Episode 25

Emancipation, Part II

“We’ve dropped out of warp,” James Trikal reported from the helm.

Sarah Caft stood up from the command chair.  “What about the ships?” she asked.

“They’ve raised shields and armed weapons,” Ada stated.

She looked back at Ada, surprised.  Why would they be doing that?  “Hail them before they make a bad move.”

When she looked back to the view screen, the image of a very angry, yellow-skinned alien was staring back at her.  “What do you want, human!” the alien asked.

“I’m Captain Sarah Caft of the Federation starship Dragon,” she started.  “We come to you in peace.”

“Like I care,” the alien replied harshly, its deep voice vibrating something on the bridge.  “You’re human, and I’m sure the Kiklar would leave us alone for a while should we give you over to them.”
Damn, the Kiklar sure are well known in this region she thought to herself.

“Perhaps, but what would you prefer?” Sarah asked.  “Selling us or stopping the Rukarians from taking any more of your people?”

The alien stared back at her for a moment, eyes seeming to penetrate deep into Sarah’s skull.  “All right, you’ve got my attention.”
Sarah stepped further towards the view screen, making sure she took up the alien’s entire view.  “We’ve rallied a rather large fleet on the other side of this sector,” she started.  She paused a moment, then added, “And we know how to get inside their space.  We were hoping you could help us.”

The alien didn’t reply for a moment and seemed to be thinking, its brow furrowed in concentration.  A moment later, it said, “We’ll need the exact coordinates of the fleet.  We’ll send a commission there to negotiate a possible alliance.”

Sarah smiled and nodded.  “Faire enough.  We’ll relay the coordinates to you.  Dragon out.”

The Federation emblem replaced her face, followed shortly by a view of five approaching ships.  Sarah moved back to the command chair and sat down, wishing Tom was here right now to give her support.

“Relay the coordinates,” she ordered, “and set a course for the fleet.  Send a signal and have them send people to the remaining two star systems.”  She sighed and leaned back.  “Let’s not lose any possible support to other people hating humans.”

She still couldn’t believe that humanity was hated in this galaxy simply because of the Kiklar.  It had been a real surprise to learn of that fact in the past week.

She adjusted herself in the seat, only to hear a squeaking sound.  She shook a little, and again she heard it.

Remembering that the chair had recently been damaged, and fixed, she figured that the job was only quickly done while repairs were done on the Dragon.  Annoyed, she stood up and headed for the ready room.  “Ada, you have the bridge.”

James was mentally reviewing over some of the maneuvers he had planned for the third phase of this plan.  He would have to stretch the maneuvering capabilities of the Dragon to its limits, and then some!

Eventually, he decided to look up and find out where he was.  He found that he was on one of the bottom decks of the saucer section, near the Torpedo decks.  In fact he thought, if I’m right, then around this corner…
He rounded the corner of the corridor and found just what he was hoping to find.  The windows that looked out into the small Captain’s Yacht bay.  He wasn’t on the exact bottom deck of the saucer section, though, and as such he could see all the way above the Yacht to the other side of the bay.

He leaned against the window and read the name lit up by the bay lights.  USS Dragon, NCC 27749-A, Captain’s Yacht.  It was a fine support craft, very capable of handling itself in a mission.  It was a lot like the Delta Flyer they had heard about before they had been stranded in the Kalium Galaxy, the support craft Voyager’s Tom Paris had designed himself…only this was even better.

With the Plasma propulsion drive, it was just as fast as any Bladerunner fighter, only better armed and armored.  It was also fairly large, as far as Captain’s Yachts went.

“Always ogling the one thing you can’t get,” a somewhat familiar female voice said from behind James.

He spun around, disbelieving, not sure he had heard the voice at all!  However, when he turned around, there she was!

“Vicki!” he exclaimed aloud.

“My good friend Jimmy!” she replied, embracing him in a hug.  When they parted, he looked at the rank insignia on her yellow collar.

“So when did you make Lieutenant?” he asked.

She smiled and consciously rubbed her rank pips.  “Just last month.”

James shook his head in disbelief.  “I didn’t know you were stationed aboard the Dragon!”

She shrugged, her smile remaining.  “Well, it is a big ship, and I never bothered much to check the compliment.  Finally, I got curious about who designed the Bladerunner, and I saw your name next to the first logged flight of the prototype.”

