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Again, they stared at me as if I fell out of their butts. Especially Behan a few tables away. The Bocht never had a kind expression for me since I got on the ship. Their black eyes were always angry, hateful. Like they had never seen a Saibhir before. Well, yeah. Okay. They never saw one on their ship. Or one that wasn’t aiming a laser at them. But I had no intention of doing that to them.

I was brought up here by Carroll, Pinter, and Beckett. They rescued from moon RG372 where I worked as a mechanic on Saibhir fighters. Before that, I was a grunt on a pleasure ship. One of the generals I had as a client discovered my aptitude for mechanics. So they tried me out fixing the fighters and I bounced around until I ended up on RG372 where they started stripping the planet of its natural resources for Saibhir products. 

The supervisors, no matter where I was stationed, still treated me like a pleasure grunt. They assumed I would pleasure them even though I didn’t have to anymore. Not that I wanted to. Not that I had any choice. When a female was born, they were born into that life until they found a spouse. Most girls did by the time they were eighteen years old. A few stayed on past their age. They became supervisors on the pleasure ship. Oddly, these were business-smart women who made a lot of money for the bosses but none of the men thought they were wife material. Maybe they thought the woman would boss them around. 

Anyway, Carroll, the pilot of the team, brought me over to the commanding officers and informed them how I helped the team escape. They also bragged about how good I was with machines. How useful I could be against the enemy.

Commander Genet studied me and asked me why I would want to betray my species. I told them that I didn’t consider it a betrayal. I considered it working for my freedom. They accepted my answer and placed me on probation period which I had to earn their trust.

At first, they didn’t teach me about their technology. Maybe they wanted to keep their secrets until I had proven myself. Which stunk. Bocht were an interesting species. Their planet was a living bio organism. The Bocht believed it had a soul. The planet grew everything the Bocht needed like shelter and food and the Bocht gave back and cared for the planet. What the planet couldn’t give, the Bocht made themselves. Mechanical enhancements. Like their fighters. A triangular hunk of flesh with cysters and launchers. Each one needed three Bocht to operate it. Each Bocht took control of the navigation, the cysters, and the piloting. I so couldn’t wait to get inside one of them.

When I finally did after my probation period, I was in intellectual heaven. Biotechnology was fascinating. The knowledge they shared also related to their physiology. One of my trainers told me that a lot of mechanics move on to be medics. Considering my talent for the fighters, I could probably do the transfer, too. But would many Bocht trust a Saibhir with their health?

For now, I maintained and repaired damaged fighters from firefights with the Saibhir. And that was it. No Bocht expected pleasure from my body. I enjoy it. I liked my life. My freedom. I had my bedroom and rock collection that Carroll helped me build. By the time I turned sixteen, I could be a crew leader. 

Now if I could only find Saibhir food to eat. The protein fluid and vegetation were okay but not three times a day. It was a mix of chalky sweet and sour. Thankfully, I didn’t have to eat a lot of it to feel nourished.

The claxon sounded.

We couldn’t have been under attack. Our location was too far from any Saibhir battleships. Or so any of us thought. Like the others in the cafeteria, I left my garbage on the table and reported to the landing bay to prep the crew with their fighter. Normally, I worked with Carroll, Pinter, and Beckett but they were on a classified mission.

Crew Leader Karina and Commander Genet greeted me on the frantic dock. 

“Steff,” Karina called out and waved me over. Commander Genet gravely looked down at me as if they were going to tell me I had to be terminated.

“We need your expertise, Steff,” they said. “Carroll and their grew are returning in a Saibhir fighter.”

“Figures,” I said. “They always gotta shake things up, don’t they? So why is the claxon still on?”

“Pinter reported a countdown in Beckett’s console.”

“A countdown?” I asked. “For what?”

“That’s what we would like to know.”

“It has to be a bomb,” Karina said. “Why else would they have a countdown?”

“That makes no sense,” I said. “Unless the fighter is used for suicide runs but it would be cheaper for them to crash the fighter into the target.”

“So you never heard of this before?” Commander Genet asked.

“Sorry, sir,” I said. “This is new to me. Wait a second, you’re bringing the fighter in?”

“The timer started at 120 minutes when they broke orbit from their mission,” the Commander said. “Last we spoke to them it was down to 100. By the time they dock, it should be at 90 minutes.”

“So what can I do...Oh, man. You want me to defuse it?”

“We want you to safely remove our warriors from the Saibhir fighter and then we can eject it. Hopefully, with enough time to avoid damages.”

The floor tilted. My stomach swirled and chilled. I hugged myself. This couldn’t be happening. I knew nothing about bomb technology and I told them.

“But you know about Saibhir fighter technology,” Karina said. “You could still be useful. You could still save
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