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Renala VI

As Captain Damien Tyler stepped up to the massive stone door in front of him, he began to hear the uproarious sounds emanating from inside.  The sheer magnitude of the noise had an ablative effect on his desire to even step foot into the place.

Renala was the only planet within shuttle distance of Outpost 172, so when it came to relaxation away from the station, this was it.  Someone aboard the outpost had mentioned this bar on Renala that was so intensely different from other bars that it would profoundly change your life.  

His thoughts suddenly drifted back to his ship, the Endeavor.  Three months ago, it had been so badly damaged during the Vendoth Invasion of Sector 001 and Earth that it had been towed into drydocks.  His crew had all been reassigned to other stations during the repairs, and Damien had gone to Outpost 172 in the interim.  

Fondly, he remembered his chief medical officer, Doctor Saren Llalik.  She had once told him that he needed to learn to relax more, take more chances -- have a little fun.  

So, Damien had taken a week of shore leave and come to Renala to check it out.  It had taken him hours to find the place, though, and now that he had found it he was ready to turn back.

The large sign hanging above the door was inscribed with the bars name, “The Captain’s Table”, written in bright red lettering.  Then there was the door itself – and odd combination of stone and brass in the archetypical patterns of Renalan culture.

From inside the door, the irritated shouting of one of the bar’s patrons was accompanied by the crashing sound of a shattered glass.  This place smelled like trouble, making Damien even less sure that he wanted to be there.

The distant words of Doctor Llalik echoed in his mind, and taking a deep breath, Damien set his mind to go through with this.  

His hand reached out and grasped the sturdy, cold metal handle of the door and twisted it.  The heavy door swung open with only the slight hint of a creaking sound.  As he stepped through the doorway, Damien took a quick moment to adjust his eyes to the dim lighting of the bar room setting.  

The sight that met his eyes so surprised him that he was taken aback.  Instead of the more modern, sophisticated look of most Renalan establishments, this place was drab…  almost barbaric in nature.

The entire bar room was packed with aliens of all kinds of origin, ranging from Klingon to Naussican to Theridian.  Damien even caught sight of a few other cultures that he did not recognize.

The size of the place also surprised him.  From outside on the street corner, the bar had seemed small, dwarfed by the surrounding establishments.  Standing in the doorway, Damien found that he could not even see the back of the bar room.

Along the far right wall was the bar itself, a long wooden table that spanned the entire wall.  Behind the bar was a tall Renalan man boasting a corpulent stomach, over which a white apron was draped.  The bartender was scurrying back and forth, amply serving his customers with their chosen drinks.

Darting his eyes around the rest of the room, Damien saw that all of the tables and chairs were jam packed with people, and not one left open.

Slightly shrugging his shoulders in a defeated way, he decided that it was too crowded for his tastes and turned to leave.

That’s when a large hand clamped down on his right shoulder.

“Come my friend, I have someone for you to meet,” a loud voice bellowed behind him.

Damien spun around and came face to face with a massive man, bristling head to toe with a bulging musculature that easily identified him as a Delinian.

That, and the slight ridges that ran equidistantly across his cheeks.  The Delinian’s face was lit up with a beaming smile and a long scraggly beard extending down past his shirt line.

“Do I know you?” Damien asked.

The Delinian threw his head back and bellowed a deep, hearty laugh.  “No, but you do now!  Maxwell Dexter, Captain of the Trenalli.”

Not so sure that he even wanted to make the acquaintance, Damien looked back towards the door.

“Come on, Damien, just stay for a while – I’ll buy you a drink…” Dexter said, his hand still firmly set on Tyler’s shoulder.

Damien’s eyes shot back at the burly man who had stopped him.  “How did you know who I am?”

The man’s eyes sparkled.  “You are Captain Damien Tyler, of the USS Endeavor, right?”

A look of confusion and concern suddenly crossed Damien’s face.  “Yeah, but how did you…” he started to ask.

Maxwell Dexter laughed again.  “You’d be surprised what I know.  Come – I’ll buy you a drink and explain.  But first, meet my friends…”

Reluctantly, Damien followed the man across the room to a table.  There were five chairs surrounding the table, two of which were empty.

Dexter regarded the three occupants of the table as if they were close friends.  “Look what I managed to chase down!” he said.

“An excellent addition to our evening’s activity,” one of the three responded, a Bolian woman.