James leaned back on the window of the bay and crossed his arms.  “Well I’ll be…you still working engineering?”

She moved to his side and also leaned against the glass.  “Yeah, I still have a knack for it.  At least, Commander Tarkent thinks so.”

“Well, she sure took her time to recognize Lieutenant material,” James said, beaming a smile at her.

Vicki rolled her eyes and shook her head.  “Still the same old Jimmy,” she said.  “Hitting on any women that he’s friends with.”

He smiled again and nodded his head enigmatically.  “Yep!” he replied.  “And you’re still the same old Vicki!”

She gave a small, quiet laugh.  “So tell me, have you forced the Captain to reprimand you yet?”

Memories of Chris suddenly flooded into his mind.  The one sim they had been in…  They both had something special, a talent for piloting that no one else had…as well as a love for it that no one else ever had…

They had been friends since the day they both walked onto the bridge of this ship.  Chris was unlike either of the two CO’s James had served under.  He made it his business to get to know his crew, and to get to know them well.  He was a great friend, and nothing got in the way of him being one.

No one could compare to him…and no one could replace him…

“I’m sorry,” Vicki said quietly.  “From the look on your face, you knew him quite well.”

“Who didn’t?” James asked quietly.

“True,” she replied in a whisper.  “Very true…”

They both just stood there for a moment, thinking…only to be interrupted.  “Bridge to Lieutenant Trikal,” Sarah’s voice said.  “Report to the Captain’s Yacht at once.”
James looked up toward the bridge and replied, “I’m on my way, Captain.”  He looked at Vicki and smiled.  “Now, my friend, it’s time we get him back.  Phase two begins now.”

She smiled warmly at him.  “Good luck, Jimmy.”

He pushed off of the window, gave a reassuring smile to her, then headed for the turbolift.  He only had one deck to go down.

“Captain’s Yacht to Bridge, we’re ready for launch,” Tom reported.

Sarah nodded approvingly.  “Launch the first probe, send it to the edge of the field.”

“Aye, Captain,” Vendar replied.  On screen, a probe shot away from the Dragon.  About two kilometers off, it stopped.

“Receiving the telemetry,” Vendar reported.  “It’s slowly moving in…It’s already reached the barrier!  It’s searching for the opening…”

“Launch the Yacht,” Sarah ordered.

Immediately, the view screen changed to a view from the Torpedo decks.  The doors moved down out of their position and, guided by tractor beams and forcefields, move to either side of the bay.

“Launching now,” James stated.

Immediately after he said that, the Yacht ‘dropped’ down from its docking position.  The plasma drives began to glow blue and the ship slowly started for the barrier.

“Launch successful,” Vendar reported the obvious.  “Closing bay doors.”

“Launch the second probe and slave it’s telemetry to the Yacht,” Sarah stated, standing up.

“Slave controls transferred,” Vendar said.

“We’ve got it, engaging its cloak now,” Tom said.

On the view screen, which once again showed a forward view, the second probe wavered a moment, then disappeared.

“We’re going to engage our cloak now,” Tom stated.  “We hope to see you again soon, Captain.”
“You too, Tom,” Sarah replied.  “Good luck.  Dragon out.”

Immediately after she signed off, the Yacht itself wavered, then also disappeared.

“So,” she said slowly, easing back into her chair.  “All we do now…is wait…”

Chris Harriman suddenly felt a slight, localized breeze hit his head.  A raspy voice said from behind him, “So, human, I see you’ve kept yourself busy!”

Great Chris thought bitterly.  Another fight.
He spun around to face this new threat, ready for anything!  He had, after all, been in five fights since his arrival, and he had done well in those fights!

However, when he faced what he thought was going to be another opponent, he was instead surprised to see something he had never expected!  Flapping its wings directly in front of him, as big as he was, not including wing span, was a small dragon!

But it’s small he thought.  More of a drake than a dragon.
“You,” he began, “I presume, are of the species Rukarian.”

It’s mouth moving oddly compared to the words it seemed to say, it said, “Very good, human.”  Thank goodness for universal translators.
The Rukarian landed and folded its wings, then stood up to its full height on its hind legs.  At full height, they were easily two and a quarter meters tall, taller than any human!

