Episode 37

Weapons of Fury

About June 12th, 2378

Stardate 55447

“You know what I miss most about the Dragon class?” Commander Chris Harriman asked.

Lieutenant Commander Vendar Perkins looked away from the window in the galley and at Chris.  “What’s that?”

He smiled slightly.  “The crew.  I mean, it’s nice that almost all the crew on this ship is from the Dragon-A…but that’s only over a hundred, and an almost entirely new engineering team.”

Ensign Tal Celes, who was sitting across from them in another couch, along side Lieutenant Commander Tom Halkrat, frowned.  “How big was the crew on the A?”

Chris let his smile widen a little.  “Well, it was supposed to have a standard crew of about fifteen hundred, but it almost never had that many aboard.  Once that I can recall for sure that it had that crew count, and that was after it’s refit after the Vorkalai war.”

Her eyes went wide with surprise.  “Fifteen hundred?”  Everyone else nodded.  “That’s more than a Galaxy class!”

Chris again nodded.  “Yeah, and believe me, it was hell trying to get to know each and every crew member.”

She was about to say something, then stopped herself and simply shook her head.

After a moment of silence, Vendar added, “I think I mostly miss the look of the inside of the ship.”  She looked around the galley with a frown on her face.  “I still don’t think I’ve gotten used to this ship.”

Tom looked at her curiously.  “It’s been four months since we launched and you still don’t like it?”

She shrugged her shoulders innocently with an innocent-looking frown on her face.  “After three years on the A, I guess I had just gotten used to it…”

Chris nodded slowly in agreement.  “Yeah…I mean, even the Captain’s quarters are half the size on this ship!”

Everyone laughed at the comment, which amplified after Tom’s comment of, “Yeah, you practically had an entire apartment on the A!”

The laughing continued for a moment, then all became quiet again.

Then all eyes fell upon Tom, who hadn’t said what he missed yet.  He stared longingly at the coffee table between the two couches, his eyes distant.

“What about you, Tom?” Tal asked.

He smiled and looked at her, then at Chris.  “I miss the sense of family we had on the ship.  The bond that had formed between all of us, including the Hintaru and Britar officers.  It just…doesn’t feel the same here.  Especially with all of the engineers and Terry gone.”

Chris nodded, as did Vendar.  “Yeah…it just isn’t the same any more.”

“I guess that’s what makes those times so precious to us,” Vendar said.  “The fact that they were great times…and the fact that they’ll never come again.”

Chris again nodded his agreement and looked out at the stars.  The Dragon wasn’t in warp at the moment, which brought a frown to his face.  Suddenly, the stars flickered for a moment…then disappeared entirely as a very familiar shape took form.

He felt his jaw drop as he slowly stood up.  “What the hell?”

Tom frowned and slowly turned his body enough to see out the window, as did Tal.  Both of them stood up in surprise.

“Everyone to your stations,” Chris ordered, knowing that the Klingons wouldn’t use a cloak unless they really felt it necessary.

“Bridge to Commander Harriman,” Lieutenant Commander R’Sharn’s voice suddenly spoke up over the intercom.  “A Klingon Vor’Cha class starship just de-cloaked ahead of us.”
Chris glanced at the ship one more time, then moved around the couch and towards the exit.  “I saw it, we’re on our way.”

“Have they hailed us yet?” Chris asked the moment the turbolift doors opened.  He stopped where he was and looked over to R’Sharn at Ops.

She nodded her head, looking at Chris with her eyes but at her console with her blue antennae.  “Yes, but it was level ten only.  I already sent the transmission down to the Captain’s quarters.”

Chris frowned, wondering how Klingons would know Federation encryption sequences…  Have negotiations gone so well with them that Starfleet has given them the ability to view and send encrypted transmissions?
His curiosity didn’t stop, but he couldn’t do anything about it for now.  As Vendar replaced R’Sharn at Ops, Chris moved around the railing and to the command chair, where he sat down.  For nearly fifteen minutes, he could see on his console that the transmission was still active.

Finally, the transmission ended, and a moment later, Captain K’Taul’s gruff voice came over the intercom.  “K’Taul to bridge.”
Chris pressed a button on his console to open a channel.  “Go ahead, sir.”

“I’m about to transport over to the T’Nalan.”  His voice seemed very edgy, or rather, more so than it usually was.  Something was wrong…  “I’m afraid something has come up and I’ll be required to take leave for a while.  While I’m gone, I want you to take command of the Dragon.  I’ll transfer all command codes over to you before I depart.”
Chris frowned, the information hitting him all at once.  “Sir?”