Without hesitation or pause, Dexter launched into an introduction of the others sitting at the table, starting with the Bolian first.

“Captain Boq’ua, of the Dam’oq.”

Dexter indicated the Yridian sitting next to her.  “Captain Tenrim, head of the freighter Naven.”

The short, lean Yridian nodded his head solemnly.

“And last, but not least,” Dexter started to say, nodding assent to the table’s last occupant.  “Qratt, most profitable Ferengi stockrunner I’ve ever seen, and certainly the biggest pain in my ass…”

The Ferengi snorted, casting a glance up at Damien.  “That’s because he still owes me 75 bars of gold pressed latinum!”

“A fact which you remind me of every chance you get,” Dexter smirked.  He looked over at Damien.  “Have a seat – what do you drink?”

Damien thought the question through for a few seconds.  “I guess I’ll just have a coffee, short and sweet,” he replied as he sat down.

Within mere seconds, as if someone had already read his mind, a short mug was handed to him from over his shoulder.  He carefully took the cup, noting the steaming hot contents, and sipped from it.  Surprisingly, it was exactly what he had ordered…

The Ferengi angled his head.  “Are you sure that you don’t want some Caxtonian Ale?  I have six cases of it in my cargo hold…”

Damien held up his hand to stall the offer.  “No thanks, I’ll pass.”  His gaze passed to each of the others sitting at the rounded table.  “You’re all captains?”

“What did you expect in this place?  Doesn’t the name ‘Captain’s Table’ say it all?” Dexter replied.

The Yridian sucked in a breath and sputtered.  “You’ll find that everyone who comes in here is a captain of some sort.  Some are starship captains, some freighter – but all of us command our own vessels,” he explained.

Dexter suppressed a chuckle, chucking his thumb in the direction of the Yridian.  “And some of us just think we do…”

Casting a suspicious eye at Dexter, Damien asked.  “Then, how did you know exactly who I was?”

The Bolian – Boq’ua was her name – spoke up first.  “Word gets around fast when a famous starship captain comes to this planet.”

“I think ‘famous’ is hardly the definitive word for me,” Damien replied.

“On the contrary, sir, you’re quite the person everyone has been talking about lately…” Dexter replied.

Damien shifted in his seat, nervous at that last comment, not knowing if that meant he was in some sort of danger or not.  Noting his obvious discomfort with the remark, the Ferengi sighed and dismissed Dexter with a wave of his hand.

“Personnel movements to Outpost 172 are infrequent enough that when it does happen, it seems to become a major event around here…” he explained.

“Speaking of which, I better be getting back,” Damien replied.

Just as Damien was starting to rise from the chair, Dexter held out a hand in his direction.  “Please don’t go yet – we were just about to begin our nightly contest.  I know I speak for everyone here when I say that we’d love to have a Federation captain to enliven our group…”

Damien stopped just short of standing up out of his chair, his interest piqued.  “Contest?”

Tenrim eyed him from across the table, reminding Damien of the poker face his old friend used to give him aboard the Midway.  “A storytelling contest.  Every night is different – and tonight, we’re looking for a bold and thrilling tale of deceit and daring adventure.”

Damien shook his head.  “You’ve got the wrong guy then…  I’m not much of a storyteller.”

Boq’ua chuckled.  “Nonsense.  I thought that Starfleet was supposed to be an adventure in itself.  And surely someone as handsome as you are has had a few adventures in one lifetime…” she said.

Resisting the urge to blush at the comment, Damien responded simply,  “A few…”

Tenrim snorted in a loud, irritated manner.  “Why don’t you just marry the Starfleet man, Boq’ua, and get it over with?”

Qratt chimed in as well, voicing his obvious disgust with the Bolians attempt to flirt with Tyler.  “I agree.  With all of the cargo you’ve lost recently, it would be more profitable for you to go with Captain Tyler there than to continue your career as a freighter captain…”

The blue complexion drained from the Bolian’s face as she shyed away from the verbal assault.  “I was just being nice….”

Dexter expectantly looked across at Damien.  “So, how about it, sir.  A tale for the likes of us?”

After having considerably settled into the atmosphere of the place, Damien felt completely and strangely at ease.

“All right.  I’ll share my story…” he replied.

A chorus of cheers went up amongst the others as they sat back in their chairs, ready to listen.

And Damien Tyler began to tell his tale.