Their skin was rough, as any drake might have been in ancient history, but its skin was a diamond black that seemed to sparkle occasionally from the light!

“According to this report,” the Rukarian began, “You’ve mined half a ton of ore since you arrived!  Impressive by any species’ standards!”

I can attest to that Chris thought, his muscles bulging with fatigue.

“You’re a valuable slave, human,” the Rukarian added.  “But you’ve been in a lot of fights.  Don’t worry, though.  The next person to fight you will immediately be killed.”

Chris started to object, but the Rukarians had already unfolded its wings and was starting to fly away.

He didn’t like this, not at all.  People were going to die simply because of who he was…and he couldn’t allow that!

He had to think, and he had to think hard.  What would make these people stop fighting him?

Wait a minute he thought.  Think about it.  Those first five fights were in the first three days!  I haven’t been in one since!  Maybe…just maybe, I’ve earned enough respect that no one’s going to try their luck on me…
He hoped so, any way.  He activated his torch again and started to work at the piece of ore he had been working on before.

“…If there’s anyone who can help us with this, it’s him.” Allion stated over the comm channel.

Leaning back in the chair in the Captain’s Ready Room, Sarah nodded.  “Very well, but we’ll need his bio signature if we’re to get him out.”

Allion thought about that for a moment, then nodded.  “I think we have one on record, but it’s been about ten years since he was taken.  It might be a little out of date, especially when he lives in a place like that.”
Sarah nodded in response.  “We should be able to compensate for that.”

“After you get those two, immediately take down the moon’s shields.” She said.  “Otherwise, our assault will just completely fail.”
“Don’t worry,” Sarah said quietly.  “We’ll take them down.  You should know that your technology is far superior to our own.  We’d be destroyed in a matter of minutes if we tried to stay in the battle.”

“We all understand that,” Allion replied.  “But you’ll still be an integral part and always be remembered for taking down the moon’s shields.  You’re sure the planet didn’t have shields?”

“Pretty sure,” Sarah said.  “Our sensor records showed no shield net or anything.  If there was one, there isn’t now.  I think they’ve become so comfortable inside their little mine field that they think they won’t ever be attacked.”

“Let’s hope you’re right, Captain,” she said.  “We’ll finish up preparations now.  We’ll be ready the moment your support craft comes back with the telemetry.”

“Very well, Dragon out.”  The Federation emblem immediately replaced Allion’s face, finally allowing Sarah to really relax.  This was her first time really commanding during any negotiations.  Every time they had encountered new species, she had let Chris handle negotiations and had just watched from the sidelines.

She was definitely not used to this…she preferred just being First Officer…

“Bridge to Captain Caft,” Vendar’s voice stated over the comm system.

Sarah tapped her comm badge and said, “Go ahead, Vendar.”

“We’re receiving a signal from the Yacht, and they just decloaked,” she said.  “They’ve got the path plotted.”
That didn’t take long, Sarah thought.  Only about eighteen hours!  “I’m on my way.”

She stood up, walked around the desk, and entered the Bridge.  Tom and James’s faces were already on the view screen.  “Commander,” She said as she headed for the command chair.  “What have you to report.”

“It’s a rather straight path through the barrier,” Tom stated as James worked the helm.  “Plus, most of the ships are scattered throughout their space, looking for anyone else who might be able to make it through, like we did.”
“What about the shields on the moon?” Sarah asked.

“They’re not active, as we had hoped.”
“Excellent,” she said quietly sitting down.  “Then our primary plan will work.  Tom, get back aboard.”  Excitement coursed through her body.  It was finally time…  “It’s time to get our Captain back…”

“Aye, Captain.  Yacht out.”  As the space ahead of them, along with the Yacht, replaced his face, Sarah smiled.

“Hail the fleet,” she said.  “Tell them we’re going in, and that we await their action.”

“Receiving telemetry,” the woman at the helm stated.

“Plot a course and prepare to engage,” Sarah ordered.  “Engage the cloaking device the moment the Yacht is secure.”

She leaned back in her chair, her excitement continuing to rise!  “All hands, this is the Captain.  We’re about to go in…  All hands to battle stations, red alert!”

