Episode 33

The Quest

About February 10th, 2378

Stardate 55110

She's our home, all right, Commander Chris Harriman thought to himself.  Immediately, he felt at home in his quarters.  Like much of the ship, his quarters were primarily a…dark shade, a dark mood…but not in a negative way.  They were calm, peaceful.  They reminded him of the bridge on the Dragon-A…

The only qualm he had was that his office was in his quarters.  They were one and the same.  It was a smaller ship, true, and it didn't have room to give any of the senior staff their own office…but that wasn't what bothered him.  What bothered him was the fact that his office wasn't up on deck one…next to the bridge.  For three years, that's where his office had been.  He was going to have to get used to having it in his quarters now.

Chris looked out the window at the Open Sector of the Danzia Construction yard.  Next to the Dragon was a Sovereign class starship under construction…and for the most part, it appeared completed.  USS Typhon Chris read to himself.  Must be named in honor of the Typhon fleet…

He would have actually preferred having a Sovereign class starship named the Dragon…they were bigger, faster, and more powerful than the Intrepid class.  The Intrepid class was a mission-by-mission type of starship…when they launched, they were assigned to one mission or another.  Sovereign class starships were multitask…like the Galaxy class, but not quite as capable…and very good at defense.

Chris was startled by the door chime, but recovered immediately and turned around.  "Come in," he ordered calmly.

The doors parted to reveal Lieutenant Commander Vendar Perkins.  She smiled and nodded as she entered and the doors closed behind her.  "Sir."

"What can I do for you, Vendar?" Chris asked as he walked around his furniture.

"You asked me to inform you fifteen minutes before the Captain was due to arrive," she stated simply.

Chris frowned and nodded his head.  "Yes…I did.  But you could have told me that over the comm system."

She hesitated at this suggestion and looked down at the deck.  She seemed to ponder a question for a moment…before looking up at him.  "Well…for three years, I have been friends with the Dragon crew.  Now we basically have a whole new engineering crew, except for Vicki."

Chris nodded, urging her to go on.  She hesitated even further…but continued.  "Well…the original Dragon crew is all I've known since I've come out of the academy.  I guess…I guess my question is…do you think everything will be OK?"

Chris stood there for a moment with a blank expression, considering the question himself.  Vendar had once confided in him that she hadn't taken on any other 'famous' posts because she was afraid of adding an unstable element to a finally stable crew.  Now…there was a whole new engineering crew…and a whole new commanding officer.

He sighed, hesitating in his answer…  She had a very good, and very warranted question.  Choosing his words carefully, he said, "Well…if there's one thing I've learned in life, its that change is inevitable.  All good things come to an end."

She considered that statement for a moment, then shrugged and nodded her head…two contradictory actions that somehow made sense in the current situation.  "I guess that's true…"

Chris smiled and shook his head, moving past her.  As he did, he patted her shoulder.  "And with the first Klingon captain ever in Starfleet…this change is going to be one hell of an obstacle."

With that, he left his quarters, Vendar trailing behind, and headed for the turbolift.  As he did so, he pressed his communicator.  "All senior officers report to the shuttle bay.  Prepare for the arrival of the commanding officer."

He pressed his communicator again to close the channel, then stopped in front of the turbolift and pressed the command key.

"You know…even in this day and age, people tell horror stories about Klingons," Vendar commented as if she were only half speaking to Chris.

He laughed a little at the suggestion.  "Yeah…but then again, you'd be surprised about the rumors that were being told about me when I first took command of the Dragon.  Did you know that people said I was one-tenth Romulan and that I was planning on turning the Dragon over to the Romulan Empire?"

She smiled and nodded her head.  "Yes…I remember hearing about that one.  Never believed it for a second."

He nodded and smiled at her, then entered the now-open turbolift doors.  When Vendar followed, he commented, "Besides which, I'm actually one-tenth Cardassian, and it was the Jem Hadar that I planned on handing the Dragon over to."

She frowned and shook her head, not even bothering to look at him.  "Right, and I'm half Bolian."

Chris angled his head questioningly.  "Seriously?  You know, the Bolinas were one of the first species we planned on destroying after we got through with Starfleet."

She looked at him with a dumb expression on her face.  "You know, you're not very good at lying."

He looked up sheepishly, then looked down at the deck of the turbolift.  "All right, you got me…they're the second species we want to destroy.  The first are those damn telepaths, the Betazeds…they annoy the hell out of the Founders."

She playfully hit him in the stomach…only to find that the turbolift doors had opened just as she had done so…and standing there was a Klingon wearing a red-collared uniform with four pips on it.

Both Chris and Vendar's eyes went wide before they snapped to attention.

"Commander, are you letting this lesser officer assault you?!" he asked in his gruff, deep voice, sneering at Vendar like she was some child.

Feeling like an instructor at the Academy was lecturing him, Chris let a little smile creep onto his face before he answered, "Uh, no sir…I was just teaching her how to defend herself."

The Klingon's face did not change expressions at all as he looked from Chris to Vendar and back again.  Then, from out of nowhere, a huge smile overcame his face.  He burst out in an echoing laugh as he slammed his hand on Chris's shoulder, causing a slight pain to shoot through his torso.

"I like you already, Commander!  You must be my first officer, yes?"

Chris smiled and relaxed.  "That's correct, sir, Commander Chris Harriman."

"I am Captain K'Taul, son of Mulsod," he stated proudly, as if just being the son of that person were the greatest honor in all of the galaxy.  "I am your new Commanding Officer."

Unexpected, Chris thought to himself.  He never expected a Klingon officer to be so…friendly!  "Sorry for being late in attending your arrival, sir," Chris stated, half expecting K'Taul to suddenly change attitudes and lecture him.

"Do not be troubled, I arrived early," K'Taul stated, moving into the turbolift to let the doors close.  "Bridge," he added, causing the turbolift to move again.

Chris nodded, uneasy about his new commanding officer…  He looked around as if the turbolift were the most impressive part of the ship.  "So, what do you think of the Dragon?"

