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Career Aspirations 
A Sulu Adventure 

 

 
Personal log, Stardate 6031.2 
 
It’s hard to pack up what seems like far too 
few belongings for five years of my life, but the 
Enterprise refit seems to require that they 
strip everything out of her, right down to the 
bulkheads on every deck, so there’s not much 
point in trying to leave things behind. Being 
honest with myself, at this moment I’m not 
sure when, or if, I’ll be coming back. I have a 
lot of decisions to make while I use up some of 
my accumulated leave. 

 
He’d deliberately not gone home to San 

Francisco. 
Not that Sulu didn’t want to see his 

family, although, in moments of honesty, he 
could admit that he mostly didn’t. After nearly 
10 years in Starfleet, some of his reasons for 
joining were just as valid as ever. Instead, 
considering how little of his leave he’d use 
during that time, he’d decided to take six 
months off, partly to think about everything 
he’d been through in those 10 years, and 
partly to think about what might come next. 

And, particularly on Enterprise, but also 
as a junior officer on the Arjuna, he realized 
that any planet he’d visited during his career, 
he’d barely seen more than a flash of. In 
another moment of honesty, he reminded 
himself that he hadn’t seen all that much 
more of Earth outside of San Francisco. So, 



with six months leave, and all the credits he’d 
never gotten to spend across his career so far, 
Sulu made a list of the twenty most interesting 
places to go on Earth, making sure he’d at 
least stand on every continent, and resolved to 
spend a week exploring each. 

He quickly found he couldn’t limit 
himself to twenty. 

It took nearly a week of determined 
relaxation in the unmarried officers’ barracks 
on Starbase One to narrow the immediate list 
down to only forty-seven places. But the more 
he read, the more places he found he wanted 
to go. Eventually, he figured out that to spend 
a week in every place he wanted to go would 
take the rest of his life. In the end, unable to 
procrastinate anymore, he took the list of 
forty-seven and had the computer randomize 
the list before booking his first destination. 
Without allowing himself time for second 
thoughts, Sulu threw together the appropriate 
wardrobe and beamed down to explore the 
Great Pyramids for Week One. 

Sometime in Week Six, swimming with 
porpoises in the outer fringes of the Amazon 
delta, it occurred to Sulu that he was running 
away. He supposed that shouldn’t have 
surprised him much, but it did. It took until 
early in Week Eight, walking steadily up the 
centuries-old path to the summit of Mount 
Fuji, for him to realize what he was running 
away from. His future. 

Quietly sitting in a tea house at the top 
of the mountain, he met Miranda, and stopped 
running. 

* 
“Is this seat taken?” 



Nearly every seat in the tea house was 
occupied by tourists, and not just from all over 
Earth, but from a variety of other Federation of 
planets as well. Sulu had managed to secure a 
small table to himself only by virtue of booking 
it more than six weeks ago, while he’d still 
been in Egypt. It was a table for two, and the 
dark-haired woman backlit by the setting sun 
clearly had the potential to be a fascinating 
companion and conversationalist, willing to 
find the only apparently single human male 
sitting by himself in the ancient tourist trap. 

He smiled at her, hoping to seem 
innocuous. He wasn’t really interested in any 
kind of relationship at the moment, but she 
might make a nice conversational distraction 
to pull him away from his own thoughts, and 
he needed that. “Only if you’re going to sit 
down.” 

She slipped into the seat, and the tiny 
breeze the motion brought to him held the 
scent of something floral he couldn’t identify 
but which he liked very much. With a smile, 
he offered her his hand. “Hikaru Sulu.” 

When she took it, he found her grasp 
was cool but firm, the skin of her palms 
wanting to be soft, but clearly toughened by 
labor of some kind. Not calloused, exactly, but 
definitely thicker than his. “Miranda Kovacs. 
Thank you very much. It didn’t occur to me 
that the top about Mount Fuji would be so 
crowded.” 

“I wouldn’t have thought so either, until 
I read how many millions of people make the 
climb every year when planning my trip. I’m 
surprised we aren’t packed in tighter.” 

Nodding, she smiled. “I suppose I 



should’ve listened more closely to my mother’s 
stories. She always talked about how lovely 
the trip was, and I focused a lot more about 
things like the scenery rather than the 
pilgrims and tourists.” 

Sulu waved to get the server’s attention 
and made the shape of a teapot in his hands. 
The man nodded and turned back for the 
counter. “Your mother?” 

Miranda smiled, mostly, and Sulu 
thought there was a twinge of something other 
than a happy memory, but the feeling 
disappeared with the expression. “Mom was 
from Tokyo, although she was only 19 when 
she left with her family. They joined a colonial 
expedition to Rodan Two. That’s where she 
met Dad. That’s where I was born.” 

Large, strong hands placed the teapot on 
the table, along with two small cups. “Hai. 
Dozo.” 

Sulu looked up, closing his eyes briefly 
as he simulated a bow with a nod. “Arigato 
gozaimasu. Menu, onegai shimasu?” 

“Hai.” The man walked away again as 
Sulu looked back down into a completely 
different smiling face. 

“And without a translator, yet. You’re 
from Japan then?” 

He shook his head. “No, but I am 
originally from somewhere a little closer than 
Rodan Two. Just a few thousand kilometres 
from here. San Francisco.” 

Still smiling, she giggled. “Sorry, it’s 
probably rude to say so, but I’ve never heard of 
it.” 

Menus appeared on the table in front of 
them. Paper menus, no less, but penetrated 



with some kind of plastic for durability and 
easy cleaning. “I’m not offended at all, 
especially since I was about ask you where 
Rodan Two is.” 

“That’s okay, pretty much no one who 
isn’t from there has ever heard of it, either.” 
She pointed vaguely over one shoulder. 
“Galactic North about a dozen light-years.” The 
thumb tilted. “And then spinward for 30-ish 
more. Nice little main sequence star. 11 
planets, most of them gas giants. Can’t miss 
it.” 

“Sounds nice. Still a young colony, I’m 
guessing.” 

“About fifty years, actually, and still 
growing fast. A couple of hundred thousand 
people spread through the system, probably 
even more than when I left. Main industries 
are mining, agriculture, and deuterium 
extraction.” 

“From all of the gas giants.” 
“You got it.” She smiled, the corners of 

her eyes crinkling. “So, what’s San Francisco 
famous for?” 

“Noodles and rice, the Golden Gate 
Bridge, Starfleet Academy’s main branch. 
Probably lots of other things too, but it doesn’t 
seem so exciting when you grow up there. 
Nowhere really does, I guess.” 

Sulu’s reservation had only been good 
for an hour, and Miranda had come along 
halfway through that. For politeness’ sake, he 
only occasionally glanced at the time while 
they spoke, and with five minutes left, he 
pressed his thumb to the bill and took one last 
sip of tea before they carefully navigated their 
way out of the tea house. 



It seemed strange to Sulu how developed 
the top of Mount Fuji was, though he knew the 
local prefectural governments kept a tight grip 
on things. Still, there were a number of 
teahouses and even more hotels approaching 
the summit. The more he considered, the more 
he thought the development was a fairly good 
idea. At the very least, a large number of 
people must make the ancient walk with less 
water than was wise. And considering the 
volume of travelers on the paths, a place for 
some small percentage of them to stop and 
refresh themselves seemed important. But 
while he appreciated the dash of culture 
teahouses and hotels provided, without the 
benefit of Miranda’s company he might have 
preferred a simple fountain to fill his own 
water bottle from. 

