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First Officer’s log, Stardate 55242.3


As per the agreement that the ambassadors made with the Lauss, we are patrolling the sector of space the Lauss home planet is in.  I never expected something so menial, really: patrolling space around a species that has renounced space travel.  Even though we’ve only been here a day, it’s been over a week since we left the Starbase.  I guess I’m just used to a lot of action and a lot of tension before the action.  There is none of that here…just peacefulness.  I guess I should be thankful…

An alarm on Lieutenant Commander Vendar Perkins’s console caused Commander Chris Harriman to perk his head up.  He twisted his body and neck to look back at her as she worked to investigate.

“Vendar, please tell me that’s something exciting,” he said.  “Something like a Romulan Scout ship or a Jem Hadar cruiser.”

She grinned a little, never taking her eyes off of her console.  “Sorry to disappoint you, but it’s just a comet that entered the sector.”

He felt his hopeful face turn into a disappointed one.  “What class of comet is it, in particular?”

“Class ten.  Frozen Nitrium attached to dilithium.”

His eyes went wide when he heard that report.  He turned around and looked at the streaking starfield on the view screen.  “Well, that might be worth a look.  We may be able to replicate and regenerate dilithium…but a fresh source is often helpful.”

“Maybe you should consult Captain K’Taul first,” Lieutenant Commander Tom Halkrat suggested from the science station.  “You know he doesn’t like people giving ‘his’ orders.”

Chris rolled his eyes.  For a moment, he just about ordered the helmsman to change course…but he knew Tom was right.  K’Taul was a by-the-book bastard who didn’t give him any freedom.  It was interesting serving with a Klingon…but it’s an experience he wished he didn’t have to have.

Another sensor alarm sounded from Vendar’s console, bringing Chris’s head around with hope.

“Report.”

She was frowning now, seeming to only stare at the readings.  Her mouth hung open as she looked up to Chris.  “We…just received a subspace message that states…and I quote, ‘we are under distress.’”

Chris once again felt his face change, this time to a quizzical look.  “Well, then…I’d say that’s a distress signal if I’ve ever heard one.”

She shrugged in response.  “I’d say so.”

He smiled and stood up from the chair, anxious to do something other than sit on his rear end all day.

“Yellow alert, Captain to the bridge,” he ordered.  “Helm, set a course to track the source of that signal, maximum warp.”

“Aye, sir,” the helmsman responded.  “It seems to becoming from a planet outside of our patrol sector, ten light years from our current position.”

Captain K’Taul quickly moved onto the bridge from his ready room, moving next to Chris and staring down at the helm.

“Report, Commander,” he said, his voice seemingly gruffer than usual.

“We just received a text distress call,” Chris said, turning around and moving to the First Officer’s chair.  As he turned around and sat down, he added, “We’ve altered course to intercept.  It appears to be from a planet ten light years away.”

K’Taul nodded his head and moved back to the command chair.  “Commander, I again must ask that you refrain from giving such orders.”

Dammit, here we go again, he thought to himself.  “Sorry, sir, but it was a distress signal.  An extra minute waiting for you to enter the bridge and give the order could be a crucial minute.”

K’Taul looked at him hard, his eyes narrowing as he visibly grinded his teeth.  However, Chris knew that he was right…and so did K’Taul.  His eyes reverted back to a calm state as he nodded.  “Very well.”

K’Taul one, Harriman one!  The score is tied!

With that, the bridge took on an empty, quiet mood.  There was little work, little motion, nothing really to be done until they arrived.  K’Taul was looking at his console, as was Chris.  Lieutenant James Trikal, who had just taken the other helmsman’s place, worked the helm, ensuring that the warp field remained stable.  Vendar and Tom were discussing something very quietly at the back of the bridge, as if afraid to break the silence.  As far as Chris could tell from overhearing a few words, they were still discussing the comet and whether or not it was feasible to mine its Dilithium.

Finally, enough time and distance had passed.

“We’re approaching the source of the distress signal,” James said.

“Drop out of warp,” K’Taul responded, quickly following Chris out of his chair and to the helm.

With that order, the streaking stars become pinpricks of white light.  Ahead was a rather unusual planet.  It looked like a gas giant…but when he read James’s console, he saw that it was about the size of an M-class planet…just it was not M-class.

“The planet appears to be Class-Y,” Vendar reported, never having even been asked.  “Although there are very low levels of thermionic radiation.  Temperatures across the planet vary greatly, but all are hotter than anything we could even dream of handling.”

“This close to a star, I’m not surprised one bit,” James added.

“Where’s the source of the distress signal?” K’Taul asked, never taking his eyes off of the planet.

“Southern hemisphere,” she responded.  “I’ve just scanned that area…it appears there’s a very large complex there that goes deep beneath the ground.  I can only scan the top four floors…and it appears to have an oxygen/argon atmosphere inside.  The top two floors have been breached by the planet’s atmosphere…but I think we can beam an away team down to the third floor.”

“Life signs?”

She shook her head negatively.  “None that I can detect…but as far as I can tell, the complex extends at least ten more floors down.  I just can’t get detailed scans of those floors.”

K’Taul nodded and started moving back to the command chair.  “Commander Harriman, lead an away team down to find out what happened and to see if there are any survivors.”

Chris took one last look at the readings on James’s helm, then started walking towards the turbolift in the back.  “Have doctor Trieal and a nurse meet me in the transporter room.  Ada, Vendar, you’re with me.”