The alert klaxon sounded, and immediately the bridge became a flurry of motion.  The working, well oiled machine known as the Dragon began to work, and it worked at an efficiency that it never had before!

Now was the time to get their Captain back…to get their friend back.  Now was the time that the reign of the Rukarians would end!

“Receiving a reply from the fleet,” Vendar said.  “They say we’ve got an hour and a half before they’ll enter Rukarian space.”

“That should be enough time for us to find them,” Sarah said.

“Yacht secured,” Vendar added.

“Engaging cloaking device,” Ada stated.

The red lighting seemed to dim itself, plunging the bridge into further darkness, only to be replaced by the familiar green lighting resulting from the cloaking mode.  The starfield on the view screen wavered for a moment, then stabilized.

“Cloaking device is working perfectly,” Kalia Tarkent stated over the comm system.  “We’re ready to go, Captain.”
Sarah leaned forward in her chair, willing herself to give the order.  It was now or never, there was no turning back now.  They were committed, and they would not fail…they couldn’t fail!

Finally, after just a moment of hesitation, she ordered, “Helm…take us in.”

Captain’s Log, Supplemental


We’ve almost reached the edge of the barrier.  I know this is going to be one hell of a battle.  I want no one to mistake my actions here.  I’m doing this for Chris and for Chris alone.  Helping all of the people who have suffered because of the Rukarians is simply a by-product.

I would like to state for the record before we eject our log buoy that this crew has served well under the most extreme circumstances.  None of them deserves to be lost forever.

“Approaching the edge,” James reported.

“Prepare to go to warp eight,” Sarah stated as she walked down from the aft of the bridge to the command area.  “That should be enough to get us there fast and not give our position away.”

“Laying in a new course,” James confirmed.

As excitement and tension built on the bridge, Sarah felt more forced into her chair than anything.  The air was thick with it.  Somehow, this one mission seemed far more important than any thing any of them had done in the Vorkalai war…

“Captain!” Vendar stated with surprise.  “You aren’t going to believe this, but I’m picking up Captain Harriman’s communicator!  And it’s active!”

Sarah felt her jaw drop at this turn of luck.  Now they only needed to find one person, and hopefully that wouldn’t take long.  “Time until the fleet arrives?” she asked.

“Twenty five minutes,” Vendar reported.

On the view screen, the stars suddenly turned into multi-colored streaks as the ship leapt into warp.

“Begin scans for the bio signature I gave you,” she ordered Vendar.  “As soon as we find him, let me know.”

“Aye, Captain,” Vendar replied.

A moment later, the ship came out of warp to find the moon filling their view with the orange clouds of the main planet behind it.

“Take us in above Chris’s position,” Sarah added to her orders.  “Stay in geo-synchronous orbit.”

Chris wiped his brow with his already dirty tunic sleeve.  Today seemed to be unusually warm, even in these cold atmospheric conditions.  Then again, he was surrounded by several aliens that were generating a lot of body heat.

Up until that Rukarian had stated that he was to be protected, Chris wouldn’t work near anyone for fear of his life.  Now, he found that in the concentrated areas of people was where one found the most ore.  He had noted today that he had increased his ore output by one hundred thirty five percent!

True, he was helping the enemy by doing so, but then he had to do this, if only for the guaranteed safety of the Dragon.  If you’re going to do something, do it right!
He decided he was going to take off his jacket since he was getting so warm.  He walked over to one corner that seemed empty, noticed it to be a lot colder than where he was working, and took off his coat.

Completely forgetting about his communicator, he simply threw it into the corner and hoped no one would get coy and decide to take it.

He moved back to where he had been working and activated his torch yet again…

“Captain, Captain Harriman’s bio signature just separated from his communicator!” Vendar stated with alarm.

“Keep a lock on his bio signature,” Sarah said calmly.

“I can’t!” Vender replied with more alarm.  “He’s surrounded by too many life forms, I can’t get a lock!”

Sarah looked up from her console in alarm.  “Boost the confinement beam if you have to, but reestablish that lock!”

“I’ll try…” she said slowly.  In revived surprise, she added, “I’ve located the bio signature!  He’s moving into that same area!”

Sarah shook her head.  Looks like luck had run out on them.

