Episode 27

“To Have Loved and Lost”

She’s gone Chris thought as he woke up.  He stared at the ceiling of his quarters…yes, his quarters, not their quarters…but his quarters.  They were no longer shared…they were just his.

Two weeks ago, he had been ripped away from Neo Risa, the transporter making it all too sudden for him.  Not only had he been ripped away from Neo Risa…but he had lost the one person he had loved.

Two weeks ago, he secluded himself in his quarters…and he hadn’t been out since…

Doing what he had done for the past two weeks, he slowly pushed the covers off, never taking his vision away from the ceiling.  Then he slowly pushed himself out of bed and into the bathroom.

He moved to the sink, turned the water on, and splashed his face and hair, getting his clothes wet.  He looked hard into the mirror, thinking that he would see Sarah’s reflection coming behind him, her warm smile plastered on her face despite the fact that she wasn’t a morning person.

If she had been gone, say for just two weeks, on a vacation, he would have smiled at that memory.  Now, however, he simply did not change his morbid expression…for he would never see her reflection again…

He closed his eyes, fighting back the tears…only to realize that he had no tears left.  He had cried himself dry long ago, and could not even force himself to cry…

He shook his head, then moved out into the living room, his throat dry.  He went to the replicator, ordered water, then moved to the couch.  As always, it was facing out into the great unknown of space, the slow curve of the bow of the Dragon easily visible if he were standing.

He stared at the slowly passing stars, wondering where the Dragon was for the first time since Sarah's funeral.  He did remember seeing the Dragon traveling at maximum velocity after the funeral, but once they reached their last position, they dropped back into standard sub-Transwarp velocities so that they didn’t miss any stellar phenomena.

First Officer’s Log


Captain Harriman still hasn’t come out of his quarters yet.  At least at first, he answered hails, but now he won’t even do that.  He ignores everything now.  I am all but the CO of the Dragon, it seems.

Right now, we’re traveling next to a Tilarian vessel.  To our surprise, we discovered four Bajorans aboard the vessel, and they are about to transport over.  Kailar Nerissay is with me as we await their transport signal…

Lieutenant Commander Tom Halkrat nodded to the transporter chief, who had just told him they had received the signal for transport.  The familiar hum of the transporter filled the room, and three seconds later, four people who were clearly Bajoran appeared.  Tom stepped forward a step, Kailar right behind him.

“I’m Tom Halkrat, first officer of the USS Dragon,” he said confidently. He looked to his left to motion to Kailar and said, “And this is ambassador Kailar Nerissay, the first Bajoran we encountered in this galaxy.”

One of the Bajorans nodded his head, recognition on his face.  “Ah, yes, we are familiar with that story of our ancestry.”

Kailar stepped forward in surprise.  “You are familiar with that story?!” he asked in a voice of pure surprise.  They hadn’t called themselves Bajorans in this galaxy, Tom remembered…but he couldn’t remember at the moment what they had called themselves.  “No one other than myself that we have found ever knew the story!”

The Bajoran smiled, her ridges seeming to be emphasized by the smile.  “Then it appears we have much to talk about.”

Tom once again motioned to Kailar and said, “The ambassador will show you to your quarters.  If you have any concerns, please bring them to either the ambassador or myself.”

“Thank you, sir,” she replied as she walked off of the transporter pad.  Together, Kailar and the woman left, followed closely by the other three.

Tom smiled as they left, then walked out of the transporter room after them, wondering what they would find next in this galaxy…

So, we have four new Bajorans aboard, Chris thought as he read his console.  That’s when it hit him.  The memories suddenly flooded through his mind.

A Bajoran had been there he thought.  Lieal had been her name…she had been friends with both Sarah and myself…
Cadet Chris Harriman laughed as Lieal and Kyle Pharnen joined him.  They were walking through a corridor of the Academy that had a magnificent view of the Presidio, laughing about their last years of high school together.