Both nodded and moved to join him in the turbolift.  With in moments, they were on their way down.

Commander Kara Trieal quickly pulled out her medical tricorder and opened it up.  As her vision became accustomed to the dark surroundings, she didn’t even bother to look at anything but her tricorder.

“I’m not detecting any life signs so far,” she said.  She looked up at Chris.  “But because of the breech up above, they probably went further down.”

Vendar was moving around with her tricorder open, shaking her head.  “I can’t scan beyond the floor below us.  As far as I can tell, there’s either a dampening field below the fourth floor…or the floors are made out of some sort of material meant to block scans.  Either way, I’d say it’s intentional.”

Kara finally took the time to get hear bearings…and she was rather surprised to see what she saw.  They were in some sort of central corridor access, a four-way intersection.  The corridors were very dark with light panels flickering on and off sporadically.  What concerned her was the fact that there was obvious weapons damage all over the place.

“What ever happened here,” Chris said, tentatively touching an obviously hot part of the wall, “it happened recently.”

“Plasma decay suggests four hours ago,” Vendar replied.

Chris sighed and shook his head.  “Well…I’d have to say that we should stay in a group for now, at least until we’ve established that who ever attacked this place is gone.  Let’s try to find a working elevator or set of stairs, something to get us to the lower levels.”

As Kara and her nurse, Lieutenant Lisa Ogawa, waved their tricorders around, they followed the rest of the group.  It wasn’t long before her tricorder detected something odd…

“Commander!” Lisa stated in alarm.

“I see it,” she said, catching everyone’s attention.  The group immediately came to a stop, not more than fifteen meters from where they had beamed down.  She moved close to the wall and took out her tricorder’s wand.  After waving it over the area, she nodded in agreement with herself.

“I’m detecting some sort of biomemetic material on this wall,” she reported, analyzing the readings.  “I’d say it’s either some alien’s blood or just some sort of material from his skin.”

“Knowing what its bio signature is, can you isolate any life signs?” Chris asked, moving to examine the slimy wall himself.

She shook her head negatively, narrowing her eyes as she used her tricorder to scan all four top levels.  “No.  The top two floors don’t seem to have much, but there are definite traces.  This floor and the one below us are all…covered in the material.  If there are any aliens that create this, they’ll be able to blend in perfectly with it all.”

Chris closed his eyes and emitted a frustrated sigh.  “Wonderful.”  He opened his eyes and started moving again.  “Just what we need.  Ready your phasers.”

Kara complied immediately, fear starting to build up in her.  Holding her tricorder in her left hand, she pulled out her phaser, set it to high stun, and followed along.  She almost wished she had a pulse rifle like Chris, Ada, and Vendar had.  Those at least had flashlights on them.  She had to point her entire arm in the direction she wanted to look, which would mean a second or two to take aim at anything suddenly coming at her…

After a while, they finally found the stairs and slowly started to descend.  They became surprised when the stairs ended at the fifth floor.

They all crowded around the door, Vendar trying to scan past it.

She nodded her head in affirmation.  “It’s a dampening field, all right…but I don’t see how it still can be powered.”  She shut her tricorder and placed it in her pouch.  “It seems like it was originally intended to dampen both scanners and weapons fire…but its been modified to allow weapons fire.”  She leaned back against the door, her brow furrowed in concentration.  “If we can find the source of the dampening field, we could recalibrate our tricorders to its frequency, giving us the ability to scan.”

Chris shrugged his shoulders and looked around the dimly lit stair well.  “Well…I’d say we should go on.  Hold on a moment.”

He moved away from the door and up the stairs a few steps, moving a distance from the field just to be sure.  After a tap of the comm. badge, he said, “Harriman to Dragon.”

“Go ahead, Commander,” K’Taul responded.

“Commander Perkins has established that it is a dampening field blocking our scans.  She says that if we can find the field emitter, we can establish its frequency and tune our scanners to match.  We plan on going in to find the generator, no doubt on one of the bottom floors.”

“Understood.  You’ll be out of contact and we won’t be able to transport you once you go in, so be sure to be cautious.”

“Understood.  Harriman out.”  With that, he tapped his comm. badge and stepped closer to the door.  “All right, let’s go on in.”

Vendar nodded, then moved to the control panel.  She tapped in a few commands…and nothing happened.

She frowned and glared at it, as if it were some evil enemy.  “Hmm…”

Kara frowned herself, wondering what was going on.  She was even more surprised when Vendar stepped back and took aim.

“Commander?” Chris asked, moving to intercept.

Before he could say a thing, she fired.  The small panel exploded in sparks…causing the door to instantly move open.

She looked at Chris and shrugged.  “I needed to cause a power surge to get the door to open.  That was the best thing we have that would cause a sufficient one.”

Chris looked around, slightly dazed…then shrugged and moved in to the door.  Ada quickly followed, as did Vendar…but Kara and Lisa were not so anxious.  Kara slowly peaked in the door and looked around, getting her bearings.

It was a very unusual room compared to what they had previously seen.  It was surrounded on three sides by some sort of transparent material.  On either side, she could see through to flickering panels with data read outs she was unfamiliar with.  Directly ahead, the glass wall was interrupted by some sort of tunnel closed off on both ends by transparent doors.

“This looks like some sort of containment area,” she commented, observing everything as if it were all dangerous.

“I agree,” Chris said, moving around in a circle as he moved closer to the door on the opposite end.