“You heard me, Commander!”  He most definitely wasn’t happy.  “I don’t know how long I’ll be gone, but considering travel time, I could be gone two to three months.”
Chris’s frown never flickered.  “Aye, sir…”

“K’Taul out.”
Chris looked back at Vendar, who shrugged and shook her head in equal confusion.  He looked again at the Klingon ship on the view screen…but no answers were coming, and he could tell that it would be a long while before he would get any…

Science officer’s log, Stardate 55455.07


It’s been three days since the Captain left us, still no word as to why he left.  Currently, we’re back on our regular patrol after investigating another rogue comet passing through the Lauss sector.  With the Paris and the Enterprise both in the surrounding sectors, I certainly have felt a lot safer.  We don’t seem so alone any more…

Tom checked the chronometer on the command console, his eyes starting to tire already.  01:44…wonderful.  I’m tired and I still have several hours to go.
The graveyard shift didn’t usually bother him, but after investigating that comet for over eighteen hours straight, trying to penetrate its Hylomethane layer with sensors…he would have preferred more than four and half hours of sleep before tackling this shift.

“Ensign, what’s our current course and speed?” he asked, trying to keep himself awake.

After a moment, the helmsman replied, “heading two-one-four mark oh-seven…speed warp seven point five.”

He felt like changing something, their speed even…but he knew he shouldn’t make decisions like that.  Then again, technically, with the Captain gone, he was temporarily first officer on the ship.  But then Chris didn’t want to change any of the scheduling, so here I am, still stuck on this shift…
He wanted to talk to someone, any of the night bridge officers, but what was there to talk about?  The most recent news was the comet, and he did not feel like talking about that.  He simply sat in the seat and continued to stare at the time on his console, slowly ticking away.  01:48…
What a way to be spending the night…

An alarm sounded on the ops station, which was about the only other break in silence the entire night.  He turned his head around to look at Lieutenant Riley.  “What’s up?” he asked.

Riley examined his console for a moment, then frowned.  “I’m reading some sort of odd energy signature directly ahead of us.  I’m not positive…but it almost looks like some sort of stealth field, almost like a poor-man’s cloak.”

Tom stood up, slightly alarmed by the news.  “Can you detect anything hidden by it?”

Riley shook his head.  “No.  It almost looks like it’s a natural subspace gap…but its too symmetrical to be natural.”  He looked up at Tom.  “I don’t get it…I can’t even figure out what’s generating it.”

Tom looked down at the deck for a moment, then back at Riley.  “How long before we intercept?”

Riley looked at his console again.  “Less than thirty seconds.  I’m not entirely sure why our sensors didn’t detect it earlier…”

He shook his head.  “This is…just peculiar.”  He turned around to look at the view screen and paused there for a moment, staring at the streaking stars as they passed by…  “Yellow alert,” he finally said.  “Raise shields.  Drop us out of warp fifty thousand kilometers from the gap.”

“Aye, sir.”

He looked again at Riley.  “As soon as we drop out of warp, perform a metaphasic scan of the gap to see what’s in it.”

He nodded.  “Ok.  Configuring for metaphasic scanning…”

Unable to keep his scientific curiosity under control, Tom decided not to wait for an answer, but rather he moved around the railing and up to the Ops station.  He walked around and into the station, then came to a stop next to Riley and examined his readings.

“From what I can tell,” Riley said, the scan already almost finished, “there really is nothing inside of it.  However, I am detecting a small generator on the edge of the gap.”

Tom frowned and nodded once at the console.  “That…looks like a quadraphasic subspace current that’s sending power to the generator.”

Riley nodded, equal confusion on his face.  “Yeah, who ever is doing this is well versed in subspace mechanics.”

Tom nodded in agreement.  “You think it could be the Lauss for some reason?”

Riley frowned and shook his head.  “Though they have advanced enough technology to do this…wouldn’t they use their technology to hide the signal?”

Again, Tom nodded.  “You’re right…but if it isn’t them…”  Then realization hit him.  “Wait a minute…we’re sitting her investigating this…like sitting ducks…”

A sensor alarm suddenly sounded from the tactical station.  Tom looked over to Lieutenant-Commander Perry Cantor who immediately checked his readings.  Horror crossed his face.  “Some sort of subspace damping field just went up, it’s blocking long range sensors…and short range sensors are showing a vessel de-cloaking five hundred kilometers away!”

Tom moved out from the Ops area and stopped halfway between the two stations, fearing that it was exactly who he thought it was.  “Identify the ship!”

Perry frowned at his console, no doubt waiting for the de-cloaking sequence on the ship to finish…then he looked up in horror.  “It’s a Vrol battle cruiser!  They’re already powering up weapons and locking on!”

Damn…  “Battle stations!” Tom said, walking as quickly as he could around the railing and down to the command area.  “Power up the phasers and load all torpedo bays.”  The alert klaxon began wailing its alarming cry as the bridge darkened and bulkhead panels turned red.

“I’m not sure what they’re powering up, but it’s not like anything I’ve ever seen before,” Perry added.  “It seems to be ion-based…they’re firing!”

“Brace!”

The ship suddenly shook, and on the view screen, Tom could see the shields around the ship flare to life.  However, unlike what was usual, the shields didn’t fade again.  Instead, they kept flaring to life as lightning seemed to play across them…and beneath them.  Consoles, lights, and bulkheads began to fade on and off, as if they were struggling to maintain power.