“Are you walking back down tonight?” 
He felt like the walk back down should be 
shorter than the one up had been, but also 
hadn’t had the foresight to book a room in one 
of those hotels, if one had even been available 
when he would have been checking, so he 
didn’t have a lot of choice. 

“I had planned to. The room prices up 
here are fairly steep, and I thought walking the 
last quarter of the trail by moonlight might be 
pleasant.” 

Sulu could certainly agree with the 
sentiment, and, with the volume of other 
people on the trail, it shouldn’t be too difficult 
to find footing in the dark. Not that it would be 
truly dark, for there were regular spaced lamp 
posts he’d noticed only at the top of his trek. 
“Me, too, if you don’t mind the company.” 

They’d hardly taken a dozen steps from 



the door of the house before two men, one 
human and one Nausican, and both them at 
least thirty centimetres taller and broader 
than Sulu, stepped in front of them. They both 
smiled at Miranda, though the Nausican was 
less successful, but it was the human spoke. 
“Ah, young Miranda. Our employer wishes to 
remind you that he leaves for Veridan 
tomorrow. He expects you to rejoin us.” 

At a quick glance, Sulu didn’t consider 
either of them overly threatening, size 
notwithstanding, though they obviously meant 
to intimidate. Miranda, on the other hand, 
underwent an almost complete change of 
character, her entire body stiffening, and her 
voice, if not quite quavering, contained. 
“Jenkins accepted my resignation three weeks 
ago when we pulled into orbit. I packed up the 
few belongings I have and left the ship. I’m not 
coming back.” 

Humans that his head, still smiling. 
“Our employer reconsidered your resignation 
and expects you to return with us.” 

She shook her head “There’s nothing to 
reconsider. My resignation is on file with the 
Merchant Authority. Find a free agent.” 

That was plenty for Sulu, and he cleared 
his throat, making eye contact with the 
human and giving him a friendly smile. “It 
sounds to me like we have a little bit of a 
misunderstanding.” 

The Nausican stopped trying to smile 
and narrowed already squinty eyes. “It sounds 
to me as if you should mind your own 
business, you.” 

Sulu felt the tension in the Nausican 
even before the big man decided to flex, his 



jacket creaking at the seams, and he 
deliberately leaned about a centimeter forward 
and to his left, just enough that they couldn’t 
help but interpret his stance as a willingness 
to defend Miranda. He smiled again. “At the 
moment, the lady is my walking companion, 
and it makes it my business. I’m sure if your 
boss takes things up with the Merchant 
Authority, he’ll find everything in order.” 

“Hikaru, please–” 
He shook his head, still smiling. “It’s 

okay, Miranda. I’m sure these two gentlemen 
have no intention of causing a scene, not here 
in full view of several hundred other 
Federation citizens, any one of whom could 
conceivably be a member of a local police 
force, or even Starfleet.” 

The Nausican exhaled hard enough for 
Sulu to feel his breath, and if anything tensed 
even more. Obviously, he at cared more about 
what his boss might say, but the human put a 
hand on his partner’s arm. “It’s okay, John. 
The little guy does have a point. We can afford 
to leave a little space, just a little.” 

“But–” 
The human shook his head, still 

addressing the Nausican, but the words 
weren’t really meant for him. “It’s really okay. 
Miranda understands that the longer she 
waits, the longer she makes Mr. Jenkins wait, 
the less accommodating he’ll be in the long 
run. She has a very small window where all 
will be forgiven.” 

The Nausican shook the hand off and 
snorted. “Whatever.” The two of them turned 
away. 

Sulu didn’t know how many people 



around them had heard anything, but he did 
feel like a fair number of eyes were on them, 
and that nearby conversations increased again 
with the departure, overcompensating for the 
quieter moments. 

“Hikaru, I–” 
He shook his head, still trying to 

maintain sight of the pair and waited until 
they’d been swallowed by the tourist crowd 
before taking her arm and pulling her that first 
step in the opposite direction. “You don’t owe 
me any explanations, Miranda. I’m just happy 
to be of help. It’s okay, really.” But it wasn’t 
okay. His back was up, and he’d already 
decided to help her as much as she would let 
him. 

Eventually, she spoke again, slipping a 
hand through his arm, and they began 
walking towards the beginning of the trail 
down. “I think I do, actually, but maybe not 
quite so publicly.” 

* 
He wasn’t sure how traditional the 

restaurant actually was, but it felt right to 
him, and the staff didn’t make fun of his 
mediocre Japanese. He might not know the 
right slang, but he worked to make himself 
understood, being as polite as he could 
possibly be, and that was often the main 
thing. In that respect, it reminded him a little 
bit of places he used to go to in San Francisco, 
and he offered to buy her a late dinner from 
the limited menu. They’d spent half the trip 
down walking in silence, and the other half 
struggling to make light conversation. In the 
interests of facing Miranda’s troubles, he 
couldn’t let it go much longer. They couldn’t 



expect any additional privacy anywhere, 
anyway. 

“Thank you for not pressing the issue.” 
Sulu smiled. “You’re welcome, but I had 

been thinking it was about time that I should. 
Full disclosure first, though. You may not 
want me involved in your problems, though I’ll 
help you if I can.” 

“That sounds little ominous. You’re not a 
yakuza crime lord, are you? You don’t really 
look the part.” 

Raising both eyebrows, he managed not 
to laugh. “No, I’m not. My Japanese isn’t 
nearly good enough to carry it off. Although, 
not looking the type might not be a bad thing 
in that profession.” He tried a light smile. “I’m 
a Starfleet officer. Lieutenant Commander, 
most recently serving aboard the USS 
Enterprise. I’m spending some accumulated 
leave right now while I try to figure out what 
the next path in my career might be.” 

“Starfleet’s okay.” 
Sulu raised an eyebrow. “I’m glad you 

think so. I’ve become rather fond of it myself.” 
And he realized that was true. Considering 
how much time he’d spent in uniform, it had 
better be. 

“I mean it’s nice that there’s something 
out there that cares about other people, other 
cultures, rather than just seeing what profit it 
can take from universe.” 

“Well, there are definitely worse things to 
do with your life.” He knew how that sounded 
as soon as it left his mouth, and should have 
before, but still didn’t manage to stop himself. 
“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean–” 

She picked up a small skewer with 



something on the end that might have been 
fish. Sulu had forgotten what they were 
already. “It’s okay.” She smiled suddenly. 
“Polite noises to make sure I keep talking. I get 
it.” The smile disappeared and she set the 
skewer back down, the mystery protein 
untouched. “Mom and dad started on the 
interior refining platforms. Not exciting work, 
but not particular dangerous either. Dip your 
platform into the atmosphere to fill your tanks, 
filter out the stuff you actually want. Oh, they 
call it deuterium processing, but there a lot of 
other things we get out of it as well. There are 
a lot of trace compounds in the atmosphere of 
most gas giant. When they decided it was time 
for a family, they also decided it was time to 
move planet side. The platforms are very 
industrial, very close quarters. There aren’t a 
lot of children on board, and if kids aren’t 
forbidden, they’re not exactly encouraged.” 

