“STARSHIP HOOD

By Scottarsen(aka StarshipHood)

These are...uh, WILL be, the adventures of the Starship Hood!

Space, the final frontier. These are the adventures of the Starship Hood. Her

five year mission; to patrol the space-lanes of the Federation, to protect its

newly-settled worlds and ancient civilizations, and to guard its citizens from
fear, famine, malice and ill will!

(Contains Characters, Story Elements & Art Created by Kenneth Thomson Jr. for ibtarship Salading




MBuraens of Command o

Chapter 1: The Calm Before The Storm

A Constitution -class heavy cruiser, one of the ubiquitous workhorses of Starfleet in the mid 23rd
century, cruised through open space at a steady pace. The markings on the forward part of her saucer
section identified her as U SSHood with the hull number of NCC -1707.

It was shortly after 0740 ship time, with the members of the Gamma shift on duty. The Gamma, or
midnight shift was routinely quiet, with usually more junior staff manning key stations. On the Hoodd s
bridge thi s particular day, a tall lean officer, his dark hair cut to a short length military style cut, was
seated in the command chair in the very center of the bridge. His blue -gray eyes, staring out from
behind a pair of anachronistic thin -framed glasses, focused on the stars streaking by on the viewscreen
in front of him. The single stripe of metallic gold braid on the cuff of his yellow uniform shirt identified
him as a lieutenant in the command division.

He was Lieutenant Scott James Larsen, a 27-year-old, six year veteran of the star service. His
position in the command chair signified he was duty officer for the shift, responsible for everything
that happened on that watch, for all routine decisions that had to be made, for anything that would
not requir e direct handling by any superior officer.

Even on the late shift it was vital that no bridge station be left unattended, thus every one of the
ten control stations around the circular command center of the powerful starship was fully manned,
five of them by other full lieutenants, the others by more junior officers and enlisted personnel. With
but one exception, all of the personnel on the bridge were the same age or a few years either side of
Larsen, but their youthful looks were no indicator of the  experience with which they handled the
complicated and delicate controls of the powerful spacecraft.

Between the command chair and the viewscreen mounted in the forward bulkhead was the helm
and navigation station, where all commands for the piloting and maneuvering of the Hood were input.
Here sat two of the other five lieutenants, both also wearing command division colours. The helm seat



was occupied by Rupi Khalsa, a not at all unattractive woman of East Indian descent, while the
navigation position was occupied by Ajil Ranox, a representative of the Edosian species, a three -armed,
three -legged race whose chiseled features and orange skin made him stand out amongst the bipedal
crew.

Directly behind the center seat at the communications consoles at Li eut enant Tessina 06T
Md Rana, a female Caitian in a wuni f o-calored fane lengvailces di vi s
and piercing golden eyes gave her the appearance of a cat, and the sound of her purring breath
accompanied by the occasional lazy flick of the tail as she worked her instruments only added to the
image.

To her left was the science and library computer station, manned by the sole officer on duty in
sciences blue. Lieutenant Dakota Kimmirut was a slender aboriginal woman wit h mysterious dark eyes
and raven colored hair that was braided and adorned with beads and small feathers. She was studying a
readout on the station, jotting notes on an electronic clipboard.

The station off Kimmirutds | ®dnsoleywarsentlydperateddywai gati on s ul
young female ensign with delicate Asian features. 21 -year-old Shizu Haruna was truly the baby of the
duty crew, less than a year out of Starfleet Academy on her first starship assignment tour. Her close -
cropped cinnamon hair and wide sparkling blue eyes made her look even younger than her already
tender age.

The weapons systems station that adjoined the navigation substation was manned by the one
exception to the -tométhingeofmplement LieuemantK€mnet h 6 Kend Washi ngt
burly black man with not a trace of hair on his head, was at 45 almost double the average age of the
rest of the bridge crew. With a solid quarter century of service in the fleet, he had climbed his way up
to the commissioned rank s from the enlisted grades.

Bet ween Washingtonds cons ol aefemsedystenisdalf-stationwessmalleren was t |
console that had only four data display monitors and one overhead screen as opposed to the eight and
two respectively of the la rger consoles. It was currently manned by Technician 1st Class (Phaser)

Branson Thibodeaux, a small, wiry, fiery 23 -year-old Cajun lad from New Orleans. Where Washington
was responsible for the shipds offensiveivegystamg;ms, Thi bo
shields, navigational deflectors and the like.

On the opposite side of the viewscreen there was another half -station, this one for the monitoring
of engineering subsystems. On duty here was Petty Officer 2nd Class (Power Systems) Sven
Lindenmayer, a hulking example of Scandinavian manhood. It seemed impossible for someone so big to
handle delicate instruments or work in the sometimes confined spaces of the Engineering decks.

Adjoining the burly Swededs c on ssitiore mameed nowhbhyePettg nvi r onment
Officer 3rd Class (Environmental) Dae-Hyun o6 Dandé Par k, a native of the New ¢
The diminutive Korean looked even smaller alongside the bulky Lindenmayer

The last station in the ring, adjoining the tu rbolift doors was the engineering station, manned by
the fifth of the lieutenants on duty, Rodney Richardson. A man slightly older and every bit as tall and
lean as Larsen, the New Zealand born engineer was the s
fourth in the overall chain of command of the engineering department.

The lieutenant in the center seat picked up an electronic clipboard and stylus of his own that had
been resting on the arm of the c¢commandhtedemone, finhlor t he en
status updates please, 6 the young officer commented. oT
Khal sa?bé

0Steady on 150 mathekhelmstvamarecomntrmrtan frdm her position, glancing down
at the astronavigation readou t that formed part of the console between her and the navigator, then
brushed some of her jet -black hair from her face as she turned to report to the acting commanding

of ficer. OHolding at warp factor four. o6

0Thanks, Rupi . 6 The | ndehait acknawietged as hetmhade the rotatiormon the
clipboard. O0Ajil, what s our ETA at Starbase 77?6

0Just under six hours at present s peaandezvounwitbthee wel | ahe
Keppler atthe Starbase 6 The al i en uwredfiog khigimstrumantsrieflyto make his

report.

oUnder st oostiveded tBecconintand chair 180 degrees to address the communications
of ficer. O0Tess, any new signals coming in?6¢



The Caitian officer shook mmarrhradad.s &Ncetalrirmg ,0 sihrer p.ur’
smirk after casting her eyes over the indicators briefly.

OExcel l ent. Dakot a, anything new on sensors?o6

ONegative, sir,o6 Lieutenant Kimmirut, the shipbds seni ¢
Okanagan tribe of western North America, noted with a gr
contacts within sensor range positively identified and
OFor Godds sake, Dakota, will ydutdaredl|lTesusehmaock i of ft ht
chair chuckled. o0That makes me feel so damn old. éd Larse

time gathering status updates for the log. The only anomalous thing reported was by Dan Park,
describing a fluctuation in a section of artificial -gravity deck plating on one of the lower decks of the
saucer. That was noted by both Larsen and Richardson to be followed up on and repaired.

0Thank you very much, ladies and gentl emen. ®AfStceon t ma (
webre relieved, |l dm headed down for some breakfast. Any
0Thatdés the best suggestion | 6ve heard all night, sir.
ol could just murder some pan&akedBujtusdllli setMdtehd orusé
processors can come up with.?©o

ONo breakfast for me, boy,é6 Thibodeaux commented. Ol 1
dinner...shrimp Clemenceau, duck sausage, bread pudding
Across the bridge, Kimmirutmadearet chi ng sound. 0God, Mr . Thi bodeaux,
li ke that all the time?§6

0Thatdés the only kinda cookind | knew ti Il | l eft home
ittheold-f ashi oned way, no food pr o ouwsilpshesdderedastther ki tchen. 6
technician let out a chuckle.

0Count me out, 6 Haruna commented, suppressing a yawn ;
to bed. | candt get used to this midnight soéhiHfatr usntauf f .
had only been detailed to Larsends supervision a few ni
difficulty adapting to the odd hours.