Tom looked at his console, but the data on it was becoming scrambled…  “What’s going on?!”  He shot up out of the chair again and looked back at Riley.

He shook his head, panic showing on his face.  “I don’t know!  All the computer systems seem to be going crazy!  Some of our protection protocols are keeping some of them active…” He looked up in the same horror that Perry had a moment ago.  “We’re going to lose power and antimatter containment!”

Tom also let a look of horror cross his face.  He tapped his comm. badge harshly.  “Engineering, eject the warp core and the antimatter containment pods now!”

“Aye, s”  And with that, the comm. channel was closed.  “All communications just went down!” Riley said.  “All the protected systems are starting to be effected.”

The ship shook for a moment, causing the main lights to shut off and the emergency lights to come online.  “I think that was the warp core.  Back up systems are now being effected…”

The emergency lights started to flicker now…which made Tom realize something.  All systems were being affected, which meant soon the ship would be dead in space…without shields.  “Arm yourselves!” he shouted, already moving to the emergency weapons locker on the bridge towards the front.  The lights started to fail more and more, putting his nerves on edge.

“Shields have failed!” Perry stated.

Tom entered in his command codes and ripped the locker open.  He grabbed a type two phaser and a flashlight, then tossed it to the nearest officer.  Perry and the only other security officer on the bridge already had phasers and pulled them out, grabbing an arm flashlight from under their consoles.

After Tom passed out two more phasers, he grabbed his own and his own light and moved away, letting others get their own.  That’s when the lights finally failed.

Everyone who had a flashlight turned it on, casting beams of light across the bridge and creating very, very little ambient lighting.

That was when it began.  The hum of transport and the golden glow of Vrol energy signature engulfed the bridge.  To Tom’s surprise, there were a lot of them, all beaming to various parts of the bridge.  To his right, one was materializing right next to an empty auxiliary control console.

Tom checked the setting on his phaser, then rushed at the Vrol.  Just as it finished materializing, he fired, hitting it square in what was likely its chest cavity.  It immediately went down, bone-tight gold skin and all.  Tom jumped over it and behind the console, two gold beams hitting the bulkhead behind him…but just barely missing him.

Shouts and phaser fire began to echo through the bridge as everyone took cover and began laying down firing patterns.  As Tom glanced over, however, he knew they were outnumbered and would quickly lose.

The hum of transport filled his ears again, and he spun around, making sure to keep low.  To his relief, however, the energy signature was blue, and the form soon took on Riley’s shape.

“How’d you do that?” Tom asked, gold beams lancing over their heads.

Riley opened the palm of his hand, revealing what Tom was ever thankful to see.  “A sight-to-sight transporter!”

He nodded.  “It’s got power for one more transport, sir,” he said, firing once over the console.  “Take it.”  He thrust it at Tom.  “You can get out of here and warn the rest of the ship.”  He patted his tricorder.  “From what I can see, they all transported to deck one only.  They’re probably going to try to take the ship over deck by deck.  Warn the others!”

Tom hesitated, but he knew Riley was right.  He grabbed the transporter device from Riley, then fired once more over the console.  “Good luck, and don’t do anything stupid!” he said.  He entered in the coordinates for deck two.  He looked once at Riley, then activated it.

The bright transporter field quickly engulfed his vision, and a moment later, he was on another dark deck.  Two flashlights fell on him.  “Don’t fire!”

“Commander?” the familiar voice of Tal Celes asked.  He flashed his own flashlight on the two to see Tal and Ensign Sauris.

“Are you the only two on this deck?”

They both nodded.  “Yeah, what’s going on?” Tal asked.  “There was a red alert, then all the computer systems went crazy!”

“They’re not going to last long on the bridge,” he said, standing up from his crouch.  “We need to get off this deck and onto deck two.  So let’s move!”

They looked at each other in confusion, but knew not to question orders.  Both began moving for the nearest Jeffries tube hatch, Tom hot on their heels.  They passed by a window, which gave Tal a look at the Vrol ship outside.  “Are we being invaded?!” she asked, pausing by the window for a moment.

Tom gave her a quick push forward and started to jog.  “Yes, now move it!”

Both quickly moved quickly to follow Tom, both obviously as fearful as he was.  They quickly reached the hatch and Tom pulled it open.  With power and the main computer offline, they didn’t have to worry about entering access codes any more, all doors were simply released.

Commander Ketil stared at the glowing console, the sensor readout of the Starfleet vessel showing the invasion teams ignorance.  He closed his eyes and clenched his fists.

“Lel to Ketil, we’ve secured the first deck.  Three have been stunned but have recovered.  We’re about to proceed to deck two.”

Ketil pounded his hand on his console.  “If I had control of the invasion team, no one would have gotten off of deck one to warn others and move them down the ship!”

