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Part 1: The Notice

((Ryden's Quarters, StarBase 118 Ops))

Shore leave was supposed to be quiet.

For perhaps the first time in months, Ryden had nowhere he needed to
be. No duty shift waiting for him in Sickbay. No stack of medical
reports demanding his attention. No crisis threatening to interrupt a
cup of tea before it had a chance to cool.

He'd almost forgotten what that felt like.

The soft chime of an incoming priority message echoed through the room.
Ryden glanced up from the padd resting in his lap, frowning. Personal
correspondence wasn't unusual, but messages marked with Federation
diplomatic routing codes during shore leave rarely brought anything
particularly exciting.

Sylvax: Display.

The LCARS panel shimmered to life, resolving into an official seal he
recognized immediately.

The Symbiosis Commission.

His stomach tightened.



"Lieutenant Ryden Sylvax,

Our records indicate that following the emergency transfer and
subsequent joining of the Sylvax symbiont under extraordinary
circumstances, several mandatory post-integration registration
procedures required under the Symbiosis Accords remain incomplete.
These procedures were appropriately deferred in light of the
circumstances surrounding your joining and your subsequent Starfleet
service. However, sufficient time has now elapsed to complete the
remaining certification and registration requirements.

Commission Representative Teral Venn will be present aboard StarBase
118 during the current shore leave period and has been assigned to

oversee completion of your registration.

Your attendance is requested at 0900 hours, Stardate 240306.28, Trill
Symbiosis Commission Annex, Maka'La District, Starbase 118.

Please confirm receipt of this notice within forty-eight hours.

We extend our congratulations on your continued service as the seventh
host of the Sylvax symbiont and look forward to formally welcoming you
into the registered lineage of hosts.

Respectfully,

The Trill Symbiosis Commission"

Ryden stared at the final line.

"Formally welcoming you..."

A quiet irritation bubbled to the surface.

Sylvax: Now After everything?

He'd survived missions that should have killed him. He'd recovered

from injuries. Earned promotions. Become Chief Medical Officer.

Learned, day by day, what it meant to live as Ryden Sylvax.

And now they wanted paperwork.



His thumb hovered over the dismiss control. He could answer
tomorrow... Or next week.

Surely they could wait a little longer. The thought lingered only a
moment before something uncomfortable settled over him.

Sylvax: That's what I've said every time.

The realization landed with surprising weight. There has always been a
reason. The first months after the joining had been survival. Then
rehabilitation. Then returning to duty. Then a deployment. Another
mission. Another crisis. Another excuse.

At some point, the Commission's reminders had become background
noise... always acknowledged, never acted upon. He hadn't consciously
decided to avoid them.

He simply... never stopped moving long enough to face what they represented.

Ryden leaned back against the sofa, rubbing absentmindedly at the
faint Trill spots along the side of his neck.

The registration wasn't just administrative. It meant sitting across
from strangers and talking about the worst day of his life.

About Renn. About Sylvax.

About becoming someone else before he'd had the chance to understand
who that someone was.

He exhaled slowly. No wonder he'd kept postponing it.
His eyes drifted back to the message.
"...sufficient time has now elapsed..."

Had it? He wasn't sure. But he also wasn't sure another year... or
five... would make the conversation any easier.

With a reluctant sigh, he reached for the console.
Sylvax: Computer, compose response.

The familiar tone sounded. Ryden hesitated only a heartbeat before speaking.



Sylvax: This is Lieutenant Ryden Sylvax. | acknowledge receipt of the
Commission's notice and confirm my attendance at the scheduled
appointment.

He stopped there. Simple. Professional. Impossible to misinterpret.
The message transmitted with a soft chirp.

Silence returned to the quarters.
Ryden looked out the viewport toward the scattered stars beyond the
station. The appointment was still three days away. For the first time

since receiving Sylvax, there was no mission to distract him from it.

And somehow, that felt more daunting than any crisis he'd faced in Sickbay.



Part 2: The Arrival

((Trill Symbiosis Commission Annex, Mak'ala District, StarBase 118))
Ryden paused outside the modest suite, his eyes settling on the
brushed bronze plague mounted beside the doorway. It read: Trill
Symbiosis Commission Annex.

It was surprisingly understated.

He wasn't sure what he'd expected. Something grander, perhaps. More
ceremonial. Instead, it looked much like any diplomatic office aboard
the station... professional, quiet, almost forgettable.

The doors parted with a soft hiss.

The office beyond was warm, decorated with carved Trill stonework and
living plants whose broad green leaves softened the otherwise clean
Federation lines. Shelves held datacrystals and padds alongside
sculptures Ryden vaguely recognized from his childhood on Trill.

An older Trill woman, who looked to be well into her 70's, looked up
from a padd resting on the desk. Deep spots framed a face weathered
more by time than hardship, and kind eyes regarded him with the sort
of practiced patience that immediately suggested someone who had spent
decades listening more than speaking.

The woman rose with an easy smile.

Venn: Lieutenant Ryden Sylvax?

Ryden offered a polite nod.

Sylvax: Representative Venn?

She crossed the room, extending a hand rather than launching into formalities.

Venn: Welcome. | appreciate you making the time.

Her handshake was firm but unhurried. Nothing about her seemed rushed.
Nothing seemed capable of being rushed.

She gestured toward a pair of chairs near the window overlooking the
station's promenade rather than the more formal seating opposite her



desk.

Venn: | promise this won't take long today.

Ryden sat, finding himself studying the woman with quiet curiosity.

She wore no Starfleet insignia, only the understated emblem of the
Symbiosis Commission. There was an ease about her that reminded him of
senior physicians he'd admired over the years... the confidence of
someone who had long ago stopped feeling the need to prove herself.

Venn activated a padd.

Venn: Before we begin, allow me to say something that probably should
have been said a while ago. ::She smiled warmly.:: Congratulations.

Ryden blinked.

Sylvax: Thank you.

Venn: Emergency joinings don't always leave room for celebration. They
tend to focus on survival first. ::Her voice carried no judgment. Only
quiet understanding.:: I'm glad you've had the opportunity to

simply... live.