“Great,” she stated.  “We might as well not try with bio signature lock.”  She stood up and looked behind her at Ada.  “Ada, take a security detail down there to retrieve the two.  The other person’s name is Rularn.”

Ada nodded and replied, “Aye.”  A security officer replacing her, she began walking towards the turbolift.  Sarah turned back around and sat back down.

“Try to locate a shield emitter or something that we can hit,” Sarah ordered, “and take down the entire shield grid with.”

Chris suddenly stopped his work, his breath catching in his throat.  Something tingled at the edge of his mind, a hint.  He couldn’t identify what it was, but what ever it was, it was urgent!

Was it a sense of danger?  No…  Then what?!  He had the feeling that something…something was about to happen.  But he didn’t know what!

He looked around him and saw no one taking interest in him.  That in itself was good, but it didn’t satisfy this feeling he had…

Someone seemed to catch his eye, however.  A person who looked like he was the same species as Lall.  There was nothing really special about him, but Chris felt that there was.
What the hell is wrong with me?!

“Captain, the shields on the moon just went up!” the security officer stated.  “We’re within their field, though!”

“Several vessels are moving towards the opening!” Vendar stated.  “I’m getting something…it’s the fleet!  They’re here!”

Somewhat annoyed and worried, Sarah stood up in excitement.  “Better late then never.”

Ada checked her pulse rifle again, making sure it was working properly.  They were going into the heart of the enemy’s territory, eight of them!  She had to make sure everything was working properly!

“Bridge to Marquet,” Sarah’s voice suddenly said.  “The game is on, get down there and get our Captain back!”
“Aye, Captain!” She stated.  “Take ready positions!”

She entered a battle stance on the transporter pad with her rifle raised slightly so that it remained in the transporter field.  The security officers around her also did so, except two of the officers remained in the center as there was no room for them on the outside edge.

“Energize,” she ordered.

A ringing started in Chris’s ear, and what could only be the sound of a transporter beam followed!  Not sure if he was day dreaming or not, he deactivated his torch.  However, before he could even begin to look around, shouts started ringing out, as well as what sounded like Ada’s voice giving orders.

As people around him started to panic in confusion, Chris spun around to see several Starfleet officers moving towards him!  In elation, he dropped the torch and quickly moved to Ada’s side.

“Damn, I’m glad to see you, Lieutenant!” he said.

He was more surprised than anyone, however, when Ada embraced him in a quick hug.  “Same here, Captain,” she said as she started to look around.  “We’re also looking for one other person, someone by the name of Rularn.”

“I’m afraid I never met that person,” Chris said, looking around.  His eyes once again fell on that same person…

“I know you all must be afraid right now!” Ada spoke above the recently activated alarm sounds.  “But every species here has their home world’s fleet above you know fighting to save you!  Right now, however, we need a strategist by the name of Rularn to come with us!  The rest of you will be rescued shortly!”

As Chris…somehow had expected, the person he had seen stepped forward.  In quiet, wizened old voice, he said, “I am Rularn of the Ferain.”

“All right,” Ada said, smiling in triumph.  She looked back to her security officers and said, “Half of you beam up to transporter room two with Rularn, the other half come with me and the Captain.”

As the group began to divide, Chris asked, “Do I really want to know what you’ve been up to for the past few weeks?”

Ada looked at him with a wry smile on her face.  “You’ll find out soon enough, sir.”

A minute later, Rularn and his escort dematerialized.

“Ready?” Ada asked.

Chris was about to say yes…then he thought of something.  “Hold on a minute,” he said, looking around.  He hoped she would come, she had to come!  Though she would eventually be rescued, he didn’t want to leave Lall here.  She deserved to be rescued along with him more than any one else here!

After a minute of tense waiting, he heaved a sigh of relief as she came running around the corner.

“Lall!” Chris shouted.  “Over here, quickly!”

She paused briefly for a moment, looked at the people around Chris, then smiled and started up in a jog.  When she finally reached them, Chris, no doubt to her surprise, decided to embrace her in a hug.

“You kept me alive,” he said as they pulled away.  “The least I can do is rescue you from this place.”

“Thank you, Chris,” she said.

Before he could tell Ada that he was ready, a sudden screech sliced through the air, making Chris’s teeth chatter.  “What the hell?!” someone shouted.