K'Taul looked at him and smiled a toothy grin.  "She's a decent ship, excellent for combat," he stated proudly.  "Not to mention the upgraded version has excellent sensors and an astrometrics lab."

Chris nodded nervously.  "Yeah, she packs a punch and can tell you what happens to every micron in a battle!"

K'Taul looked curiously at him with a frown on his face.  Chris immediately looked away, realizing that his nervousness was probably very evident…

"Why are you nervous around me?" K'Taul asked, curious.

Chris looked at the deck, wishing he weren't so transparent.  "Well…it's been three years since I've had a commanding officer."  He looked K'Taul in the eye.  "Admirals never make me nervous, but it's…awkward to suddenly not have command of the vessel I'm stationed on."

K'Taul's face only became more curious.  "You mean to tell me you are not nervous because I am a Klingon?"

Chris frowned questioningly, never even considering anything like that.  "No, sir, other species do not make me nervous.  The only exception would have to be the Borg."

K'Taul nodded approvingly with a smile on his face.  "I see."

The turbolift finally stopped and opened up onto the corridor.  They quickly moved through the corridor and through the doors onto the bridge.  "Captain on the bridge!" he stated crisply, knowing that he should follow all standard procedures unless K'Taul states otherwise.

"At ease," K'Taul said, moving quickly to the command chair.  Vendar moved to her station to the left while Chris followed K'Taul to the command area.

"Give me a readiness report," K'Taul ordered.

Chris didn't even have to bring any data up; he already knew the status of everything.  "The last of the construction crew left the ship over half an hour ago.  All outer access hatches have been sealed, which means we are running on our own life support now.  Warp core is online and functioning perfectly.  None of the propulsion drives have been tested yet.  Deflector control is online and ready to engage the deflector dish at any moment."

K'Taul nodded approvingly.  "Thank you, Commander."  He looked to Lieutenant James Trikal, who had just come back from the shuttle bay, and added, "Helm, engage starboard, port, aft, and forward thrusters…put them at station keeping."

James nodded as he sat down and began keying in the command.  "Aye, sir, thrusters at station keeping."

Chris opened a ship-wide channel.  "All hands, go to condition blue.  Prepare to debark."

The lights on the bridge turned a blue tint, indicating atmospheric flight was imminent.

"Thank you, Commander, I'll give the orders now," K'Taul stated, seemingly annoyed that Chris had taken the initiative.  Hey, I know when to give orders and why…
"Open a channel to the yard control officer," K'Taul ordered.

After a moment, Vendar replied, "Channel open, sir."

"This is Captain K'Taul of the Dragon," he said proudly.  "Requesting permission to debark."

"Permission granted, Captain," the officer replied.  "Good journey to you!"
K'Taul nodded his head.  "Bring the view screen online, forward view."

Immediately, the dry, desert like surface of the crater as well as the Akira class starship ahead came into view.  It was a bright, sunny day in the open sector…

"Helm," K'Taul finally managed to say.  He was hesitant; no doubt like Chris was when he first took command of the Dragon.  "Engage lateral thrusters…take us out!"


James keyed in the command…and with that, the ship slowly began to lift off.  A few people working on the outer hull of the Akira class starship started waving to them as the Dragon lifted above them.  A sort of pride overcame Chris for a moment.  It may not be his ship…but it was the Dragon, his home.  Once again, a Dragon would be among the stars…

"Engaging aft thrusters," James added.

The shadow of the Dragon engulfed the Akira for a moment as she passed overhead.  The nose of the Dragon pointed towards the sky…towards the stars.  She sliced through the thin atmosphere…and within moments, the blue sky disappeared, replaced by the blackness of space and the vast ocean of stars.

This was where a starship truly belonged, among the stars.  They were finally, truly, at home.

"Lieutenant…set a course for Deep Space Nine…” K'Taul smiled his toothy grin as he stared at the stars…  "Warp seven."

"Course laid in, sir."

He nodded simply and said, "Execute."

Execute?  Chris never did like that word…but oh well.  He wasn't in command now.

The wings on the Dragon folded up…and a moment later, the stars were streaking by…

Commander Kalia Tarkent stood up slowly, having to stand before a crowd once again.  She was never comfortable giving speeches…she did what she did, and that was the only time she felt comfortable being the center of attention.

Everyone was in the Mess Hall…well, everyone that could fit, all of her closest friends.  The entire senior staff, Vicki, who was the only other original engineer from the Dragon on board, as well as various other officers.  They were all here…to say goodbye to her.

"Well…" she began hesitantly.  "It most definitely has been an interesting three years!  We've all gone through so much together…I almost wish I would not have accepted."  She looked down at the deck and shook her head solemnly.  "Each and every one of you have been there for me when I needed a friend the most…you've inspired confidence in me…"  She looked up to Chris…  "When it seemed like there was nothing to be confident about."  He smiled and nodded to her, knowing that she was primarily directing the comment at him.

She shook her head, realizing she felt lost now…  Feelings of regret and hesitance coursed through her body…  If only Terry had been assigned to the Dragon…but then the Intrepid class starships don't generally carry counselors…
"I…know that none of you want me to go."  The words were becoming smaller, weaker, as her emotions became more intense…  "I don't want to go either.  You've all become my family…and this."  She motioned to the ship around them.  "This is our family's home, even if it only became our home recently.  It still is the Dragon…our protector.  She's carried us into the unknown, taken us through hostilities…and brought us all out of it.  What more could you want from a home?"

She smiled as she realized something.  "You know…on all of my other posts…I never became so attached to a ship…or its crew.  I never really even cared, one ship was just…just another ship."  A tear started to slowly form in her eye…  The entire mess hall was staring silently at her, some of them also forming tears.  Three years together...three years of hardship and fun...  "This...was the first time that I felt like I…I belonged…I belonged here, on this ship."

Everyone nodded in agreement with her.  She did belong…but everyone also knew why she wasn't staying…and they all respected that.  They didn't make any more objections; they didn't make leaving any harder for her than it already was…they were just enjoying what short time they had left with her.