Sulu wondered how it compared with life 
on board a starship for months, and it 
probably didn’t compare as well as he thought 
it should. He doubted a mining corporation 
would be all that interested in even the level of 
amenities considered standard on the 
Enterprise. He didn’t think it would be the life 
for him either, but almost anything was 
something someone else loved. “So they moved 
down to the agricultural colony.” 

Miranda nodded. “Not that they had the 
slightest idea about farming when they 
started, and not that industrial upper level 
farming is any more exciting than deuterium 
processing, but at least they had some open 
blue and green space and didn’t have to worry 
about pressure alarms or anything else like 



that.” She shook her head. “But growing up on 
agricultural colony, unless you actually like 
farming, is tremendously boring. By the time I 
was twelve, I knew I wasn’t going to be staying 
on Rodan 2. By the time I was thirteen, I’m 
sure my parents had figured that out too. 

“But you don’t really need my life’s 
story.” She grinned, but it faded fast. “As soon 
as I was old enough, I signed on board a bulk 
handler as a manifest jockey. No real skills 
required, just a basic education and little bit of 
computer knowledge. Seemed like a great way 
off the dirt ball I’d grown to hate, even if I had 
to sign a five-year contract to do it. Two years 
in, the company was taken over, and the new 
owners used a clause in most of our contracts 
that almost no one knew was there and sold 
them off to other companies. Somehow, during 
the sale, two years got added. That new five-
year contract was up about a week before we 
pulled in the earth orbit last month. I was 
packed and had my resignation in front of 
Captain Jenkins, with a copy transmitted to 
the Merchant Authority, by the time our 
umbilicals were connected to the station.” 

Sulu had a feeling there was a lot 
Miranda had left out. For example, just what 
kind of shipping company her boss, former 
boss, ran. He questioned the legality of selling 
a contract to begin with, much less 
automatically adding two years to it. He had to 
wonder where either company was registered 
as a business, and under what governing laws, 
but doubted Miranda could tell him for sure. 
Still, it shouldn’t take much in the way of 
research. 

“The Simple Tailor is a warp seven 



capable courier. Crew of twenty, plus a couple 
more to handle cargo, and still crowded. Not a 
lot of space for people once the cargo bays 
have been maximized with high priority, high 
value shipments.” She raised one eyebrow, 
and the corner of her mouth pushed out. “I’m 
certain Jenkins has a little bit of smuggling 
going on as well, not that I saw anything for 
sure, but I didn’t really try. I knew within a 
week that I wanted off that ship. So did half 
the people already on it. But I was still young 
and didn’t think I wanted to be sued for 
breach of contract, and that was the threat he 
held over everyone’s head fairly openly. Not 
that there weren’t other threats too.” She 
looked up suddenly being “I was never in any 
physical danger, I think, though it felt that 
way sometimes. But I meant what I said 
outside the tea house. Jenkins is a perverted 
old letch, and not very discriminating. 
Regardless of your gender, sexuality, or 
species, he’s not afraid to suggest something. 
Anything.” 

“I’m sorry.” 
Miranda shook her head again. “Nothing 

do with you. The Federation is a big place, and 
though we all believe it’s the best thing 
humanity, and the species it’s joined with to 
make it, has ever managed, it’s far from the 
perfect thing it might seem like on the surface, 
even if it tries. Not everyone follows the rules. 
Not everyone agrees on what rules should be. 
Mostly, things are pretty good, I think, just not 
for everyone.” 

“Just not for you.” He wrapped a hand 
around one of hers and squeezed. “Where were 
you planning to go from here?” 



Miranda shrugged. “I don’t know. I 
actually thought I might go home at some 
point. I’m still not all that keen to live on 
agricultural colony, but I would like to see 
mom and dad. It’s been long time.” 

“You have some savings? Enough to get 
home?” 

She shrugged. “More or less. I’m actually 
hoping to work my way there little bit. While it 
might be nice to be a passenger, I’m not sure I 
could do it for long, and I have seven years of 
skills and experience built up now. But I did 
want a spend little time seeing some of the 
sights of Earth first.” 

That was something Sulu could certainly 
understand since it was more or less what he 
planned to do. And he realized now how lucky 
he was to have the time and ability to do it. 
“Other than Mount Fuji, where else did you 
plan to go?” 

“I don’t know. I didn’t really think about 
it until I got here. I mostly don’t have any idea 
what’s on Earth so I’ve got no idea where to 
start.” 

“Now that is something I can definitely 
help with. I have a list.” 

* 
“I hope I didn’t give you the wrong idea.” 
Sulu smiled. He’d certainly had ideas, 

but he’d set them aside very quickly. Romance 
wasn’t what Miranda needed right now. 
Friendship was better, and he didn’t really 
want extra entanglements at the moment to 
confuse his own decisions. Whatever came of 
this time with a new friend, Sulu still had to 
figure out what he wanted to do next. He 
honestly didn’t even know what opportunities 



there might be, though, and BuPers hadn’t 
dropped any hints. Apparently, Starfleet was 
content to let him spend his leave. When he 
was finished on the planet, he was supposed 
to report back to Commodore Shraanath’s 
office. Still a few months to go on that. 

“I already have the hotel, and you might 
as well save a few credits. The couch looked 
comfortable, and I’m not that tall.” 

“Are you sure? I mean, you’ve helped me 
enough already.” 

“He’s probably helped you too much, 
girl.” 

While they weren’t exactly in downtown 
Tokyo, there really shouldn’t have been 
enough shadow for two men that size to hide 
in. Swearing not quite under his breath, Sulu 
edged just slightly forward to make it clear 
again he would protect Miranda. This time, it 
was the Nausican who took the lead, ignoring 
Sulu to smirk at Miranda. “Tell your new 
boyfriend that he doesn’t really need to be 
involved. Jenkins is happy to take back his 
refusal of your resignation, and he’s happy to 
let you go on to live whatever life you think 
you want, but you have to give them back 
what’s his.” 

“Gentlemen, you don’t have to do this.” 
The Nausican growled as he stepped 

forward, eyes focusing on Sulu now. “You 
don’t have to do anything, little man. Just be 
quiet and stay out of the way and you’ll get by 
with all of your bones unbroken.” 

“What my articulate friend is trying to 
say, is that this is none of your business.” The 
human muscle didn’t even look at Sulu, 
keeping his gaze focused on the Miranda. 



“Look, girl. Jenkins doesn’t really care all that 
much about your resignation. Sure, he’ll miss 
you—we all will—but all he really wants is 
what you took from him.” 

“What? I didn’t take anything from the 
old pervert. I grabbed the few clothes I have 
that weren’t ship suits and all of my personal 
belongings from the exactly one drawer in the 
closet that passed for my cabin. And if you’re 
going to tell me that my contract said any of 
that belonged to him, you need a retinax shot.” 