There was a long pause at the other end.  “They have proven themselves to be inferior when it comes to personal combat.  They no longer have the power of their ship to protect them.  This time, we’ll take them all.”
“Starfleet has many different species on this ship,” Ketil ground out between his lips.  “All of which are cunning creatures.  If you underestimate them, they’ll destroy you, and I’ll have control of the invasion teams.”

“They won’t have a chance!  Watch your mouth or I’ll have you removed of your command!”

Ketil shook his head.  “Very well, it’s your battle to lose.  Ketil out.”

With the channel closed, he watched in more annoyance as the life signs now all left deck three and proceeded to deck four.  Move quickly Lel, before they form a barrier…
Tom checked his tricorder and nodded.  “All right, that’s everyone on this deck.  Move down to deck 5!”

Tal and Sauris both nodded, phasers now in hand, and quickly opened the Jeffries tube hatch.  Tom flashed his arm light in the tube to see it empty and quickly crawled in, the other two behind him.

He crawled out into a junction area and flashed his light down the tube that led to deck five.  Crawling up the hatch was someone he was very happy to see.

“Ada!”

She looked up at him, surprised and blinded by his flashlight.  After Tom moved the light out of her face, she frowned at him.  “What the hell is going on?!”

Tom grabbed a hold of the ladder and began descending, forcing Ada to move into the junction on deck five.  “A Vrol ship ambushed us and disabled all of our systems.  Now, they’re invading us…and it looks like they’re doing so deck by deck.”

When he got down and looked at her, he could barely make out her shaking her head.  “That’s not the best strategy in the galaxy.  I hope that they’re just stupid and that they don’t have something else planned…”

Tom was about to take out his tricorder again to scan for Vrol life signs, however, the sound of weapons fire echoed through the junction as a blast hit Sauris, he suddenly fell off the ladder and hit the deck hard.  Tal screamed and jumped away from his body, accidentally firing her phaser at the wall.

Ada didn’t even give them time to think, she simply opened a Jeffries tube hatch and grabbed Tom’s arm.  “Move it!”

He quickly crawled in and began hauling his way through the tube.  He heard Ada yelling at Tal to move it, heard weapons fire, then heard the hatch close behind him.  He looked back, fearing that Ada had stayed behind, but was glad to see her bringing up the rear, moving faster than he thought any one could have through the tubes.

“Get off your ass and move!” she shouted, glancing back at the door.

Tom looked forward again and stopped himself just before hitting a hatch.  He pushed it open and stumbled out of the hatch, trying not to fall to the deck completely.  When he stood up, Tal did the same, quickly followed by Ada.  The hatch on the other end flew open just before she shut the one they just came out of.

Tom quickly moved to the door that led out into the corridor and pried it open, his hands shaking and sweating.  When he finally managed to get it all the way open, he moved out.  They were by the intersection at the front of the ship, and there was only one person nearby.

“Commander Halkrat!”  He flashed the light in the person’s face to see it was Vendar.

“We need to get everyone off of this deck!” he stated.

Ada moved out next to him and nodded her head in agreement.  “Vendar, you and Tal go down that way,” she said, pointing behind Vendar, towards the aft of the ship.  “Tom and I will go around the front and get the other side.  Tell everyone to get off of this deck and to probably head towards engineering, where there’ll probably be an emergency command center set up.”

She nodded and pulled her hand phaser out.  “All right.  We’ll see you in the aft.  We will wait for you.”

The hatch inside the junction suddenly flew open.  Ada and Tom spun around and fired, then moved out of the way as golden beams lanced out.

“No, you won’t!  Now move!” Ada shouted, grabbing Tom’s arm again and running down the corridor.

Before they rounded the front, Tom pulled out his tricorder and scanned the secondary phaser control room they were passing by.  No one in there.  They rounded the corridor, but he didn’t have to scan the other secondary control room, the door was open and it was empty inside.

Behind them, they could hear the sound of footsteps that Tom now associated with the Vrol.  They were already hot on their trail.

Several officers were ahead of them now, gawking at them.  Gold beams lanced between Tom and Ada, nearly hitting two other officers.

Both moved out of the way into open quarters.  “Get down to deck six, now!” she shouted at the officers.  “Stay under cover if you can’t get out of here!”

Tom quickly pointed his phaser down the other way and fired, not even bothering to aim.  Ada, across from him, did aim and likely hit one.

He noticed that all the fire was concentrated on Ada’s position, which meant that they knew she posed the greater threat.  Judging by what he heard and saw, only two were on this side at the moment.  They had to take those two down and get off the deck before more arrived.

He ground his teeth for a moment, then finally moved around the corner and took aim.  Both looked at him, but he got a shot off before they could aim their weapons.  The other took aim…and fired.

Pain shot through Tom’s body as the beam hit him square in the stomach, just below his diaphragm.  He felt his body fly hard against the doorframe, then slouch to the floor.  The sound of Ada’s phaser fire, her scream of horror, it was all dull, difficult to hear.