0ltds just something yowEndnge, 6oRhraxnoftbenddphi s oyour

0 Yuw personal time and habits may become a little disorganized at first, but it comes to you with
ti me. 6
The banter in the command center paused when the turbolift doors parted, and out strode the
imposing 6-foot figure of Captain Jake Guererro,theHoo d 6s commandi ng of ficer. The ¢
good physical condition with only his slightly weathered features and hair that was both retreating at
the front and thinning on top giving indications of his age. The 45 -year-old Guererro had spent an even
twenty -two years in Starfleet, rising through the ranks of the service in the small ship component of
the fleet, eventually commanding firstthe tug  USSIbn Daud (NCG3806) and then the destroyer USS
Etzel (NCG509) before transferring to become second in comman d of the Hood three years ago under
her previous <captain, John Russell. After two years as
promoted to captain and appointed as Russellds successo
0O0Captain on the bridge! 6 t herchlledk mdviagtagettup to adeartthe e c¢c o mma n ¢
seat for the captain. Captain Guererro moved down to the chair and settled into it as Larsen stood
alongside it. Larsen handed the electronic clipboard over to his captain after the senior officer had set

his steaming cup of tea down on the arm of the chair. OReport
Guererro looked the report over andasked,0 Any i ncoming communi cations from
Command?4é

ONegative, sir. Bi ts and hprmorecransors aldout thaiskate pfahemon e hat t er o
aggression negotiations with the Klingons. Just rumorsor not , itds not sounding too
0Of fici aumbryar & hreot far off. 6 Guererro replied, | owerin
conversation between him and the young duty officer as mi
negotiations is more than |likely i mminent, and you know

reported aboard Hood eighteen months ago, he had quickly proved him self a capable, competent and
dependable officer, and since appointing him a command duty officer the captain occasionally
informed the lieutenant of normally privileged command -level information that could prove vital to
Larsen when he was in command.

oDamn. 6



OMy sentiments exactly. o6 The skipperds voice returned

about fifteen minutes off our arrival time at the base.
ONo, sir. I st o p p e dwhenthree starshipgp Tashik-Botrd ahd/Pormn peii passed close
to us. I rendezvoused with both ships to exchange items
0l see. That cargo wouldndét happened to have been assi
glanced down at the arm of the ¢ ommand chair, where a small stack of the patches, which were worn
by every starship crewman in the fleet and which i denti

rested. Larsen was an avid collector of the items and took any opportunity he could to obtain  them.
Although he could easily collect everyone ofthemi n t he fleet from his own shipos:s
bank, the challenge of obtaining them directly from the other ships made the hobby more appealing.

0Sir, | thought with otthre niiesadi dn neec hweed thlaed. .0.n6

Guererro smirked at the youndgseri noef.f iWeedrr.e 0sRoe Ifaaxr, alhieeudt
schedule |1 d8dm sure someone at command must think wedre <c
few minutes off for somethingso mi nor i sndt going to bother me. Now on t

stopping to pick up a cargo of Orion slave girls or som

clipboard back to Larsen and picked up the stack of eight patches, leafing through the m. There was a

full set of four from each of the two starships, one each for the command, sciences,

engineering/services and medical departments. The patch from the destroyer Pompeii (NCG506) was a

simple design consisting of an elongated trapezoid with a n oval containing a few small circles on the

top, making it look like an erupting volcano. The patch from the light cruiser Tashik-Sotra (NCG1865),

which until the loss of Hoodd s s i s inteepid NGCG1p@08) about a year and a half previous had been

the secondlargest ship in the fleet with a completely Vulcan crew, was a far more elaborate design

consisting of several interconnected geometric shapes which mimicked a pendant used in the Vulcan

Kohlinar emotional - purging ritual.
OWhere do d¢ heswer becolhlection to now, |ieutenant?06 Guere
0The pat chePomgeir verathe las¢l needed to finish a set from the first run of ~ Saladin-

class starships, sir. The Miranda-class ships are being somewhat more elusive; the Tashik-Sotra

emblems are only the sixth set | dve managed to obtain f
The captain chuckled again. 0lt amazes me that you cat
of your head Ili ke that, l'i eutenant. Very i mpressive mem

ol tdéds my, paiss. ®

By now, more members of the morning shift were beginning to arrive, and the ritual of changeover
was beginning to move forward. Khalsa and Ranox were relieved by the chief helmsman and chief
navigator, Lieutenant Commanders Gavin, a husky cur mudgeonly Tellarite, and Chris Carpenter, a
average buildsoft-s poken human. Ki mmirut was relieved by Command ¢
slender Saurian first officer. Other more senior officers and enlisted personnel from the Alpha shift
replaced the other Gamma shift crew.

00800; Gamma shi ft, youdre relieved. 6 Guererro called
helm/navigation console pedestal. Larsenturnedtogo ét hen paused. 00h, sir, I al mo
TO Nes TDabhikiSttra sentt hi s over for you as well. 6 He reached do

I
container from the deck plate beside the center seat. o}
sir. She said you were quite fond of these. o
OExcellent. .. Itlove® bbieaem tntoyriengpf t his stuff.d Guererro

back into the command chair. He popped open the cylinder and shook a small amount of the highly
aromatic granules into his tea. The aroma was a pleasant earthy smell that wafted around the bridge as
the captain took a sip of the beverage with relish.

0Good stuff, sir?6é6 Larsen queried.
0The hiesut,enant. Nobody knows tea |ike the Vulcans. 6
Larsen smirked. ol"Ill tell my famil y emreormhderaigoise, n Engl ar

grinned slightly and waved him away.
The lieutenant had grabbed the patches from the arm of the chair and turned towards the turbolift

to join his shift -mat es when Lieutenant Commanderbreldthiehoh O6 Cal | aghe
communi cations, who had now relieved Bkvivelogirehisahait M6 Rana,
andreported, 0 Captain Guererro, thereds a priority signal C Oomi

Starbase 7.0



The pleasures of his newly spiced teawer e i mmedi at ely forgotten by the ski
OdCallaghan. o

The viewscreen wavered from the view of the passing stars to show an image of a man in a
command division commodor e®sJawkrei,f drtnd ss eggaotoedd Treetwsae ed eysoku. 2
men had been classmates at Starfleet Academy years previous, but the years had been somewhat
better to the commodore than to the captain. Commodore Rains was commander of Starbase 7 and all
Starfleet forces in that part of the quadrant.

oYoaof Brian. What can | do for you?6é

ol assume youdre aware of our currend negotiations wit
oThat | am. |l ve heard that theydre not progressing Vi
oYoudbve heard right. Theydve be peoplesexpactthemdobeakr s ome ti m
down at any time now. Wedve still got them at the table
them talking much longer. 6

0The Klingons? |1 dm honestly amazed the negotiations h¢
Rains laughedwi t hout meYWoudgeitight there, Jake Effective i
order all ships and stations to step up to Defense Cond
notified by Red Two/Code One communication if things escalate further. 0

oUnderstood. Anything else | should know?6

ONot vyet, but keep your guard up. The Klingons arendt
formal declaration of war. 6

oUnderstood. See you soon, Brian. 6

The commodore nodded, oRains aut. 6
For the time being, the one point increase in defense condition meant only modest changes to the
routines of Hoodb s c¢cr ew; an increase in the diagnostics run on t
ensure their readiness and more maintenance e fforts on those systems. No standing alert status, no
double shifts, no orders for all hands to be armed. But that could change at any moment now, with the
negotiations in such a precarious position.