Something in the way she said it caught him off guard. Not serve. Not
recover. Live.

She deactivated the padd.

Venn: You are the first Sylvax host I've met in nearly fifteen years.
Ryden felt his brow furrow.

Sylvax: You knew...?

Venn nodded.

Venn: Sindara.

The name landed with unexpected weight.

Ryden knew Sindara Sylvax through memories. Community organizer.

Tireless advocate. The fourth host. But to Representative Venn... She
hadn't been a memory. She'd been a colleague. A friend, perhaps.



Venn's smile grew faintly nostalgic.

Venn: We served together on a cultural advisory council many years

ago. She possessed an extraordinary ability to make people believe

they belonged in the room.

Ryden couldn't help smiling. That sounded like Sindara. For years, the
previous hosts had existed in his mind almost as chapters in a history
text... people he knew through flashes of memory and emotion.

Across from him sat someone who had shared meals with them. Laughed
with them. Argued with them. Mourned them. The realization shifted
something inside him. Sylvax wasn't simply carrying memories. It was
carrying relationships.

Venn seemed to notice the thought crossing his face.

Venn: One of the privileges of this work is watching a symbiont

continue its journey. Every host is different... but every host leaves
something of themselves behind for the next. ::She offered him another
gentle smile.:: | imagine you've discovered that already.

Ryden's fingers unconsciously brushed the spots at his neck.

Sylvax: Every day.

The representative inclined her head.

Venn: Good.

She retrieved another padd and handed it across the table.

Venn: Today's meeting was only an introduction. Tomorrow morning we'll
begin the formal review... your joining, your integration with Sylvax,

and the remaining registration requirements under Commission law.

She paused just long enough for the words to settle.

Venn: There are no examinations to pass, Lieutenant. No judgments to render.
Only a conversation that should have happened some time ago. Ryden

accepted the padd. For the first time since receiving the Commission's
notice, the knot in his stomach loosened. Perhaps this wasn't going to



be an interrogation after all. Perhaps it was simply time.



Part 3: Pending

((Trill Symbiosis Commission Annex, Maka'La District, StarBase 118))

The following morning found Ryden once again seated across from Representative Teral Venn.
Unlike the previous day's introduction, there were no pleasantries waiting for him this time. A small
stack of padds rested neatly on the table between them, their displays dark, while a steaming cup of
tea sat beside Venn's elbow.

She smiled as he entered.

Venn: Good morning, Lieutenant.

Sylvax: Representative.

She gestured toward the chair opposite her.

Venn: Today is considerably less interesting than yesterday.

Ryden arched an eyebrow.

Sylvax: Somehow | find that reassuring.

A quiet chuckle escaped her.

Venn: Good. Registration should be wonderfully uneventful.

He settled into the chair as she activated the first padd.

Venn: Before we discuss legal matters, I'd like to establish a simple timeline. ::She looked up.:: When
would you say the emergency was over?

The question caught him off guard. Ryden instinctively searched for a medical answer.

Sylvax: Medically?

Venn smiled.

Venn: Personally.

Silence settled between them. His thoughts drifted backward. The emergency had been the joining.

No... The emergency had begun before that. A camping trip. Venom. Renn. The frantic race to
preserve Sylvax. Recovery. Physical therapy. Learning to separate memories that belonged to him
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from those that belonged to someone else. Returning to duty. Another mission. Then another. He
realized he couldn't identify the moment the emergency had ended.

Sylvax: I... don't know.

Venn nodded, as though that answer had been expected.

Venn: Most emergency hosts can't. ::She folded her hands together.:: Survival has a way of becoming
routine. We become accustomed to living one day at a time, and eventually we forget to notice when
we're no longer surviving.

Ryden looked down at the inactive padd resting before him.

That sounded uncomfortably familiar.

Venn activated it.

A timeline appeared across the display. One date immediately stood apart from the others.

"Emergency Joining of the Sylvax Symbiont"

Below it followed a succession of entries.

Host Stabilized

Released to Duty

Medical Review

Starfleet Service Continued

Then, at the very bottom of the screen...
e Post-Integration Registration: Pending

Ryden stared at the final line.
"Pending."
After six months... pending. Venn watched him quietly.

Venn: We often speak of the joining as though it happens in a single day. ::She shook her head
gently.:: It doesn't.

The surgery happens in a day. The life takes considerably longer. She allowed the thought to settle
before continuing.
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Venn: The medical emergency ended months ago. ::She tapped the final entry on the padd.:: This did
not.

Ryden frowned.

Sylvax: | thought this was just... administrative.

Venn met his eyes.

Venn: Administration is only how governments keep track of things. ::Her expression softened.:
Registration exists because, at some point, every joined Trill deserves the opportunity to consciously
acknowledge what has already become true.

Ryden considered that.

"Consciously acknowledge."

He had spent the last six months living as Ryden Sylvax. He had introduced himself that way. Signed
reports that way. Practiced medicine that way. But had he ever truly stopped to consider what it
meant?

Venn broke the silence.

Venn: Do you know what surprised me most when | reviewed your file?

Ryden looked up.

Sylvax: What?

Venn smiled faintly.

Venn: That you never declined our invitations. ::She let the words hang in the air.:: You simply
postponed them.

Another mission. Another recovery. Another responsibility. Always reasonable. Always
understandable. He'd never said no. He had simply never found the right time. Or perhaps... he had
never wanted to.

Venn closed the padd.

Venn: The Commission has never been particularly interested in certifying symbiosis.

Ryden looked at her, puzzled.
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A knowing smile touched the corners of her mouth.
Venn: We certify records. ::She held his gaze for a moment.:: Symbiosis certifies itself.
The words settled over him with surprising weight.

For months he'd quietly framed this process as though the Commission were here to determine
whether he belonged with Sylvax.

They weren't. That question had been answered the day both of them survived. Venn leaned forward
ever so slightly.

Venn: I'm interested in something much simpler. What did you believe would happen if you finally
walked through that door?

Ryden opened his mouth. Nothing came.