"I'll never forget any of you," she stated, the tear finally starting to stream down her face…  "And one day…I would very much like to join you all again."

She left it at that and sat down quickly, feelings of sadness coursing through her…with a hint of longing in it.  She hadn't even left…yet she wanted to come back…

Chris looked at the deck for a moment…then looked at her.  "You know…you'll always be welcome here."

She smiled at him for that comment…and knew it to be true.  It was her family…they would let her come back any time she wished…because she belonged.  Everyone leaves home eventually…now was her time to do so…

For now…she would leave home…but then and there, she swore to herself that one day…she would return.  One day, she would come home again.  One day…she would belong again…

K'Taul nodded respectively to Colonel Kira Nerys as he entered her office next to Ops.  "Captain K'Taul," she stated, standing up respectively.  "It's an honor to meet the first Klingon captain in Starfleet."

Sitting down in a chair in front of her desk, followed closely by Chris, he replied, "The honor is mine.  I heard of your actions on Cardassia near the end of the War."

She nodded and then sat down herself.  "We don't have a lot of time," she immediately started.  "Five hours before the Dragon launched from Danzia, we received a distress call from unexplored space.  Now the unusual part of this transmission is that it uses a highly-developed subspace carrier signal…it reached Earth in roughly five hours."

K'Taul let his surprise show on his face.  "Five hours?!" Chris asked, astonished.

Kira nodded in confirmation.  "Yes, five hours.  The USS Sovereign was sent to investigate the distress call from Starbase 514, she was the nearest ship at the time…that was a day ago.  The last report we heard from her was when she entered a sector that the distress signal originated from…and we've not heard from her since."

K'Taul frowned curiously.  "So there are a couple of possibilities.  What ever attacked the source of the distress signal destroyed the Sovereign…or someone else who intercepted the distress signal met them in-system."

Kira nodded solemnly.  "That last guess is what we are guessing it is."  A display on the wall suddenly flared to life at Kira's command.  On it was a tactical display of Cardassian, Federation, and Romulan space, basically the major powers that were around the 'top half' of Federation space.

"As you can see," she continued, "the distress call originates to the galactic east of Breen space, above Federation space."  The map expanded slightly to show Breen space, which was ‘north’ of Cardassian space.  "Eight hundred twenty light years from here.  We've basically ruled out the Ferengi simply because they don't possess the technology to destroy a Sovereign class starship…unless they have some new weapon.  It could be the Breen, Cardassians…or even the Romulans, which would fit."

The tactical view zoomed in on Romulan space, close to the Typhon Expanse and Deep Space 4.  "Several Romulan starships, mostly scouts, moved to this area of Romulan space.  One Romulan War Bird, the D'Raul, cloaked the moment it reached the area…and hasn't been seen by sensors any where else."

"So our primary suspects are the Romulans?" Chris asked.

She nodded in reply.  "That's right."

"So they are sending an Intrepid class starship in where a Sovereign class has failed?" K'Taul asked, knowing that the Federation was not that ignorant when it came to tactics.

"No," she stated simply.  "The Dragon is simply escort for another Sovereign class starship, the USS Shauny."

That was a little better…but considering they lost contact with a Sovereign class starship, K'Taul expected something more around the lines of an Excalibur class starship.

"The Shauny arrived just after you did, but her captain was already briefed.  They are waiting on the Dragon to leave."

K'Taul nodded and stood up.  "Then we should leave."

Chris also stood up then, followed quickly by Kira.  She extended her hand, a human gesture that K'Taul had become used to.  He shook her hand as she said, "Good luck to you, Captain."

"Thank you," he stated.  With that, he turned around and headed for the exit, Chris following.  Deep Space Nine was…different without Sisko being in command.  Last time K'Taul had been here, the entire crew was still here, during the Dominion war.  Much had changed since then…

It didn't take K'Taul and Chris long to reach the transporter room, and minutes later, they were on a turbolift.  Both had been silent as they traveled, contemplating the mission…wondering why only one extra ship had been assigned to something obviously dangerous…

When they reached the bridge, they wasted no time.  "Commander Perkins, hail the USS Shauny and tell them we are ready to depart.  Helm, prepare to debark.  Once we're clear of the station, follow the Shauny at maximum warp."

"Aye," both Vendar and James stated.  "Releasing docking clamps…"

James popped his head into the recently opened doors leading into engineering.  Directly ahead was the many blue colors of the warp reactor.  He looked around for her…but couldn’t find her.

Yet the computer said she was here…so he entered and decided he’d look for her himself.

He looked at all of the engineers walking around, working at stations…none of their faces were familiar.  They were all new people…

He then noted that this engineering was a lot smaller than the Dragon class.  Compared to them, this one was…almost claustrophobic!

Someone suddenly caught his eye as she walked by, and he nodded to her…only to pause.

As she walked by, he turned around and said, “Excuse me.”

She stopped and looked at him, a smile on her face.  “Yes?”

This person…was an ensign…yet…

Hoping he wasn’t crazy, he hesitantly asked, “Are you, by chance, related to Vendar Perkins?”

The smile vanished from her face and formed into a frown.  Uh oh…  “Yes, I am related to Vendar!  Why?”

“Amazing!” he stated, looking hard at her face.  “You look just like her!”

“But I am not her,” she stated, clearly annoyed.  “My name is Kristine Scott!”

He immediately recognized her name.  “Hey, I remember her talking about you!  You’re her cousin, right?”

“That’s right!”  She was annoyed about something…but before he could ask what, she asked, “Am I excused now, sir?”

Taken back, all he could do was simply nod his head.  She spun on her heel and marched out of engineering.

“Don’t take it personally, Lieutenant,” another voice spoke up from behind him.

James spun around to see who had just talked to him.  There he saw what he guessed was the new chief engineer.

“Sir?” he asked curiously.