Chapter 2: News from Home and A Ghost from his Past

The late shift bridge crew members, minus only Haruna, made their way to the main Recreation Room
down on Deck 8. The social center of the ship, it was already busy with several dozen personnel from
other sections of the Hood when they arrived. T he bridge staff split up once they arrived, some getting
their meals from one of the numerous food processors, others sitting immediately to socialize with
friends, and still others to the locker areas off the starboard bulkhead, where they would work up a
sweat in the adjoining shipbs gymnasium before having t

After getting his breakfast favorite of three scrambled eggs with cheese, toast and a tall glass of
orange juice from one of the food processors, Larsen made his way to a table with s everal of his
shipmates off toward one side of the room. Setting his tray down, he first turned his attention to the
port bulkhead, where his entire collection of assignment patches --quite literally numbering hundreds --
lined the surface, arranged in neat order by class of starship, then further organized into sequential
naval construction contract number. When the collection was smaller, he had displayed them privately
in his own quarters, but there were now simply too many patches for that. Withthe capta i nd s
permission he had moved them to the Rec Room where the whole crew could now take in the display.
The lieutenant had left spaces in the neat orderly rows and columns for where he was missing the
relevant patches, and now he used small pieces of adhesiv e to add the insignias from the Tashik-Sotra
and Pompeii to the display. Stepping back momentarily to ensure they were mounted properly, Larsen
smiled in satisfaction and moved back to his breakfast.

Ensign Ellis Lindsay, a warp drive specialist who worked the Gamma shift in engineering and friend

of Larsend6s, shook his head full of curly blond hair an
OYou and those pat ebhoeys, olf jyuwsutr sd oSncdott tkireow s ome ti mes. 0

0Keeps me ofanttheustoéeetsouble, Lindy, o6 Larsen smirke:q
covered in melted cheese.

0ol 6ve always wondered how you laid hands of some of tt
she looked over at t he c o patches thereofrom shipd thathava fong sigce udve got
been lost. Constellation, Defiant, Kongo, Intrepid, Quintillus . .. some of them would be impossible to
get now. 6

0Some of them were just blind luck, reall yafleet made sor

Command and acquired some that way, others in trades with other collectors, more than a few | came
across digging through merchandise from space traders at starbases or space stations during my tours
onExcalburand here. 6

0Speakingse$§, sdtadbat you want MO&Rana and | to keep our
got to Starbase 7?6 Dakota queried.
0OYeah, t her e was; |l dve got duty tonight so | canodot tal
and some of the other girls have plans to check out the civilian bazaar on the base when we get there,
so I 6d lIlike you to keep your eyes peeled for some fabri
combination thereof that would make a nice dress. o
O0Not for you | tBenPearsdn, oheobHiot oedydastet of surgeons quipped with a
grin. A man in his late 30's with an offbeat quirky sense of humor and a shock of prematurely silvered
hair, he supervised the midnight sickbaykandpurpd . O0You ha
arendét really your colours. 6
0ltéds for my niece Becky, smart guy. 6 The helm |ieuter
Swal l owing, he continued. 0Sheds graduating from sevent
reallysharplooki ng dress for the event. Last time we were back
eyes open for some fabricin her favorite col our s whi |l e wedr e out on patrol. W
opportunities with us being on core quadrant patrol and meeting up with so  many civilian cargo ships
and merchants at the starbases, but | candt get away th
0Candt she find something a |little closer to home?d Rz«
ONot hing she can afford t olfiguregoutrhere theeodids might be beltext s he | i k
with all the Merchant Marine ships and independent trad
OForrrgive me, Scott,é purred MO6Rana, oOoyou might have

actually rrrelated to you by blood, i s s he?6



ONo; sheb6s the daught-grrbfritdmdie mhmotmyerxi s | iving wi
the sake of clarity, though | became so much a member of the family when Mel; my ex; and | were

together she and the other kids inthecla n may as well be actually related to
OWas she the one you bought that necklace for when we
mont hs ago?d6 Another close comrade of Scottds, Ensign T

computer science te chnician, inquired.
0Thatdéds right. She got that for her 13th birthday duri

0Youdbre really good to her; to all of them from what )
0OYeah, theydr e gr eanykidbrotdess.or sistersgrowiag up, sal dinda spoil them a

little. Theyove all gotten souvenirs from across the Fe
|l 6ve known t hem; in fact, itds Beckyds brasubtpacecalCamer ond

to Earth during the party tonight to surprise them and hopefully watch Cameron open the gift | got
him. 6 The ship was kept on the same time as Starfleet C
ti me as in Larsenos thexityeftVancouver, @anasiaj $ouhere woald be no need
to calculate a time to call due to a differential between the ship and Earth.

oWas that the away team jacket you shipped to Earth a
Kimmirut grinned.

O¥p, thatds the one. 6

The doors to the Rec Room slid open as two crew members from the midnight shift communications

crew strode into the room, each packing a box of record
the Gamma shift, we come bearinggood news . 6 The senior of the two, an e
called out. oMail call!d6 There were a few cheers and ap
comm specialists began to hand out or toss out tapes to the personnel from the night shift who  were

present. OAitken! Austildn! Bloxom! Cunningham.

OAll right, thatds a way to brighten up the morning!é

around the room handing out tapes. Setting whatever they were doing aside for the moment, some
members of the crew made for the viewing screens set on each end of every table to read their letters
or scan the photos from their loved ones or friends on other ships. Others chose to save them for the
privacy of their own quarters.

Ensign McEachern apprached the table occupied by the majority of the bridge watch, leafing

through the record tapes that remained in the box. 0Kha
communications ensign acted as though the record tape for the helmsman/duty officer weigheda  ton
instead of a few grams when she removed it from the <car
one, |l i eutenant ; looks |like more family photos. 6

OYoudre probabl yEnrsiigghnt..6 THhea npkl aycoeud t he record tape on
continuing to eat while he waited his turn at one of the viewing screens. The bridge watch crew had
made it a habit to share their mail with each other; spending eight hours a night together with
generally very little happening had given the crew ample tim e to discuss their life stories with each
other to help pass the time. They knew each otherds f am
Unfortunately, the news from home today was not as positive as it usually was. With a war with the
Klingons growing more and more possible with each passing day, the preparations for the conflict had
begun to pervade many facets of daily |life for the crew
group had relatives who held commissions in the Fleet Reserve that were being activated for duty,
while still others had friends or family in the engineering field who were being mobilized to help
complete ships under construction at the fleet yards orbiting Earth and Mars, or to dust off and
upgrade ships from the mothb all fleet for activation.
oWell, -beaypttli®eoks I|i ke itds up to you for the good new
off the viewer screen and withdrawing his tape. The lieutenant slid his tape into the console and
flicked the display back on. A menu of photos appeared on the screen, and he selected a group shot to

show his shipmates. OHere; this is the whole gang. This
indicate various people in the phoTloasthébsisteralis®d ber Mel t her e
brother Kent and his girlfriend Nicole, and Becky and h
ki ds; Harley, Storm and the |little one pulling the shy

00h, Mari ads s o cedfleahinginTohaacloserlook c | ai m



The doors to the room parted again and two security officers stepped in. The leader of the two was
Li eutenant Mehrdad Al kalamy, yet anot heronéyedreetedn of Li eu
of Starfleet who like Washington had come up through the enlisted ranks. The two men had become
fast friends about five minutes after Larsen first set footon  Hood as her newest helmsman, when the
security officer, after helping movreoonhtahissnewogdaster; ol | ecti o
donated extra patches he had from his three previous st
collection. The two security men, ready for integrity patrol of the ship with their sidearms on their
belts, were getting a quick cup of coffee before starting their rounds.