“What’s that?!” Lisa shouted, her light pointing to the left.

Kara spun to her side, bringing her arm light around…to see something crash through the transparent material as if it weren’t there.  Pain shot through her body as she was forced into the other side.  She then found herself on the floor, her vision blurring.

Weapons fire and light caused by weapons fire filled her ears and blurring vision…and a moment later, darkness…

“Computer, activate the Emergency Medical Holographic program!” Chris stated the moment he appeared in sickbay.  On a lone bio bed, isolated by a force field, was Kara’s limp body, three huge gashes down the front of her torso.

The shape of a human female suddenly appeared, startling Chris.  “Please state the nature of the medical emergency,” she said.  I knew that they had made EMH’s up to mark six in this time line…but I didn’t know they implemented them into the ships.
“The ship’s doctor was attacked by an alien creature,” he stated, breaking out of his thoughts before they had a chance to start.  “I’m assuming she was isolated in a force field because the bio filters detected something wrong with her.”

The EMH nodded and moved through the force field, not even causing it to flicker to life for a moment.  She picked up a tricorder and began scanning Kara’s body while, at the same time, she activated the bio scanner on the bed.

“I’m detecting some sort of biomemetic fluid in her wounds,” the EMH said, curiosity seemingly programmed into its vocal subroutines.  “It’s saturated with some sort of life form…a pathogen if I’m not mistaken.”

Chris nodded his head.  “We detected the fluid on the walls.”

“But there was no trace of the pathogen, just the bio fluid itself,” Lisa added, edging around the force field, wanting to help.

Suddenly, the force field flickered to life for a moment.  Fear edged into Chris as he considered what that could mean.  Is it some sort of intelligent pathogen?  Did it just try to find a weakness in the force field?
Lisa was at the primary medical console in an instant…where her face turned to absolute horror.  “The pathogen just broke through the force field!  It’s already infected us and is multiplying and spreading rapidly through life support!”

“What?!”  He moved to her side and took a look at the readings himself.  “That’s a level ten force field, how the hell did it get through?”

“An informed question,” the EMH said, walking through the force field, which was later deactivated.  “From what I can see on Commander Trieal, you all now have less then a few hours to live before the pathogen decides to finish off one of your vital systems.”

He eyed the EMH, which didn’t seem particularly concerned with that fact.  She instead was concentrating on another console.

“Is there a cure?” he asked, moving to her side.

When she simply looked at him, he raised his eyebrows.  “Well?”

She looked up at the ceiling, as if considering the question, then looked back at him.  “I imagine that a genetically created pathogen would have a cure, but I won’t be able to create it.  You’ll have to find a sample somewhere for me to analyze and replicate.”

His eyes went wide with surprise.  “You mean to tell me that this thing isn’t a naturally occurring pathogen?”

The doors to sick bay opened and closed, but Chris paid no attention to who it was.  He wanted answers, and he wanted them now!
“I would suppose so,” she said, bringing up a bio scan of the pathogen.  “It has a highly developed micro-nervous system, including a brain that appears to be specially characterized to target certain species, humans among those species.”

He frowned in response to that statement.  “You can tell that from a simple bio scan?”

The EMH shrugged and nodded.  “I’m better than any other doctor you could imagine.  I can process more data than any human or previous EMH could dream of.  I’m quick at analyzing the whole situation and making an assessment.”

He raised an eye brown, then shrugged and nodded.  “If you say so.”

It nodded.  “I do.”

“What’s going on Commander?” K’Taul’s gruff voice asked from behind.

Chris spun around, letting his jaw hang open as he took in a big breath.  He looked down at the deck, then looked back up.  “Well, sir…we kind of brought a pathogen on board, and it somehow got through containment.  It had infected Kara on the surface when an alien creature attacked and injured her.”

K’Taul looked over to Kara, then at Chris, his face somewhat expressionless…meaning he had the same frown on it that he usually had.  “And do we have any way of stopping this pathogen?”

“Apparently, the pathogen is genetically engineered…and my guess is that it was created in the complex below,” Chris said, giving off a small sigh.  “We need to go back to the complex and find the cure…which there hopefully is one.”

His face was skeptical now as he motioned his head towards Kara.  “Are there other creatures down there like the one that hit her?”

He nodded his head with his eyebrows raised.  “Probably…but we either risk it or simply die in a few hours.”

“I’ve narrowed it to four hours or so,” the EMH commented.

K’Taul looked at Kara again, then at Chris.  Obviously hesitant, he nodded his head.  “Very well…take an away team down and find it.”

He nodded in compliance.  “Aye, sir.”

His eyes refocused, and within moments, he recognized where he was.  His rifle went up, the flashlight already active, and began scanning the area.

Chris looked behind him to see the team where it was supposed to be.  He nodded to them and moved down the dark corridor, only to find Ada and her team around another corner.

“Everyone OK?” he asked.  When he received nods in response, he moved to the door leading to the stair well.  It was open, but it was empty.

Vendar moved in front of him and scanned the stair well.  “There aren’t any aliens outside of the containment area,” she reported.  “We’re safe to go down.”

He nodded and nudged her out of the way.  “Let’s move out then.”

Followed closely by Ada, he entered the stairwell and moved his light around.  Nothing could be seen but the familiar dark gray and the odd slime on the panels.  Satisfied, he slowly moved down the stairs, keeping an eye out for anything that might try to attack him.

