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ACT ONE




EXT. RAFFI’S TRAILER - PORCH - LATE NIGHT CUE: SOULFUL SPANISH GUITAR

From inside the trailer, sounds of dishes and a crash.

RAFFI:

You okay in there, Seven?

SEVEN:

(from the “kitchen”)

How long has your recycler been on the fritz?

RAFFI:

Uhhh…a decade, maybe?

Seven joins Raffi on the porch.

SEVEN:

That explains a great deal. These two are now clean.

RAFFI:

The red one is actually a bud vase.

SEVEN:

Oh.

RAFFI:

Give it here.

(opens wine)

I don’t really do…clean.

SEVEN:

I’m not judging, Raffi. I get the appeal of this place.

RAFFI:

Lemme guess. The spacious accommodations? No—the homey, lived-in vibe?

Seven laughs.

SEVEN:

I was going to say, the solitude. It feels like no one has ever been here before or will be again.

RAFFI:

I’ll drink to that. To you and me…

SEVEN:

…and the middle of nowhere.

They toast.

SEVEN (CONT’D):

This is the last of the Château Picard.

RAFFI:

I know a guy. I’ll call him tomorrow.

SEVEN:

Do you ever think about him rambling around that huge château? Alone.

RAFFI:

Plenty of people work there. But he’s pretty good at alone.

SEVEN:

I noticed.

Raffi gets back to their game.

RAFFI:

Okay, my turn.

SEVEN:

That wasn’t my question.

RAFFI:

It ended with a question mark. Your voice lilted.

SEVEN:

Oh, come on.

RAFFI:

Plus, I already gave you a pass on the replicator question.

SEVEN:

Fine.

RAFFI:

First kiss?

SEVEN:

Before or after I was severed from the Collective?

RAFFI:

Wait—the Borg have sex?

SEVEN:

That’s two questions. You lilted.

RAFFI:

Damn it.

SEVEN:

First kiss was Axum.

RAFFI:

(intrigued)

Axum? Borg or not Borg?

SEVEN:

The relevant question would be conscious or unconscious. My turn.

RAFFI:

Hang on. You can’t just throw that out there and then—

SEVEN:

My turn. First crush?

RAFFI:

Ooooh, what was her name?

SEVEN:

I’m waiting.

RAFFI:

Uh…we were in school together. She was fierce as hell.

SEVEN:

Still waiting.

RAFFI:

Jayna! I haven’t thought about her in ages. She broke my heart. Eleven-year-old me was a mess.

SEVEN:

Eleven-year-old me was a Borg.

RAFFI:

Wow, that sucks. But it’s still my turn—conscious or unconscious?

SEVEN:

Depends on your definition of unconscious. Axum was a drone I met from time to time while regenerating.

RAFFI:

Isn’t that the Borg version of sleep? Wait, that wasn’t my question, but dream kisses don’t count.

SEVEN:

Oh, he was real. Some of us had a mutation that allowed us to access one another’s consciousness in a shared thought space while we were regenerating. We were ourselves there. Not Borg. It was kind of beautiful, really.

Raffi bursts out laughing.

RAFFI:

Do you have any idea how messed up that is?

Seven joins her.

SEVEN:

I know. It really was.

(beat)

I like this song.

RAFFI:

Me too. Rios has got some great stuff here. Of course, he made it very clear the record player is a loan, on account of I need to expand my musical palate. Which is a pot/kettle situation for sure. Like everything Rios, most of these tend toward the “no one understands my existential pain” end of the spectrum.

SEVEN:

I prefer not to wallow.

RAFFI:

I spent too long overachieving in that department to throw stones.

SEVEN:

I had a friend who used to say, “Pain is inevitable, but suffering is optional.”

RAFFI:

Bet she was a hoot at parties.

SEVEN:

He. And not really.

RAFFI:

He. Was he a good friend? More than a good friend?

SEVEN:

There was a time I thought maybe, but no.

(beat)

I’m assuming you and Gabe’s father were more than friends.

RAFFI:

Yes. For a very long time. Jae’s an artist. High-end pieces. The kind of stuff that breaks you open and touches your soul before you even know what hit you.

SEVEN:

So, not Starfleet?

RAFFI:

Hell, no. The only thing harder than loving a civilian is making it work with a fellow officer.

SEVEN:

How long ago did that end?

RAFFI:

Pretty sure the recycler was still working.

SEVEN:

And since then?

RAFFI:

Oh, you know. A thing, here and there. Nobody special.

SEVEN:

I’m sorry to hear that.

RAFFI:

Why?

SEVEN:

You deserve special.

RAFFI:

Aww, so do you.

(beat)

Biggest regret.

SEVEN:

Don’t have any.

RAFFI:

None?

SEVEN:

I don’t do regret.

RAFFI:

Huh. On the one hand—badass. On the other—seriously?

SEVEN:

Waste of time. Me again. Worst breakup?

RAFFI:

Probably Starfleet.

SEVEN:

Really?