0Scottie!d6 Alkalamy called over after getting his cup.
ONot too bad; two new patTashik-Sotrd and theaPsmpein i6ght f rom t he

oTerrific! Oh, since altk heueGammasshisfoucreew secur it
to be assigned to your shift after | show him the ropes for a bit, so | thought you should get to know

him. 6 Mehrdad gestured to the other security amkn, j ust

0This is Lieutenant . . . 6 Larsent6s face darkened as h
short stocky, brawny type, who also |Iike Ken Washington
Rob Komack! 6

The security lieutenanthad a si mi lar reaction. 0l dondt believe it

Then simultaneously, 6 What t he hell are you stil!/ doing in the s

Things only got worse from there as the coffee cup was tossed unceremoniously aside as Komack
st or med thoughtyou werk cashiered out of Starfleet for good after that mess during the M -5
investigation! o

oMe? Why should | have been the one to get kicked out:”"
charges, remember ! 6 L ar s e ningbexlsat tbersectrity snanf neaechingmimw, s hout
decibel increase for decibelincrease.

0You were the one responsible for trying to load me uj
almost got buried! How did you manage to wheedle your way into thatj ob at Command anyway? You
wer e bound for Delta Vega from what | heard! ¢

obondét pin it all on me, mister; | wasndt the only one
actual laying of the charge wasndt my dhavebeenboried, Youdr e
that dereliction charge should have seen to that!é

0l was <cleared!®o¢

oBul I! More |li ke daddy bailed you out, and tried to ge¢
expose his incompetent son for the useless officerthat hew as ! 6

OWhy you son of a.. !4 Komackds hand twitched slightl)

stopped and he went to lunge at Larsen across the table. He got about one step before he stood face to
face with the entire compliment of the ta ble, standing between the arrogant security man and Larsen.
The security guard, quickly regaining his composure after realizing any further move would get him into

a fight hedd be hugely outnumbered i n, cl eaedtego. hi s thro
Every person in the room was giving Komack a glare of contempt as he moved to rejoin Lieutenant
Al kal amy. 0Can we get on with those rounds, sir? 1dd Ii

0OYeah, sure. o6 Totally bewil dtseen dlkalamy finished his ¢goffeaantd i on he
put the cup in the waste reclamation unit, leading the new security officer out of the room. He cast a
last puzzled glance at Larsen before the doors snapped shut. All the heads in the room now turned
toward the du ty lieutenant, who had sat down to finish eating his breakfast as though the previous two
mi nutes hadndt occurred.

OHef6s the son of a bitch,dé Lindsay muttered to no one
OWhat the bloody hell was thatdallnabbotk maee?dhRi bhe
witnessed. Larsen could have a temper when seriously driven to it, but no matter how bad the

situation, no one had ever seen the duty officer that enr aged. Ther e had been fire ir
soon as the security lieut enant had been recognized.

ONot hing, Rodney; nothing at all.é6 Larsen didndt | ook
0Thatnowast hi ng! 6 Ranox replied. oO0You looked |Iike you ¢
chance! 6

0l wanted to shrelrfedd hMnRandi hi snyed, tapping her mani c

tabletop.



OWho was he?d6 Kimmirut persisted.

OHe menti o#hed the Mou werendt a part of that disaster
you?dé6 Pearson queried.

Larsen looked up at his shipmates, their faces uniform with concern for their friend. He sighed

reluctantly. oO0Thereds no way | can get out of explainin
ONot after that display we witnessed. 6 Thala respondec
ofLar sends hand. o0Come on, if you candét talk to your <cl o
who can you talk to?é

OAll right. I't all st art ekkcakotr. t. wewee heddeddlongnoy hi t ch on t

routine patrol when we got orders to head to Starbase 6. The ship was going to take partin the M -5

computer exercises against the Enterprise, t hough we di dn6ét know that at the
them though, as the course | had wanted to take at the Academy to get my dual helm/navi  gation

gualification had opened up. A dozen of us in total were scheduled to leave the  Excalibur at the base

for reassignment, annual leave or training classes, and a transport/tug that was going to pass through

the base soon after we gotthere hadagreed t o take us along on its trip back

3 Years Ago
USS Excalibur (NCE1664)

The starship Excalibur, yetanother of the Constitution class, closed in on Starbase 6. On the

bridge, the communications officer turned in his chair towardt he captain. o0Captain Harr.i
Starbasehas c¢l eared us for approach to Docking Port 4.6
oUnderseheodgn. 6 Captain Travis Harris replied around t}

clenched between his teeth. Harris was a 30 -year Starfleet veteran , a flamboyant, loud, opinionated
old-school line officer who had served throughout the Klingon Cold War and innumerable scrapes
since. Exactly what Starfleet had needed in those days, he had now become an anachronism and
almost an embarrassment to the sta r service, his big mouth and bullheaded ways building him a solid
career ceiling at the rank of captain. Two things that saved him from being retired were his many

fellow officers from that era that were now senior flag officers, and his sheer capabilities as a
starship commander. 0 Mr. Larsen,Hdnrrkies ugr iimned tehe He cdkli.
young officer at the helm station on the shoulder , 0 L armmaneuvery o ud | | make for six mont

make it a good one. 0



O0Aye, sir. 6 Fdeaatlybnewgek efore, Lieutenantjunior grade Larsen manipulated

the Excal i bumabeuveteethershipatowdrd the indicated docking station. Two other

Constitutions were already moored at the base; the Lexington (NCG1703) and the Hood.

0Cosing in to moorings . . . 06 There was a slight ruml
the docking gantry and the moorings engaged. OMoorings
connections . . . docking completed, sir.o

0 Wel | Ileuwtemant. You better go and get packed son, the Pythagoras will be through in about

two hours to pick you and the others up. o6

0Yes, sir.o6 Larsen left his station and moved toward t
beside the commandchair. 6 Captai n Harri s, before | | danoerserving 6d | i ke
under you, sir.é6 He extended his hand toward Harris, wh
oOYoubve made one fine hel msman, | i eut e neemdadempforce yo ud\
your dwual qualification, thereol|l be a place for you on
0Thank you, sir.o6 With that the lieutenant JG headed f
to get packed. After that, he headed to the transporter room, ready to leave Excalibur for the final

time. The others of the group were either already there or arrived soon thereafter, ready for
transport over to the Starbase.

oLi ke | said, there were twelve of wus in anchlapateavi ng t
from E x ¢ a | ildgalaffi@es, a full ieutenant named Ben Slade. He was headed back to Command to
take up a post at the Judge Advocate Generalds office,
mean a promotion to lieutenant commander like that. After we beamed over to the base transporter

compl ex, we gave our orders to a duty communications of
0. . .named Rob Komack. 6 Ki mmirut offered.

0Thatdés the guy, t houg lnetme eitlir, dt teastinitialip. 8Ven Elade gavea t  t

him our orders tape, Komack was so busy hitting on some

lieutenant, and then he just tossed the tape on a stack to be transmitted while we waited for our ride.
The Pythagoras arrived soon after and we left just as the Enterprise was getting to the base. Of course,
we all know what happened soon after that.o

* % %

0 T hBmterprise is moving in, Captain,6 Larsends r ep Eac ainéehdm, Lidutenanth e
Diana Palmer reported , adding, 0 Di st ance nlidometérf @n6806I1 osing. 6

0Stand by iquthrars;d/d0th polwer. We just wanna get her attention, not do any real
damage. 6

0 Ay e ,6sleireplied and made the appropriate adjustments to the p  hasers.

0Ol ncoming signal from Cleringodere, Wesheycommtthecati ons ¢
reported, 0 Al | ships are to break formation, and attack at w
0OAcknowl edgsei ghat Stand by, hel m. ¢

0Sir, t he Ent e mphasers & the kexirigiom,d t hegscidmae officer , Mei Ling, report ed

from the science station. Her voice suddenly roseto a panic, o Power | evels read full str
oWhat? Verify that!é But Harris got al |l ntwhemtheeri ficat.i
blue beams of energy lanced out from Enterprise and struck home on the L e x i n gsauzer, 8tsking a

power ful bl ow on the shipds impulse engines and causing

The Lexington sheared off and maneuvered out of the line of fire of the  Enterprise, which simply
adjusted to a new target. .. the Excalibur.