The Ktarian smiled and nodded after Kristine.  "People have been, for all accounts and purposes, prodding at her like some science animal.  She’s gotten sick and tired of everyone comparing her to her famous cousin.”

James looked over his shoulder, then looked back to the Ktarian.  “I see…I’ll have to apologize to her later.”

The Ktarian stuck out his hand then and stated, “I’m Jurand Sall, the new chief engineer.”

James grinned and took his hand.  “Nice to meet ya, sir.  I’m James Trikal, the helmsman.”

Frowning, Jurand asked, “The same from the T’Laulland incident?”

James froze when Jurand asked that question…  “Uh…yes, sir.”

He smiled at pat his harm a couple times.  “Don’t worry…I don’t think any less of you because of that.  Just, uh…don’t do it with this ship, or at least while I’m engineer.”

James smiled weakly, but he didn’t like being reminded of that…incident.
“Any way, what are you doing here in engineering?” Jurand asked.

The incident forgotten, James started to look around again.  “I’m looking for Vicki, actually.”

Jurand nodded knowingly.  “Ah yes, the only remaining engineer from the last Dragon.”  He motioned his head back and up.  “She’s up on the second deck running an injector diagnosis.”

James smiled.  “Thanks.”

Jurand moved to start working on another console, letting James look up onto the platform. He couldn’t see her from here…

He sighed and walked over near the warp core.  He spotted the small lift that led up and immediately walked onto it.

He still was a bit apprehensive…  They’d both been friends for a while now and usually kept in contact…but she had ignored all of his messages since they had come back from the Kalium galaxy…

Finally, he pressed the command to send the lift up and waited impatiently for it to reach the top.  He wondered what happened to make her ignore his messages.  Despite the fact that his hitting on her sometimes annoyed her, she always…always sent him replies…

The slow lift finally reached the top, letting him off and onto the top deck.  He looked around, and sure enough, she was on the other side of the warp core working on a console.

He paused for a moment as he looked at her back…then decided to walk over to her.  Casually, he did so, moving around the warp core, until he was behind her.

She heard him walk up behind her and turned around to face him.  She didn’t say a word, though…which was unusual.

“Hiya Vicki!” he said lightly, trying to lighten her up a bit.  What’s with the morbid face?
She simply nodded, not changing her expression.  “James…can I help you with something?”

He frowned and glanced behind her.  When he looked at her again, he said, “Yeah…you can tell me what you’ve done with my friend and give her back!”

The grin overcame his face…but hers did not change…and the tension was killing him.  Vicki suddenly shook her head and quickly turned back to the console she was working on.  He noted, however, that she didn’t start to work on it.

James moved to the side of her and leaned against the console.  “Seriously…what’s wrong?”

She closed her eyes and shook her head slowly, clenching her teeth.  “James…don’t.”

He frowned and tilted his head in curiosity.  “What do you mean?”

“Don’t…”  she glared at him.  “Don’t go around hitting on me!  I don’t need that right now!”

He was taken back by her statement.  “I haven’t hit on you yet!  I was just being friendly…”

“You always have something else in mind!”  She was nearly in tears now, frustration surfacing…  Something was seriously wrong…

When she turned away from him again and looked at the console, he moved closer and put his hand on her shoulder.  In a soft voice, he asked, “Hey…what’s wrong?”

She clenched her jaw as a tear rolled down her cheek.  At first, he thought she wasn’t going to answer…but then she looked at him with red, teary eyes.  “I never told you…but before we were stranded in the Kalium galaxy…I became engaged to someone.”

He hadn’t expected that.  They had been close enough to the point where he even considered her more than just a friend.  Not intimately, just…close.  She had always told him everything, even in her messages.  He found it curious before that she hadn’t talked to him earlier on the Dragon-A…and that she had never told him she was serving aboard the Dragon.  Now she’s saying that she had become engaged, and she hadn’t told him…

“To who?” he asked, curious.

She closed her eyes for a moment, obviously frustrated about something…  “Carson Phelps.”

“Hey!  I remember him from the academy!”

She nodded her head.  “That’s him…”

She looked down at the deck…  “He…died…in that last battle with the Borg…  I just found out a couple weeks ago.”

Hearing her say that hit him like a sledgehammer.  Her fiancé had died.  The one man she had been willing to spend the rest of her life with.  Really the only man he would trust to marry one of his closest friends…

“I…I’m sorry,” he said mournfully.  “I had no idea…” He looked down at the deck, feelings of guilt filling him.

She suddenly flew at him, wrapped her arms around him, and started crying.  He closed his eyes and wrapped his arms around her, embracing her…hoping that he could somehow comfort her…knowing that he really couldn’t.

He would just have to be there for her…like she had always been for him…

For what seemed like hours, they stood there, Vicki letting her tears roll onto his uniform, James not even caring.

Finally, her crying slowly turned into sniffs.  A few moments later, she pulled away and looked at him.  “James…thanks.”

He didn’t even smile like he normally would have.  He simply nodded in reply…

Suddenly, the deck lurched underneath him.  The alert klaxon sounded as Chris’s alert voice came over the comm. System.  “Red alert, all hands to battle stations!”

They looked at each other, only somewhat knowing what was coming.  They nodded to each other, then turned away to attend to their tasks.

K’Taul braced himself as the ship lurched again from weapons impact.  He looked up at the view screen to see the Shauny pass over the Romulan Warbird, the Dragon following behind it closely.

“They aren’t responding to our hails or the Shauny’s hails,” Vendar reported, alarm clearly present in her voice.

“As expected,” Chris stated from the chair next to K’Taul’s.

“Speak for yourself,” K’Taul stated, looking at a tactical screen on his console.  “When I was a first officer, they wouldn’t shut up!”

The ship lurched again.  A light fixture exploded on the other side of the bridge, sending sparks across the bridge and smoke into the air.

At that moment, James stumbled out of the turbolift and immediately headed for the helm.

“Lieutenant, break formation with the Shauny,” K’Taul ordered as James took the ensign’s place.  “Let’s make their job harder, evasive maneuvers!”

