said, clearing his throat. “We’re a science vessel and we’re not here to cause you any stink.”

	He laughed. “Well, Cap’n Skippy, I hate to say it, but your momma didn’t like you much to give you a name like that. I hope you’re smarter than your name sounds.”

	“Engineering says two minutes on the coils,” the navigator whispered.

	“Let me explain your new reality,” Jetaar said. “You have exactly one option that leads to your survival. Stand down and prepare to be boarded. Or you will never live to see those coils finish charging.”

	“We’re a science transport vessel. We’ve got nothing of value. We’re only hauling passengers.”

	“Listening isn’t your strong suit, is it Skippy?” he said. “Cut your power-up on the drive or we will cut it off for you.” A beam flashed and the end of the HD Sensor mast vaporized in a cloud of molten metal. “Next one targets engineering. You can’t run, and resistance is irrelevant. Stand down.”

	Captain Tomas nodded and the pilot sent word to the engineer.

	“We’re off the pedal,” he said. “What are you looking for? Whatever it is I’m sure it’s not here.”

	“I’m sure it is,” Jetaar said. “Put on a pot of Escabosa for me. I’m sure you picked some up on your last transfer. If you show me and my crew some hospitality, you might come through this alive.”

	 


Chapter Two

	“All good adventures start in taverns,” Rene said as he settled into the seat across the table from Captain Walker.

	The engineer sat two cups on the table and Ethan looked at them skeptically. It almost felt strange to be sitting in the mid-deck lounge on the Olympus Dawn after having come so close to losing the ship. “This isn’t much of a tavern,” he said. “And hauling cargo isn’t much of an adventure. If you’re doing it right.”

	He leaned back, laced his fingers behind his head, and yawned. “I do have to admit that it feels good not to live under the threat of losing it all again.”

	“Unless you get drunk and wager the title against a bust hand of chips,” the engineer said.

	“Rene Pascalle, always the cynic,” he said, winking. “I don’t think you’ve got anything to worry about though. I’m through with gambling and drinking. And probably women, too.” he said.

	“Nuko’s not going to like that,” Rene said.

	“Yah, that’s a little awkward I guess,” he said.

	“Neither of you expected to be here this morning,” he said. “She talked to me about what happened between the two of you and I think you’re safe. All I will say about it is that it’s a good thing you’re better at running a ship than you are at relationships.”

	“With a ship, I’ve only got to be responsible,” Ethan said. “That’s easier than … well, I have two ex wives who prove I lack in the other stuff.”

	“You always were the responsible type,” Rene said. “That’s probably why you have two exes. At least now you don’t have to argue all the time to get your way.”

	“There is that,” he said. He reached out, picked up a cup, and sniffed it carefully. “That’s not pseudojo is it?”

	Rene shook his head.

	“This is real coffee?” He took a sip and almost gasped in shock.

	“Yah, sure is,” the engineer said, grinning. “There was a crate in the airlock this morning with a new VAT dispenser system in it. A note in the box said it was a peace offering. Then this afternoon we got an order of provisions and it included ten cases of real coffee. And not of the cheap variety either. I assume you didn’t order it?”

	“Not me. I like pseudojo,” he lied.

	From the engineer’s expression, it was obvious that he knew better. “It has to be Kaycee. Maybe she figures it will make up for things.”

	Ethan took a sip and smiled. “In my book it might. But seriously, in spite of the coffee, I expect to have problems with the good Dr. Caldwell.”

	“I thought you told her you’d vent her if she gave you pushback.”

	“I did, but I don’t think she believed me,” he said.

	“She’s probably not alone in that opinion,” he said, picking up his own cup and smiling as he took in a deep smell of the coffee. “It will be hard to tell her no when she bought your ship back for you. I can’t believe she just signed it over and wants nothing in return.”

	“Yah, I know. I’m still waiting for the devil to come knocking to collect on that one,” the captain said. “Just between us, I can’t deny I feel a bit obligated to her. That’s why I agreed to let her post as medic, but I’ll be damned if I’ll let her use my sense of owing her to let her drive the way things work.”

	Rene leaned back and put a foot up on the edge of the window sill. “You know I’ll watch your back on that. I might not be able to stop her, but I’ll point it out to you when she tries. Just in case you aren’t thinking with the big brain.”