A few moments later, they were all just outside of the containment field.

He tapped his comm. Badge.  “Harriman to Dragon.”

“Go ahead,” K’Taul came back.

“We’ve reached the containment area again and are about to enter.  I believe our goal should be to find the field generator and find its frequency, that way you can just scan from up there and beam us to where ever you think the cure might be.”

“Understood.  Be advised, you have less than three and a half hours before its too late.”

He nodded solemnly, knowing their time limit all too well.  “Understood.  Harriman out.”

Chris looked around for a moment, then looked back at Vendar.  She looked at him as she stored her tricorder, then shrugged, indicating that which he already knew: they were somewhat blind from here on out.

He nodded his understanding to her, then looked back to the door.  After another pause, he stepped through, followed closely by Ada and Vendar.  After that, the rest of the team was through.

They set up a perimeter in the containment room, a person in each corner, a person in between each corner, with Chris, Vendar, Ada, and a couple other security personnel in the center.  She looked around at everyone, as did Chris, each getting an affirmative nod from the perimeter officers.

Finally, Chris and Ada looked at each other…and nodded.  “All right!” she commanded, her tone of voice all too familiar to Chris.  “Let’s do it by the numbers.  Perimeter, one by one enter, followed closely by a second person.  Cover each other.”

With that, they nodded again and carried out her orders.  One officer, closest to the shattered containment glass on the opposite end of the room, quickly passed through, followed closely by another officer.

When a third entered, Chris figured it was probably safe.  No screams means no creatures.

Even as she began to object, he moved forward and stepped over the frame of the containment glass.  The room he entered was as poorly lit as it looked from the outside, receiving light only from the containment room and the few active consoles.

So far so good, no creatures.  On either side of the only entrance, two security officers stood, rifles held tightly in their hands.  When everyone was in the room, Ada gave the go ahead.  They both moved through, one after the other…then waved that it was safe.

When Chris followed…he realized just how long this would take…and just how close this might turn out to be…

Captain’s Log, Supplemental


So far, there has been nothing to indicate any of us has been infected…but the EMH and the nurses all agree that we are all infected.  They say that symptoms should start manifesting themselves fairly soon.

It’s been three hours since Commander Harriman transported down to the surface, but we’ve received no contact from them thus far.  I only hope we hear positive news from them soon…

K’Taul stared at the view screen, feeling like his face was something uncontrollable…like what ever face he was making was not of his own will.  He didn’t have a mirror…but he knew just by the silence on the bridge that it wasn’t inspiring confidence.

Medicine was never his strength in the academy, neither was anatomy.  He felt completely helpless now.  He felt like his people were about to die…and that he was powerless to stop them.

The planet on the view screen was a violent one.  On the outside, it almost looked like a gas giant shrunk down in size…nothing too violent.  He barely could notice change in the clouds, and yet those he thought he did notice were probably in his mind.  It looked peaceful.  Yet on the surface, he knew just how violent Y-class planets were, how deadly.

Then, to make things even more dangerous, there was a complex on the surface dedicated to creating biological weapons…

As he thought of all of this, he thought of the common reference students made at the Academy, the hell planet.  He even recalled reading one of Voyager’s logs a year back, they had encountered one such planet and called it the Demon planet.

His thoughts were broken when an alarm went off on the security station.  K’Taul looked back at the tactical station and at Lieutenant-Commander Perry Cantor.  He examined his readings, then looked up at K’Taul with a surprised look.  “Captain, two Vrol ships are approaching at warp nine point nine!  Estimated time to arrival is ten seconds!”

He shot out of his chair and spun around to fully face Perry.  “What?  Why didn’t we see them coming?”

He shook his head.  “I’m not sure, but they’re almost here, and their weapons are armed!”

K’Taul spun around to face the view screen.  There was no fear, just surprise and agitation.  “Red alert, all hands to battle stations.”

As he was used to by now, the lights on the bridge dimmed as bulkhead panels took on a red hue.  The all-too familiar alert klaxon sounded.  He remembered when it used to annoy him…but lately he was becoming used to it.

“Here they come!”

With that, the view screen switched to another view of only the star field…until two elongated shapes appeared, which formed into two ships of very familiar design.  They both fired six gold-hued spheres of energy, similar to torpedoes…and they were heading for the Dragon.

K’Taul stared at the image for a moment, letting instinct take over.  When he noticed Lieutenant Commander Tom Halkrat at his side with a concerned face, his instinct kicked in.  “Now!”

Gravity seemed to increase and James engaged every thruster he could to get out of the way.  The ship lurched hard, nearly throwing K’Taul off of his feet…but his tactic had worked.

“Only two hit us, the rest are maneuvering back towards us,” Perry said.

K’Taul nodded and moved back to his chair.  “Lieutenant Trikal, full impulse.  Evasive maneuvers, your discretion.”

“Aye, sir.”

With that, the ship lurched forward, causing the torpedoes to miss again…but the gold beam weapons of the ship were harder to out-maneuver.  Several impacted on the Dragon’s shields…but K’Taul was not alarmed yet.

“Shields at seventy eight percent,” Perry reported.

“Target the weapon’s array on the Vrol ships,” K’Taul ordered.  “Full phasers.”

“Target locked.”

“Fire!”

With that order, several crimson beams lanced out and impacted hard on the shields of the Vrol ships, which were also gold-hued.  They must have a thing about the color gold…
“Minimal damage,” was all K’Taul heard after the first wave of phaser fire.  That first wave, however, was met with four torpedoes, two from each ship.  All but one missed.