“Aye, sir!” he replied quickly, already keying in the commands.

“Vendar, scan the Romulan vessel,” Chris added.  “See if you can find any battle damage, and if you do, see if it’s from a Federation ship.”  K’Taul looked at him curiously.  Chris replied to his silent question with, “Might as well see if this is the source of our disappearing ship…and you never know, that battle damage might be something worth targeting.”

K’Taul nodded and looked back to his tactical screen.  “Very good, Commander.  Lieutenant Marquet, make sure to keep at least ten quantum torpedoes in our arsenal.  We may yet need them after words.”

“Aye, sir!” she replied quickly, concentration on her task, giving her voice an edge.  “I’m not sure where this thing’s getting its power from, but its weapons are more powerful than any Warbird I’ve ever seen!  Its shields are standard, but its weapons are dangerous!”

“Sir, I’m reading some buckling along the Warbird’s starboard nacelle!” Vendar stated quickly.  “The residual energy signature matches that of Federation phasers and torpedoes!”

When the ship lurched hard again, K’Taul asked, “How does this information help our current situation?”

“If we target their nacelle, we might cause a power surge in their warp system.  I’m not positive, but I think it would disable the Warbird!”

“Why are you not positive?” K’Taul asked, definitely worried about the assumption.

“It’s a Romulan Warbird, not something Starfleet has had much experience with!” she replied quickly.

He thought about her suggestion for a moment, then thought that it was as good a plan as any.  “Good enough!” he stated.  “Lieutenant, target their starboard nacelle.  Inform the Shauny to do the same.”

The ship lurched again before Vendar could reply, only this time, it lurched hard.  “Shields down to eighteen percent!” Ada reported in an alarmed voice.

K’Taul’s eyes went wide when he heard the report.  “They’ve only hit us a few times!”

“As I said, their weapons are powerful!” Ada replied.

“The Shauny’s shields just went down!” Vendar stated.

Five Quantum torpedoes impacted on the Warbird’s shields as soon as she said that.  They started bright green, moved to white, then disappeared after the last torpedo hit.  K’Taul’s tactical display showed that they hadn’t just vanished from visibility, but that they were down.

The Dragon was coming around behind the Warbird and started to fire phasers.  The Shauny was running perpendicular to the Dragon’s course and started to pass in front of the Warbird.

That’s when it happened.  The front was the strong point of the Warbird, for its primary torpedo launchers were there…  Five green-hued torpedoes shot out from the Warbird at the Shauny, which tried to outmaneuver the shots…but failed.  As she maneuvered, two impacted on her stardrive section, one hit its port strut, while another hit the port nacelle.  Although the fifth one missed…the damage was done.

“The Shauny’s core is losing containment!” Vender shouted in alarm.

“Beam them off!” Chris shouted, shooting up from his chair.

“Too late!”

With that, an explosion ripped across space, tearing the Shauny to pieces in the process.  Soon, not even debris remained as the energy from the antimatter explosion engulfed her.  Within moments, she was gone with only trace gasses to show for it.

A sort of sadness engulfed the bridge crew.  Everyone hung their heads…everyone except K’Taul.  He was too angry.

“Target their nacelle and fire full spreads of weapons!” he shouted out.  “I don’t care how many torpedoes we have left, just do it!”

The view screen switched to an aft view, allowing K’Taul to see six Quantum torpedoes and several phaser shots lance out at the Warbird.  She was big and couldn’t out-maneuver the weaponry…and therefore took every hit.

The nacelle exploded in a cascade of energy and light.  To K’Taul’s surprise, that wasn’t all that exploded.  Several sections of the green mammoth started to explode.  He knew precisely what that meant.

“Power surge!” Vendar called out in alarm.

“Get us out of here, now!” Chris added, sitting back down in the chair so that he had something to hold on to.

They didn’t have a chance to get any further away.  A huge explosion only caused by an artificial singularity ripped across the Warbird…and through space.  The Dragon was close enough to where it didn’t take long for the resulting energy wave to hit.

The ship lurched hard, almost sending K’Taul to the deck.  He gripped the command chair with an iron grip…and within moments, it was over as inertial dampers compensated.

Silence engulfed the ship, the chaos finally over.  Chris let up on his iron grip and sighed a sigh of relief.

Not giving the crew time to recover, K’Taul ordered, “Damage report.”

It was a moment before Vendar replied.  “Shields went offline when that wave hit us.  There’s some buckling along the stardrive section’s hull…decks thirteen through fifteen.  Engineering reports that there are a few overloaded EPS relays and conduits.”

“Warp power status?” he asked.

“I wouldn’t push it over warp seven point three,” she replied.

“Very well,” he said.  “Helm, resume our previous course and engage at warp seven.”

“Aye, sir,” James replied.

At that moment, Chris seemed to realize what he had just heard.  He looked at K’Taul with surprise and horror on his face.  “What about the Shauny?!”

K’Taul frowned questioningly.  “What about her?”

“Her crew just gave their lives!” he said in a rather loud voice.

K’Taul’s questioning frown turned to an angered one.  “Do not raise your voice with me, Commander!”

“Seven hundred people just died!” he retorted.

“Mourn them on your own time, Commander!” he replied in almost a shout.  “We’ve got a mission to complete!”

Chris opened his mouth, ready to say something else…but then thought better of it and sat back in his chair.  He glared at K’Taul, then looked down at his console.

K’Taul was angry and wanted to do more…but it wouldn’t be long before they arrived at the planet.  He would deal with him later…

Chris sighed as he sat down in the couch.  The couch, thankfully, faced the forward windows of the mess hall…giving him a great view of the streaking star field.  He looked down at his pizza, one of the ‘junk foods’ he found a long time ago in his studies of the 20th century.  His favorite…and he couldn’t touch it.

Seven hundred people had died in one blow…almost matching the deaths that had occurred under his command, in one simple explosion.  It was tragic…  Yet this…Klingon captain didn’t even seem to care!