The human shook his head. “Look girl. 
The old man may have a weakness for cute 
butts, and yours certainly qualifies, but he’s 
not interested in any of your clothes or 
makeup. You’re holding something for him, 
and he sent us to bring you back with it or 
just bring it back. He prefers the first option, 
but he’ll settle for the second. Hand it over.” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
The Nausican shook his head. “That’s 

too bad.” He grinned suddenly. “Or maybe it 
isn’t. That means we go with option one.” He 
reached for Miranda, his arm moving directly 
past Sulu. Never being one to let opportunity 
pass by, Sulu slipped under the Nausican’s 
elbow and grabbed the man’s wrist with the 
other hand. A little bit of pressure, or, if he 
were honest, quite a bit of pressure, though 
not enough to actually threaten to break the 
elbow even if it might feel like it, and the 
bigger man’s knees began to buckle. Obviously 
not painful enough, since the big, feral face 
turned towards Sulu with a snarl as he 
reached across with the other hand. Smiling, 
Sulu increased the pressure, pushing up on 
the elbow as he pulled down on the wrist. The 



Nausican changed his mind, rather than 
letting his knees buckle, try to come up on his 
toes to get away. If he’d been another 20 or 30 
cm taller. It might have worked, but Sulu just 
let him rise and took a shuffling step to his 
left, further blocking access to Miranda and 
forcing the Nausican to tiptoe to the 
movement. 

Smiling, Sulu looked at the human, who 
stood gaping. “This would be a good time to 
walk away again.” 

“I’m going to– “ 
“Watch me break your friend’s elbow 

before I take your feet out from under you so 
you smash your head on the sidewalk?” Sulu 
shrugged. “If that’s what you want.” 

The human looked from Sulu to the 
wrist in question and back again, struggling to 
make a decision. 

With a quick twist, Sulu transferred the 
stress to the shoulder by flipping the wrist and 
stepping behind his new friend, at the same 
time both pulling his arm back and reaching 
up to pull down on his collar. “We can do this 
any way you like. I prefer you just walk away 
before any of us get hurt.” 

While the other man stayed silent for 
several seconds, Sulu pulled the Nausican just 
a little bit lower, then used a not-so-gentle 
push into the small of the other man’s back to 
shove him forward into his partner. The 
collision didn’t cause a collapse, but the two 
men stumbled for a couple steps, putting a 
little distance between them and Sulu, and 
therefore Miranda. He smiled, only partly 
regretting giving away the advantage, but he’d 
rather things didn’t escalate further. “None of 



us have been hurt yet, and I’d rather keep it 
that way. Ready to reconsider?” 

“Come on, John. There will be another 
time.” 

The Nausican growled, turning so he 
could see Sulu at the same time he glared at 
his friend. “Are you kidding? Jenkins will–” 

“Captain Jenkins will understand that 
we didn’t want to get arrested and delay his 
departure more than we had to. Come on.” 

With frequent glances back over their 
shoulders, the two brawlers walked away. 
When they’d gone half a block, Sulu turned to 
face Miranda with a smile, not quite enjoying 
the look of shock on her face. “Well, that was 
fun, I guess. Anything I might want to know?” 

* 
It wasn’t a very big duffel bag, certainly 

been not enough to account for five years of 
someone’s life. It occurred to Sulu that 
Miranda had been working on a fast courier 
for almost exactly the same amount of time as 
his entire tour of duty on the Enterprise. He 
thought that he lived sparsely, and it had 
taken very little time for him to clean up his 
cabin, but it had taken more than one small 
duffel bag, and he didn’t think hers weighed 
much more than ten kilos. He revised 
upwards, but only a little, when she dumped 
everything out on the hotel coffee table. 

“This is everything I have.” 
There wasn’t much. Probably about four 

changes of clothing altogether along with a 
small handful of personal care products. A 
tiny transparent jewelry box. Two hairbrushes. 
And a pair of running shoes that very closely 
matched the ones she wore. 



“It isn’t much, but it’s everything I own. 
None of it belongs to Jenkins. None of this 
even came from his ship. And other than the 
soap, shampoo, and perfume, I didn’t buy any 
of this with the pathetic credit transfers he 
likes to call a salary. I don’t know what he 
thinks I have, but I haven’t got it.” 

“Well, it doesn’t look like much, and I 
don’t see anything that looks suspicious, but 
let’s cover all the bases.” 

From his own bag, about the same size 
but packed more loosely because he was 
traveling light, Sulu retrieved a small tricorder. 
Strictly speaking, he wasn’t supposed to have 
it, at least he didn’t think he was, but some 
electronic glitch had issued it to him when he 
checked off of Starbase One for his leave. He 
would have thought that a communicator 
would make more sense, not that he wanted 
one of those either, but the supply chain tech 
hadn’t taken the logic. Orders said he had to 
have one, therefore he had to have one. Not 
the chief’s problem if Sulu didn’t want to 
follow orders. With a shrug, he’d thumbed the 
pad, tucked the tricorder into his bag, and 
gone on to the transporter room. The newer 
model was smaller than the old one so didn’t 
take up a lot of space, and he really hadn’t 
thought much about it since. Returning the 
coffee table, he flicked the power on. 

“What’s that?” 
He grinned at her. “Super secret 

Starfleet tool. If I told you, I’d have to have 
your memory wiped.” 

The shock on her face lasted about one 
second before dissolving into a giggle and a 
sheepish expression. “Okay, I guess I deserved 



that. I’m sorry for getting you involved in this. 
But I really had no idea they were following 
me. I was just playing tourist.” 

The instrument began to hum. Sulu 
turned his eyes to the display. “Well, you may 
not have known that Tweedledee and 
Tweedledum were following you, but you did 
tell me you wouldn’t be surprised if your 
former boss was also smuggler. Although, with 
a high-speed long-range courier, while it might 
seem ideal, a crew should be able make a 
decent enough honest living on time sensitive 
medicines and other cargoes not have to 
smuggle. Lots of other people make a go of it.” 

He held the tricorder over the small pile 
of clothes and other belongings for a moment. 
Its whine, so familiar and yet just slightly 
different, pitched just a little lower to his ears, 
brought back a flash of memory from any of 
several dozen landing parties. Sulu 
remembered what it was like to set foot on a 
new planet for the first time. He had a bizarre 
feeling of nostalgia mixed with excitement. 

The forever-useful device didn’t take long 
to produce results, and not the results he’d 
expected. “Well, that’s interesting.” He 
assumed the tricorder would find something, 
he just hadn’t known what that something 
would be. Reaching into the pile, he picked up 
what looked like an ancient wooden hairbrush. 
“This is definitely yours?” 

Frowning, Miranda nodded. “My mother 
gave it to me when I was five. It belonged to 
her mother. Why?” 

“Because the inside of the handle is 
lined with lead-coated duranium.” 

“What?” 



Setting the tricorder down, Sulu brought 
the brush closer to his eyes, looking for the 
seam the tricorder had shown him, and 
finding it easily in the groove of a ring carved 
around the handle, one of five. He was 
rewarded with a small crack as the glue 
separated, and ignored Miranda’s gasp as he 
unscrewed the bottom of the handle. 

“You broke–” 
“No. Someone else did this a while ago. 

I’m going to guess it wasn’t you.” Although he 
was starting to find it a bit convenient that she 
had worked on Jenkins’ courier for five years 
and not gotten more than a suspicion that he 
was a smuggler. “I’m sorry.” That might be just 
him being suspicious now, though. If the man 
was smuggling only tiny things, tiny, valuable 
things, and doing it completely himself, then 
maybe that wasn’t suspicious after all, his 
hired muscle aside. Plus, Sulu had no idea 
what working conditions or living conditions 
on the Tailor might be like. 

He passed her the brush head, which 
had clearly been modified to be screwed 
together, then glued so it wouldn’t start to 
come apart on its own through normal use, 
the glue stained so it would blend in and look 
the same as always. Before giving her the 
handle, he tapped it gently several times 
against the side of his hand so a small capsule 
slipped into his palm. 