0Shiel ds, n o w! maHeenNensi, 6 eWarsriivse or d ek rtde rep/phaserald@sked h e
out again, strikingthe E x ¢ a | iefmgineedng section before anyone could do anything to protect the
ship. The ship rocked violently and wallowed over to port, tossing most of the bridge crew from their

seats. oOoODamage report, XO!O6

ODirect hit to 6t hreepelnigeidnel tr.o ocCmid r . AdvigdtionstEtom, rel | from t
0Theydre reporting heavy damage and fatalities! Warp dri
OHel m, get wus the hell outd6 oH adnderedethen tstalddd dgvosnshis bl e s p e ¢

intercom panel , shouting, 0 Engiinnege,r get those shields up now!od



0l dd |l ove to oblige you, sir, but we have serious dame
shields! o
The Enterprise, under the complete control of the rogue M -5 computer, turned her attention on
the Lexington once more, striking her with another phaser salvo before turning back toward the
Excalibur, which was trying frantically to reach safety. Enterprise fired again, smashing the bridge,
kiling nearly everyone there, and hitting the engineering hull a second time, destroying the main
environmental system of the ship and knocking out what remained of her main power. Burned,
battered, listing, her hull torn open in multiple areas, the Excalibur shuddered to a halt, drifting
helplessly across space.
Diana Pdmer looked around the bridge. There was a hiss of atmosphere escaping into space. She
could barely move, but she stood up and took her seat again, trying to get power to maneuver. The
systems were dead, but fortunately, at least for the moment, the tre acherous Enterprise had left
them for dead. Coughing, she looked around the bridge. The Captain had been impaled by an
over head support. He was dead. To her right, John Far
station, his neck twisted horribly. Sh e felt the tears flow for her old friend and glanced past him to
the sciences station wh e, rlag brédthing shaillowly.,Of all théabridge crefivj a nc ® e
only she and Mei Ling survived. Hurriedly, Diana rushed to the communications consolet o report the
casualtest o the Lexingtoné and to Hoodé.

oOPl ease hear me, Ray! 6 she said after static overwhelrH
shorted out. Diana rushed over to Mei Ling, and heard a whine from overhead. The shell of the hul |
woul dnét hold much | onger. She put her arms wunder Mei

turbolift, praying it would open.

Thank the Lord, itdid! As soon as the doors shut, there was a shudder and boom from the bridge,
then silenceé.

"dckbay," Diana whispered hoarsely into the turbolift's microphone.

The turbolift lurched and whined, but it moved....

* k% %
OWith the environmental systems destroyed, what was | ¢
the hull breaches quickly became unbreathable. Luckily some of the crew were able to get themselves
into sealed compartments and use emergency I|life support

then Captain Russell and his XO at the time, Commander Ray Martin, moved the Hoodin close to the

wreck of the Excalibur after the Enterprise had backed off, and were able to rescue 75 people from

her. Everybody else was later listed as KIA after the Excalibur was towed into the Starbase and

because our change of orders hadneverbeen transmitted by Ensign Komack
0The twelve of you t h&ythagarasrwere lstedtdead dldng with evenytotmee

el se. 6 Ranox mumbl ed, shocked by the story hed6d heard.
OWait, wouldndét they have ctheverweresbmeaohypuudaxzeuhtehnd real i z¢
for?6 Thala queried.

0Some of the crew were lost into space through the hul
never recovered. At the time, withthe E x ¢ a | ictmputedsswrecked, the surviving crew members

either in too much shock, under treatment for serious i

and with so much else connected to the aftermath of the M -5 going on, no one assumed any different

than we had simply been ejected into space, never to b e recovered. All our families were notified

officially we were dead. My mother and grandmother had to be rushed to hospital after hearing the

news. All the while, we were tooling along onboard the Pythagoras, completely oblivious to any of this.

No one tried to reach us, cause no one knew we were alive and well. Two weeks after we left Starbase

6, we got back to Earth . . . and thatdés when things re



Lieutenant Larsen materialized in the transporter co mplex in his hometown of Langley, Canada, a
suburb of the larger city of Vancouver. A quick ride on a transport and he was at the front door of his
parentds home, where he stild!l l'ived whenever he got hom
waited fora response. After a few moments, his father appeared at the door, and something
immediately struck the young officer as not right. The older man looked like an extra decade had

been tacked on to his age, and the | oo&deveeseemanwhs Scott w
dadds face before.

OHIi dad, Il dm home. Are you okay; you dondét | ook too g«
oOWhat? What do you mean youdre home?6

oUh, just that . . . I dm home. I got into that trainirt
dualbri dge qualification. ¢

0OYou cand6t be here. . .youodre. . .youdre dead! Starfl e
OHuh? What are you talking about?é

0OAn officer from Starfleet Headquarters came here abol

had been some kind of accident on the Excalibur. . .all but 75 members of the crew had been killed in
some kind of accident! ¢
oOWhat?6 Scott dropped his bags in the front foyer. o0l
two weeks on a transport/tug coming b ack here from a Starbase, and when | left the Excalibur there
were 418 living men and women aboard her!

oONot any more. . .the officer from headquarters said 't
dead, and that you were one of the casualties. ¢

00Oh my God. . .wherebds Mom?§6

0The hospital. Both she and your grandma were taken t|
died. ¢

0l gotta get up there, r-itrgeinget onto eommandand figweloetevhkat on  t hem
happened after | left the Starbase. 6

* % %

0The whole incident was a complete mess. I contacted
together and try and figure out why wedd been declared
and it took two days t o even get through to somebody at headquarters to sort out our status and
confirm we were actually not dead. By then, we were allangry and were ready to throttle someone for
the situation we were in. The third day after we got back, Lieutenant Slade came  to talk to me while |
was Vvisiting my mother and grandma in the hospital,; heo

our situation. o

* * %
OHey, Scotti e, howds your mom and grandmother?06
0Doing better know t hatlive, huesyill natou af the woods.daveyoa | | y a

figured out anything yet?6

OHave | ever! You r emember S$tdrtmagewhodvasslobbaringovegthat back at
yeoman?é

0Yeah. 6

owel |, I di d some diggi ng caalgsentowahahgeoofuorders. Mhe tapeh e never
is stildl buried somewhere in the pile back at Starbase
0l figured that moron was somehow responsible. Whatos
OHang on to your HHatsifgonr Rtothi sKkoomae.k . .6

0Konka?c! Oh, just great; heds a freaking admiral és son.

him being punished right here and now. 6

ONot | ikely. |l dve talked to my new bosses at JAG head:¢

goforitanyway. Wit h t hat kind of proof, a charge of dereliction
Larsen | et out a slow breath. o0l dondt know, Ben. . o
If you want to, go ahead, just leave me out of it. | just want to take care of my family right now.
oAl I right. Give them my best. ¢



0The | egal eagles at the JAG office filed their notic
custody at the Starbase When the security guards arrested him, he was in rathera. ... compromising
position with another female member of the base staff. Of course, about an hour after the arrest made
the news, the avalanche came down. Vice Admiral Komack took over the investigation into the M -5,
and pretty much became the bullin th e china shop. Anything that remotely connected his son to it he

was determined to bury, and that included wus. ¢
OHow do you mean?d6d Kimmirut queried.
0Shortly thereafter, one by one, the twelve of us stail

odd ones, all directly from the office of Admiral Komack and ones that would certainly make our

careers die a slow death. Lieutenant Slade, far from getting his job at JAG HQ, got assigned to

supervise the engineering teams rebuilding the outpost on Cestus Ill. Jess Fahey was assigned to the

Oceanography section on Excalibur, and was due to take up an instructor post at the O ceanographic

Studies School in Honolulu; instead she got packed off
OWhat good woul doaenar eaginadring@rjéct oc an oceahograph er on a planet that

barely has a | ake, l et alone an ocean?déd Khalsa question
olt was a way of ruining their careers; stick them in

there would be bad performa nce reviews and eventually separation from the service. | was the last one

to get reassigned; I guess being a hel msman meant t here

useful, so Komack needed to come up with something really bad for me. | was about to b e shipped out

to command the new maintenance staff assigned to the dilithium refinery on Delta Vega when one of

my old instructors from the Academy, Commodore Muzzola, offered me a desk job on the staff of Fleet

Admiral Porter. | spent the next eighteen mo nths testifying at M -5 inquiries, studying and training part -

time for my dual qualification and pushing paper at Fle
By now, if the others hadndt already disliked the new
represented, t hde yn odw,d trhoew.prooAdn gal son is onboard this ¢
Thala remarked.