He'd spent the last few months telling himself this meeting was about forms. About regulations.
About procedure. Sitting here now, he knew that had never been the reason he'd stayed away. He just
didn't know what the real reason was. Venn regarded him with the same patient expression she had
worn since they'd first met. There was no expectation that he answer today. Perhaps no expectation
that he answer during this review at all.

Venn: That's enough for this morning.

Ryden blinked.

Sylvax: That's it?

She smiled.

Venn: Reflection is work, Lieutenant. Often harder than paperwork. ::She rose, gathering the padds
into a neat stack.:: Tomorrow we'll revisit the circumstances of your joining. ::Her smile became
almost maternal.:: Today, | simply wanted you to remember that surviving and accepting are not
always the same thing.

Ryden stood slowly. As he made his way toward the door, he paused with his hand resting against
the frame. For months, he'd told himself the registration had been waiting. Now he wasn't so sure.

Perhaps... it had been waiting for him.

TBC
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Part 4: The Record

((Trill Symbiosis Commission Annex, Maka'La District, StarBase 118))

The following morning, Ryden found Representative Teral Venn exactly where she had been the
previous two days. The same office. The same chair. The same cup of tea, its steam curling lazily
into the quiet room. If anything had changed, it wasn't visible.

Venn looked up with a familiar smile.

Venn: Good morning, Lieutenant.

Sylvax: Good morning.

She gestured toward the chair across from her. Venn rested a hand atop the padd before sliding it
toward him.

Venn: Before we begin, I'd like to clarify something.

Ryden looked up.

Venn: This process is sometimes misunderstood by emergency hosts. ::pause::

Venn: This is not a zhian'tara.

Ryden blinked.

Sylvax: | wasn't expecting one.

Venn smiled.

Venn: I'm glad. ::She folded her hands together.:: A zhian'tara explores the lives carried within a
symbiont through ritual and memory. It is deeply personal and entirely voluntary. ::She tapped the
padd lightly.:: This is something else.

Sylvax: Then what is it?

Venn: Education. ::Another pause.:: Most joined Trill spend years preparing before receiving a
symbiont. History. Culture. Ethics. The practical realities of living as part of a continuing life. ::Her
expression softened.:: You received Sylvax because there wasn't time for any of that.You learned

how to survive as a host. ::She offered a warm smile.:: My responsibility is to ensure you also learn
how to live as one. Today, I'd like to show you something.
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Ryden settled into his seat as she reached into a drawer and withdrew a single padd. Unlike the
stacks of reports from yesterday, this one bore only the seal of the Trill Symbiosis Commission.

She placed it gently on the table between them but made no move to activate it.

Venn: Have you ever read the official record of your joining?

Ryden frowned.

Sylvax: | lived it.

Venn's smile softened.

Venn: Yes. ::She rested her hands lightly on the edge of the desk.:: But have you ever read it?
He looked down at the dormant padd. After a moment, he shook his head.

Sylvax: No.

Venn inclined her head.

Venn: Most emergency hosts haven't. ::She slid the padd toward him.:: Go ahead.

Ryden activated the display. A Commission seal dissolved into lines of carefully formatted text.
Emergency Symbiotic Transfer Record

Symbiont: Sylvax

Former Host: Renn Sylvax

Receiving Host: Lieutenant Ryden Tarus Kel

The names stopped him before he read another word. There it was. The person he had been. The
person he had become. Separated by a few lines of text.

He continued reading. Time of transfer. Medical condition. Emergency authorization. Neural
stabilization. Host prognosis.

Each entry was precise. Clinical. Objective. Exactly the sort of report he might have written himself.
Yet somehow that made it more difficult to read.

A single sentence caught his eye:

Former host declared non-salvageable. Emergency transfer authorized to preserve symbiont
continuity.
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Ryden stared at it. One sentence. That was all.

Renn...

Reduced to a single line in an official report.

Venn allowed the silence to linger.

Venn: Clinical language can seem unkind.

Ryden looked up.

Sylvax: It's accurate.

Venn nodded.

Venn: It is. ::Another pause.:: Accuracy and completeness are not always the same thing.

His eyes returned to the report. There was no mention of the camping trip. No mention of Corey. No
fear. No grief. No impossible decisions. Only facts. Necessary facts. The sort physicians depended
upon every day.

Venn folded her hands together.

Venn: The Commission archives every joining in this format. ::She offered a faint smile.:: History
requires consistency.

Ryden scrolled farther.

The report continued through the transfer itself before arriving at a section titled "Host Consent
Verification."

His fingers stopped.

Beneath it was a transcript. His transcript. He read the first few lines. Then again. The words felt
unfamiliar despite being his own.

Sylvax: | don't remember saying this.
Venn wasn't surprised.

Venn: Trauma has a way of rearranging memory.
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He looked back to the display. There it was. His verbal consent. Clear. Unambiguous. Given in the
midst of exhaustion, grief, and desperation.

He remembered fragments. Faces. Medical equipment. The urgency.

But seeing the words preserved in black and white felt strangely detached, as though someone else
had spoken them.

Venn broke the silence.

Venn: Consent given during a crisis is still consent.

Ryden looked at her.

She continued gently.

Venn: Understanding that consent often comes later.

His gaze drifted once more to the report. Further down, another phrase appeared several times.
"Symbiont continuity preserved."

Not transferred. Not reassigned. Preserved.

He hadn't noticed it at first.

Now he saw it repeated throughout the document.

Sylvax: You don't describe it as... receiving a symbiont.

Venn smiled.

Venn: No. ::She leaned back slightly.:: The Commission has never viewed emergency joinings as
replacing one life with another. ::Her eyes settled on the padd.:: We preserve a continuing life while
beginning a new chapter.

Ryden sat quietly with that thought.

For months, he'd thought of the joining as the moment his life changed forever.

He had rarely considered that, from the Commission's perspective, it had also been the moment
Sylvax's life continued.

Neither perspective was wrong. They were simply looking at the same moment from opposite sides.
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Venn reached forward and gently deactivated the padd. The room fell quiet once more.