	“Thanks, it’s nice to know you respect me so much,” Ethan said. “She’s not my type, anyway.”

	“That one I’m calling you on,” Rene said. “Of course, she’s your type. How could she not be?”

	Ethan shook his head, but he knew that the engineer was right. She had some kind of almost supernatural charm that nobody could resist. It created a movable blind spot in the world around her, even as it kept attention focused squarely on her.

	“What do we still have to do before we can get back to work?” the engineer asked.

	“Get the rest of the crew in place,” Walker said.

	“We need to find at least one more handler.” He nodded. Ostensibly, a handler was the part of any crew that dealt with loading and unloading cargo, but they spent most of their real time being ready to handle problems. Especially security issues.

	“Angel is good, but there’s only so much she can do. If we’re going to keep running the expansion territories, we’d be smart to have some extra meso to hold the door closed,” Ethan said. “We can work with two but four would be better.”

	“You’re really set on still working the deep?” Rene asked. “We’ve been running three years on long legs, and so far, we haven’t had a tangle with privateers, but do we want to keep pushing our luck now that we’re not corporate? If we lose the ship to black hats, we’ve got nobody to back us up.”

	“It’s good money.”

	“Yah it is, and it keeps us out there where the strange things are happening,” he said.

	“That’s one of those things I feel obligated to Kaycee about,” Ethan said, looking serious. “A whole colony vanishes, and it feels like nobody’s worked up about it. Doesn’t that set off your guard-hairs?”

	“They’re covering it on the newswave,” Rene said, shrugging.

	“But why aren’t they covering that 100,000 people just disappeared?” the captain asked, slamming his cup down and almost growling. “It torches me severe that, instead of trying to find answers, they’re focusing on the idea that we pulled thirteen kids out of there.”

	“Sure. That keeps all the scary stuff in the background,” he said. “In case you’ve forgotten already, it’s also why you aren’t in jail. I don’t think it’s smart for you to scan it too close.”

	“You’re right, but I don’t have to like it,” Ethan said, leaning back and shaking his head.

	“I know. You’re not the kind of guy to let it go,” the engineer said. “Just promise me we’ll keep it in the back locker and do our job first. Just remember, it’s good to eat.”

	“Kaycee arranged a bankroll for our first couple runs so we won’t go hungry before we collect,” he said, pulling himself back into the moment. It wasn’t easy but he knew, if he gave it time to put some distance between him and what had happened, he’d be able to keep it from chewing him up.

	“She arranged it? A couple runs to get profitable?” Rene asked. The smirk on his face said he wasn’t impressed. “Sounds more like you got yourself a partner than a medic.”

	“She only helped me get a line of credit to swing the overhead,” Ethan said. “I answer to the bank directly, and not her.”

	“You landed a loan against what? Your personality?” the engineer asked.

	He shook his head. “Kaycee walked me into the exchange board and used her assault level charm on them. When she finished, they cut me a note.”

	“Must be nice to have rich friends,” he said.

	Picking his cup up Ethan nodded. “Unfortunately, her contacts didn’t save me anything in the long-game. The liability cost on a ship like this is an egg masher. I had to put most of what I got into surety notes and performance guarantees so they’d let us untie from the docking stanchion. Then after that, there’s a shit-ton of government machinery that has to be lubed just to operate.”

	“That explains why you look whacked,” the engineer said. “There’s only one thing worse than bankers, and that’s bureaucrats.”

	“And Legal Advisors.”

	They both tapped their cups together in agreement and settled into several minutes of personal thought.

	“It’s going to be hard to connect loads home,” Rene said, breaking the silence. “Out on the long edge of civilization, most of the cargo is outbound. We’ve got to think about the reciprocal legs. Going indie means we’re competing for work.”

	“Yah, I’ve been thinking we need to find a floating broker,” Ethan said.

	“A floating broker? Isn’t that just another name for a Triple-C?” Rene asked, shaking his head. “I’d think you’d want to stay as far from that as you can.”

	“I mean an indie,” he said. “Not a Cargo Compliance Controller. That’s a solid hell no.”

	“That kind of person doesn’t work cheap.”