He saw Ada over his body, flashing her light at his wound, the look on her face one of absolute horror.  Then, she put her phaser away and bent down, lifting Tom up off of the deck.  He felt almost weightless, like his limbs weren’t really hanging.

Reality hit him as the pain from a ripping wound shot through his body.  He felt himself yell in pain, but could barely hear anything.   Everything began to fade around him…until blackness engulfed his vision.  He could still partially feel the world around him…but those sensations were also fading fast.

It wasn’t set on stun…it was set on kill…

Vendar came barreling down the Jeffries tube hatch, barely giving Chris a chance to move out of the way as she stepped off.  Tal was right behind her.

“What’s going on?” he asked, the sound of weapons fire above him.

“There’s still two more up there,” she stated, pointing up the hatch.

Suddenly, one officer fell down the hatch, landing hard on Tal.  Chris moved to the person’s side to see that it was Ensign Katrine.  He checked her pulse to confirm that she had only been stunned.

“Everyone else who came through here said to head towards engineering,” Chris stated.  “I’d say that’s a good place to get to.”  He hoisted Katrine’s limp body up as another officer climbed down and closed the hatch above him.  “Let’s get there, and let’s get there fast!”

Lieutenant Commander Jurand Sall finally managed to pull the double doors to engineering open and pulled himself inside.  Other people were running around with flashlights, trying to find something, anything that would help the situation.  The next thing he noticed was the missing warp core…

Jurand grabbed a hold of an officer’s arm to stop her and spun her around to look at him.  “Vicki!” he said.  “What’s going on?”

She shook her head, fear on her face.  “A Vrol ship somehow disabled all of our computer systems.  We’re trying to fix it, but having little luck.”

“What computer systems were damaged?” he asked, moving to an open panel showing gel packs and computer relays inside lit up by a small lamp.

She followed and answered, “Just about everything you see there, the gel packs, relays, command chips.  We’ve already replaced the gel packs in engineering and I have people working outside of engineering replacing others.  The relays are taking a bit longer.  It doesn’t help that we’re having to construct and repair some, with the replicators offline.”

He frowned and bent down next to the open panel.  He pulled out his tricorder and began scanning the damaged relays.  “It looks like some sort of ionization shock, but I’ve never seen surges powerful enough to cause this much damage to a modern Federation starship…”

“Some new Vrol weapon did this, I’m guessing,” she said.  “The problem is, if we get our computer systems back online, the Vrol will see this and simply fire on us again.”

Jurand nodded and stood up.  “You’re right.  Have we heard anything from the bridge yet?”

She shook her head, her facial expression difficult to determine in the low lighting.  “No, everything is down.”

Suddenly, the sounds of shouts and footsteps began to come from the open door.  Both spun around.  Jurand quickly opened a weapons locker and handed Vicki a phaser, taking one out himself.

But before anything could be done, several officers began piling their way through the open doors, one after another after another, a seemingly endless line of them.

Confused at first, Jurand quickly moved to one and grabbed his arm, stopping him in his tracks.  “Hal, what’s going on?”

Crewman Hal looked at him with pure fear on his face.  “The Vrol are invading the ship!  We were ordered to head to engineering to set up a last stand!”

Jurand nodded understanding.  “All right.”  He looked around for someone with a higher rank that wasn’t repairing systems, then saw Lieutenant Commander R’Sharn come through the doors.

“Commander R’Sharn!” Jurand shouted, getting her attention.  She quickly moved over to him.

“Anyone apprise you of the situation yet?” she asked, urgency giving her voice more of and edge than usual.

“Yeah, look, we can’t just have everyone congregating in engineering,” he said.  “We need to get people on the decks above and below us with weapons, and we need to keep engineering clear so we can get the computer systems back online.  Can you organize this?”

She looked at him for a moment, then nodded.  “Yeah, sure.”

He nodded.  “All right.  I’ve got to get to work.  Good luck!”

As he turned around and headed for the nearest storage locker, he heard R’Sharn shout, “All right, everyone, listen up!”

Ada finally got Tom down the last ladder to the right deck and quickly ran through the open door.  Other officers were still coming from other Jeffries tube hatches and running towards engineering.

She tried to keep a hold of him and running, and if it hadn’t been for her past training, she probably would not have been able to keep it up.  Thankfully, her experience in Starfleet intelligence allowed her to do it.

After what seemed like an eternity of a run, she pushed through into engineering.  There, R’Sharn was directing people.

“We need another group down to deck fourteen,” she shouted.  “Delia, Forbes, Olson, and Parian, you head down there.  Ada!”

Ada quickly went to her knees and let R’Sharn help Tom off of her shoulders.  “What happened?”

“He was shot up on deck five!” she said, heaving heavy breaths.

R’Sharn looked at Ada with wide eyes.  “And you carried him all this way?!”

She nodded, catching her breath.  “Yeah.  Where are they setting up sick bay?”

“Just outside the shuttle bay,” R’Sharn said.