As K’Taul reaffirmed his position in his seat, he decided to try another tactic.  Obviously phasers weren’t very effective on their shields.  “Target the weapons and shields of one ship and prepare to fire a full spread of Quantum torpedoes.”

“Aye, sir, arming torpedoes.”

“Fire when ready!”

He expected them to immediately launch, but was disappointed with a three second delay.  Finally, six blue-hued torpedoes launched, all finding different locations on the same target.  When the flare of the gold shields died, he noticed that there was no noticeable damage.

“These ships are a hell of a lot tougher than the ones we encountered before!” Perry stated in alarm.  “I don’t know if we’re going to survive long enough to disable both of them!”

K’Taul nodded ahead.  “Lieutenant Trikal, think you could perform your fancy maneuvers in an atmosphere?”

He looked back at K’Taul with a look of surprise on his face…surprise and hesitancy.  Finally, he nodded.  “I believe so.”

“Then do it.  All hands prepare for planetary re-entry.”

James nodded and turned back towards the helm.  Immediately, the Dragon banked hard…only to find the planet straight ahead.

“I swear, this ship is getting more atmospheric flight than a Runabout does,” Tom commented wryly, his concentration apparently on damage control.

K’Taul smiled a toothy smiled and nodded.  “Perhaps, but at least her ability to do so gives us a major advantage…especially against ships of that size.”

Tom shrugged casually.  “True, true.”

Chris paused in mid-motion, frowned, then stepped back.  He looked down a corridor, and saw exactly what he thought he saw: a lit-up console.  The first one they’d seen since the containment room.

“Hey, Vendar,” he said, stopping the small army in mid-step.  She turned around and looked at him.  “Think you could access an active console with your tricorder without an active subspace signal?”

She frowned slightly and moved back to where Chris was.  When she looked down the corridor, she saw the active console and immediately headed for it, a purpose in mind.

The group had already doubled back to try to access the consoles in the first room, and as the containment field was weak there, they could barely access it.  However, to their dismay, the consoles there were used solely for maintaining the containment room and could not access any other part of the systems.

Chris immediately moved next to her while the rest of the security team formed a perimeter.  She had her tricorder out while touching the screens on the console.

After a while, she shook her head.  “I can’t access it directly…but I might get it to recognize the translation matrix of our tricorder.  We might be able to access the system directly through the screen.”

She looked at him, waiting for his approval.  He stared at the gold, alien language on the screen, then nodded.  “All right, do it.”

Vendar nodded and moved back to work.  The letters on the screen started to change, some to basic, some to other types of languages.  She seemed to have trouble with the matrix at first, then clarity hit and the screen changed to pure basic.

Frowning, she looked closely at her tricorder.  “According to this…the alien language we saw before…” She looked at him, concern and even a hint of fear on her face.  “Is Vrol…”

He felt his eyes go wide, his mind racing.  The Vrol…not the most pleasant species…

Chris shook his head and cleared his head.  “We’ll deal with that later, try to find out where the containment generator is.”

She nodded and looked back to the console.  She began tapping in commands on its control subroutine board and started going through different systems.  After about a minute, she finally found the subroutine she was looking for and brought up a map.  “All right…looks like we go down this corridor about thirty meters, climb down two levels, go down that corridor ten meters, left, twenty meters, then right through a door…and voila.”  She turned around and smiled at him.

Chris smiled in return and nodded.  “All right then.”

Suddenly, a gold beam passed right between Vendar and himself, causing them both to jump back.

“Phasers on stun!” Chris shouted, already collecting himself and ducking down.  There was nothing in this corridor to duck behind, but the aliens were ducking around the corner.

Two security officers went down, gaping holes in their chests.  Chris gawked at them for a moment, then brought his own phaser up in anger.  He fired two quick shots, only hitting one target.

“Fall back to the stairwell, now!”

“Shields at fifty two percent!”

K’Taul started grinding his teeth in anger.  The ship wasn’t just bucking and heaving from weapons fire, the atmosphere was highly unstable.

“I don’t know how, but they seem to predict half of my maneuvers,” James said in alarm.  “The other half isn’t too far off!”

Then K’Taul thought of something.  He stood up, as difficult as that was, and looked at the orange and light-brown surface and clouds all around the Dragon.  He wondered just how much they valued their lab…

“Lieutenant Trikal, set a course for their lab,” he ordered while moving forward.  “Hold position over it…and let’s see if they’ll risk accidentally hitting it…”

“Altering course to planetary heading 132,” James confirmed.

Ada fired two quick shots up the stairwell as her last security officer ran past her, then moved through the door herself.  They were on the correct level now…it was up to Vendar’s memory to get them where they needed.

She looked around in a frenzy, making sure no other Vrol were in sight, all the while trying to follow the group.  Her security team was doing the same, effectively holding back the entire group.

Following Vendar’s lead, they turned left down another corridor.  As they did so, Ada noted that several of the consoles had power down here, obviously indicating that there was less damage from those creatures down here.

Speaking of which, where are those creatures?  I would have expected more than one…

As that thought passed through her mind, the entire group came to an abrupt halt.  Vendar started pounding commands into her tricorder, which she had already attached to the console next to a door.  When the translation matrix finished, she started keying in a few commands on the console itself.