	“Neither do we, anymore,” the captain said. “We’re not paying fifty percent off the top to Cochrane Space Logistics, so we can afford a decent commission to a broker that knows the lanes.”

	“You’re sure there’s water in going with that trajectory?”

	“Without a broker it means spending a lot of our time on the load-boards begging cargo from small players,” he said.

	“Right I get that, but do you think you can score one who will want to ride along?” Rene asked.

	“In fact, I’ve got a candidate auditioning this evening,” Ethan said.

	“Floating brokers are rare as unicorn turds. How’d you pull that off so quickly?” he asked. “You’ve only been back in the market two days.”

	“Kaycee recommended her. She says I’ll love her,” he said.

	“She did, did she?” Rene said as his eyebrow shot up to alert level.

	“Yah.”

	“Turn around, I better check your back,” he said, dropping his eyebrow back to an almost serious glare.

	“It’s not like that,” he said, frowning. “It’s only a professional introduction.”

	“A professional introduction?” Rene said. “Don’t you sound all upper-deck now. I suppose this interview is over dinner and drinks?”

	“Uhm, shut up, Rene,” Ethan said, getting up and starting toward the lift. He stopped and turned back. “Do me a favor, Angel lined up some handlers for us to interview. She wanted to herd them through this evening. Can you look them over and pick the best one or two?”

	“I see how this is going to work, I get to look at meat shields while you get to go have real food and wine with the rich and senseless.” He shook his head but smiled. “Maybe I’ll let Nuko pick. She’ll be back aboard in an hour and I’m sure she’d rather look at beef on the hoof than think about you and your date.”

	“Didn’t I already say shut up, Rene?”

	 


Chapter Three

	“I didn’t know you’d be joining us,” Ethan said as he glanced up into the face of Keira Caldwell.

	She held a drink in her hand and stood there like she’d been waiting for him to notice her. “I’m only here to let you know she’s running a few minutes late,” she said, apparently realizing he wasn’t pleased to see her at what he considered a business meeting. “Her shuttle from New Hope City was delayed, and she wanted me to let you know.”

	“Not a problem,” he said, looking around as the doctor pulled up a chair and sat down.

	“I figured I’d make the introduction and then bow out,” she said. “I need to get the rest of my gear moved aboard anyway.”

	“You’re still sure you want to do this?” he asked, trying to hide his annoyance with her landing at the table like she owned it. “It’s a lot different out there than it is here with the shiny people.”

	“You forget that I’d been living on Starlight for half my adult life,” she said. “When I moved there, it was baked sand and blinding sunlight.”

	“I’m still trying to wrap my head around that,” he said.

	“I told you it was something my family wanted to do because of the opportunity, but I moved there because I loved being away from here,” she said. She stared down at her drink and shook her head as she bit down on something else.

	Even at the oblique angle, he read the internal argument flashing behind her eyes. He’d only known her for the few months she’d been a passenger on the Olympus Dawn, and he’d just recently discovered that his gut level impression had been correct. Most of who she was, she kept carefully hidden.

	“She’s here,” she said, without looking up. “I’ll bring her over and then leave you two to talk.”

	“How do you know—”

	She stood up and winked at him. “I think you’ll like her.” Turning, she disappeared across the room through the swirling maelstrom of servobots and over-dressed patrons.

	While he waited for them to return, his thinpad chirped. It was a message from Nuko. “Found a handler. Want me to offer a posting at standard cut?”

	He tapped in a fast reply. “Yah, if you think it’s a good fit. I trust you to make the call.”

	Her answer bounced back just as fast. “Cando. Marti ran the backwork and certs and he’s good to go.”

	“Only one?” he replied.

	“Yah. He’s healthy. Says he can be ready to run as soon as you get done eating the broker.”

	“Eating the broker?”

	“Don’t stay out all night. Remember we have to move the ship to public docks in the morning. Be good. Or be bad. Either way.”

	He was still grinning, and he’d just slipped his thinpad back into his pocket when Kaycee reappeared. “Captain Ethan Walker, I’d like to introduce Tiamorra Rayce.”

	“Ammo?” he would have stood up, but shock held him pinned to his seat.

	“You two know each other?” she asked.

	“Yah,” he said, grinning.