Ada nodded and moved to pick up Tom again, but R’Sharn stopped her.  “Ada, we need you here.  The Vrol will be on top of us any moment.  We’ve got people on the front and all throughout the aft of the stardrive section, but we need coordination for this deck.  We need to protect engineering!”

Ada paused, then nodded.  “All right, get someone to take him back there.”  She stood up and shouted.  “All right, everyone.  If you aren’t an engineer and you were assigned to protect this deck, let’s set up barricades outside of engineering!  Move it!”

“They’re using some sort of odd weapon, different from the ones they used last time,” Commander Kara Trieal told Chris.  “The weapon does something to the area around the wound they create, making it nearly impossible to heal.”  She sighed and slouched down while leaning against the wall.  “I can’t do a damn thing to help them, not with sick bay offline and a few decks away…”

Chris crouched down next to her and put his hand on her shoulder.  “You’re doing the best you can,” he said, trying to keep her hope up.  “Now can you at least stabilize them?  Try to let them live until we regain control of the ship?”

She shrugged, never looking him in the eye.  “It’s possible, but we’re all having a hell of a time doing it.”

He nodded.  “Well, nothing’s going to be easy for us here.  Hell, nothing ever has been easy for us.”

She smiled slightly and finally looked him in the eye.  “You’re right.  Nothing ever has been easy since I agreed to serve under you.”  She pushed herself back up and pushed off of the wall.  “That’s it, I’m putting in for a transfer after all of this!”

He stood up himself and smiled.  “Right, I’m sure you will.”  He nodded to her and patted her on the shoulder as she walked by.  Then he looked the other way to see Lieutenant Kal Writ enter, an all-too familiar person on his shoulders.

“Tom!” Chris shouted, getting Kara’s attention again.  Both rushed over to Kal and helped hoist Tom off of his shoulder.  They both quickly moved him over to a designated patient area and set him on the deck.

She immediately pulled out her tricorder and began scanning over his body.  She shook her head.  “He’s not breathing and is in some sort of neuraleptic shock.  I need a cortical stimulator over here, now!”

“The battle just started!” someone shouted as they carried an injured person in.  “We’ve got wounded incoming!”

Jurand shook his head as the gel pack suddenly shocked him with an ion charge.  A moment later, the pack went dead.  “There’s still residual ionization in our computer network,” he said, staring blankly at the gel pack.

Vicki scanned over the gel pack with her tricorder and shook her head.  “No, there’s not.  It looks like we were just hit with another blast from the Vrol ship.”

Jurand stared at her with his jaw dropped.  “You mean the past fifteen minutes have all been for nothing?!”

She closed her eyes and clenched her jaw.  “Yep…”

Jurand sighed in defeat and lay back on the deck, hitting his head harder on the deck than he thought he would have.  More bumps and bruises…wait a minute…
He suddenly shot up off of the deck and held his tricorder up.  He then let go of it and watched in the low lighting as it fell to the deck and clattered to a stop.

“Relearning physics?” Vicki asked, staring at him with an odd face.

He looked at her with a grin on his face, an idea coming to mind.  “This ship was the recipient of some new systems and procedures…including an independent computer and power source for the gravity plating.”

She frowned at him.  “Yeah, so?”

He quickly stood up and looked around, ideas forming in his head.  “We still have gravity…which means the independent computer systems for the gravity plating were somehow shielded from the Vrol’s ionization blasts…”

Vicki also suddenly shot up.  “Which means we should also be able to shield ours, if we can only figure out how they are protected, and repair the ship…without worrying about this happening again!”

Jurand shook his head.  “We can’t repair the ship and do any harm against the Vrol…but we could use this to somehow get help…”

He smiled again, then got his bearings and started heading for the aft of the ship.

Kara shook her head as another jolt went into Tom’s neck.  He had stabilized twice, and twice his neural pathways had started to destabilize…

“Again!” she stated.  Chris stared on, wishing he knew some way to help…

“Commander!” he heard Jurand’s voice call.  He turned to see both Jurand and Vicki enter.  “We’ve got a plan to get us out of this!”

If it hadn’t been too much trouble, Chris would have called James away from the front lines.  However, they needed to hold out as long as they could…keep everyone safe until this plan went through.

He finished the preflight sequence on the Meridian, then checked his passive sensor scans again.

“The Vrol have stopped firing, realizing that it’s the Meridian inside of the ship that’s powering up,” Chris stated to Jurand and Vicki.  “How’s everything look back there?”

“Good,” Jurand said.

Chris smiled and started a scan of inside the ship.  The front lines had been pushed back by the Vrol by an entire section…they had almost reached engineering.

“We need to move,” he said, engaging lateral thrusters and lifting the Delta Flyer class Runabout off of the deck.  He made sure no one was in the shuttle bay, then spun the Meridian around and pointed it towards the doors that separated the Meridian from the main shuttle bay.