0Yep, and with a whisi scogno mma ubpe i.nt.er.esting. 6 Larsen s
his chair.



Chapter 3: iWWhat s It Good For? O

Two Days Later

Deep Space Station k13 was one of the numerous K-series space stations scattered throughout
Federation space. Usually constructed in remote areas as a way point and supply stop for independent
traders and merchant ships, a K-station was the kind of place that had it been set in a 20th century
movie, it would be built alongside a dusty remote road with a battered sign by it proclaiming it to be
the last services for X amount of miles.




K-13 was one of the numerous stations of various types built close to and right along the Klingon
border and generally saw the same sort of traffic day in and day out; freighters, small private scout
ships and the occasional patrolling Starfleet ship. Today though, was different; two Ptolemy class
transport/tugs were hovering near the station, each one towing two of the standard transport
containers along behind it. Currently docked at one of the three moori ng arms of K-13 was the USS
Sabine (NCG3879) toting two Mark -1 liquid containers, while a short distance out orbited USS Donati
(NCCG3825), with a Mark -3 refrigerated goods container at her tow pad and a Mark -5 products container
behind.

As much as the ships of the Constitution -class were the swift strong stallions of the fleet, the
Ptolemy-class ships were its rugged dependable pack mules. The hugely numerous type could be found
throughout the length, breadth and depth of the Federation, working on e  very conceivable kind of
transport and towing assignment. Not meant to be explorers like the Constitution or the newer Miranda
class, the tugs carried only a smallteam of sciences personnelin their crew, the majority of what
would be science berthsonlar ger shi ps were in the Ptolemyds compl eme:i
handling and engineering specialists to sort, store and handle the freight they hauled and maintain the
systems on the pods as they travelled.

The bridge of a Ptolemy was differentt han a standard Constitution module, a smaller more
compact design with a modified layout. A large master s
bulkhead with a turbolift flanking it on both sides. Three full stations and a half  -station were seton
each side, with engineering, environment and defense systems to port, communications, science and
navigation subsystems to starboard. The two half -stations were dedicated to monitoring any transport
containers the ship happened to be hauling. The center comman d module and the viewscreen in the
forward bulkhead were the only design features carried over.

Commander Esperanza Buenaventura, commanding officer of the Donati for only the past six weeks,
was seated in her command chair, using her foot to make the center seat swing gently back and forth,
a much less irritating way to express her current state of impatience with what was going on than
drumming her fingers on the arm of the chair. Operating from the sector command base at Starbase 10,
her ship and Sabine had been assigned to replenish the supplies of all the other stations int he sector,
both Starfleet and civilian -run facilities like K -13 that operated under Starfleet protection. Donati
carried all manner of medical supplies, concentrates and raw materials for food processor units and
countless containers of those multicolored nutrition cubes in the reefer pod she was towing, while the
products container was packed from stem to stern with every spare part and replacement machinery
unitimaginable. Sa b i paddveere loaded with high grade liquid deuterium, a fuel used in ground and
station-based power plants as a standalone fuel and starship-based warp power plants as a reaction
catalyst with antimatter.

At the Starfleet stations, the resupply process had gone off without a hitch; the fuel was
transferred with the Sabine eit her docked or holding in geosynchronous orbit above the base, while the
cargo from Donati was simply moved via cargo transporter after the ship had received a requisition
order from the base.



At the civilian bases, the process had been nothing but hea daches. Each was run completely
different from the next, with the civilian administrators insisting on following their own homespun
procedures. Buenaventura had needed to bite her tongue more than once on this mission; a complaint
from a civilian authority would not bode well for her so soon into her tenure as a starship commander.
With K-13, things were no different. This time, some fault had developed with the deuterium transfer
process, either with the transfer pumps fromthe Sa b i trandpsrt container or wi t h the baseds
conduits, depending on whether you asked the baseds rag
professional crew. It had been corrected, but with the result that the whole process was now forty  -five
minutes behind schedule. With the accumulated delays from previous stops, the total time lost was
now nearly five hours. This newest delay, along with the stuffy arrogant manner of K -13's

administrator, had taxed the commander6s patience to ne
Thankfully a re prieve was brought to her by her baby -faced chief of communications, a lieutenant

named Ashcroft. 0 | n c Baminensgipper.iCgmmander RivessmvouldHike to speak to

you. o

OPut heem on de screen, Me e st er waAssthiclk, bubunderstanddble.e nav e nt ur
Ashcroft flipped a toggle and an image of Commander Jordan Rivers of the Sabinefilled the

viewscreen. A dark haired man the same age as Buenaventura; in fact, they had been in the same

academy class and were close friends; he wore a couple days worth of stubble to hide the fact that

without it hedd look closer to Ashcroftdo®Haga,than t ha
Esperanza. Wedre all wrapped up with the fuew.transfer;
Renfrew was the obstinate Englishman who administrated K -13.
00Oh thanks, Jordan. 6 She grinned at her counterpart.
Rivers chuckled. 6 You got that right. Thankfully thket was the |
sector. From here on out, only Starfleet facilities.©o
0Ah, efficiency; datoll be nice to deal weeth again. \
0Border OutflastSelki lyoa 1tOhere?6
0You know eet, Jordan. Catch you den. o6

0 Ri & e o uHis.vidage faded off the screen, replaced by an external view of K -13 and the Sabine.

The other tug cleared moorings from the station and moved off, getting a respectful distance from the
station before jumping to warp speed in the direction o f her next stop.



Ashcroft swiveled his seat toward Buenaventur a

by on Channel B for you. 6
00On screen. 6
The image of the grey haired 50 -something station administrator wavered into focus. His vo ice was

agai n.

haughty, his accent thoroughly English, and his manners completely lacking. 0 Wel | , you t ook

bloody time responding to my hail . o6
Esperanza nearly bit through her tongue this time to avoid saying something smart to the civilian.
Summoningd | her professionalism, she stood up out
standing by for your supply requisition, Meester Renfrew. Just send eet over and | weell get my people
started on delivering anytheeng you may need. 6
o0l do h o peamore efficiért than the crew of that other starship. They were absolutely
dreadful at their jobs. l nsisted on bl ami ng my

of

your

her c

engineer

Renfrew reached over and flicked a few switches on his desktop computertermin al. 0 My requi si ti on

order is being tBuenaventaia glaneed overatvAshoroft, who nodded confirmation of
the requisition.
oWedl I start assembling what youdve requested
oVery coweninia,nder . R e The sceen fadad backéto the external view of the base as
the executive officer and chief helmsman, Lieutenant Commander Kaleden, let out a derisive snort and
shook his head. ol dondét believe that guy!bo

and

OReal charm2dé, Navindgat hen officer Lieutenant Moody

oNow, now, gentl emen, datdl |l do. Just because

doesndt mean eetds okay to tease heem. 6 Grinning

commandersettled i nt o her chair again and thumbed her
Oliver. o

0Go ahead, Thekoiceqgf kiautenant Kimberley Oliver,the Do n a tairgh sontrol officer,
filtered back.