How am I going to deal with this guy? He thought to himself.  How can I deal with such an unemotional…arrogant man?
“Stellar thoughts?” a soft voice asked, startling Chris.  He nearly dumped the plate out of his lap, realize he had quickly fallen into a daydream state…

He looked up at the voice and saw Vendar’s familiar face, smiling.  “I’m sorry, did I frighten you?”

He smiled and shook his head.  “No…yes.  You caught me in my thoughts.”  He looked around at the mess hall to see it empty.  “And I didn’t hear you come in.”

She smiled lightly again and sat down next to him.  “That was quite a scene on the bridge…I’ve only seen you react that way a couple of times.”

There was something different about her voice…something was missing.  “As I was just thinking…in one simple explosion, in one moment…seven hundred people died…almost matching the losses that happened under my command…”

She shook her head and leaned back.  “Chris…I can’t believe you’re still mulling over those deaths.”

A look of surprise and horror over came his face.  “Shouldn’t I be?!”

“Chris…there’s a time for mourning, and a time to move on,” she stated simply.  “I was mulling over their deaths for a while…but I moved on.  You, above all people, should know that moving on is important.”  She hesitated…not just literally, but visibly, her face showing her trepidation about the subject.  “I know this might still be hard on you…but I have to use it as an example.  It took you months…but you finally realized you had to get over Sarah’s death.”

That was a difficult subject…and he knew it was hard on both of them.  And at the same time he thought about her…he realized that Vendar was right.  He had to get over the deaths or he’d never be able to live…really live again.

He looked at the deck and nodded his head once.  “You know…you’re right.  I guess I need to move on.”

She smiled again and put her hand on his shoulder.  “I know that it’s hard…you feel responsible for their deaths…”

“You could say that,” he replied shortly.  “They died because I ordered us into a situation that caused their deaths.”

“And if they could all go back in time, knowing that they would die…” She paused, letting him consider what she was about to say…  “They would still follow your orders.  They would die for the several causes we fought for!  They wouldn’t even hesitate to follow those orders again…”

Realization hit him when she said that.  She was right…they would do that.  Each and everyone knew they might die when they joined Starfleet…even the Hintaru and Britar officers…

“They stayed with the Dragon when they could have left or not even come on board,” she added.  “They stayed on board because they believed in you and the causes you fought for!  They trusted you to make the decisions you needed to make…” She leaned forward and looked him straight in the eye.  “Even decisions that sent them to their deaths…”

He heaved a huge sigh and looked down again.  She was absolutely right…  He never realized it before now…but she was right…

Chris frowned and looked at her.  “Not to change the subject…but something’s bothering me.  Something about your voice…hell, you yourself have changed…”

She smiled and leaned back, shrugging easily.  “Let’s just say that I visited Starfleet medical after the trial…”

“And they found a cure for your…problem?” he asked, relief hitting him.

She smiled oddly and shook her head.  “No…but they did help me.”  She narrowed her eyes and frowned lightly.  “From what they told me, my body has…adapted to constantly generate the energy that it had become accustomed to.  They say that, eventually, my body will fully adapt to this energy and I’ll be like I used to be…but until then, they adapted Kara’s nanites to perform a better job…and it’s working!”

Chris smiled at her, “Well congratulations!  It’s good to have an even-tempered ops officer again!”

She elbowed him in the side playfully.  “Don’t remind me of how I was…” The smile vanished as she no doubt remembered just how she was…  “I hope I never am like that again…”

The bulkheads suddenly darkened as the ship went to red alert again.  “All hands to battle stations!  We’re approaching the source of the distress call!”
Chris looked at her, all joviality lost, as they both knew that they didn’t know what was next.  Any number of things could happen now…

“I’m still not reading any ships in the vicinity of the planet,” Ada stated from tactical.

K’Taul looked up from his console and back long enough to see Chris and Vendar both walk in at the same time.  He looked back at his console and examined the scans himself.  Nothing…not even minor subspace distortions that cloaking fields sometimes caused…

As soon as Chris sat down, Vendar gave her own report.  “Captain…I’m not reading any subspace signals on the surface…except for the distress signal.  There are about three billion humanoid life signs on the surface…and I am reading antimatter signals, but nothing suggesting warp power…”

We’re close enough he thought to himself.  “Helm, drop us out of warp.  Command Perkins…”  He looked up at the planet that just now appeared on the view screen.  “Hail the planet.”

“Sending out a hail on all frequencies and languages…” she reported, working at her console.  K’Taul had been stationed on a Sovereign class starship before and so was used to the ops station being next to the helm…he wasn’t used to it being at the back of the bridge.

The bridge was silent as they waited.  There were three billion life signs…but were those life signs able to answer a hail, or were they dying for some reason?

The silence was broken by the confirmation tone on Vendar’s console.  “We’re receiving a reply…”

“On screen,” K’Taul ordered.

The screen flickered, then revealed …humanoids?  When Vendar said humanoid, he expected the usual type of humanoids seen in the galaxy…but the ones he could see behind the one in front were…humanoid…yet different!  Their skin was scaly, much like the Gorn’s skin…however, their legs seemed…like the joints were backwards…or they were compared to how most humanoids had them.  They had very long, lanky fingers, three each with an opposable thumb.  Their heads were very awkward…they looked half reptilian, half…something else.

Although his mouth didn’t move properly, the universal translator was already able to interpret his words.  “I am Mourdan of the Lauss.”
K’Taul stood up and approached the view screen from behind James.  “I am Captain K’Taul of the Federation starship Dragon.”  He paused a moment.  “We are here in response to your active distress signal.”

Somehow, Mourdan displayed a look of relief on his face.  “Thank you, Captain…we monitored the battles with that other large ship and were afraid they would come to make our troubles worse.”
This intrigued K’Taul…  “How did you monitor us?  We’re only detecting your distress signal…no other subspace signals.”

“We have a technology that masks our subspace signals so that no one can monitor them or detect them,” Mourdan replied.