“It’s the Rukarians!” Lall shouted, pointing up.

Sure enough, as Chris followed her finger, three Rukarians were diving down on them from above.

“Marquet to Dragon, prepare to beam all in our vicinity up!” Ada shouted, raising her pulse rifle.  She fired off a shot, hitting one Rukarian straight in the chest…which didn’t even phase it!

“Everyone move!” She shouted, pushing Chris away and down to the ground.  Just as his face hit the ground, a claw landed right in front of him, then took off again, leaving a deep gash in the rock!

“Set phasers to full power!” she ordered, getting up off of him.

As Chris stood up, he noticed a type-2 phaser in Ada’s belt.  He snatched it from her, set it to full, and started to look for his first target.

He found one, and saw that Ada was pointing at it too.  They both took aim, nodded at each other, and fired!

Chris’s constant phaser beam hit first, followed by a full volley of pulse blasts!  It seemed to slow down the creature, but when Chris let off of the firing button, the creature still came!

At first, he thought it still lived!  However, a moment later, his theory was proved wrong as the creature crashed to the ground and skid to a halt.

More screeches echoed through the caverns, and they all looked up to see at least twenty more Rukarians circling down on them!

Ada tapped her comm badge and shouted, “Marquet to Dragon, beam us all up, now!”

As one Rukarian came bearing down on Chris, he instinctively covered his face, only to find the comfort of a blinding white light.  A moment later, they were all standing on the transporter pad, Lall included.

“Marquet to bridge, we’re all on!” she stated.  “Go now!”

Sarah jumped out of her seat, anxious to get moving again!  “Helm, get us to that shield generator, full impulse!”

“Aye, Captain,” James replied.  “Disengaging from geo-synchronous orbit and engaging impulse engines.”

The sound of a turbolift door made her quickly glance over to the turbolift, but to her dismay, it was only Rularn.

“The fleet has almost reached the planet,” Vendar reported.  “They’ll be here in less than thirty seconds!”

Standing between the helm and Ops station, as Chris had often done, Sarah watched intently on the view screen as the shield generator on the moon’s surface quickly came into view.

She was so intent on that shield generator that she didn’t even notice when the turbolift doors opened for a second time.

“We’re approaching the generator,” James reported.

“All stop,” she ordered.  “Prepare to disengage cloak and fire a full spread of photon and quantum torpedoes!”

“Ready to disengage cloak,” Ada’s voice replied.

That’s when Sarah knew he was on the bridge.  She spun around, only to find herself face to face with him.  “Chris!!” she shouted in elation, emotions welling up in her stomach.  She quickly embraced him in a tight hug, pressing her body as close to his as she could manage!

“Helm has answered all stop,” James reported.

She quickly tore away from him and said, “I hope you don’t mind, but we’re kind of busy right now.”

He smiled and motioned to her spot at the command chair.  “Hey, this is your mission.  By all means.”

She smiled at him, then quickly sat down.  To her comforting knowledge, Chris sat down in the first officer’s chair to her right.  Damn this feels weird.
“Disengage cloak and fire!” she ordered, her pulse racing.

The viewscreen seemed to flicker for a moment as the green lights suddenly deactivated around the bridge.  A moment later, as the viewscreen realigned, photon and quantum torpedoes were already streaking away.  They impacted hard against the shield generator, no force fields or shield of any kind protecting it from an inside assault.

Explosions ripped through space, but not your usual explosions.  They were of a blue color, more energy based than oxygen based.

“Full impulse, get us out of here!” she ordered.

“The shield’s aren’t fully down yet!” Ada reported in alarm.

Sarah paused for a moment, terror momentarily flickering through her.  Then, she ordered, “Take us past the generator and fire full spreads of aft torpedoes!”

As the Dragon moved past the heavily damaged generator, the view screen kept an eye on it.  A moment later, once again, photon and quantum torpedoes ripped through the generator.  This time, the explosions didn’t stop, and the generator quickly tore itself apart!

“A feedback pulse just went through the entire Rukarian shield system,” Vendar reported.  “Their shields are down.”

“Then get us the hell out of this battle!” Sarah ordered.  “Full impulse!”