Round two with the tricorder took less 
than a second. The capsule was made of 
transparent aluminum, and while the blue-
tinged viscous liquid inside could have been 
any number of things, the tricorder clearly 
marked it as bio mimetic gel. 



Miranda shook her head. “I don’t even 
know what that is.” 

Staring, solution of his head. “I don’t 
know if I can really answer that. I’m not a 
doctor. What I can tell you for sure without 
looking it up is that it’s used in certain 
regeneration therapies and assists in growing 
back things that normally can’t be grown 
back. Fingers, toes, arms. That sort of thing.” 

“Valuable?” 
“Very. Extremely complicated to make 

and can’t be synthesized. I don’t know what 
current market value is, but I’d be willing to 
bet you and I could both live comfortably on 
the planet of our choice for a year with the 
price of what’s in this little capsule.” 

She whistled. “So, what do we do about 
it?” 

“I think that depends a little bit on your 
boss’ next choice of move. If it’s somehow 
legitimately his, he could try to make an 
honest claim with the Merchant’s Authority for 
his property, though he’d have some 
explaining to do hiding it in one of your 
belongings. If he’s moving it for someone else, 
he’s got a contact or a buyer looking for it, and 
he can’t risk the authorities being involved in 
all if there isn’t a legitimate business deal and 
contract involved.” 

“I’m not really interested in getting 
caught in another dark alley with Don and 
John.” 

“Neither am I.” Sulu smiled. “I don’t 
think I’ll be able to talk things down again, or 
just make a public impression. Someone will 
wind up getting hurt. They’re both brawlers, 
and both tough by the look of them. I’d rather 



no one got hurt if possible, especially us.” 
“That would be nice, and it brings me 

back to the question. What do we do now?” 
We. She’d said it twice now. Things had 

definitely become ‘we’, and this had grown very 
quickly beyond simply bailing out the damsel 
in distress. He might not be saving the 
universe, or even an entire civilization, but he 
was helping one woman who hadn’t had any 
idea she was in trouble before they met, or 
how much. And in among the other reasons 
he’d joined Starfleet, to see strange new worlds 
and meet new alien lifeforms, wasn’t that the 
most important reason? To help people who 
needed help? “I think, for now, we get some 
sleep. In the morning, will go see the Tokyo 
police and get some advice. “ 

“What, not Starfleet intelligence?” 
He grinned at her. “No, not really their 

area. Starfleet isn’t quite the same thing as 
law-enforcement, though we are occasionally 
asked to take on the role on a larger scale. And 
I think Starfleet Intelligence is probably far 
more concerned about what the Klingons and 
Romulans are up to than someone smuggling 
expensive, but completely legal, medical 
supplies. I don’t know what kind of organized 
crime unit the police here have, but it seems to 
me like that’s the closest fit to what we need.” 
He grinned. “I’d like to think a little bit of rank 
and swagger will get us past the front desk, at 
least. From there, the facts of the story and 
carrying almost ten grams of biomimetic gel 
will likely get some attention. My only real 
worry is that your former shipmates come 
back with a little more force than we can deal 
with before we get there.” 



“Then should we go to the police 
tonight?” 

He had been debating just that, but not 
very heavily. It would make for an 
uncomfortable night without sleep, and a 
stressful trip through the streets. Even 
stepping out for a cab didn’t seem as safe as 
he’d like. “I think it’s probably better to wait 
for daylight. It doesn’t seem very likely, even if 
they know where we are, that they’ll try to 
break into the hotel.” Getting intercepted on 
the way to the police station in the middle of 
the night, wherever it might be, had a far 
higher probability. And, again, Sulu would 
rather make that journey in the daytime where 
there were possible witnesses. 

* 
Waiting until morning was a mistake. 
That was Sulu’s first thought when he 

heard door crash open. Miranda’s scream 
came on the heels of the crash, but Sulu had 
the presence of mind, even only a breath from 
solid sleep, not to rush into the other room 
right away. Instead, he moved toward the 
suite’s closet and scrambled the code on the 
hotel safe just as the door to his room slid 
open. Even in the almost darkness, the size of 
the figure stepping into the room made it 
obvious the Nausican had come looking for a 
little payback. But the big man didn’t allow 
himself to be distracted by the empty bed for 
more than a heartbeat, immediately turning in 
Sulu’s direction. 

A quick hit knocked the phaser in the 
man’s hand out of alignment, and his finger, 
obviously already tight on the trigger, jerked. 
The blast went wide, and while he didn’t look 



to see what damage it might have caused to 
his bedroom wall, Sulu noted the weapon was 
on stun, and from the sound of it, was an 
early model Phaser One. Of course, what else 
was would civilians, even smugglers, have 
access to? Aside from the black market, of 
course. He was thankful it wasn’t a disruptor, 
although that might have made some extra 
charges possible on the part of the Tokyo 
police, if they ever got there. The Nausican 
lunged forward, and while Sulu was glad he 
had time to understand the attack, even if it 
now occurred to him that he’d limited the 
space he had to react in by staying close to the 
closet. 

Sulu ducked the outstretched arm, came 
up leaning inside it, and threw an elbow into 
the exposed lower ribs. There wasn’t much 
reaction, and apparently Nausicans didn’t 
have ribs of the floating variety, unlike 
humans. He didn’t let that distract him, 
however, and ducked again to get under the 
backswing. That backswing crumpled the open 
closet door and Sulu took the opening to dive 
between the bowed legs and spring up to 
attack the Nausican from behind. A kick to the 
spine with all of the short-range strength Sulu 
could muster sent the larger man head first 
into the bedroom wall and collapsing into a 
heap, groaning. 

Not wanting to take the time to ensure 
the Nausican’s health, or unconsciousness, 
Sulu moved for the bedroom door and found 
himself face to face with another phaser. 

He willed his body to relax, his eyes 
seeking the owner’s face in the almost 
darkness. But the light in his suite’s main 



room came on that moment, revealing his new 
foe, and letting Sulu know the odds against 
them were worse than they had been. He 
blinked several times to try helping his eyes 
adjust faster. 

A voice floated in from the next room, a 
figure he could see a partial outline of. “That 
will be quite sufficient, Mr. Knight In Shining 
Armor. Why don’t you come out of the 
bedroom and we can settle this in a civilized 
fashion?” A short pause. “Please stand aside, 
Don, so that our friend can see I have young 
Miranda covered quite effectively.” 

The man took a step back, his phaser 
remaining steady. Sulu supposed it was nice 
to put a name to the face of the man who been 
in the alley hours earlier, and on the 
mountaintop before that. Amanda had used 
the name once, he thought, but now he could 
connect it properly as Don took another step 
back and one to the side so Sulu could see 
Miranda sitting on the couch, staring at him. 
Nostrils flared, her face seemed flushed, and 
she clenched and unclenched her jaw 
repeatedly as he watched. Without a lot of 
other options, Sulu shrugged. He smiled and 
nodded at Miranda. “All right then. I’m coming 
in.” 

Jenkins proved to be a portly human 
with a scraggly beard and a slightly unkempt 
gray horseshoe of hair. He smiled with 
confidence, however, and motioned for Sulu to 
have a seat on the sofa with Miranda. The 
gesture would’ve seemed far more casual if he 
hadn’t done it with the hand holding the 
phaser. 