K’Taul nodded…a very useful technology.  “Why, precisely, did you send out a distress signal?”

“Our species has been suffering lately…a genetic disorder that we noticed in our selves years ago has begun to finally affect us all…” He moved closer to his screen.  “We need help to combat this!”
K’Taul looked at Chris, who looked surprised.  They hadn’t expected it to be a medical problem…  He looked back at the view screen.  “Perhaps if you sent us information on this genetic disorder…we could develop a cure.”

Mourdan shook his head.  “No, we’ve already come up with a cure…what we don’t have is technology to obtain the necessary genetic components to synthesize it.”
K’Taul frowned, accenting his cranial ridges.  “I am…confused,” he admitted.  “What do you need us for then?”

“We don’t have technology to actually create the genetic components we have pieced together in a simulation.  We do, however…know where to get them.”
K’Taul suddenly realized what they were needed for.  “So you need us to get those components for you…so that you can combine them.”

“That is correct,” Mourdan replied.  “Once we do have the components, we can only then replicate more.”
“Then you need an exact, precise pattern to replicate or else it won’t work…correct?” Chris asked.

“That is correct.”
K’Taul nodded an understanding nod.  “Well, then…if you’ll send us locations, we can retrieve them for you.”

Mourdan shook his head.  “We can give you the planetary locations, you’ll have to find the genetic strands yourself…and…” He was clearly hesitant.  “There is one planet inhabited by a rather hostile species…they’ll likely resist your presence in their system, let alone close enough to their planet to transport genetic material…”

K’Taul frowned again…then hesitantly nodded.  “All right…we’ll try to help you…but we can’t harm them unless absolutely necessary.”

“That is understandable…” Mourdan hesitated again…  “However, we do not have long.  Our best estimate gives us six days…before it’s too late.”
K’Taul nodded.  “Very well, we’ll drop off the components we obtain, then head to this hostile planet.  Please send us any information you can about the destinations you send us.”

Mourdan somehow displayed gratitude on his face.  “Thank you…we’ll forever be in your debt.”
With that, the screen flickered and returned to the view of the planet.  K’Taul moved back to his chair and sat down.  “Vendar, as soon as we receive the files, transfer the course heading for the first planet.  Helm, once you receive them…engage at maximum warp.”

“Aye, sir,” James replied, quickly keying in the commands.
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It has been about two days since we made first contact with the Lauss.  We have collected samples from five other planets, one of which were inhabited by a post-industrial society, which we avoided contact with.  We’ve left those five samples with the Lauss and are now on route to a planet controlled by a species called the Vrol…the hostile species.  For the past two days while traveling to all of these systems and searching the planets, I’ve analyzed the limited information we have collected on the Vrol.  This particular planet is protected by two large ships and four smaller ships…and we know that they are tactically intelligent.  We’re approaching the planet now…and hopefully we’ll leave in one piece.
“We’ve entered the system,” James stated.  “At present speed, we’ll be there in fifteen seconds.”

K’Taul stood up and moved forward some, ready to command them…  “Very well…drop us out of warp at the range I told you.  Battle stations, raise shields.”

The bridge darkened as some bulkheads took on a red hue.  The alert klaxon immediately sounded.  The streaking stars on the view screen suddenly stopped streaking by to reveal the planet looming ahead.  The two large ships were already approaching the Dragon…and K’Taul knew the other ships weren’t far behind.

“We’re being hailed,” Vendar stated.  “Audio only.”

“Let’s hear it.”

A gruff, humanoid voice suddenly came to life.  “I am Virandal of the Vrol…you are approaching our planet.  You are to stop or turn around at once or we will fire upon you.”
“I’m sorry for sneaking up on you so quickly, Virandal,” K’Taul began.  “We are in desperate need of a genetic sample from this planet.  Not of your species, just from something from you planet, anything.  Will you allow us to locate and transport a sample?”

“I repeat, you must break off your approach now or be destroyed.”
“I can’t do that, Virandal,” K’Taul maintained.  “We need those samples to create a genetic cure for a genetic defect…”

“Immaterial,” he stated.  “This is your last warning, disengage, leave, and never return again.”
“I’m sorry, but I can’t do that.”

There was a pause on the other end…but a short lived one.  “Then you will die.”
“The channel was closed,” Vendar replied.  “They’re targeting us.”

K’Taul quickly moved back to his chair and sat down.  “Full impulse, evasive maneuvers!” he stated.

The ship suddenly lurched twice in succession, but the hits ended there.

“Shields at ninety six percent,” Ada reported.

K’Taul’s stomach turned as James began a series of dramatic maneuvers.  He’d never felt maneuvers that were too extreme for the inertial dampers…James must be crazy!  On screen, he saw the Dragon maneuver between the two large ships, which fired…but missed and hit each other.

“They’ve hit each other, but only caused minor damage!” Ada added to her report.  “They’re coming about…and the smaller ships are in weapons range!”

James couldn’t out-maneuver all of the weapons fire…and as such, the ship started taking hits.  The planet ahead was growing quickly, but K’Taul noted that some of the weapons fire was coming from that direction.  Four small ships that had to be leaving the outer atmosphere became visible.

“James, you know what to do!” K’Taul stated.  “Ada…target their weapons, but do not do any more damage than that…and remember only to concentrate on the smaller ships.  We want to aggravate them as little as possible!”

“We’re entering the outer atmosphere,” James reported.  The four ships flew by the Dragon at amazing speed, phaser fire hitting them hard.  That, however, didn’t stop the weapons impact totally.  The ship lurched…but that was added to as she screamed towards the planet at full impulse.  The shields started to light up from friction-generated heat.

“Hull temperature is increasing rapidly, Captain,” Vendar reported.  “We will, however, be able to make it to the surface without problems…it’ll just be warm in the forward sections.”

“Two ships’ weapons are disabled,” Ada added.  “The other two are being uncooperative about that subject.”

“Status of the larger ships?” Chris asked, apparently concentrating on the smaller vessels instead of the larger ones.