The Dragon quickly pulled up from running along the surface in a straight ascent away from the planet.  On the screen, a huge fleet of warships was battling several Rukarian ships, but they were also making their way, quickly, towards the planet.

“Evasive maneuvers, James,” Sarah said slowly as they entered the field of battle.  “We don’t want to…”

Suddenly, the ship lurched to port sending almost everyone reeling to the ground.  A few light fixtures erupted in flames and sparks as the bridge seemed to dim even further.

“Shields down, eighteen percent!” Ada shouted above the explosions.

Sarah looked over to Chris, hoping they hadn’t rescued him only for him to later be killed.  To her relief, he was just standing up.

He helped her to her feet, then sat down in the first officer’s chair again.

“Evasive maneuvers!” she shouted, sitting down in the chair.  She was shaken, but she was OK.  “Damage report!”

“I’ve got micro-fractures all along the hull!” Vendar reported quickly.  “There’s also some depolarization along the starboard nacelle.  We won’t be going to warp any time soon, not without ripping that nacelle right off its strut!”

“We won’t need it if we can just get out of this battle!” Sarah stated.  “Helm, get us to the opening as quickly as you can, but get us there in one piece!”

“Easier said than done, Captain!” James stated.  “We’ve got one on our tail!”

“Ada, keep it busy!” Sarah ordered.  “James, try to lose it in the battle!”

“Aye, altering course,” James stated.

Though the Dragon had already been approaching the end of the moving battle zone, the ship now turned and headed straight for the thick of it.  Sarah could feel the ship maneuvering quickly, the inertial dampers unable to compensate…and it made her feel a bit queasy.

The ship slightly lurched to one side.  “That one barely missed us,” Ada stated, “but it took our shields down two more percent.”

“Bridge to engineering, we need those shields back up!” Sarah said over the comm system.

“I’m doing the best I can, you’ll just have to rely on James for now,” Kalia replied.

“In that case, James,” she commented, “I hope you’re as good a pilot as is rumored.”

Then she noticed exactly what he was doing.  There was an area of the fleet where very large ships, larger than the Dragon, were hitting each other hard with weapons, too large to maneuver but powerful enough to withstand the onslaught…for now.

He started to do crazy maneuvers all around the ships, twisting and turning, banking and yawing, all the while not getting hit once by an energy beam.  Once an energy beam seemed to ‘appear’ directly in front of the ship on the view screen, scaring Sarah to death.  Luckily, the beam had cut out just before the Dragon hit it.

“Damn, this ship’s on me tight!” James commented with a tense voice.  “The little bugger’s still on our tail!”

“Ada, make their job tougher,” Sarah ordered.  “Full after spread of phasers, keep them going.”

“I’ll try to get him off you, James,” Ada replied.  “Don’t worry.”

Sarah waited anxiously, watching the view screen intently.  While James continued his wild set of maneuvers, she saw that the moon itself was finally starting to receive weapons fire from the fleet.  Explosions ravaged the surface, all of them blue due to lack of oxygen.  Apparently not only did the Rukarians not breathe oxygen, but nothing of theirs seemed to have oxygen in it!

Barely visible on the view screen, one of the very large Retaln cruisers suddenly exploded out in a cascade of energy and flame.  It was close enough to its attacking ship that the explosions severely damaged it, but the cruiser itself was gone.  Sarah felt a lump form in her chest at the sight, knowing very well that there was probably over five thousand people on that ship…or rather, was on that ship…

As the energy and flame cleared from the ship, a fairly large hole could be seen.  Sarah judged that it was almost the size of the Dragon, and stared in awe at it.  These ships, indeed, were very powerful.

The Dragon suddenly changed course, no longer keeping the destroyed vessel in the view screen’s corner.  Instead, the vessel was dead ahead!

When realization hit Sarah, she stood up in alarm.  “James, you can’t be thinking of actually trying that!”

“It’s the only way to get this ship off of us!” he replied.

As Sarah dreaded, things became even tougher: the Rukarian vessel that had taken it out began to display a series of explosions all along the hull.  Huge pieces of its hull began flying out every where, but James was un-phased.  He simply starting the Dragon in a series of maneuvers to avoid the debris, but new debris was constantly being added.