“You two would do well to consider your 



situation.” 
Sulu tried a smile of his own. “Well, I 

suppose I am sorry about the way things have 
worked out in the last few minutes, but your 
bully boys haven’t exactly been playing nice, 
even while we tried being friendly. I think this 
could have been a whole lot easier.” 

Jenkins moved a comfortable chair so 
that faced sofa across a transparent coffee-
table, careful not to obstruct Don’s field of fire. 
He lowered himself into it to keep the phaser 
pointing in Sulu and Miranda’s general 
direction. “Yes, it’s unfortunate, I suppose, but 
aggression is a Nausican trait, I think. Anyone 
smaller than you is automatically assumed to 
be weaker, unless, of course, they are the one 
signing your paycheque, as I am in John’s 
case. I think you’ve surprised him twice.” 

The Nausican in question appeared in 
the doorway of Sulu’s former bedroom. One 
hand rubbed the small of his back while the 
other clenched and unclenched into and out of 
a fist. Sulu resisted the impulse to wave, but 
filled the thought away for later use, along 
with the insight on Nausican psychology. 
Instead, he put his gaze back on Jenkins and 
shrugged. “I’m sure we all have our own 
cultural blindnesses. I seem to be unable to 
resist helping someone who needs it.” 

Nodding, Jenkins’ smile faded, but didn’t 
disappear entirely. “Yes, and that brings us to 
our current difficulty. My current difficulty.” 
The fixed his gaze on Miranda. “All 
protestations to the contrary did to the side, 
my dear, you do have something that belongs 
to me. If you give it back, my associates and I 
will walk away, I will consider your contract 



released, and you are free to do whatever you 
wish.” 

Sulu felt Miranda stiffen beside him. He 
wondered if she’d finally had enough, and tried 
to put a hand on hers, but she snatched it 
away. “You used me. You used my personal 
possessions to further your smuggling. If I 
hadn’t been–” 

“Just as naïve as when I took you on 
board, as when you signed your first contract 
with all of those ridiculous clauses in its, you 
could have figured things out a lot sooner and 
wound up with a lot more money than 
required to soothe your conscience.” He 
smiled, this time almost a real one. “But I 
suppose it’s just as well. The fewer people I 
have to bring into that part of my operation, 
the better. Much better for me to share larger 
profits among fewer mouths. Now, where is my 
property? It is tremendously valuable to the 
right buyer, though I don’t suppose that 
makes a difference to you.” 

“Your bio-whatever-gel can rot at the 
bottom of the ocean, for all I care.” 

Jenkins sighed. “Well, that answers one 
question, I suppose. It doesn’t really make a 
difference to the value of the property, but it 
does make me sad that felt the need to know 
more than you did and had to investigate.” He 
looked back at Sulu. “And why, exactly, are 
you involved, my friend?” 

Before Sulu could answer, Miranda 
jumped in, and he could tell the tremor in her 
voice that she was frightened and looking for 
any advantage she could find. Was that the 
difference in training, or just experience? Not 
knowing where he might find that advantage, 



and so long as they were not in immediate 
danger, Sulu was content to wait and learn 
more. Not so, Miranda. “Oh, so you think 
you’re going to take on Starfleet now? You may 
be able to box me in, and the rest of your crew, 
but—” 

Sulu put a hand on her arm. “Relax, 
please Miranda. Don’t give him any more 
ammunition than he already has.” But he 
knew it was too late for that. It didn’t take 
much intelligence in the right mindset to 
connect to two dots and assume the existence 
of a third. “I just saw a lady in trouble and 
offered my help.” 

Smiling, Jenkins shook his head. He 
leaned his chin on the same hand that held 
the gun. “While I have no doubt that’s true, I 
think there’s more to things than I am aware, 
and I think Miranda has already give me 
something to think about. I can’t, at this time, 
at any time, really, afford to have any Starfleet 
interested in my dealings. John, if you please.” 

The phaser stun didn’t take Sulu by 
surprise, and his main thought as he lost 
consciousness was only that it could have 
been worse. 

* 
Sulu woke with tender ribs on both 

sides. Not likely an after effect of the stun, he’d 
bet on them being gifts from a Nausican of his 
recent acquaintance. In the darkness, he 
probed both sides with his fingertips, quickly 
satisfying himself that nothing was broken. 
One good thing, at least. Two, really, since 
whoever at times in where he was hadn’t 
bothered to tie his hands or feet. Not quite 
ready to stand up, and aware he was an 



enclosed space at least by the sound of his 
breathing, Sulu began to explore the darkness 
around him with his hands. He found another 
wall on his left only a few centimeters away to 
go with the one pressing into the top of his 
head, but very quickly set his hand on 
something on his right side, something soft 
and very definitely female. With his best guess 
at what part of Miranda’s anatomy he might be 
leaning on, he moved his hand quickly to find 
her neck and a pulse, and then her face and 
regular exhalations of breath. A relief, of sorts, 
though she hadn’t been first in his thoughts, 
for which he felt a little guilty, but she was still 
in one piece. 

He spent a few minutes feeling his way 
around the interior before he heard her shift 
and stretch. The sharp intake of breath told 
him when she opened her eyes. Sulu reached 
out to pat what he hoped was her shoulder 
and impressed himself by getting it right the 
first time. “Don’t panic. It’s dark and your eyes 
are working fine.” 

“Hikaru?” 
“In the flesh.” He smiled “Not that you 

can tell.” 
“No, but I guessed. Where are we?” 
“Haven’t quite sussed that out yet. A 

small area, about two metres squared and one 
high. The ceiling is colder than the floor, and 
there’s an obvious hatch, just your left, but no 
way to open it from this side so far as I can 
tell.” 

“Thanks. That helps so much.” 
He wanted to laugh but decided that 

would probably not make her feel better. “Well, 
if you’re looking for more, I’d guess that we’re 



in a small compartment in the bottom of a 
standard cargo container. Probably one 
otherwise filled with refrigerated xenoflora. 
Just enough life signs to confuse the standard 
customs scan, though it wouldn’t hold up 
under deep scan if anyone chose to do one. 
Old smuggler trick, really.” 

“Jenkins ships botanical specimens for 
private collectors and gardens all the time. Are 
you telling me he’s moving people at the same 
time?” 

Sulu shook his head before realizing 
that you see. Funny how quickly you 
dismissed darkness. “Probably not. More likely 
he’s shifting a few organics here and there, 
things that are difficult to synthesize or things 
preferred in their raw natural state. Medicines, 
certain compounds and drug extractions. He 
doesn’t seem like the type to try trafficking in 
intelligent beings, and this really isn’t a good 
set up for a long-term shipment like that. If 
we’re going to be in here from one system to 
the next, we’re talking about days at least, and 
there’s no food, no water, no fresher facilities. 
He’s not set up for people. Which is good. For 
us.” 

He wished again that Miranda hadn’t 
used the word Starfleet. That was the kind of 
thing that would make a criminal panic. Sulu 
might not be part of the investigatory branch 
of anything, but the word of the Starfleet 
officer was taken seriously. A very simple, easy 
to file report from Sulu would absolutely bring 
someone sniffing around Jenkins’ papers and 
flight plans, someone who wouldn’t let up until 
they knew more than Jenkins wanted to tell 
them. But a smuggler wasn’t necessarily a 



murderer, and even if Jenkins had hired 
muscle, Sulu still had hopes it would stay that 
way. 