RAFFI:

That surprises you?

SEVEN:

Yeah. You don’t strike me as someone who needs anyone.

RAFFI:

I don’t?

SEVEN:

Would you go back if they’d have you?

RAFFI:

They won’t. Bridges burned. Earth salted and all that. But it’s like a damned reflex. The club everyone wants to join. By the time you start to see the cold, hard reality of it, it’s too late. You’re already in love. And that love dies hard.

(beat)

My turn.

SEVEN:

Is it? I’m kind of losing track.

RAFFI:

What do you want?

SEVEN:

Right now?

RAFFI:

Right now.

Wind rises.

SEVEN:

This. Just this.

RAFFI:

Come here.

Seven leans in to kiss Raffi.

A Fenris Ranger ship approaches.

RAFFI (CONT’D):

The hell is that? Nobody ever comes here.

SEVEN:

You have weapons?

RAFFI:

Is wine wet?

SEVEN:

Not good wine.

Raffi gets weapons.

SEVEN (CONT’D):

Why is my rifle smaller than yours?

RAFFI:

Newer model. Regenerative power cells.

SEVEN:

I withdraw my objection.

Ship roars closer, and Raffi shouts over the engine sound.

RAFFI:

Any idea who that is?

The ship lands.

SEVEN:

Yeah. Sorry. They’re here for me.




EXT. RAFFI’S TRAILER - PORCH - LATE NIGHT

As the engine sound fades, the ship’s captain, Hyro, approaches and addresses himself entirely to Seven, ignoring Raffi.

HYRO:

Miss Seven, glorious to see you as always, if you’d come with me, time is epigrammatic. Tempus fugitive and all that.

RAFFI:

I’m sorry, what now?

HYRO:

Your comms appear to be malfunctioning again. Perhaps a bit too much mayonnaise in the array manifold?

RAFFI:

Mayonnaise?

SEVEN:

I turned my comms off, Hyro.

HYRO:

Has a fulsome and lasting peace been declared throughout the former confuted territories?

SEVEN:

Not that I’m aware.

HYRO:

(simultaneous with Seven below)

Because surely such a mountainous turn of events

SEVEN:

Get off my back. It’s only been a few days.

HYRO (CONT’D):

would have been reported on the local news feeds.

RAFFI:

So help me, if the both of you don’t shut the hell up for a second…

Silence.

RAFFI (CONT’D):

Thank you.

HYRO:

And who might this enchanting creature be?

RAFFI:

Raffi. Raffaela Musiker. Lieutenant Commander. Former.

HYRO:

Could you just pick one of those and let me know…

RAFFI:

Seven?

SEVEN:

Raffi, this is Hyro. Hyro, Raffi.

HYRO:

Delegated to make your acquaintance.

SEVEN:

Hyro’s a Ranger. He was born on Nemulia. Federation Standard isn’t his native language.

RAFFI:

Which is why we have universal translators.

SEVEN:

Please, don’t get him started.

HYRO:

Universal translators? Never touch the things. Most divisive, couthless contraption known to sensitive life. To really understand another culture, once must immerse oneself completely in the most grain-like motes of their language. So much of the truth, the laminated beauty…

SEVEN:

Luminous.

HYRO:

…luminous beauty of a people begins with the spoken word.

RAFFI:

Okay. But mayonnaise?

HYRO:

Oh, right. That’s the dessert topping. I meant…

SEVEN:

Trans-lubrisol.

HYRO:

Of course. Yes. Good. There it is.

RAFFI:

Hyro…was it? It’s the middle of the night and this is my property.

HYRO:

Abject apologies. Fenris Rangers don’t really keep normal business hours.

SEVEN:

Hyro.

HYRO:

Shall I return at a more opportune moment, one that doesn’t interfere with your busy schedule?

SEVEN:

I just needed some time.

HYRO:

Ah, I see. I have conspicuously inserted myself into a personal moment.

RAFFI:

(simultaneous with Seven below)

Yes.

SEVEN:

No.

Pause. They each clock their different responses.

RAFFI (CONT’D):

Oh. Well, then.

SEVEN:

Raffi, I didn’t mean…

HYRO:

Dear gods, Ebla is going to be obliterated before you two get your story straight.

SEVEN:

What?

HYRO:

Rynin’s back. And he’s headed for Ebla.

SEVEN:

Shit. How’d he find it?

HYRO:

We don’t know.

SEVEN:

The defense grid will hold.

HYRO:

It might have. But he’s recently acquired a gently used warbird. D’deridex class.

SEVEN:

Fully armed?

HYRO:

Feels like a safe assumption.

SEVEN:

Right.

RAFFI:

Rynin? Bastard son of Romulan senator Pomarka?

HYRO:

Generally unpleasant, certainly, but…

RAFFI:

“Bastard” as in illegitimate. His mother was never officially recognized by the Romulan caste.

HYRO:

Huh. Do you know him?

RAFFI:

I was ten years Starfleet Intelligence, Romulan division, and Pomarka made plenty of enemies. Since when is his pissant kid threatening anybody?