More gold beams lanced passed the group, one took out another one of her security guards.  Ada spun around and fired her pulse rifle at the Vrol at the end of the corridor.  They ducked back around the corner, but the team managed to take out two of the Vrol.

“Got it!” Vendar exclaimed.  With that, the door slid open.  Ada fired a couple shots down the corridor, then glanced back to see that most of the team was filing in as quickly as possible.  One officer was grazed on the arm and caught by another one.  She looked down the corridor, took one Vrol down, then followed the last person in.

“We’re above the compound,” James reported.

And as suddenly as he said that, the Dragon stopped lurching from weapon’s impact.

K’Taul looked around, waiting for the ship to be hit one last time, one to many times…

But it never came.  “Shields are at twelve percent,” Perry said, the relief in his voice echoing K’Taul’s thoughts.

He sat back in the command chair and let his body melt into its form.  “All right…R’Sharn, scan the compound.  Anything new on sensors?”

An alarm went off, telling K’Taul that something was up.  He stood up from his seat and looked back to the Andorian.  “Sir…the containment field just went down.”  She frowned, her antennas moving in what K’Taul interpreted as confused wonder.  “We’re receiving a hail…”  She looked up with a smile.  “It’s the away team!”

“Put them through!”

He turned around to look at the view screen, even though he knew the communications was audio only.

“Away team to Dragon!”

“Go ahead, Commander!” K’Taul responded.

“We found the field generator and disabled it.”  Weapons fire could easily be heard above his voice, making K’Taul wonder just what was going on down there.  “We need you to find their primary lab, that has to be where their cure for the virus is stored.  Transport us there the moment you have the coordinates.”
K’Taul nodded quickly.  “Understood.  Do you require any more assistance?”

“More officers would mean only more targets for them to hit,” he replied, his voice now strained.  “But if we need more officers, we’ll call.  Could you have some armed officers waiting in the transporter room, ready to go at a moment’s call?”
“Of course, Commander.  We’ll begin scanning immediately, Dragon out.”  He spun around to look at R’Sharn and nodded, letting her know to begin her scans.

He looked back at the view screen to see that it had changed to show the compound below.  Something was happening down there…some sort of battle.  He sat down in the command chair again, his fingers twitching, wanting hand-to-hand combat instead of this ship-to-ship combat they’d engaged in over the past few months…

If only he were a Commander instead of a Captain…he wouldn’t be restricted to his ship in situations like this.  I’m already missing those days…
A gold beam lanced past Chris’s head, almost singing his hair.  Knowing that he had an opportunity, he didn’t duck back in surprise.  He simply took aim, and fired.  A ball of plasma energy shot out of his rifle and hit the Vrol square on the…chest, or whatever one would call it.

The officers had all managed to secure their positions, and now were holding their own.  Another team had beamed down just when they thought it had been over, but so long as their weapons didn’t lose power, they’d be fine.

Suddenly, an all-too familiar scream resonated into the chamber from the hall.  Several of the Vrol outside the chamber started shouting in alarm as more weapons fire could be heard.  A few gold beams lanced by the door, then on Vrol chanced it and ran past.  Suddenly, he flew right back the other way, a blurred creature right on top of him.

The few Vrol that had managed to enter the chamber ran out, not caring about plasma fire following them.  One was hit, two more made it out, only to also be hit by creatures.

Chris’s heart suddenly leapt into his throat.  That one we killed earlier was hard enough…let alone two or three…
“Chris!” Vendar shouted in alarm, startling him.  He jumped up and aimed his weapon at the door.

“I know!”

“There’s at least four of those things out there, possibly more!”

He clenched his teeth in frustration, knowing that the next few moments would be difficult…

He tapped his comm. badge as quickly as his hand would move.  “Harriman to Dragon, we need that transport, and we need it now!”

“We still haven’t located the primary lab,” K’Taul’s tense voice responded.  He probably wants to be in battle right now instead of stuck up on the ship.
“Well find it fast, cause we have more trouble down here!”

“Do you need those officers on stand by?”

“Unless you hurry with that transporter, they’ll simply add to the corpse count down here!”

There was a pause on the other end before K’Taul replied, “Understood, we’re hurrying.”
With that, the first one came through the door.  The way it did so, Chris swore they were intelligent.  Its strides were long, seemingly full of provoking one emotion alone: fear.  Long, lanky arms that swung back and forth, bloody claws extended at least a half a meter, almost touching the ground.  The green mottled skin was only broken by glowing gold eyes, which could only mean heightened sensory perception.  Its strength was also heightened, as its bulging muscles displayed.

Another came around the corner of the entrance, bearing its teeth.  The first one stopped and looked around…and Chris swore it grinned, then it moved.


Speed and agility he’d not known was possible came from nowhere as it launched forward towards it’s nearest victim.  Everyone brought their pulse rifles to bear and fired, almost everyone hitting their target.  It flew back and hit the wall hard, smashing consoles, causing sparks to fly everywhere.  That, however, was only the first one.  The second one was on its tail before they had fired, managing to bring its claws down on the security officer’s face, not just splitting it open, but the head as well, allowing brain matter to splatter all over the floor.

The second creature also flew back and hit the wall hard, but it wasn’t dead.  It let loose a new screech that Chris hadn’t heard yet.  No sooner did it do so than did several others from the outside corridor respond.  That can’t be good…
Then they came.  One after another, non-stop, they came charging through the entrance, all heading for any target they could find.  Five, seven, ten, they were filling the room up and closing on their targets fast!