o0Keem, we have just nisitorefiom Bleestat Renfsew;hiputepantrAghgroft ees

sending eet down to you now.déd The communications
[

There was a pause, then, 6 Got it skipper. Wedl |l get this fi

oUnder sBtroeoedd.ge out . 0o

Things proceeded routinely for the next half -hour or so. Lieutenant Oliver and her crew of cargo
handlers, minus only one young technician who stayed on the bridge to continuously monitor the
systems of the two containers, set to work g athering the supplies that Renfrew had requested and then
transporting them to K -13. There was little on the list that needed to be retrieved from the products
pod, so that was done first and then the entire team turned their efforts to moving supplies fro m the
reefer container. Then, without warning, the alarm light in the center of the helm/navigation console
began to blink insistently, making heads snap around all over the bridge. Commander Kaleden
consulted his instrument s htig defleicter dohtsols jusi IGcked ip, o my

t
scanners dondt show anything out there beyond th

Buenaventur a, having shot out of her chair to
instruments, turned now towards the science staton . 0 Ensi gn S&6Vona, do de

anytheeng?6 The young Caitian junior science of fi

commanderrr, | have nothing. . .wait, a sizeable space displacement rrreading now, bearrring 212
marrrk 58, rrrange 100000 ki | omet errrs. 6

0OPut dat area on de screen. 6 The feline ensign
viewscreen adjusted to show that bearing. At first, nothing could be seen on the screen, then , a whole

section of the starfield began to wa ver. The effect shimmered and fluctuated, forming into the shape
of a Klingon D-7 Battlecruiser .
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0 Hoshget!é Bue nav e nfortherzomohand ehair and began barking out orders, opening the

intercom as she seated herself. O0Red Alert! AlIl hands,

As the alert klaxon began to bleat, the commander turned firstto the  defense console, then to

communi cations. OEnsign Belcarra, raise de shields and
Priority One deestress calland den try and get ahold of de Sabine!l nf or m dem we need assi s
0Aye, madam! 6 Both men responded.

Hernext or der was directed to the cargo monitoring cons
crew dat we have to do an emergency ejection! Dey have seexty seconds to clear de container, or

deydll have to ride eet out der ednmalrhcee rt,e cshtna rcti laend .| odoMeef
oDatds an order, meester! Keeck dose containers |l oose
dose el ephants strapped to our back! 6

20-year-old Technician 2nd Class Richmond had been told nothing in training about ever jettisoning
a cargo pod with a work crew still on board, and even though there was environmental machinery on
board to maintain survivable conditions, the pods had no shields and would be completely vulnerable
when kicked loose from the tug. Sti Il he obeyed orders, sounded the jettison warning on the container
as well as wusing his stationf6s intercom to warn them, g
down on the jettison controls.



The pods separated from the tow pad and from eac h other as Commander Buenaventura and her
crew finished squaring the Donati away for battle. Equipped with two twin phaser banks, one forward
and the other aft, the modestly armed tug was hardly an ideal weapon to do battle againsta D -7, but it

was all they had for now. Hopefully the distress calls, now issuing from both the ship and the space
station, would attract help.



X

)
ol

A short distance away, at least by intergalactic standards, the destroyer USS Saladin (NCG500) was
on a patrol of the sector. These patrols had taken on an ever -increasing urgency in the last few days
with the dark clouds of war looming ever larger. The job was not made any easier by several false
alarms that had been raised, keeping the Saladin busy hustling back and forth across the area. Her
skipper, Captain Ray Martin, was at present making the rounds of the bridge stations, pausing
occasionally to closer study a readout or discuss something with one of the bridge crew.

Captain Martin had served a number of years on the destroyer, working his way up through the
ranks. Serving first as her heimsman, he eventually became her first officer under her former
commanding officer, then Commander, now retired Captain, John Russell. The two men had then seen
Hood through th e M-5 disaster while Saladinhad been under refit, with Martin e
stripes and being given command of the Saladin as reward for his part in the saving of the 75 survivors
from Excalibur.




After completing the circuit, he turnedt o his first officer/science officer, a Vulcan lieutenant
commander. OMr. Xonac, any further si gnSatafinhachbaen i nt rude
called to investigate an unidentified ship reported orbiting an automated dilithium refinery near
Starbase 10. They had pursued it most of the way back towards the border, unable to get close enough
for a more detailed scan before losing the contact when
disturbance.

ONegative, captadn, éoXsuhti ngphis scanner hood again.
sensors at all. Whatever that vessel was, it has not <co
O0Keep your eyes open for it.é Martin ordered as he mo\
barely gotten seated wh en his chief of communications, Lieutenant junior grade Lisa Randal, suddenly

spoke up. o0Captain, Il 6m recei ving al3dhegarerepartmgtiieg | | fr om

are under attack by a KlingonD-7Bat t |l ecrui ser . 6



The seriesoff al se alarms, four in the last three days, gave
about racing off towards another potentially bogus call, but a follow up from Randall cast aside all

doubts. O0There is also a second &onsfrom&Ksl3issoal | coming in
overpowering that all | can make out is the name of the transmitting ship;  Donati. 6

oCaptain, thebDdnatiamss parstt/etdugas conducting a resupply op
Xonac reported after hurriedly consulting his co mputer.

0Two calls about the same thing; thatodés all the proof

Shea, arm all phasers and photon torpedoes! ¢



OAye, sir!dé Lieutenant Commander Robert Sheay, also knc¢

Assault Command Operations, or MACO®6s, the shipds head
the red alert klaxon began to blare. Sheads green wunifo
stand out among the r esdblueénd tedh wnifolms and gokel assignenemd s g o |

patches. He headedthe 50-st r ong contingent of MACO®GSs,; part Marines,

as the Saladinds security team, boarding party and peac
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Palmer plotted the course and ex ecuted the necessary maneuver to pointthe Sa |l a dowtéward
K13 as navigation officer Lieutenant junior grade | 1lia
mi nhutes, captain.?o

oUnderstood. 6 Martin pressedohEsgimeéericogq; chbintr 8i nghbBr
urgent distress call coming in from Space Station K-13 and the starship Donati; | want bit of speed you
can give me. o



0 Can d oThe wicerof chief engineer Lieutenant Commander James Singh filtered back. The
Saladin was now racing towards K-13 with every bit of her warp power driving her forward, her total
crew of 200, both MACO and line Starfleet, both officer and crewman, hurrying to their battle stations
or already there. The Hansther bankefpliasersfand twan plwtaretorpedowi t
launchers, was far more of a match for a Klingon D -7 than the tug could ever hope to be. Still, there
was strength in numbers.

oLi eutenant Randall, check to see dfsangssthaldlsiBi Mar
ordered.

0OAye, sir.o6 She consulted her console for a moment, W (
to her ear, then turned back Sabmedaublthgbaddt adsistras webeSi r |, I s h
the Molock on her way from near Border Outpost Kilo10-3; s heds approxi mately an hou

away at maxi mum war p. OMolSck (NGGbR2) Had been iassigned as kehpatml
partner for this part of the quadrant, and she was also racing to help K -13 andthe Donat. o0 But t hatds
everybody in the i mmedi ate area, sir.ao

oUnderstood. 6 Martin | eaned back, contempShladini ng t he st
raced to the rescue. oO0Well then, looks like itds up to



Donati shuddered under the force of a salvo from the D -7's disruptors as she ducked and dodged
around her only slightly larger opponent. So far, the Klingon had fairly evenly  split her salvoes between
the tug, which had been able to dodge some of what was aimed at her, and the space station, but for
the moment they seemed more interested in hammering away at the deep space station, which had
obstinately continued to broadcast distress calls despite the Klingon initial attempts at jamming, then
their intense firing at the station. Unarmed, K -13 had a strong sturdy deflector shield grid, but it would
not last much longer under the intense pounding the Battlecruiser was dishing ou t.
O0Our shields are ddwnstar20dpemceé¢wmt baKely 20! 6 Ensign

0Continue firing, ensign! Hel m, breeng us about to 27
de forward phasers, den hit dem with de aftbank s as we <clear de bow! é
0Aye, mabdam! 6 Kal eden adjusted his controls, swinging

loose the forward phaser banks.