SEVEN:

Since the Neutral Zone collapsed and every Romulan who can find a ship and crew wants to reunite the empire under their banner. It’s a damn free-for-all out there these days.

HYRO:

And as we speak that…tiny bug…no, what did you call him?

RAFFI:

Pissant.

HYRO:

Ah, what a delightful turn of phrase. Do you, by any chance, know its entomology?

RAFFI:

How do you even function in the universe?

SEVEN:

How long?

HYRO:

Beg pardon?

SEVEN:

How long until Rynin reaches Ebla?

HYRO:

Days. If we’re lucky.

SEVEN:

Damnit.




INT. RAFFI’S TRAILER - LATER

Raffi cleans up, at a loss for how to process this moment.

Enter Seven.

RAFFI:

Why are you still here?

SEVEN:

I’m sorry, Raffi.

RAFFI:

Somebody’s in trouble. They need you. You gotta go. Right? Look, I knew this would happen. I just didn’t think it would be so soon.

SEVEN:

Raffi.

RAFFI:

It’s fine. I get it. I totally get it. Next time you’re in the sector, look me up.

SEVEN:

Raffi, listen. When things started heating up on Romulus, there were people who knew what was coming and tried to get ahead of it. Museums, libraries, some priceless personal collections, basically as much of the cultural history of Romulus that could be packed in cargo ships was taken to Ebla and hidden behind a defense grid.

RAFFI:

I seem to remember a bunch of thefts reported back in the early days of the relocation.

SEVEN:

We weren’t stealing anything. The artifacts were given to the Rangers to protect.

RAFFI:

In whose name?

SEVEN:

History’s. Civilization’s. And many of their former owners.

RAFFI:

Where is Ebla, anyway? How come I never heard of it?

SEVEN:

Because you weren’t supposed to. It’s a tiny world in a backwater system that’s always been marked as uninhabitable.

RAFFI:

That’s—amazing, actually.

SEVEN:

I could use some help.

RAFFI:

Me? No. I’m not Ranger material.

SEVEN:

Neither are most of the people we work with. They hear about us, show up for a mission or two, and when they find out how bad the conditions are and how crappy the pay is, they move on. There’s no pressure, no secret handshake, no uniforms. You just go where you’re needed when you can.

Raffi stops cleaning and gives Seven her undivided attention.

RAFFI:

It’s a nice thing you’re about to do. Like I said, I respect you guys. But…

SEVEN:

Don’t do it for me. Several thousand men, women, and children live on Ebla. All of them, and enough antiquities to fill a dozen heavy cargo carriers, have to be moved off that planet before Rynin arrives and taken somewhere safe. You know anyone who specializes in that kind of mission?

RAFFI:

That was a long time ago.

SEVEN:

Been longer since I met anyone worth doing dishes for.

RAFFI:

My turn. You don’t strike me as someone who stays in one place very long. And I’m not judging either.

SEVEN:

What’s the question?

RAFFI:

Why do you want me to come along?

SEVEN:

I don’t want walking out that door to be the first thing I ever regret.

Long pause.

RAFFI:

When you say the pay is crappy, just how crappy are we talking about?




INT. TENDU - BRIDGE - EARLY MORNING CUE: CLASSIC ROCK TRACK

Raffi enters the bridge.

RAFFI:

Are you sure the music is loud enough?

HYRO:

Just getting into proper prelaunch spirit. Welcome to the fair ship Tendu.

RAFFI:

Sorry?

HYRO:

Deet? DEET?

Abruptly, the music ends.

HYRO (CONT’D):

Thank you, Deet. Miss Raffaela is joining us and clearly finds fun intolerable.

RAFFI:

What’s a Deet?

HYRO:

Not what. Who. Deet? Stand up so our newly acquired killer of joy—I mean friend of Seven’s—can see you.

Deet (very short male Okaran, 20s) rises. His voice is a squeaky babble of syllables.

DEET:

[TRANSLATION: Hello, it is a pleasure to meet you, very tall human female.]

RAFFI:

Deet?

HYRO:

Never met a finer pilot.

RAFFI:

(dubious)

How old is Deet?

HYRO:

Always thought it would be rude to ask. Is it relevant?

DEET:

[TRANSLATION: She’s beautiful, Hyro. Don’t scare her away.]

Hyro pretends to translate.

HYRO:

Old enough to know when he’s being insulted by a Starfleet prick.

DEET:

(irritated)

[TRANSLATION: I didn’t say she was a prick. Stop it, Hyro.]

Suddenly, to everyone’s surprise, Raffi replies to Deet in his language—a little haltingly, but understandable to Deet.

RAFFI:

(the words “Deet” and “asshole” are said clearly)

[TRANSLATION: Nice to meet you, Deet. Surprised a man as sharp as you can’t find work with someone who’s isn’t such an asshole.]

DEET:

[TRANSLATION: Tough times all around.]

RAFFI:

I
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