“Fire phaser sequence one,” he ordered.  The doors inside the hanger weren’t tough, at least not compared to the outer doors to the bay.  The Meridian’s phasers, fired by Vicki, cut a hole through quickly.  Chris then eased the Meridian through, then pointed it towards the main shuttle bay doors.

“Ready a quantum torpedo,” he ordered.  “Low yield.”

He heard a confirmation tone sound.  “Torpedo armed.”

“Ready shields.”

“Shields ready.”

“Warp drive?”

There was a pause, then Jurand replied, “Everything looks good.  We should only have to engage maximum warp for twenty seconds to get out of their jamming field.”

Chris checked the transmitter to see his message already set.  Hopefully, the Paris’s shields would be able to resist the ion blasts…or their computer systems were recent enough to be protected.

He took in a large breath, hesitating.  The next few seconds would be crucial…

“Fire!”

A blue ball of energy streaked forward, impacted hard on the doors, causing a large explosion to engulf the entire aft of the bay and to shake the Meridian.  Then, open space.

Chris punched the impulse engines to full, flying the Meridian out at maximum speed, nearly grazing a nacelle.

“Raise shields!”

“Shields are up!”

An ion blast immediately hit the Meridian and Chris could see what looked like bolts of energy streaming around the shields and the hull.  However, the consoles in the Meridian didn’t even flicker.

“Setting course three two one mark four.”

“Warp drive ready!”

The ship suddenly lurched very hard, a light panel near the aft of the cockpit blew out, and a few consoles flickered.  “They’ve switched to conventional weapons!” Vicki stated.

Chris engaged the warp drive, shooting behind the Vrol ship at speeds greater than three hundred thousand kilometers per second, and that speed was quickly increasing until the Meridian hit it’s maximum warp.

“The Vrol ship is coming about!” Vicki said.  “I honestly don’t know if we’ll have enough time or not!”

“Fifteen seconds!” Jurand said.

“Shield status?”

“Sixty two percent!”

“She’s slow at turning, still can’t tell,” Vendar added.

“Ten seconds!”

“Any damage to the subspace transceiver array?”

There was a pause.  “None that I can determine,” Jurand said.  “Five seconds.”

“Prepare to transmit,” Chris ordered, his hand hovering over the final command that would transmit…

“All set…”

All right…here goes nothing.  Sarah…I hope you’re watching over us.

“We’re out!”

He pressed the command hard, shooting pain up his finger.

“They’ve jumped to warp!”

“Message sent!”

“They’re catching us!”

Now it was time to head back to the Dragon to await the Paris’s arrival, which would hopefully be in the next couple of minutes with it’s Quantum Slipstream drive.

“Dropping out of warp,” Chris said, punching in the command to do so.  When they dropped out of warp, the Vrol ship also did so right on top of them.

Chris swung the Meridian around and set a course almost directly for the Vrol ship.  The Vrol ship fired eight gold colored torpedoes, but the Meridian was small enough to maneuver out of each one’s way.

“Load torpedoes and ready phasers, prepare to fire,” he said.  The huge ship loomed directly ahead, the powerful deflector dish taking up much of its front.

At the last possible second, he pulled up, then began to skim along the surface of the shields.

“Target those torpedoes on our tail, but do not fire yet!” he ordered.  A gold beam lanced out and hit the Meridian square in the shields, causing a console to blow out in a stream of sparks.

He watched the torpedoes closely as they continued to track in on the Meridian.  Finally, they were where he wanted them to be.

“Fire phasers!”

With that, the aft phaser banks lanced crimson beams out, one after another, each hitting a torpedo, each causing the destruction of one.  The Vrol ship’s shields didn’t even flare to life as sensors confirmed that damage was done to the Vrol ship’s hull.

They won’t try that again, he thought.  As the torpedoes were never supposed to impact on Vrol ships, their energy patterns were never configured to not penetrate Vrol shields.

Finally, they were past the Vrol ship.  Chris immediately jumped to warp again, heading straight for the Dragon…

“Damage report,” he ordered.

“Shields at twenty seven percent,” Jurand said.  “Some minor buckling on the ventral hull, and an overloaded power coupling, nothing we can’t handle…yet.”

“Once the Vrol ship reaches us again, we’re going to have to do our best to make sure we can hold out until the Paris can arrive…”  He shook his head, watching as the Vrol ship was turning towards them.  “Something tells me we won’t have an easy time doing so…”

Ada quickly moved through the doors into engineering, seeing that other people had already set up equipment and other obstacles to hide behind.  She moved for the one closest to the entrance and hid behind it, the other officers doing the same.

The Vrol knew better than to head into engineering head long and stayed outside the entrance, trying to pick off anyone they could.

“Meridian to Marquet,” Chris’s voice came over her comm. badge.  “What’s your status?”
She tapped her comm. badge and replied, “We’ve been forced back into engineering.  I don’t know if we can hold out much longer, and I have no idea how the other decks are doing…”

“Understood.  If all went well, the Paris should be here any minute…”

“The sooner the better,” she said, aiming around and firing, hitting one Vrol square in the chest.  Two gold beams tried to pick her off, but she hid before they could.