Venn: We'll continue tomorrow.

Ryden blinked.

Sylvax: That's all?

A knowing smile crossed her face.

Venn: | find there's little value in asking someone to absorb an entire lifetime in a single morning.
She stood, carrying the padd back to her desk. Before setting it down, she glanced back toward him.
Venn: Tomorrow, I'd like to talk about someone you've mentioned only in passing.

Ryden looked at her questioningly. Venn met his gaze.

Venn: Renn.

The name lingered in the air long after neither of them spoke. Ryden rose slowly. As he stepped into
the corridor, he found himself replaying the report in his mind. Not the medical findings. Not the
timeline. Just one sentence.

"Former host declared non-salvageable."

He had written similar words countless times in patients' charts. Today, for the first time, he
understood what they looked like from the other side.
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Part 5: Renn

((Trill Symbiosis Commission Annex, Maka'La District, StarBase 118))
The office was unchanged.

If anything, it had begun to feel less like an institutional space and more like a constant... something
that existed outside of Ryden’s shifting expectations.

Representative Teral Venn looked up as he entered.
Venn: Good morning, Lieutenant.

Sylvax: Good morning.

He took his seat opposite her.

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

Then Venn inclined her head slightly, as if acknowledging something that had been building across
all their previous meetings.

Venn: Before we begin, | want to be very clear about today’s discussion.
Ryden exhaled quietly.

Sylvax: That sounds like we're about to revisit the "Zhian'tara" conversation.
A faint, knowing smile touched Venn’s expression.

Venn: I'm glad you said that. It means the distinction is becoming useful.
She folded her hands on the desk.

Venn: But no. This is still not a Zhian'tara.

A pause.

Venn: And it never will be.

Ryden nodded once.

Sylvax: Understood.

Venn's tone remained calm, but deliberate.

Venn: A Zhian'tara is about direct experiential connection. It allows a host to engage with the
symbiont’s internal memory pathways... to meet the lives within as they are preserved within you.
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She shook her head slightly.

Venn: That is not what we are doing here. ::Her gaze settled on him.:: You already carry Renn Sylvax
within your memory. You already know him.

That landed differently.

Ryden didn't respond immediately, because it was true.

Venn continued gently.

Venn: What you know is real. Your friendship with him is real. Your shared experiences are real.
A pause, allowing that to settle fully.

Venn: Nothing about this process is intended to diminish that.

Ryden'’s posture eased slightly.

Sylvax: Then what is this?

Venn reached forward and activated a single padd. It did not display medical records. It did not
display symbiont transfer data. It displayed history. Personnel files. Service records. Maka'La
Conservatoryevaluations. Cultural archives.

Renn Sylvax—outside the context of Ryden'’s lived relationship.
Venn: This is education.

She tapped the screen once. An image appeared... Renn, younger than the version Ryden
remembered in some memories, standing in a conservatory setting.

Venn: And more specifically, it is context.

Ryden studied the image quietly.

Venn: Tell me about him.

Ryden almost smiled.

Sylvax: | could tell you a lot.

Venn nodded.

Venn: | don’t doubt that.

Ryden exhaled, searching for words that weren't instinctive memory.

Sylvax: He was... my best friend.
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Venn: Yes.

Sylvax: We grew up together. We went to school together. He...
Ryden paused, then corrected himself slightly.

Sylvax: | knew him better than I've known most people in my life.
Venn did not challenge that.

Instead, she nodded once.

Venn: Good. That matters.

A pause. Then, carefully:

Venn: Now | want to show you something that does not change that.
Ryden looked up.

Venn tapped the padd again. A series of archived records appeared. Not private memories. Not
shared experiences. But external documentation.

Venn: Renn was widely known within the Maka'La Conservatory for his technical discipline.
A pause.

Venn: But he was also noted by instructors as someone who internalized pressure rather than
expressing it outwardly.

Ryden frowned slightly.

Sylvax: That doesn't... sound like how | experienced him.

Venn nodded immediately.

Venn: It wouldn't.

A gentle emphasis.

Venn: Because you knew him within a relationship where he trusted you.
She let that sit without elaboration.

Venn: Most people did not know that version of him.

Ryden looked back at the image.

Venn continued.
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Venn: He was considered for a mentorship role in his early career because of his academic
performance at the Maka'La, not his comfort with performance itself.

A faint, almost thoughtful pause.

Venn: And he nearly left performance entirely during his second year.
Ryden blinked.

Sylvax: He never told me that.

Venn: He may not have told many people.

Another pause.

Venn: That is not a failure of your memory.

Her voice softened slightly.

Venn: It is simply the limit of perspective.

Ryden sat with that for a moment.

It did not feel like contradiction.

It felt like expansion.

Two truths occupying different spaces without competing for dominance.
Sylvax: So what am | supposed to do with this?

Venn regarded him for a long moment before answering.

Venn: You are not being asked to replace what you know of him.

A beat.

Venn: You are being asked to understand that even the people we know best are larger than the part
of them we experience.

Silence. Not heavy. Just... new. Ryden looked down at his hands briefly, then back to the padd.
Sylvax: He would've hated this kind of analysis.

A faint smile crossed Venn'’s face.

Venn: That may be the most accurate thing you've said all morning.

That earned a quiet breath of laughter from him... small, but real.
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Venn deactivated the padd. The room settled again into stillness.
Venn: That is enough for now.

Ryden looked up, slightly surprised.

Sylvax: That's it?

Venn stood, gathering the padd with deliberate calm.
Venn: | told you.

A soft pause.

Venn: This is not a zhian'tara.

She met his eyes.

Venn: And it is not about reliving what you already know.
A final beat.

Venn: It is about understanding what you never needed to know in order to love him anyway. ::She
deactivated the padd gently.:: Let's take a break for the morning. We'll continue this afternoon with
the four hosts of Sylvax prior to Renn.

Ryden rose slowly.

As he stepped into the corridor, Renn remained in his thoughts... not altered, not replaced, not
diminished.