	“We spent some time in a captain’s club in New Hope laughing about underwear issues,” Ammo said, like her answer should make perfect sense.

	“What?” Kaycee asked.

	“I didn’t know you were looking for work,” Ethan said, focusing on Ammo and nearly forgetting that Kaycee was still standing there.

	“I didn’t either, but this looked like a good opportunity for me,” she said. She landed in the chair, tossing her small bag onto the floor beside her.

	“Why?” Kaycee asked.

	“I believe that would be my question to ask,” he said, shooting her an eye to remind the doctor that she had other things to be doing.

	“Of course, you’re right. Sorry, Boss,” she said, scooping up her drink from the table and turning to leave.

	“We’ll be moving the ship tomorrow morning around 0600,” he said after her. “You might want to make sure you’ve got the rest of your gear aboard and stowed by then.”

	She nodded but didn’t turn back as two human lounge-vultures angled toward her and she shot them down without slowing.

	“So, it’s true? You got her to sign on as your medic?” Ammo asked. “How’d you swing that?”

	“It’s a long story,” he said. “Obviously, you two know each other more than as professional contacts. She didn’t tell me anything other than that she knew you through Smythe Biomedical.”

	“We actually went to undergrad school together,” Ammo said. “Before her family pushed her into medicine.”

	“Ah,” he said.

	“She hasn’t told you that story then?”

	“She’s pretty tight about discussing her family,” he said. “I didn’t even know she was part of Smythe until a few days ago.”

	“You didn’t know that?” she asked. “You don’t do backwork on your crew?”

	“I do, but she wasn’t crew until yesterday. Before that she was a client and, well it’s—”

	“I know. A long story.” She laughed.

	“Let me ask you this, since I can tell you like to be direct,” he said. “Is this a set up?”

	“Wondering why I didn’t tell Kaycee I already knew you?” She smiled sidewise at him, like she was sizing him up under a microscope. It wasn’t uncomfortable, just a bit more intimate than he’d have expected. “I didn’t want her to tell you who I was before I had a chance to talk to you myself.”

	“But you had no way of being certain she wouldn’t mention your name when she set this up,” he said.

	She shrugged. “I think you figured out it’s her nature to keep inside knowledge close. I didn’t think it was much of a risk.”

	“Then why didn’t you want me to know?”

	“I didn’t want to give you the opportunity to come up with a reason to say no,” she said.

	“Why do you think I would say no?”

	“I didn’t. But it’s one of those things I’ve learned.” She leaned back and glanced around the room at the other tables before she looked back at him. “The more time someone has to think an offer over, the more likely they are to back out. Most people, by default, will choose to say yes before they talk themselves out of it. It’s a basic truth of sales.”

	“So, you’re selling me?”

	She shook her head. “You’ve already decided. I’m only minimizing your chances to rethink it.”

	“Why would I do that?” he asked.

	“See, you just admitted I have the position. Now we can talk terms.”

	He laughed. She was probably right. He leaned back and scratched his chin as he thought about how to move this forward without looking like he’d rolled over too easy.

	“What’s your standard cut?” he asked.

	“Ten percent of gross on shorts, fifteen on longs and five more if there’s a reciprocal leg,” she said. “With me sitting it out.”

	A servobot rolled up and offered to pour drinks but Walker ordered a bottle of Scotch and waved the bot away once it had delivered the desired alcohol from its internal locker. He poured them both double shots and set the bottle between them on the table.

	“If you ride along, I’ll pay a flat at twenty,” he said. “But it’s net, not gross. Take the deal, or we part friends and call it done.”

	She looked at him for several seconds her face unreadable as stone.

	“What’s your overhead?” she asked.

	“Running corporate, it was about forty percent,” he said. “I’m betting we can beat that, but until I’ve got some parsecs behind the engines, I’m pissing blind.”

	“The Olympus Dawn is a new tractor, yes?”

	“It’s been in service just under five standard years. I’m the second master and it’s been mine for all but the first year,” he said. “I ran it as pilot from the time it left the assembly cradle until I bought out the original lease. It’s clean and tight, and the engineer’s been with it since the day the keel was commissioned.”

	“Even if you ran it hard, it’s still a baby,” she said, her expression showing the first signs of moving in his direction. “Twenty-five percent is probably safe operation cost until it’s time for major refits.”