Miranda had doubts, though, at least by 
the way she squeezed his arm in the dark. 
“What do you think he’s going to do to us?” 

“You know him better than I do. If we’re 
in a cargo container, are we waiting for the 
skyhook up to the ship? Clearly, Jenkins 
doesn’t have access to, or doesn’t want to risk, 
the cargo transporter system or we’d 
be someplace else already. I wonder where we 
are on the list.” 

“The Tailor doesn’t have a transporter. 
Not even an emergency one. Most of our cargo 
is station to station, although sometimes it 
has to come up to orbit first.” 

Which didn’t really tell Sulu anything. 
He needed more information and wasn’t going 
to get it stuck inside a box. He tried not to 
wonder too hard about what he thought 
Captain Kirk would do. Methodology was the 
thing. He’d locked down generalities about the 
Kirk method of problem solving a long time 
ago. Take stock of what you have, use what 
you know, change the rules. 

First take stock. He didn’t have much, 
just his clothes and his own brain. No 
communicator, not that the thugs would have 
let him keep that, and they certainly would 
have picked up his tricorder on the way out 
his hotel suite. “A little light would be nice. I 
don’t suppose you have anything in your 
pockets?” 

He listened to her clothes rustle and a 
few sounds that might have been Miranda 
patting herself down. “No, nothing. They even 



took my ID.” 
Stock taken, and not much to take. 

Their clothing, their wits, and their lives. 
Right, on to the next thing. Use what you 
know. What did he know? They were stuck in 
a dark box that was probably a cargo 
container filled with live plants. 

“Was I out that much longer than you?” 
He could almost hear the frown on Miranda’s 
face. 

“Not really.” He shook his head then 
grinned at the automatic reaction. “A few 
minutes. But I’ve been stunned before. Not 
that it’s something you get used to, but your 
body can start to understand the shock, adapt 
to it a little quicker.” 

“So, you were able to check the whole 
compartment except where I’m sitting?” 

The shook his head, I useless motion 
since you can see. “Not quite. It’s a slow 
process without eyes. There are some cracks 
and seams, here and there, very geometrically 
regular, but except the hatch, nothing that 
feels unusual to me. But then, I’m a helm 
officer, and most my time is spent on the 
bridge. Engineering, cargo holds.” He shook 
his head even though he knew she couldn’t 
see him. “That sort of thing isn’t in my 
bailiwick. Though I did some been some time 
in the sciences earlier in my career.” 

Mirandas clothing rustled more, and he 
heard both of her boots scuff against the floor. 
“Cargo and maintenance is exactly my 
bailiwick, whatever a bailiwick is. I wouldn’t 
know the first thing about driving a ship.” She 
was silent for several seconds. “But I know an 
access panel when I feel one. Give me your 



hand.” 
Sulu reached towards Miranda’s voice, 

thankfully finding a shoulder, and he followed 
her arm until her fingers wrapped around his. 
She pressed it against the ceiling, and pushed 
one finger along the line. “All I feel is a very 
thin seam.” 

“Really?” She dragged his finger along 
the seam until it joined another, and repeated 
the process twice more to maybe bring his 
finger back to where it had started. “A 
rectangle, right?” 

“I think so. I didn’t feel any difference on 
any of the cracks, though.” 

“You shouldn’t, it’s built to be flush with 
the surface. In the cargo bay, you don’t want 
anybody to scrape their fingers, or any other 
appendages, on it by accident. It’s flush with 
the container, and, well, if you don’t see the 
container jump in front of you, you’ve got 
different problems.” 

He had to laugh. “I suppose so. How 
does it open?” 

“Normally with a suction tool, but it can 
be done manually if you really have to. Help 
me push on it. Use both hands.” 

He let her place his hands inside the 
rectangle and felt both of hers on either side of 
them. Together, they pushed hard against the 
panel. He grunted once. “Brute force isn’t 
really my thing. I’m more of a finesse kind of 
guy.” 

“Doesn’t surprise me too much.” A note 
slipped into her voice that he didn’t really 
quite know how to interpret. “I think you’ll find 
that’s usually a better thing anyway.” He 
heard a quiet click and might have felt 



something through his palms. “You can let go 
now. It just released.” 

Sulu pull his hands away, and obviously 
Miranda did too. They were rewarded with a 
short hiss and in a popping sound. “So, it’s 
open?” He reached for the space in the ceiling. 

“Not quite. But the seal is broken and 
the catch is released. We should just be able 
to pry it up now.” 

He found that the seam in the ceiling 
was no longer a seam and a piece of that 
ceiling had lowered at least two centimetres. 
Around the edge of the rectangle, he could now 
force his fingers into something soft and 
rubbery. Miranda wasn’t poking, however, 
and, after a moment, a few stray photons 
flooded their tiny area, practically blinding 
him. He knew it wasn’t much light, but he’d 
gotten used to seeing absolutely nothing in the 
absolute darkness. Squinting, he looked up 
into the rectangle of dim light. It was, indeed, 
an access panel. And he assumed that it had 
something to do with the container’s 
refrigeration systems. 

“Well, we’re not in the dark anymore.” 
Miranda grinned at him in the green glow. 
“Now what?” 

He grinned back. “Now we change the 
rules.” 

* 
“How long do you think it will take them 

to respond?” 
He read Miranda’s lips more than 

actually heard the words. He honestly hadn’t 
expected the Class I biohazard alarm they’d 
set off to be audible inside the container, but it 
seemed as if the panel they’d used to program 



it had speakers of its own. He hoped it wasn’t 
causing hearing damage and tried to decide 
again if it might be worth putting his hands 
over his ears. “I don’t know. Not much longer, I 
hope.” It had already been going on for 15 
minutes. He hoped it was going on somewhere 
other than inside their little container. That 
would be unfortunate, although when it finally 
went to the loading platform, someone would 
certainly take a readout of some kind. Not that 
the container’s systems had any idea when 
that might be, so they could be deaf by then. 

Sulu opened his mouth to say more, but 
at that moment, his stomach lurched and he 
felt as if something was lifting the entire 
container. A few seconds later, the alarm shut 
off. At least, the audio alarm did. It continued 
in his head for some moments afterwards, and 
he didn’t find the sensation at all pleasant. “I 
hope this means we’re being rescued.” 

Miranda nodded. “Me, too.” 
Without warning, a square section in the 

middle the floor slid away and photons poured 
in from below, washing out the green tint from 
the panel and coating them in something a lot 
closer to a natural sun spectrum. Putting a 
finger to his lips, Sulu shook his head. “Wait.” 

The voice floated in through the hatch, 
speaking what Sulu felt was native Japanese, 
which meant they hadn’t gotten very far. 
“Federation customs inspectors. You can come 
out now.” 

Sulu leaned forward just enough to see 
that he wasn’t much more than two metres 
above the ground, or floor, or platform. 
Wherever they were. He could also see several 
sets of dark shoes and boots, all attached to 



light gray uniform pants. He looked at 
Miranda one more time. “I’ll go first. Wait for 
my call.” He raised his voice to carry out of the 
container. “Okay. I’m coming out.” 