The blue bolts lashed at the Klingonds ventral shi
slashedatthe Donatif&és shields, which was answered by bolts
beams struck home on the shields protectingthe D-7' s pri mary sensor systems o
long-necked warship. Another disruptor salvo went wide as the tug sheared hard away to starboard,
making a long loop in preparation for another pass.

As the Donati swung away, the commander of the Klingon Battlecruiser brought his fist down on the
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arm of his chair. o0Bah! This Ear tshhicm!pd aHen vhoaunldd ehsa vteh arte

been in for a shock had he known the true gender of
transmitter on the Earth base been silenced yet?6

h

S



ONo, commander ; it continues to send out distress si g
O0Bring us about towards the station; I want a full sal
torpedoes! ¢

0Commander, at this rawgapansud¢dubarsagerefyadamage us
weapons officer trailed off as he found himself staring
oDi d | ask for a report on the risk to us, l'i eutenant?¢
O0No, sir. o6

0Then do as | ordered! 6

0Yes, sir!o6 As the weapons officer set to work, anot he
another Earth vessel closing in! ltds dropping out of w
oOn viewer!dé The viewscreen on the KIingonthabthei dge, s mz
rectangular model on Starfleet ships, fl as-tlasgdvessed s how t
commander; identified as United Star Ship Sabine. 6

ol havdé&nsiygs!, é The new arrival had bar edoyedbeftva r ed war p
cargo containers, the residual momentum from the warp drive continuing to carry the pods forward as

the ship charged towards the D-7 her forward phaser batteries blasting.

the space station when it is ready, th en turn your attention to the Earth vessels. | want them
destroyed! 6

o0Yes, commander! 6 Working his controls, the KIlingon Ii
forward torpedo launcheratK -1 3. O Weapons ready, sirl!o

OFire!o

The green bolts of disruptor fire lanced out from the D -7's batteries, followed closely by a brace of
glowing orange orbs as her torpedo launcher spat forth its fury. Aimed directly at the space station,
the full salvo of disruptors overwhelmed what remained of her shields as the torpedoes ripped into the

stationds super s amagingithe iower core ef the stadidn ynd dtarting raging fires.
Burning furiously, the station began to break up.



06mmanderrr, the Klingon vessel has scorrred a
collapse is imminent!dé S6Vona reported.

di

0Can we transport de people from de base aboar d?é

could respond, there w as a sudden flaring fireball from the core of K -13 as the structural collapse of
the main part of the station compromised her main power reactor.

With a final cry of shrieking metal and explosions, K -13 disintegrated. All three spaceships veered
away in an effort to avoid the shockwaves and debris that began to flare outwards from the destroyed
space station. Donati and Sabine, further away, were able to avoidt he worst of it. The D -7, much
closer, far too close in fact, took the explosion
from the main core, slammed across the port side of the Battlecruiser as she attempted evasive action,
briefly overwhel ming her shields and in that moment striking both her port warp and impulse engines,
as well as completely destroying her primary sensors. Green warp plasma began to vent fromthe D -7 as
she shuddered under the blow. Although damaged, reeling and with her maneuverability now on par
with that of one of D o n a tcargd sontainers,the Bat t | ecr ui ser ds weapons st
her crew was still able to perform their duties as they stabilized the wounded ship and continued to
fight, scoring a direct hit on the Sabine
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OWhat is our damage?d6 The Klingon commander barked as
0Severe damage t o b eandimpuse dripebMain scannatseare wamuseless, and
secondaries are functioning at only one -third efficiency! We have enough for weapons targeting, but

the range is limited to 100 kellicams! 6
0Continue to fire as best we can!é
0Yes, commantder weapons officer fired anot ISebhineasal v o, S

the Donati continued to lash the D -7 with her phasers. The back and forth continued for some time,
the Klingon crew holding their own. At one point during the battle, one of the Sa b i petisbreed

Mark-1 containers drifted close to the Klingon vessel. 0 C«
closed to within 5 kellicams of wus!®6

0l am not concerned with it unless it bears weapons at
ONo, commander . 6

0OThen pay it no heed! Focus on the Earth vessels! o




This time both Donati and Sabine were hit as the Klingons fired again, but shortly thereafter, t he
KlIl'i ngon scanners detected the arrival of another ship.
scanners, commander, but from the configuration it appearstobeascout -cl ass vessel. 6



0Ah, less of a threat than these tugs! Lock all weaport
weapons officer went to fire, but was knocked off his feetastheD -7 s huddered violently. 0
phaser strike; thatwasaFeder ati on torpedo! 6

Saladin swooped in, firing her phasers and photons at the wounded Battlecruiser. With her arrival,
the two tugs regrouped and attacked again, multiplying the damage done to the D -7. She was still
fighting hard though, as she was able to get off that salvo the commander ordered just before Sal adi nd s
arrival. The barrage of disruptors and torpedoes slammed into the Sabine, overloading her shields and
doing considerable damage to the tug. Her engines disabled for the moment, she beg an to drift
helplessly. As the Battlecruiser turned slowly to line up on her again, attempting to finish  Sabine off,
Captain Martin caught sight of the transport container that had drifted close tothe D  -7. Where the D-7
captain had seen an object of incon sequence, Ray Martin saw a possible opportunity. He turned to his
first officer.



0Xonac, give me a scan of that transport pod. | want t

The Vulcan nodded and turned towards his scanner hood.
compensate for the drive plasma leaking from the Battlecruiser--onemoment, sir. 6 The pul sa
glow of his scanner illu minating his face, the first officer reached down and worked several controls
without taking his eyes out of the scanner hood for even a split second.



s i-Irliquid transpart centaiaan, doatends relsichas &pproxim ately

ol have it now,
15,000 cubic meters of refined deuterium. One of the tugs may have been on a refueling mission when
the Klingon attacked. 6

intensely studying the KIlingon

Martin |leaned forward,
the pod with our phasers, could we detonate the deuterium and take out the Battlecruiser? 6
Xonac shook his head. oUnlikely, captain. Our phasers

container and cause the deuterium to be vented into space. And at phaser range, if we did achieve
detonation, the resulting explosion could very well consume the Saladin and both tugs as well as the

Klingon. However, a photon torpedo strike with us at maximum torpedo range would certainly cause
detonation and keep us relativelysafeapar t from t he resulting shockwave. 6



OWhat abs8Babihe? 6 hAs he spoke the words the question was
off what would be her last salvo even as phasers from both Donati and Saladin struck home, knocking
out the D-7's primary power.

fat )

The last burst of disruptors and torpedoes impacted the disabled tug, destroying her in an instant
cataclysmic burst of flames; there were no survivors.



Rage filed Ray Martin as he helplessly watched the Sabinedi si ntegrate. oL
the Donati to back out to a distance of 150,000 kilometers . Lieutenant Palmer, back us out to that
distance as well. Commander Shea, lock photon torpedoes on that transport container and fire when
ready! 6

eut enant

f



0OAye, sir! o6 All three of f i cDomat mavedgléar of the engagementn t aneous |
area as Shea reported he had target lock.

OFire!6 A red b$8al a didnpedpsulbes towardthb entainer. In essence, a
matter/antimatter bomb was now racing towards a container loaded with 15,000 cubic  meters of
premium unleaded starship fuel.



Commder, a torpedo i ncoming! I't is locked on that <ca
Scan it! What is in there?2¢6

I't reads as. . .deuterium, sir! I n large quantity! o

o O O

The Klingon commander had just enough time to utter one last curse before the missile struck the
container and obliterated it and the Klingon vesselin one massive eruption.



There were cheers throughout Saladin and Donati as the enemy vessel was destroyed, but none of
them were on the bridges of either ship.




oLieutenant Randal I, contact Starfleffor @ommamdof Rwehla{la
happened here, and of the loss of the Sabine Mr. Xonac, compile damage reports from the Donati and
offer them any assistance they may need. Well, ladies and gentlemen, it appears as of now, we are at
war . 06