Just... widened. A friend. And something more than any single relationship had ever contained.
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Part 6: The Continuum

((Trill Symbiosis Commission Annex, Maka'La District, StarBase 118))

The afternoon session began without ceremony. No greeting beyond acknowledgment. No
pacing into the subject. Venn simply waited for Ryden to sit before activating the padd in front of
her.

Venn: We will continue.
Ryden gave a small nod.
Sylvax: Understood.

Venn did not immediately begin speaking. Instead, she studied him for a long moment...
measured, deliberate, as though confirming something only she could see in the accumulated
weight of the past days.

Then she tapped the padd once. A new file opened.

Venn: Before we discuss individual hosts, | want to show you something broader.
Ryden leaned forward slightly. The display shifted. Not a single record. A lineage chart.
"Sylvax Symbiont: Sequential Host Record"

Four names appeared before Renn.

Venn: The Sylvax symbiont has had five confirmed hosts.

A pause.

Venn: You are the sixth.

Ryden’s eyes tracked the list. The names were familiar in the abstract now... Halden, Sira,
Kaelen, Sindara, and Renn he had only begun to encounter in fragments over the past
sessions.

But seeing them together changed the scale of it. Not isolated lives. A continuity.
Sylvax: I've been thinking of them as... individuals.

Venn nodded.

Venn: They are. ::A beat.:: And they are also a sequence.

She gestured toward the display.

Venn: That distinction matters.
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Ryden frowned slightly.

Sylvax: Because of continuity?

Venn: Because of responsibility.

Venn’s voice remained even, but there was something more deliberate in it now.
Venn: Most joined Trill are taught to think of their symbiont as a shared inheritance.
She met his gaze.

Venn: Emergency hosts often reverse that order. They think of themselves as the beginning of
the story.

Ryden didn’t answer immediately.

The thought landed uncomfortably close to something unspoken he hadn’t realized he was
carrying.

Venn continued.

Venn: That is not a criticism.

A soft clarification.

Venn: It is a correction of perspective.

She tapped the padd again. The names expanded into subfiles. Not memories. Records. Public
histories. Personal accounts.

Venn: This afternoon, we are not going to explore Renn. Ryden looked up slightly.
A pause.

Venn: Today is about understanding that Renn is not the beginning of Sylvax’s complexity. He is
the most recent layer you are emotionally closest to.

That phrasing made Ryden still. Most recent layer. Venn allowed that to settle, then continued.

Venn: The hosts before him shaped expectations, institutional relationships, even the way the
symbiont was evaluated by the Commission over time.

She tapped the first file.
Halden Sylvax.

Venn: Halden established the early archival methodology that the Commission still uses for
recording symbiont continuity.

A second file.
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Sira Sylvax.

Venn: Sira was a pediatric nurse whose work helped shape early childhood care protocols for
Trill children in symbiosis households and influenced modern developmental monitoring
standards for joined families.

A third.
Kaelen Sylvax.

Venn: Kaelen worked extensively in diplomatic liaison structures between Trill cultural
delegations and offworld institutions.

A fourth file opened.
Sindara Sylvax.

Venn: Sindara focused on community development and civic engagement within Trill urban
centers, particularly advocating for inclusive governance models that accounted for joined and
unjoined citizens alike. Her work is still referenced in several modern municipal policy
frameworks.

Ryden watched silently as each name expanded into something larger than identity.
Not personalities. Imprints on systems. Structures. Practices still in use.

Sylvax: | didn’t realize the earlier hosts were... that influential.

Venn’s expression softened slightly.

Venn: Few emergency hosts do. ::A pause.:: Because influence is rarely felt directly.
She turned slightly toward him.

Venn: You feel Renn because he is close to your personal experience. ::A beat.:: You benefit
from Halden, Sira, Kaelen, and Sindara in ways you will never consciously perceive.

Ryden looked at the list again.
Sylvax: That’s... a strange thought.
Venn: It is a necessary one.

Silence settled again, but it was different now. Less heavy. More expansive. Ryden exhaled
slowly.

Sylvax: So when | think of Sylvax... | shouldn’t just be thinking of the people | remember.

Venn: No. ::A gentle correction.:: You should be thinking of a continuum that existed long before
you and will continue long after you.
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She let that hang.

Venn: You are not stepping into a life that began with you. You are joining a life that is already in
motion.

Ryden sat back slightly in his chair, absorbing the weight of that idea. Not as burden. Not as
pressure. As scale. For the first time, he did not think of Sylvax as something he was learning to
carry. He thought of it as something that had been moving forward regardless of his awareness.

Venn deactivated the padd. The room returned to stillness.
Venn: We will return to Renn next session.
Ryden nodded.

Sylvax: Understood.

He stood to leave, but paused at the threshold.
Sylvax: Representative?

Venn looked up.

Venn: Yes, Lieutenant?

Ryden hesitated.

Sylvax: It feels... bigger than | expected.

A faint, knowing expression crossed her face.
Venn: It always is.

Ryden stepped into the corridor slowly. Behind him, the names remained on the padd. Not
memories. Not ghosts. A lineage still in motion.
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Part 7: Inheritance

((Trill Symbiosis Commission Annex, Maka'La District, StarBase 118))
The room had not changed.
It never did.

But Ryden was beginning to notice that the sameness of it was no longer reassuring in the way
it had been on the first day. It felt instead like a deliberate kind of stability... something
constructed to hold steady while everything else shifted.

Representative Teral Venn looked up as he entered.
Venn: Good afternoon, Lieutenant.
Sylvax: Good afternoon.

He took his seat. There was no padd waiting this time. Ryden noticed that immediately. Venn
followed his glance, then gave a small, knowing nod.

Venn: Today will be less... procedural.... and more reflective.
Ryden exhaled slowly.

Sylvax: That sounds like a warning.

A faint smile crossed Venn'’s expression.

Venn: It is not. ::She folded her hands together.:: It is a correction in emphasis. ::A beat.:: We
have spoken about continuity as scale. About sequence. About systems that persist beyond
individual perception.

She studied him for a moment.
Venn: Today, | want to talk about inheritance.