“I never did like Chemistry,” Kyle laughed, “but my Chem teacher thought it was the most important subject in the world.  Needless to say, we didn’t get along very well.”

Chris shook his head, smiling.  “That was nothing compared to the conflict I had with my history teacher.  I only love the late twentieth-century period, but he thought that was the worst time of human history.  As such, he tried to restrict me from doing projects on that time period.”

Lieal looked at him wide eyed.  Sarcasm permeating her voice, she asked, “And you managed not to strangle him?!”

The group broke out laughing again as they rounded the corner into a corridor that didn’t even have windows.  Ahead were two human women, one of which caught his eye.  Though the women didn’t see them yet, or at least didn’t notice them, Chris asked Lieal, “Hey, who are they?”

Lieal looked ahead, then said in a voice of recognition, “Oh!  You mean I never showed you a picture of Sarah and Lisa?”

Chris shook his head, unable to take his eyes off of the one with light brown hair.  He remembered that Lieal had mentioned Sarah had light brown hair, and he also remembered that she had mentioned Lisa as having black hair.  He instantly made the conclusion that the one that caught his eye was Sarah.

“Well, I think its about time you introduced us to her!” he said enthusiastically, trying to hide the fact that he liked her.

Lieal shrugged and replied, “Sure, but which one do you have a crush on?”

Chris felt his face suddenly turn red-hot, realizing that Lieal knew him too well to be fooled by his attempts.  “Uh, I’d rather not say, not just yet,” he said hesitantly.

She closed her eyes and shook her head, a smirk crossing her face.  “You never were good at hiding things from me…so I’m sure I’ll find out.”

Sarcastically, Chris said, “Oh, no doubt, miss Betazoid.”

Lieal’s smirk increased as she pushed a flock of her hair behind her ear.  “Of course, and you better believe I’m psychic!” she said in a half-serious sounding voice.

“Psychotic, you mean,” Chris remarked wryly.

When they finally reached the two women, they turned to meet them, both smiling.  Chris tried to avoid the look from Sarah, but he somehow couldn’t…

“Hey, Lieal!” Sarah said in a surprised tone of voice.  “I didn’t know you had actually decided to join the Academy!”

Lieal smiled and replied, amused, with, “These two characters can be quite convincing.”

Sarah looked at Chris, which made him almost blush, and then at Kyle.  “And who are they?”

“Sarah, Lisa, I’d like you two to meet Kyle,” Lieal said, motioning to Kyle, and then motioned to Chris.  “And this is Chris.”

Chris nodded his hello, unable to say a word.  There was something about her…something in her eyes.  He couldn’t quite tell what…Then again, it could be her body, but he dismissed that right away.  He remembered human anatomy, and realized his hormones had made him think that.  It never was easy suppressing those thoughts…
“How dare you!” Sarah suddenly shouted at him.  Bewilderment crossed Chris’s face as he wondered if he had just done something wrong.  “You pervert!” she added, slapping him hard across the face.

Chris nearly fell backwards, not from the blow, but from the surprise.  Her hair flying all around, she spun around and stalked off, Lisa hot on her heels trying to ask what was wrong.

He consciously rubbed the spot where a red mark was no doubt forming, then looked to Lieal.  “What the hell did I do?” he asked, confusion in his voice.

Lieal, equally confused, shrugged and shook her head.  “I have no idea, I’ve never seen her react like that.”

Chris looked back down the hall to see Sarah storm around a corner and out of sight, Lisa still asking her questions.  Confused, he rubbed his cheek one last time, then looked to Lieal.  “Mind doing me a favor?”

Lieal grinned almost evilly.  “I knew she was the one you liked.”  She nodded her head, then added, “Of course I’ll try to find out what’s wrong for you.”

As Lieal took up a jog after Sarah and Lisa, Chris and Kyle turned around to head for the lounge, only to find several other cadets, and a mean looking gardener, staring wide-eyed at him.  The rest of Chris’s face turned red as he turned back around, deciding to take the long way around.

