           As I look back on it now, I think it all started with that man, Vaatrik.  I had been dispatched to get something from him, innocently enough.  It was a list of Bajorans who’d been collaborating with the Cardassians during the Occupation.  I’m not quite sure what we would have done with those names, but as I think about it, I think they’re lucky we never found it.  Anyway, Vaatrik caught me in the chemist’s shop; I panicked and killed him in self-defense.  I’m not sure what he would have done to me, but as it was I killed him anyway.  His wife apparently thought we were lovers, and she pointed me out pretty quickly.  That darned Kira red hair does it everytime.


I tried to play dumb, and they sent *him* out to talk to me.  As I reminisce about the first thing he ever said to me, “Pretty girl like you shouldn’t be eating alone.” I have to laugh.  Me, a helpless “girl” who needed to be nervous about being alone!  Yet something pulled in me the moment I laid eyes on his face; it was smooth and unfinished, with a hint of human in his features.  The first thing I noticed was that his eyes were the deepest shade of blue I’d ever seen, and his hair shone like gold.  Things of beauty were pretty hard to find back then, and it was because of his actual beauty that I found myself trusting in him almost immediately.  I even called him”constable”, for some reason unknown to me then.   Even when he could have turned me over to Gul Dukat, and washed his hands of the whole investigation, he didn’t; even though I had a broken alibi and a motive to kill Vaatrik, he trusted me.  When at last I did tell him that I *had* killed Vaatrik, he continued to trust me and confide in me.  So I guess if it hadn’t been for that unfortunate collaborator, we’d never have met.  


In addition, as the years went by, Odo and I became closer friends, and he grew more beautiful all the time.  When we talked for hours about politics, crime, or even station gossip, his face grew animated in a way no one else ever saw. Causing the negligible raising of his eyebrows, or the slightest hint of a smile on his face became my goal, although I didn’t realize it at the time.  I used to try to think of jokes just to make him smile, knowing that I was the only one who ever saw him like this.  When he canceled our Tuesday morning meetings, I was extremely hurt.  I had no idea just *why* he did it, it just hurt; although how I missed it I’ll never know.   We grew distant as those weeks passed, I was involved with Shakaar, and Odo was involved with....well....avoiding me.  I thought maybe he just had a lot of work to do and had no time for me.  It wasn’t until much later, after Edon and I broke up, that I realized Odo was evading me because of Shakaar.  The very thought of how I might have spent my whole life with Edon instead of Odo shivers me even now, as I write this.  


Then, of course, the Founders.  Odo still hates to be thought of as a god, but that’s how millions of Vorta and Jem’Hadar thought of him and his people.  “His” people, what a joke.  They tried to lure him away from the people he had lived with his whole life with delusions of “order”.  They bullied him, threatened him, oh Prophets changed him!  They even tried to use my “death” as an incentive to get him to join their Link.  They figured if he thought I was dead, he’d have no reason to stay with the solids.  How he was able to see through the Foundress’ plot, I *Still* don’t know, as he’ll never tell me; I just know that he was able to save me in spite of them.  They tried again during the Dominion War, when the same Foundress caused Odo to break a promise to the entire Alpha Quadrant and me.  She practically drugged him, teasing him with the link.  Somehow, his sense of duty (and his love for me, he tells me) won over the lure of the many pleasures and comforts of the Great Link, and of course I forgave him.  The hypnotic effect of those deep blue eyes, I tell myself, won me over anyway.


But the ultimate moment of clarity came during our first fateful “date” in the Holosuite.  I still remembered the song we danced to, “I’ve Got You Under My Skin”.  I have a holorecording of it somewhere, and when I get nostalgic I listen to it.  He thought I was a hologram, and it enabled him to open up to me in a way I’d never seen before.  As we spun and swayed on the dancefloor, I suddenly realized I loved this man! It hit me like a phaser blast and nearly knocked me off my feet.  How long had I somehow *known* that he was the one?  How long did I hide it from myself?  How stupid could I have been not to know, when nearly everyone else did, for years!!  As I looked into those fathomless eyes, I just simply knew that his arms were meant for me, his lips were made for mine, his heart fit in the empty space next to mine.  All these thoughts came at once, and made me dizzy.  I made some comment about having dinner again, and it all fell apart.  Vic had tricked us into having this little date, and neither of us saw through the charade.  I immediately panicked, knowing that Odo would bolt from the ‘real’ me, and he did.  My attempts at getting him to stay failed, and I was left with the empty holosuite.


That thought brings me to the day my life actually began.  That day on the Promenade, when Odo and I kissed for the first time.  Well, I had kissed the Odo from Gaia, but it was so filled with pain that it hardly felt like a kiss; but this was a kiss.  The entire Promenade saw it, and I received jokes and comments about it for months afterward.  I had no idea at the time what I was getting myself into, but I knew that if we didn’t solve our problems right without delay that I’d lose him, maybe forever.  So I baited him, and he took it.  When he grabbed me and pulled me close, I felt like I could sink forever into those blue eyes, and those lips.  I knew then, that Odo and I would remain that way forever.  


Here it is, twenty years later, and I end my story there.  We have been living here on Bajor since it became part of the Federation almost nineteen years ago.  Ben lives close by, and he and Kasidy visit frequently.  Kasidy jokes that Ben will never be happy with his house, as he’s always making changes and improvements! Jake lives on Earth, writing for the Federation news service full time, and doesn’t come to Bajor much. I’ve not kept touch with Ezri Dax or Worf, but I do get subspace messages from Julian every once in a while.  He still practices medicine, but he moves a lot, depending on where the “excitement” is; he’s the same as he was when I first met him!  Odo is a security officer for the Federation, but he’s allowed to stay here on Bajor most of the year, then he goes up to Deep Space Nine for a few months to check up on his force.  Quark still runs the bar up there, and tries to get away with as much as he can, until Odo gets there, then he’s as innocent as a lamb; sometimes I wonder if he just does it so Odo is frustrated at him.  They became wonderful friends, somehow, over the years...although Odo AND Quark both deny it!   And I work for the Office of the First Minister. I think I took the position just to be part of the “action”, but the First Ministers have come and gone over the years, and I’m still there!  Odira, Kiro, and Nerys, our three children, are almost all adults now, and they’ll be leaving home soon.  My daughter Nerys tells me that she can’t believe that her father and I took so long to discover our love; she tells me that she can see it from miles away.  I guess she didn’t inherit her mother’s habit for obtuseness, lucky girl.


I wonder why I’ve begun this journal so late in life, I guess my earlier life was so busy I didn’t have time to write anything down.  Now that I’ve got some time on my hands, maybe I’ll continue to write; hmm...I wonder if Julian can give me Ezri’s current address.  I should find out how her and Worf are doing now that they’ve rekindled their old love.  I guess some things never change.