The word settled differently than the others had. Not clinical. Not procedural. Something quieter.
Ryden shifted slightly in his chair.

Sylvax: That sounds like memory.

Venn: It is not memory. ::A gentle but immediate correction.:: Memory is what you carry
consciously. A pause.:: Inheritance is what shapes what you notice in the first place.

Ryden frowned slightly.
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Sylvax: I'm not sure | follow.
Venn nodded once, as if that answer was expected.
Venn: Then we will make it concrete.

She activated the padd. A series of documents appeared. Not names this time. Protocols.
Policies. Standards. Ryden recognized some of them immediately. Emergency triage
frameworks. Neural integration safeguards. Cross-species trauma response structures. He had
used them... often.

Venn: Do you know where many of these originated?
Ryden glanced up.

Sylvax: Federation medical standards?

Venn shook her head slightly.

Venn: Adapted Federation standards. ::A pause.:: Refined in part by Sira Sylvax’s pediatric
emergency work, later expanded through Halden’s archival synthesis and Kaelen’s diplomatic
standardization efforts.

Ryden looked back at the list.
A quiet shift began to form at the edges of his attention.
Venn continued.

Venn: You practice medicine using protocols that were shaped, in part, by a symbiont you now
carry. ::A beat.:: You negotiate ethical decisions within frameworks influenced by previous hosts
research into continuity ethics. ::Another pause.:: Even your understanding of emergency triage
response was touched by their contributions.

Ryden frowned slightly.

Sylvax: | didn’t know that.

Venn: Most people do not.

A softer tone now.

Venn: That is the nature of inheritance. It is rarely visible in isolation.

Ryden leaned back slightly in his chair. Something about the statement resisted immediate
interpretation. Not disagreement. Disorientation.
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Sylvax: So... before | was joined... ::He stopped, searching for the right phrasing.:: Before | was
part of Sylvax... | was already interacting with what Sylvax had shaped?

Venn inclined her head.
Venn: Yes. ::A pause.:: You were never outside its influence.

Silence followed. Not heavy. But expansive in a way Ryden was still learning how to hold. He
looked down at his hands.

Sylvax: ::quietly:: That’s... unsettling.

Venn did not deny it.

Venn: It can be. ::A pause.:: It can also be grounding.
Ryden looked up slightly.

Sylvax: How?

Venn considered him for a moment before answering.

Venn: Because it means you are not starting from nothing. You are stepping into a structure that
already knows how to hold you.

Ryden didn’t respond immediately. The idea did not feel comforting yet. But it no longer felt
abstract. It felt... real. Something that had weight before he had language for it.

A long silence settled between them. Then Venn deactivated the padd. The room returned to its
quiet baseline.

Venn: That is enough for today.

Ryden blinked.

Sylvax: Already?

Venn: You are beginning to notice the edges of the concept.
A faint, almost approving expression.

Venn: That is sufficient for now.

Ryden stood slowly. He hesitated at the threshold.

Sylvax: Representative?

Venn looked up.
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Venn: Yes, Lieutenant?
A pause lingered longer this time.
Sylvax: It feels like | am only just realizing how much of my life was never just mine alone.

Venn’s expression softened. Not corrective now. Not explanatory. Something closer to
recognition.

Venn: Good. ::A beat.:: Then you are ready to understand why we began with everything except
Renn.

Ryden frowned slightly at that.

Sylvax: | thought we were building toward him.

Venn shook her head once.

Venn: We are. ::A pause.:: But not as you know him.
Ryden held her gaze for a moment longer then nodded.
Sylvax: Understood.

He stepped into the corridor. And for the first time, the thought did not follow him as something
new. It followed him as something that had always been there... waiting to be named.

TBC
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Part 8: The Outside Story

((Trill Symbiosis Commission Annex, Maka'La District, StarBase 118))
The change was subtle at first.

There was still no ceremony to the start of the session. No formal transition. Venn simply waited
for Ryden to sit, then activated the padd without preambile.

But this time, the display did not open with structured lineage, nor procedural documentation.
It opened with voices.

Venn: Today, we step outside internal records.
Ryden looked up slightly.

Sylvax: Outside?

Venn: Outside your experience of him.

A pause.

Venn: We are going to look at what others said.
Ryden settled back, watching the screen adjust.
Sylvax: That feels... different.

Venn inclined her head.

Venn: ltis.

A beat.

Venn: And it is necessary.

She tapped the padd.

The first file opened.

A written testimonial.

Then another.

Then a recorded statement.
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Renn Sylvax — Conservatory Faculty Review Excerpt

Renn Sylvax — Peer Evaluation, Performance Ensemble Cohort

Renn Sylvax — Cultural Liaison Correspondence, Maka’La Arts Council
Renn Sylvax — Private Letter, Unsent Draft (Archived)

Ryden blinked at the last one.

Sylvax: You have his private correspondence?

Venn: Commission archives preserve what is submitted alongside official records.
A pause.

Venn: We do not always read them.

That distinction mattered.

Ryden said nothing, but his attention sharpened.

Venn opened the first file.

A faculty voice filled the room—measured, professional.

“Technically exceptional. Emotionally reserved in public performance. Exhibits rare
discipline in controlled environments, though appears more responsive in small
ensemble settings where trust is established.”

The recording ended.

Ryden frowned slightly.

Sylvax: That doesn’t sound like...
He stopped himself.

Venn noticed.

Venn: Like your experience of him.
Ryden nodded once.

Venn: That is expected.

A pause.

Venn: These are different contexts.

She opened the next file.
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A peer testimonial.
More informal.

“‘Renn always seemed quieter than people expected at first. Not withdrawn... just...
selective. In rehearsal, though, he’d shift completely when the group clicked. Like
he was waiting for permission to be fully there.”

Ryden’s expression softened slightly without him realizing. Venn watched him carefully, then
moved to the next.

A correspondence excerpt this time.
A colleague writing to another.

“He listens more than he speaks. People mistake that for uncertainty. Itisn’t. It's
calibration.”

Ryden exhaled slowly.

Sylvax: That part... feels familiar.
Venn nodded once.