Taking a big swallow and slowly sitting down, Sarah felt helpless, afraid the Dragon was about to be destroyed.  She didn’t know how to get them out of this…  “James, that vessel’s spinning on all three axis!” Sarah stated.  “Are you sure you can get us through it?”

“Not a problem at all, Captain!” he said, somehow overly confident.

Chris suddenly shot up out of his seat and turned around.  “Ada, prepare a full spread of aft torpedoes,” he ordered.  “Target the inside of that wreck.  After we pass through, and right before that tailing ship enters the gap, fire them.”

“Aye, sir!” she replied, making the necessary preparations on her console.

He looked down at Sarah and smiled.  “That should get rid of that ship.”

Sarah wanted to hit herself for missing that tactic.  It was rather quite obvious!  The resulting explosions and debris from the torpedoes should be enough to at least severely damage the ship!

She looked back up at the view screen to find that the wrecked vessel was no where to be seen.  She was about to question James, when suddenly the Dragon banked hard, and there it was, larger than life!

As she had stated, it was slowly spinning on all three axis.  However, James seemed to be compensating for that quite easily.  In a moment, they entered, and the next moment they were out.

The view screen changed to show an aft view of the wreck…just in time to see photon and quantum torpedoes streak towards it.  Just before the tailing ship entered, the torpedoes began hitting.  Explosions began ripping through the already heavily damaged wreck, but a moment later, the Rukarian vessel blew through…and it did not look good at all.

“We did it!” Ada shouted with glee.  “The enemy vessel has been disabled, she’s spinning out of control!”

Jumping out of her seat again with excitement and relief, Sarah ordered, “Then get us the hell out of here before one of its friends decides to finish us off!”

“Already on it,” James replied, noticeably relaxing in his seat.

Sarah heaved a big sigh of relief, her pulse finally beginning to slow down.  Somehow, she knew that the worst of it was over.

She felt a hand touch her shoulder, and she turned to face Chris, who was grinning.  She smiled back at him, her love for him once again giving her the feeling that she was a teenager again.

“So you want to relief me of command before I almost get us killed again?” she asked.

Chris sighed and shook his head.  “You know, there will be plenty of time for that later.  Right now, I just want to be with you.”

She smiled harder, then, unable to wait any longer, she embraced him in a hard hug…only this time, they didn’t part…

Captain’s log, Captain Chris Harriman speaking


Thanks to the courageous acts of bravery from my crew, I have been saved, and am now once again in command of the Dragon.  I can not thank my crew enough for saving me.  They risked everything for me…

The battle was a complete success.  Almost every single prisoner that every species had lost has been rescued, and the Rukarians have fled their space.  Their subspace disruption field has been taken down, and their slave planet has been completely cleaned out.  Their home planet is now barren…it looks like they didn’t want anyone to have their planet after they left, so they decimated it, killing everything…

With the Dragon repaired and the crew and I reacquainted, we’re preparing to leave this new alliance that Sarah helped create.  Today we leave them with new hope and a new unity they might never have otherwise had…

He looked at Lall, still questioning her decision.  “Are you sure you want to do this?” he asked.  “It’s not going to be easy.”

She smiled at him, already becoming acquainted well with human facial gestures.  “You may be human, Chris, but I like you,” she replied.  “Besides which, I’ve got nothing here.  I’ve been away for fifteen years, I don’t even remember any of my family.”

Chris smiled back and nodded.  “Very well.”  He stood up from the command chair and walked forward some.  “I say that we leave this house of horrors and get on our way.  What do you say, Captain Caft?”

She smiled back at him and nodded.  “Why not?”

He had decided to keep her field rank of Captain.  Why not?  She had earned the rank, in his opinion.  She had done what he wasn’t sure he could have even done, even with his experience…  Starfleet might not think so when they get back, but they’ll deal with it then.

“Helm,” he said slowly, looking longingly at the view screen.  “Take us out, warp seventeen.  Take us in closer to the core.”

“Aye, sir,” James replied.  “Course laid in.”

Chris moved back to his seat and sat down.  He looked to his left at Lall and said, “Last chance.”

“Don’t need it,” she said confidently.  “I’m staying with your ship.”

Chris nodded, then looked back to Sarah.  “Captain Caft, the honor is yours.”

She smiled at him yet again, then adjusted her posture.  “James…engage.”