Over the past three years, something strange seemed to always occur.  Whenever a situation was bleak, hopeless…when ever he was ready to die…something happened.  Someone always came to the rescue or something natural interfered with that death, that hopelessness.  This situation was no different.  He was even almost disappointed when the familiar sensation of transport filled his senses.

A moment later, the remaining away team was standing in a completely different chamber.  This one did not contain any sort of generator, but instead, several different forms of lab equipment, containers of different ‘materials,’ and computer readouts of who knows what.

The lab.  He looked around to get his bearings, then set his eyes on Vendar.  “Get on a computer and find out where they keep the cure.  And fast, because…”

Several high-pitched screeches interrupted him.  He looked to the sealed door as he heard weapons fire from outside…as well as the now-familiar screams of the Vrol.  “We don’t have a lot of time…”

Ensign Tal Celes sighed as she stared at the data.  It was still frightening to her, all of that binary information that translated into gravimetric anomalies, pressure readouts, and plasma levels.  It wasn’t a terrifying monster like it used to be…but still…

“Are you still pouring over that data?” Lieutenant Commander Kellis asked, the grin on his face almost making her smile, if only because of the line running down the middle of his blue face.

She shrugged easily, but didn’t grin.  “We’re in the middle of a battle,” she replied, her voice sounding more tired to her than she meant.  “There’s nothing for us to do in astrometrics.  Besides, you never know: there might be something out there that could help us with the battle.”

Tal continued to look over the data, trying to find anything that could keep her attention.  Particle density, ionization…

“Yeah?” he asked, leaning back against the console and staring up at the ceiling.  “Like what?”

Her eyes went wide as she re-read the data on particle ionization of the clouds.  “Like clouds of this composition with this kind of ionization!”

He looked down from the ceiling and at her with a frown.  “What are you talking about?”

She raised her eyebrow as a smile came across her face.  “Come here, look at these readings I took!”

His frown increased, the crease on his face somehow becoming even more accented.  He looked over her data, then nodded approvingly.  “Looks like you took accurate readings.”

She looked at him, dumb-founded.  “I’m not asking you whether I did it right or not this time!” she said, almost wanting to cuss at him.  “I’m asking if you see what I see in the ionization of those particles!”

He frowned yet again as he looked at the readings, then shook his head and looked at her.  “I don’t see anything special.”

She rolled her eyes, glad she paid attention to everything in the academy, not just her field.  “Look, what’s the ionization frequency of the warp field on Quantum torpedoes?”

He raised his eyebrows in both surprise and confusion.  Shrugging, he said, “I don’t know.”

Once again, her eyes rolled back.  Shaking her head, she opened a comm. channel to the bridge.  “Astrometrics to the bridge.”

“Quantum torpedoes emit a warp field?” Kellis asked.

“Go ahead.”

“Captain, I think I have an idea on how to get us out of here…”

They were keeping them at bay for now, but any moment, those creatures could break through their line of fire and enter the room…

“Vendar!”

Clearly frustrated, she continued to look at a wall full of containment units, her head and no doubt her eyes darting back and forth all across it.  “I know, I know!”

“Dragon to away team!”

He lowered his rifle long enough to use one hand to tap his comm. badge.  “Go ahead!”  He took aim and started laying down his firing pattern again.

“The Vrol seem to have lost interest in preserving their compound!  Fifteen seconds before the first torpedo hits!”

Fear hit him hard.  “Vendar, we gotta get out of here now!!”

“Got it!”  She jumped up and grabbed one unit that was at the top.  It slid out and came down with her to the ground, but to his relief, did not break when it hit.

“Energize!”

“The away team is aboard!” R’Sharn said.

“Engage!”

James nodded and immediately hit the key.  One gold torpedo flew directly in front of the Dragon, barely letting it fly right through its wake.  Shockwaves from explosions rocked the Dragon…but the rocking, to his relief, wasn’t from weapons impacting on their shields.  Not yet, any way.
“Bridge to Astrometrics,” K’Taul said.  “I need that frequency, and I mean now!”

“Got it!  Sending to Tactical now!”

He spun around from his position behind the helm and looked at Perry.  He stared intently at his console for a moment, then nodded his head approvingly.  “Programming the torpedoes now.”

K’Taul turned around again to look at James, who was hard at work avoiding weapons fire.  “Lieutenant Trikal, as soon as he’s ready, bring the ship around so that we’re pointing at the Vrol ships.”  He glanced back as he continued, “then I want you to fire,” looked back to James, “then follow them up.”

“Understood, sir,” James replied, already keying in a pre-laid course.

K’Taul turned around again, moved back to the command chair, and nodded to Perry.  “Once our torpedoes impact, and we’re through the clouds, target their weapons systems and fire at will.”

He nodded slightly, not taking his attention off of his work.  A moment later, he looked up.  “All right, James…let’s do it!”

K’Taul then turned around, for the last time, and sat down in his chair.  He watched the view screen as the Dragon came about only a few degrees.

“Firing!”

Four Quantum torpedoes appeared, two on either side, and immediately banked upwards into the clouds.  The Dragon soon followed.  The ship hit a pocket of severe turbulence, causing it to buck and heave a little, but nothing compared to what they went through earlier.

Not long after, they were through, the pale orange hue of the atmosphere quickly falling away to darkness and pinpricks of light, mired only by the light of those Quantum torpedoes.