“They’re already breaking off pursuit and are entering orbit…but they are still firing on us.”

A huge lurch to the side confirmed her report.  “James, continue evasive maneuvers.”  He looked over to Tom.  “Commander Halkrat…what’s your status?”

“I’ve analyzed the DNA of twenty four species and counting,” he replied from the science station on the side.  “So far nothing.”

The ship lurched hard again.  “Shields down to eighty two percent!”

“We’re entering the troposphere!” James shouted above the roar of the friction-generated heat.

“Level us out, James!” K’Taul ordered.  “You know what to do,” he repeated…hoping he was as good a pilot as Chris and everyone else claimed…

With that, the ground that was rushing at them suddenly disappeared…and they were between tall hills and mountains, racing across the surface, maneuvering between them.  James was forced to slow the ship down…but he didn’t do it by much.

“Tom!” Chris shouted after another severe impact.

“Two hundred fifty three, nothing yet!”

“There could very well be over a million species on this planet,” he mentioned to K’Taul.

“I’m aware of that!” he replied, gripping his chair after another impact.

“Shields down to seventy two percent!” Ada stated.

“Reroute auxiliary power to the shields!” K’Taul ordered.

“Got it!” Tom shouted.

“Energize!” Chris added.

“Lowering shields and transporting…”

Bad luck, K’Taul realized, when the ship lurched harder than usual.  For a moment, a mountain peak loomed directly ahead, the ship forced on a new heading straight for it.  James quickly recovered in his seat and keyed in a command.  A moment later, the mountain was below them…

“James, get us out of here, now!” K’Taul shouted above a ruptured conduit.  “Jump to maximum warp the moment we can!”

“The impulse engines were hit,” he replied.  “We’re gonna have to gain momentum in order to get out of here.”

“Then do it!”

The horizon came into view as the Dragon accelerated again.  A few weapons bursts flew past the Dragon’s bow…while others hit and caused the Dragon to lurch to the side.

“We’ll be able to break out of the atmosphere in ten seconds!” James reported.  He was limited in maneuverability…because maneuvering would mean slowing the ship down.  As a result, several weapons blasts were impacting on the Dragon.

“Shields down to forty percent!” Ada shouted.  “We can’t stand this for very long!”

In that moment, the horizon disappeared and was replaced with blue sky…a moment later, it was replaced with a dark skyscape.

“We don’t have enough momentum!” James stated, confirming what K’Taul’s console told him.  The ship was drastically slowing down…

“Prepare to engage warp engines!” he ordered.

“But sir, if we engage warp engines this low…”

“I know what’ll happen, Lieutenant Trikal!”  There will be a massive shockwave in the air, causing much damage in the surrounding area.  The higher they were, though, the less damage…

He waited for the right moment, he wanted to wait till the last second…  If he did do it too early, the warp field could also immediately destabilize, causing possibly serious damage…even a power feedback and a resulting warp core breach.  Timing…was everything.

And the time was now!  “Now!”

Suddenly, the stars leaped into motion, elongating into rainbow colored streaks…and the ship itself started to shudder.

“The warp field is fluctuating!” James shouted above the shuddering.  “I’m attempting to stabilize!”

The shuddering didn’t improve…it instead became worse and worse, until K’Taul was certain it would completely destabilize.  Fear gripped him…

Then, as if it never had happened, the shuddering stopped.  Ahead, the warp field was flying by the ship faster than ever.

“Warp field has been stabilized,” he stated, sighing very hard and sitting back in his chair.  “We made it…”

“Set a course for the Lauss home world, maximum warp!”

“Altering course and engaging…”

Captain’s log, supplemental


We were successful in delivering the genetic structures…and we’ve received word that the Lauss will survive.  We’ve contacted Starfleet and they are sending an Ambassador to negotiate a treaty with the Lauss.  Because they have renounced space travel, they most likely won’t become Federation members…but they still wish to form a treaty.

Thankfully, Starfleet is not going to court martial me for my decision to aid them, even when it meant attacking another species…but they definitely were not pleased…

Chris paused at the entrance to the Captain’s Ready Room.  He wished it was his…but he had gotten over his demotion weeks ago.  Right now…he was going to apologize to the Captain…and that was something he hadn’t had to do since probably over two years ago…one time that he could recall in the Kalium galaxy.

Finally, he worked up the courage and pressed the door chime on the panel.  Immediately, K’Taul’s gruff voice replied, “Come!”

He stepped forward, the doors whispering apart for him, and entered.  This was the first time he had actually been in the ready room since the Dragon launched two weeks ago…it was impressive.  He didn’t, however…like it as much as his old ready room.  Nothing could compare to that!

“Captain,” he said, nodding as he moved to his desk.  He was hard at work writing a report…

“What can I do for you, Commander,” he replied, concentrating on his report and not even bothering to look at Chris.  There was still definite tension…

“I came…to apologize.”  This caught his attention.  He looked up from the report with surprise ever-present on his face.  “My outburst on the bridge wasn’t called for…”

K’Taul frowned in confusion, then shrugged.  “Perhaps not…but then again, you’ve encountered many losses.  Its not surprising that seven hundred deaths would cause such a reaction…”

“Even still…there is no place for such outbursts on the bridge,” Chris said.

K’Taul smiled slightly and shook his head.  “No, there isn’t…”

“I’ll try to make sure it never happens again.”

He nodded in reply.  “That’s good.”  He stood up and walked around his desk.  He walked up to Chris and extended a hand.

Chris looked at it apprehensively…but finally decided to take the offered hand.  Firmly, they shook hands.

“Commander, it’s going to be a real…intriguing experience serving with you.”

Chris smiled a very wide smile.  “Likewise, sir.”

With that, their hands parted.  “I’ll see you around.  Dismissed.”

Chris nodded before turning around, then headed out the exit.  Things had worked out…  He knew there would likely be some more tension between the two…but for now, things were just fine.

It wasn’t his Dragon…but it was still home…and he was glad that things had worked out…