	“It’s all been long legs, without a lot of ups and downs, and never had a scrape,” he said. “I was thinking twenty-five too, but want to reserve forty, and if it isn’t used, I’d pay it out as bonuses.”

	“Do I get a stateroom?”

	“Now who’s already made up her mind?” he asked, winking. “You get the former Triple C’s quarters. Two rooms plus a private wardroom for an office.”

	“You don’t expect me to do the accounting for everything do you?” she asked. “I’ll sell your ass off, but I don’t do the grunt work.”

	“I planned to let the AA handle it,” he said. “Marti’s a solid level twelve, with a seventy-five-year life-contract and a full share.”

	“As long as it’s honest.”

	“Marti’s as loyal as they come,” he said.

	“Loyal is different from honest, but I can live with that. A simple ledger sheet is easy to certify.” She reached out and picked up her glass. “Forty is heavy for me on a twenty flat-net split, but I like you.”

	He picked up his glass, and they both slammed their shots.

	“When do we pull out?” she poured another round and set the bottle back between them.

	“That will depend on you,” he said. “How soon do you think you can land us our first run?”

	She glanced on the chrono across the room and smiled. “About two hours ago.”

	“Good attitude,” he said, “But you’ve got to get your stuff aboard.”

	She picked up the bag she’d been carrying and said, “I travel light. As long as you don’t have a problem with me working naked.”

	He blinked. Several times.

	“It’s alright, you can quit sweating. I only do that when I work from home. I’m sure you can print me thinskins and some kind of official duty coverall.”

	He cleared his throat and reached for the glass. “So, you came here expecting that this was logged and loaded, didn’t you?”

	She nodded. “Always assume the sale and then it’s just a matter of figuring out what it takes to get you from A to B in the minimum number of steps.”

	“Then to answer your question …” he paused and worked over the details of what they had to do yet to be ready. “We provisioned today, and we’re scheduled to untie and move to public moorings before firstshift tomorrow. We just posted a new handler so midday is a safe guess. Maybe sooner.”

	“Then as soon as we’re done with dinner, I’ll get a comm out to Dr. Makhbar and let him know I locked down his load. He’ll be relieved.”

	“Alaran Makhbar, the xenoarchaeologist?”

	“Da, that’s him,” she said. “Makhbar’s kind of a flatch, but he pays fast. He’s got a dig a bit long of a hundred parsecs out into Cygnus somewhere. He needs supplies dropped, and some artifacts brought back to Zone One for study and licenses.”

	“Somewhere in Cygnus?” He wrinkled his face into a skeptical frown. “Are we supposed to fly out there three hundred light-years and then scream until he notices?”

	“Yah. Fun, huh?” She winked and leaned back as the servobot delivered their meal.

	“Actually, he’s a little paranoid,” she said once it had departed. “We’ll run to Transfer Four and pick up the outbound load and an associate of his with instructions on where we’re going.”

	“This is why indies end up going crazy,” he said.

	“The cost of doing business in the real world,” she said. “You’ll get used to it.”

	 


Chapter Four

	The ship felt different. Utterly and completely different. Under his command, the Olympus Dawn had seen personnel changes before, although this was the first time he’d added three new bodies at the same time.

	On their first day out, Captain Walker realized that it wasn’t just his imagination.

	Of the new crewmembers, to his surprise, it wasn’t Kaycee that was the most disturbing to routine. Other than the fact that every time he left his quarters, she always seemed to be standing around in the corridor on the crew deck. The fifty days she’d been aboard as a passenger on their last run, had at least made her a familiar face. Perhaps an always present and hormonally distracting face, but not disruptive to the ship’s life.

	Ammo was not too bad either, even though she wasn’t kidding when she said she would have preferred to work naked. Fortunately, she had a miniscule amount of modesty and decided that it might be best to wear at least something when she left her quarters. The first morning out, her choice of a flesh-colored thinskin as appropriate attire was unfortunate since it resulted in Kaycee having her first injury to treat.

	Angel, who had just emerged from her own room after having been asleep when Ammo arrived the previous night, ran head-on into a bulkhead and knocked herself senseless.

	Quintan Primm, their new handler, was by far the most interesting new addition. He was literally a giant
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