Venn: That is the overlap.

She did not elaborate immediately. Instead, she opened the final file. The unsent letter. Ryden
leaned forward without realizing it. The room fell quieter.

Venn: | include this one because it was never intended for review.

A pause.

Venn: But it was archived with his personal effects.

She activated it. The words were simpler than the others. Not formal. Not evaluative.
“I think people mistake silence for distance. It isn’t. It's just where | think best.”

Ryden went still. Something in that sentence landed differently than the rest. Not because it was
unfamiliar. But because it was personal in a way the other records were not.

Venn deactivated the file gently. Silence returned.
Ryden sat for a long moment before speaking.

Sylvax: He never said that to me.
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Venn: He may not have needed to.

A pause.

Venn: You already understood it.

Ryden looked down. Then back at the empty space where the file had been.
Sylvax: | knew him... very well.

Venn: Yes. ::A beat.:: You did.

Her tone did not challenge it. It affirmed it.

Venn: And now you are seeing that others also knew him well.

Ryden frowned slightly.

Sylvax: It feels like those shouldn’t all be true at the same time. Venn considered him for a
moment.

Venn: They are not identical truths. ::A pause.:: They are parallel ones.
Silence settled again. Ryden exhaled slowly.

Sylvax: So which version is real?

Venn answered without hesitation.

Venn: All of them. ::A beat.:: And none of them alone.

Ryden looked up at her. Something unsettled in his expression now... not confusion exactly.
Expansion pushing against comfort.

Sylvax: That’s difficult to hold.

Venn’s voice softened slightly.

Venn: Yes. That is why people simplify the people they love.
The words landed quietly. Not judgment. Observation.

Ryden didn’t respond immediately. Instead, he looked down at his hands again. When he spoke,
his voice was quieter.

Sylvax: | don’t think | ever simplified him.

Venn did not answer quickly. When she did, it was gentle.
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Venn: | don’t think you did. But you were only ever given one vantage point.
Silence followed. Then Venn reactivated the padd, but did not open anything.
Venn: That is enough for now.

Ryden blinked slightly.

Sylvax: Already?

Venn: You are beginning to see the tension between perspectives. ::A faint, almost approving
expression.:: That is sufficient.

Ryden stood slowly. At the threshold, he hesitated.
Sylvax: Representative?

Venn looked up.

Venn: Yes, Lieutenant?

Ryden considered his words carefully.

Sylvax: | don’t feel like | know him less. ::A beat.:: | feel like | know that | only ever knew part of
him.

Venn’s expression softened. Not correction. Recognition.

Venn: Good. That is the point where most people begin to understand what “continuity” actually
means.

Ryden nodded once.
Sylvax: Understood.

He stepped into the corridor. Behind him, the voices remained in the padd. But they did not
contradict what he carried. They simply existed beside it. And for the first time, that felt possible.
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Part 9: The Joining Point

((Trill Symbiosis Commission Annex, Maka'La District, StarBase 118))

The room felt quieter than usual when Ryden entered. Not physically. Structurally. As though the
space itself was anticipating something it had been designed to contain, but not necessarily to
reveal. Representative Teral Venn did not begin immediately. She waited until he was seated.
Then, after a long moment, she activated the padd.

Venn: Today is the joining point.

Ryden looked up slightly.

Sylvax: That sounds... final.

A faint, measured expression crossed Venn'’s face.
Venn: It is not final. ::A pause.:: It is documented.
That distinction settled between them.

Ryden did not respond immediately.

Venn continued.

Venn: What you are about to see is not a memory reconstruction. ::A beat.:: It is a Commission
review synthesis of the emergency transfer event. ::She glanced up briefly.:: Clinical.
Procedural. Ethical.

Ryden’s jaw tightened slightly, though he gave a small nod.
Sylvax: Understood.

Venn tapped the padd. The display opened. Not imagery. Not sensation. Text. Structured logs.
Medical timestamps. Interruption markers. Emergency authorization codes.

“‘Emergency Symbiotic Transfer Record — Sylvax Continuity Event”
Ryden’s eyes tracked the header without blinking.
Venn did not speak immediately. She let him read.

Venn: The event began with acute trauma sustained during field conditions. ::A pause.:: Rapid
physiological decline of the previous host was confirmed within standard diagnostic parameters.

Ryden’s hands remained still in his lap. He did not interrupt. Venn continued.
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Venn: At that stage, preservation of the Sylvax symbiont became the only viable medical
objective. ::A beat.:: Not continuation of a host life. ::Another pause.:: Continuation of a symbiont
life.

That phrasing landed differently. Ryden’s brow tightened slightly.
Sylvax: You’re separating them.

Venn: We are required to. ::A calm correction.:: In emergency symbiosis doctrine, distinction
ensures ethical clarity.

She tapped the padd again. A second section expanded. Transfer authorization chain. Neural
stabilization protocols. Emergency override signatures.

Venn: The decision pathway was compressed. There was no standard pre-joining conditioning
window.

Ryden exhaled slowly through his nose.

Sylvax: | know that part.

Venn nodded once.

Venn: Yes. ::A beat.:: What is often not reviewed in detail is what occurred after stabilization.
She paused, then continued.

Venn: Sylvax remained viable throughout transfer.

A subtle shift in tone. Not emotional. Not softened. Precise.
Venn: The symbiont did not fail.

Ryden’s gaze lifted slightly.

Sylvax: It survived?

Venn: It continued.

That word again. Continued. Not saved. Not rescued. Continued.
Venn allowed that to settle before proceeding.

Venn: The previous host could not be restored to functional biological stability within acceptable
parameters. At that point, ethical protocol mandated transfer authorization to preserve symbiont
continuity.
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Ryden’s expression tightened... not in distress, but in concentration. He was following. Not
emotionally resisting. Structurally processing.

Sylvax: So... it wasn’t about replacing... ::He stopped, searching for language.:: It was about
preserving what could continue.

Venn: Yes.
Immediate. Firm. But not harsh.
A pause.

Venn: The Commission does not frame emergency joining as replacement. It frames it as
continuation under constraint.