Slipping his legs through the opening, 
Sulu gripped the opposite side with both 
hands and slid down, dropping lightly into a 
crouch on the concrete surface. He stood up, 
made a show of brushing off his shirt, and 
looked around at the small crowd of 10 
customs officers and guards, his eyes 
scanning sleeves and shoulders for rank 
insignia, finding the chief inspector’s ring tabs 
on a woman about his own height. He came to 
attention, almost flicking a salute to the other, 
and bowed, putting the words together in his 
own version of Japanese. “Lieutenant 
Commander Hikaru Sulu, currently on leave 
from the USS Enterprise. You might guess 
that I’m rather pleased to see you.” He gave 
her what he felt was his most dazzling smile, 
but the chief inspector didn’t even blink. 

“I might, and I might not. That will 
depend the great deal on why you and your 
friend appeared to be trying to smuggle 
yourselves to Mars.” 

He didn’t let the smile disappear, 
deciding he shouldn’t have been surprised 
they knew Miranda was there. Of course, 
they’d done a detailed scan before opening the 
container. “That, Chief Inspector, might take a 
little explaining.” 

“I was almost certain that it would.” 
* 

The door slid open to reveal two people 
sitting at the table. One, Jenkins, seemed to 
be in the middle of the tirade. The other, Chief 



Inspector Ashimoto, merely sat impassively, 
waiting for him to run out of steam. 

“I demand to be released. You have no 
reason or authority to hold me. There are no–” 

Sulu waved. Smiling, he stepped into the 
room as Jenkins continued to work his jaw in 
an effort, Sulu thought, to close it. “Well, I 
think kidnapping and smuggling are good 
starts. Add to that the rather questionable 
contracts you keep most everyone in your crew 
on. Did you ever get the hotel safe to open?” 

A slight scuff on the floor behind him 
told Sulu Miranda was looking through the 
door. After everything in the last forty-eight 
hours, he didn’t know if she might be able to 
step into the room or even say anything from 
the door, but it didn’t matter. Just seeing 
Jenkins, knowing he faced questions that were 
about to turn into charges at a variety of levels 
probably did her a great deal of good. 

Still smiling, Sulu started to turn away. 
But then he turned back, tapping his chin as 
if he just remembered something. “Oh, I hope 
John and Don are alright. I haven’t seen them 
since you had me stunned.” He knew very well 
where they were, though, just a couple of 
rooms over. 

Sulu turned away and stepped back into 
the hall, offering an arm to Miranda after the 
door slid shut. 

* 
“You did see the look on his face, didn’t 

you?” 
Sulu nodded. “I don’t think the inspector 

had told him about the ‘biocontainment 
failure’ yet.” Chopsticks scooped a healthy 
portion of ramen into his mouth and he 



carefully slurped up the tail of the noodle pile. 
Chewing, he found a couple of bits of seasoned 
tofu mixed in, a pleasant addition. 

Miranda shook his head. “No, obviously 
not. She told me she’d called him in to discuss 
a paperwork irregularity. Unless you have 
really good engines, you don’t refuse to 
discuss paperwork with Customs when called 
on. Not on Earth, anyway.” 

“No. Not on Earth.” Sulu had been 
plenty of other places where the authorities 
were a little on the lax side about the 
paperwork, but Earth, in the heart of the 
Federation, certainly wasn’t one of those 
places. 

They ate in silence for several minutes, 
Sulu leaving space for Miranda to figure out 
what she might want to talk about. Sometime 
in the last day or two, he’d come to a decision 
about his own career path without realising it. 
Perusing the BuPers postings, he’d found one 
flagged to his attention. First officer on the 
Antilles sounded like it might be fun, for a 
while. But he doubted long-term patrols would 
bring him nearly the excitement or satisfaction 
of life on the Enterprise. He’d take second 
officer and chief helmsman there any day, if it 
was still open under her new Captain. 

And he wasn’t the only one at the table 
who had decisions to make. He washed a 
mouthful of curried vegetables down with a sip 
of tea and broke the silence on his own. “So, 
where are you headed now?” 

Swallowing before she was ready, 
Miranda looked down. “Haven’t quite figured 
that out yet.” 

He’d figured that might be the case. In 



raw time, he didn’t feel like he was much older 
than she was, but they’d had different 
experiences, different lives. Very different. “Any 
thoughts?” 

“Only that I do still like space, the idea 
of it anyway. I just can’t go back to what I was 
doing.” 

He laughed, taking several seconds to 
get himself under control, and by the time he 
did, brand-new smile. “No, I suppose you 
can’t, although I strongly suspect the Tailor 
will be for sale soon.” 

“Probably a little out of my price range. I 
think I have enough credit saved up that I 
could just barely get back home, and not have 
to work on the way there unless I want to. 
Haven’t seen my family a long time.” 

That was a feeling Sulu knew well, and 
maybe something he should think about 
addressing while his leave lasted. “And then?” 

“I don’t know.” She shrugged. “Actually, 
I don’t really know what my options might be. 
That’s something I’ll have to think about for a 
long time first.” 

“Well, I watched you tear open a panel 
and re-program a cargo container’s control 
systems from scratch in about a minute, with 
no help and no tools, so I’d guess you’d make 
at least a fair engineering tech, if you are 
looking for a job.” 

Miranda the snorted. “The Tailor might 
pass a civilian safety inspection every three 
years, but it’s a piece of junk. You learn to fix 
everything with nothing because that’s all 
you’ve got to work with.” 

“It’s a good skill set. Add it to speed of 
execution and you might just have the 



makings of a really good starship engineer.” 
“You’re not suggesting I join Starfleet, 

not with my background and record.” 
Beyond the little bit she’d told him, Sulu 

really had no idea what her record might be. 
But she was still licensed, and still working, or 
had been until she resigned. And she had 
some skills. “I’m not suggesting anything, just 
telling you that there are options available. 
And if the idea of Starfleet worries you, there 
are lots more ships in the Federation than just 
Starfleet’s. The Merchant Service is always 
looking for bodies. Plus, you’ve got major 
interstellar liners and shipping companies. 
Even if you’d like to avoid smaller companies 
and traders. Or a station, if you don’t want to 
be cruising around the galaxy. Does Rodan 
Two have an orbital?” 

“Not when I left. I think that might be 
too much like giving up and going home 
permanently, anyway, though it would be nice 
to see my parents. And regularly.” She shook 
her head. “What makes you think I can do any 
of those things, anyway? I’m licensed as a 
class III tech. Entry level rating.” 

He shrugged “Exams are probably a 
whole lot easier to arrange than your last 
employer might have led you to believe. And 
even if they aren’t, I might suggest–” and here 
he raised an eyebrow– “that a written 
recommendation from a well-respected 
Starfleet officer with an excellent record might 
easily be enough to get a toe in the door before 
it slides closed.” 

“Oh! I mean—really, Hikaru? You’d do 
that for me?” 

He lifted his tea, already growing cold in 



the tiny cup. “I don’t know, you do have a 
nasty habit of getting me into trouble.” But he 
couldn’t keep a straight face and let the 
laughter free almost immediately. Miranda 
joined in. “In the meantime, I still have plenty 
of leave and lots of places left on my list. If you 
haven’t bought a ticket home yet, maybe you 
can come see some of them with me.” 

 
  



Thanks for reading “Career Aspirations”. I hope 
you enjoyed the story. 
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prominently, but nearly everyone has something to 
do. Freely available on Wattpad or downloadable 
on my website as pdfs. 
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