Two gold beams from two distinct points lanced out from space, impacting hard on the Dragon’s shields.  More followed, but had a much more difficult time hitting as James began a new set of maneuvers.

Suddenly, a bright flash, brighter than any normal weapon’s impact could have created, engulfed the view screen, followed by another, then another, and finally a fourth.  When they subsided, K’Taul brought his arm down, which he hadn’t even realized he’d brought up.  Ahead were the two ships…

“It worked!” Perry reported.  “The torpedoes collected the gasses just as we’d hoped, their shields are down!”

K’Taul grinned a toothy grin.  “Then fire!”

Two gold beams hit the Dragon again, but this time did not go unanswered.  Crimson beams lanced out from the Dragon, followed by four more torpedoes, all impacting at very specific points on the Vrol ships.

However, K’Taul did not expect them to keep firing as the Dragon passed between the two, phaser fire of its own hitting the Vrol.

“Captain, they seem to have separate shield systems for their weapons arrays!” Ada stated.  He guessed she replaced Perry not long after the first torpedo hit.  “I don’t think we’ll be able to penetrate them in time…we’re down to twenty three percent on shields.”

K’Taul sighed in defeat, hoping they could have gotten some answers from the Vrol.  It looked like that was impossible.  There was only one solution now.

“Very well.  Target their propulsion systems and fire, phasers only.”  He shook his head, realizing that if he were on a Klingon ship, he wouldn’t have added that last part.

“Aye, sir.”

The planet came into view again, as did the ships.  More phaser fire lanced out from the Dragon, impacting hard against the Vrol ships.  They fired back, as expected, causing a bulkhead panel to overload on the bridge.  Sparks flew, but it was something K’Taul was becoming accustomed to seeing.

“They’ve been disabled!” Ada stated.  “They aren’t going any where.”

He nodded his head at James, even though he couldn’t see K’Taul.  “Helm, get us out of here, any heading.”

“Aye, sir.”
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The cure has been successfully distributed to the entire crew, and even Kara appears to be recovering.  It’s obvious that the Vrol pose a very serious threat in this area, a threat that the Dragon alone cannot withstand.  As such, Starfleet has dispatched a Sovereign and an Akira class starship to aid with our patrol.  Rumor has it that the Sovereign class is the Enterprise.  Seems like I can’t get away from them…which isn’t a bad thing, I guess.

It’s come to my attention that one person was responsible for getting the Dragon away from that planet in one piece…so therefore I would like to officially commend Ensign Tal Celes for her assistance in coming up with the solution.  Perhaps she’s not ready for a promotion yet…but with this triumph on her part, she’s not far off…

Tal slowly let the bed absorb her body, not even bothering to cover up.  Her eyelids drifted closed as she felt the dream world approaching.  Her roommate next to her had already fallen asleep long ago, before she’d arrived.  If she wasn’t there sleeping, Tal would have let loose a very high-pitched sigh.

She’d actually done something useful today!  Not only useful, but she’d actually helped save the ship itself!  There most definitely was a first time for everything, and she was extremely proud of herself.  Things aren’t turning out nearly as bad as I thought they would…
Suddenly, her door chime sounded, causing her roommate to stir and emit a low, quick snore.  Tal sighed her own complaint and shook her head.  She slowly sat up, then lifted herself onto her aching feet, realizing just then that she’d forgotten to take off her boots, let alone her uniform jacket and communicator.

She made her way, in the dark, to the door to her quarters and pressed the Starfleet delta symbol on the door panel.  They parted to reveal a surprise.

“Commander!” she said as quietly as she could in her surprise.  She immediately straightened up to attention.

Chris grinned and shook his head.  “At ease, Tal.”  Did he just call me by my first name?  I’d heard he did that often with everyone…but I never expected it…
“Aye…sir.”

He rolled his eyes and shook his head once more.  “Look, I wanted to congratulate you on what you did today.  That was quite amazing.”

She smiled and tilted her head to the side.  “Thanks…”

“For someone who thinks of data as a monster,” he said, narrowing his eyes suspiciously, “you sure understood the properties of those clouds well.”

She shrugged innocently.  “Once I realized that their ionization was close to the inverse of Quantum torpedoes, it was just…obvious that we could configure the torpedoes to collect the particles and…”  He seemed uninterested in the details, which made her realize that he’d probably already read them.  She felt her face take on an apologetic look, something she was very accustomed to doing…  “Sorry.”

He smiled again and, once again, shook his head.  “Don’t worry about it.  You did good today, and that’s all I wanted to tell you.  From what I can tell, you may not be good at the specific details of science and data…but you know the basics, and that more than anything is useful.  Some people dwell on details, which can sometimes make them lose sight of the basics…and that can be disastrous.”

He backed away from the door and further into the brightly lit hallway.  “Any way, it’s been a long day for all of us.  Get some sleep.”

Smiling herself, she replied, “Aye, sir.”

With that, the door slid shut, trapping her in darkness again.  For a moment, she stood staring at the door, amazed that she had actually impressed him.  He had brought her on board to help her…and she had already shown that she wasn’t going to disappoint him.

Tal moved back to her bed and slid her uniform boots off.  She didn’t bother with her jacket, she simply pulled her badge off and set it on the small nightstand next to her bed.  When she was finally settled into bed, she realized for the first time that things might actually work out here.  She realized that life might actually be worth it…