The Meridian dropped out of warp as the nacelles retracted back into the main hull.  A moment later, the Vrol ship appeared directly behind them, firing phasers.

Chris began a wild set of maneuvers while keeping a course for the Dragon, directly ahead.  He saw several beams lance by the cockpit windows, but this time none hit the Meridian…and to his relief, it seemed like the Vrol ship was also avoiding hitting the Dragon.  Looks like they don’t want to hurt any of their own people…
He took the Meridian under the Dragon’s stardrive and around, pointing the nose towards the front of the ship, and following the hull line around.  He then did an immediate split-s, pulling back hard to turn the ship 180 degrees then rolling to line up with the Dragon again.  Behind the Dragon he could see the warp core and the antimatter storage pods, intact.

Suddenly, a gold beam lanced off of the Dragon’s shields, causing several lights and bulkheads in the Meridian to overload.  Inertia gripped Chris, almost throwing him from the pilot’s chair, as the Meridian began to spin out of control.

“Computer, emergency transport Harriman one!”

With that, the transporter took a hold of him, blinding him.  A moment later, he found himself in the emergency sickbay, along with Vicki and Jurand.

“Commander!” Kara’s voice spoke up.  He immediately turned his head to see Kara rushing towards him.  She pulled out a tricorder and its wand and began waving the wand over his head.  “What happened?”

“We lost shields,” he said simply.  “The Meridian was probably destroyed.”

“Well, that cut doesn’t look too bad.”  She closed her tricorder and Chris pressed his hand gently to a cut he just now realized he had.  “I hope you don’t mind, but I’ve got more important patients to help.”

He nodded.  “Don’t worry about us.”

“Hey, look at this!” someone shouted, running up the corridor towards them.  “I can see the Paris outside the window!  They’re attacking the Vrol!”

Chris looked at Vicki and smiled, then began running after the ensign.  They rounded a bend, then came to a set of windows.  Sure enough, there was the Paris, pounding the Vrol ship with everything it had.  A moment later, the Vrol ship exploded in energy, the oxygen inside of it igniting into a brief ball of flame.

Suddenly, the sound of transporters filled the air, and Chris spun around to see several Starfleet officers armed with phasers and personal shields appear.

He quickly walked up to the closest one and smiled.  “Damn, it’s good to see you!”

The officer looked at him and smiled.  “It’s good to see you all alive and well.  Where’s your commanding officer?”

Chris nodded and said, “I’m in command.  Captain K’Taul left the ship a few days ago for personal reasons and left me in command.”

The officer nodded back.  “All right.  We’re to protect you until the remaining Vrol are dealt with.”

Chris leaned back against a bulkhead and sighed, letting his shoulders slump.  “Finally…a load off of my back…”
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With the help of the Paris and crew, the Vrol ship was destroyed and the remaining invasion force was captured.  All in all, we lost eight officers…eight persons…

Tom is recovering in sickbay on the Paris.  His wounds were a bit more extensive than anyone thought, but somehow he pulled through and will be back aboard the Dragon in the next couple of days.

The Meridian was destroyed, but with primary systems back online, and extra help from the Paris, we’ve already begun constructing a new one.

The Vrol have shown yet again how much of a threat they really are.  As such, I’ve asked Starfleet for more reinforcements to this sector to protect the Lauss.  Furthermore, I’ve formally recommended that a series of sensor buoys be placed along the edge of Federation space so that no Vrol ships can enter.  So far no reply, though I’m sure they’ll agree.

Chris looked around engineering, satisfied that everything was back in order again.  Two engineers walked by and nodded to him.  He smiled and nodded back.

To think that this had been the final stand…here, in engineering.  All of the damaged bulkheads were replaced or repaired now, the warp core was back in place, thrumming along…it was as if it had never happened.

“I’ve got to hand it to your crew,” Captain Lev Rivers stated from beside him.  “They know how to handle a crisis.”

Chris smiled and nodded.  “Yeah, I’m certainly proud of them.  The crew from the original Dragon and the new engineers all have performed above any of my expectations.  I’m sure K’Taul will be pleased when he hears of what happened.”  Chris laughed a little as he thought of something.  “You know, he’ll probably be mad that he missed the only time he could have engaged in person-to-person combat.  He told me just before he left that he was already sick of ship battles and that he wanted to taste real combat again.”

Lev laughed with him and nodded.  “Yeah, well, I’ll never understand Klingons and their need for blood…”

Chris shook his head as he stared into the thrumming lights of the warp core.  “Me neither…”

Both stood there for a moment, Chris continuing to stare…and then he looked at Lev.  “Thanks for helping us out.  We wouldn’t have survived without your help.”

Lev nodded appreciatively to him.  “My pleasure…”

Chris smiled, looked at the warp core one last time, then turned around and headed for the exit, Lev right beside him.

“You know, I’ve heard that Klingons used to sharpen their teeth before battle…”