Silence settled. Ryden looked back at the padd. Not at the name of Renn. Not yet. At the
structure around it. The system. The framing. The mechanism that had carried something
forward when everything else could not.

Sylvax: I've read medical logs like this. ::He spoke quietly.:: But never from this angle.
Venn watched him carefully.

Venn: That is expected. Most emergency hosts are given the outcome without the structure.
Ryden nodded slightly.

Sylvax: It feels different.

Venn: It is different.

Ryden’s eyes lingered on the display.

Sylvax: It makes it... harder to reduce to a single moment.

Venn inclined her head.

Venn: That is intentional.

Silence followed. Longer this time. Then Ryden spoke again.

Sylvax: And Renn?

The name entered carefully. Not avoided. Not rushed. Just present.

Venn did not answer immediately. Instead, she deactivated part of the display. The clinical logs
remained. But the density of them eased.
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Venn: Renn is recorded in this document as the previous host whose biological systems could
not sustain continued integration under emergency conditions. That is the clinical designation.

Ryden held still.
Venn continued, more quietly now.

Venn: That is not the sum of who he was. It is the point at which the system could no longer
carry him forward.

Silence. Ryden exhaled slowly. Not sharply. Not broken. Controlled.
Sylvax: | understand what happened.

A pause.

Sylvax: | just don’t think I've ever seen it described like this before.
Venn met his gaze.

Venn: That is why we do it here.

A long pause. Then she deactivated the padd fully. The room returned to stiliness. Venn did not
move for a moment.

Venn: We are nearing the part where most emergency hosts begin to emotionally integrate.
Ryden looked up slightly.

Sylvax: That sounds like a threshold.

A faint, careful expression crossed Venn'’s face.

Venn: It is.

A pause.

Venn: And we will not cross it today.

Ryden nodded once.

Sylvax: Understood.

He stood slowly. At the threshold, he hesitated... but did not speak. This time, there was nothing
left to ask. Only something newly defined to carry. He stepped into the corridor. Behind him, the
padd remained dark. But not silent.
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Part 10: Integration

OOC: This is the final section of the Delayed Registration storyline. | hope you have enjoyed
reading this as much as | did writing it. Thanks!

((Trill Symbiosis Commission Annex, Maka'La District, StarBase 118))
The room felt unchanged. But Ryden did not.

He paused at the doorway longer than usual before stepping inside, as though acknowledging
that something here had finally settled into place... not resolved, not finished, but understood
enough to stand on its own.

Representative Teral Venn was already seated. No padd waited on the table. For the first time,
that absence did not feel like omission. It felt like intention.

Venn looked up.

Venn: Good afternoon, Lieutenant.
Ryden moved to his seat.

Sylvax: Good afternoon.

He sat. And this time, he did not immediately look for what came next. Venn studied him for a
moment. Not clinically. Not evaluatively. Simply observing. Then she spoke.

Venn: This is the final session.

Ryden nodded once.

Sylvax: | thought it might be.

A faint expression crossed her face... something between approval and acknowledgment.
Venn: That is not a judgment. ::A pause.:: It is a synthesis.

The word settled differently than the others had across the past sessions. Ryden exhaled slowly.
Sylvax: That feels... more accurate.

Venn inclined her head slightly.

Venn: It usually is.

Silence followed. Not uncomfortable. Not heavy. Just present. Venn finally leaned back slightly
in her chair.
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Venn: Before we close the formal review, | want to ask you something.
Ryden looked up.

Sylvax: All right.

Venn: Not as an examination. As reflection.

She studied him for a moment.

Venn: Tell me what you now understand about yourself as a host.

The question was simple. It did not feel simple. Ryden took his time. When he spoke, his voice
was steady... but quieter than before.

Sylvax: | understand that | knew Renn. ::A beat.:: And | understand that what | knew of him was
real. ::He paused again.:: But it wasn’t the whole of him.

Venn did not interrupt. Ryden continued.

Sylvax: | understand that Sylvax isn’t just what | carry. It's something that was already moving
forward long before | became part of it. ::He hesitated again, searching for the final piece.:: And
I understand that I'm not replacing anything.

A pause. Then, more carefully.

Sylvax: I'm continuing something | didn’t start.

Silence settled in the room. Venn watched him for a long moment. Then she nodded once.
Venn: Yes. That is the synthesis.

Ryden’s shoulders eased slightly... only now noticing the tension he had been carrying for days.
He looked down briefly at his hands. Then back up.

Sylvax: | was afraid this process would ask me to choose between them.

Venn’s expression softened.

Venn: It was never about choice. It was about understanding that no choice was required for
coexistence.

Ryden exhaled slowly. Something in him loosened... not dramatically, not suddenly. But enough
to notice.

Sylvax: So what happens now?
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Venn did not reach for a padd. She did not open a file. She simply answered.
Venn: Now nothing changes. ::A pause.:: Except your awareness of it.
A faint, almost gentle smile crossed her face.

Venn: The Commission will finalize your registration record as an emergency host whose
integration review has been completed.

She leaned forward slightly.

Venn: There is no correction required. No deficiency to address. Only completion of the process
that should have preceded your joining.

Ryden nodded slowly.
Sylvax: | think | understand why it mattered to do it this way.
Venn: Good. That understanding is the point.

She stood, gathering nothing... because there was nothing left on the table to collect. Ryden
rose as well. At the threshold, he stopped. Not uncertain this time. Just reflective.

Sylvax: Representative?

Venn looked up.

Venn: Yes, Lieutenant?

Ryden considered her for a long moment.

Sylvax: Thank you.

It was simple. Not elaborate. Not formal.

Venn held his gaze for a moment longer than usual. Then she nodded once.
Venn: You did the work. | only helped you see it.

Ryden stepped into the corridor. This time, he did not feel as though he was leaving something
unfinished behind. He felt as though something had been placed where it belonged. Behind him,
the Annex remained quiet. Not as an endpoint. But as acknowledgment. And for the first time
since the emergency that had changed everything, Ryden did not feel divided. He felt continued.
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