As they walked swiftly down the corridor, Kyle commented in a joking tone, “You always did have a way with women.”

Chris shook his head at the memory, laughing at himself for allowing such a thing to happen…  That was when he still cared about his image, when he still had hormones to surpress.  It had been quite embarrassing…but that didn’t change the fact that he and Sarah had gotten together…

“Good!” Commander Kalia Tarkent commented, her comm badge still active.  As she watched the readouts on the plasma conduit, she nodded and once again said, “that’s good.  Hold it there for now.”

The readings on the conduit stabilized at the correct frequency.  Nodding in satisfaction, she stored her tricorder and headed back out of the Jeffries tube and into the corridor.  “Stand by, I’m on my way back,” she said, closing the hatch.

“Acknowledged,” Lieutenant Meylar Palzen replied.

Kalia stored her tricorder in a pouch on her uniform, then began walking down the corridor, nodding to officers as she went.

For a moment, dizziness seemed to sweep over her, causing her to stumble for a moment.  A Britar officer came to her side and asked, “Are you OK?”

Kalia pushed herself off of the wall, looked at the officer, and nodded.  “Yes, I’m fine.”

Ignoring the person’s questions, she made it to the turbolift and said, “Engineering.”

The turbolift immediately began moving, and a moment later, stopped and opened up onto what she had guessed was engineering.

Kalia slowly, cautiously moved out of the turbolift, unsure as to what she was doing here, and where here really was.

“Commander, that conduit seems pretty stable,” some guy stated as he approached her.  “I’d like to run a level five diagnostic of the starboard interlock, I think it might be out of alignment.”

She looked at the person, seeming to be increasingly unsure as to what he had just said.  “I’m sorry?” she asked, confusion definitely showing on her face.

The man frowned at her, then asked, “Commander, are you OK?”

“Who?” she asked, looking around for someone else.

Realization seemed to dawn on the mans face, so he came up to her side, and said, “I think it best if we stop by sickbay first.”

“Umm, OK,” she replied, not even sure what that meant.

Tom quickly walked through the doors into sickbay, immediately moving to the bio bed where Kalia was.

“Commander!” she said, sitting up quickly.

Commander Kara Trieal rushed out of her office and pushed Kalia back down.  “Rest easy,” she said, “He’s our superior officer.”

“Oh, you mean the First Officer!” Kalia said, smiling at him.  “Hello, sir.”

Kara nodded and smiled, then looked to Tom morbidly.  “I think I found the problem, sir,” she said.

“What is it?” Tom asked, not sure he wanted to know.

“I don’t know if you are familiar with her file or not,” Kara began quietly, “But Kalia was exposed to severe Theta radiation poisoning a while back.  It resulted in partial memory loss, but she had slowly gained those memories back.”

Tom easily put two and two together, and when he did, his jaw dropped.  “Are you saying it’s a relapse?” he asked, fear edging into his voice.  He’d heard of the relapses that sometimes occurred with Theta radiation poisoning.  Usually, the patients did not recover, and permanently lost their memories.

Kara nodded, the sadness showing on her face making Tom’s stomach feel worse than it already did.  He looked to Kalia, then back to Kara.  “I know I’m asking a lot, Kara…”

She smiled and nodded.  “I always was good at making up medical advanced on the fly,” she said jokingly.  Tom knew she was trying to lighten the mood…but it wasn’t working on him.

Kara moved to a computer console and began working, but as she did so, she stated plainly, “I can temporarily suppress the symptoms, giving her memory back to her, but as I said…it’s only temporary.  She’ll need that time to discuss anything she needs to with her junior engineer.”

“Understood,” Tom said slowly, nodding his head equally slowly.  “I’ll have him report to sickbay immediately.  Please keep me posted, doctor.”

She looked at him with an expressionless face, then looked down to her work.  Tom turned towards the turbolift and moved to it.  Thankful he didn’t have to walk through the corridors just yet, he entered the turbolift, then ordered it to the bridge.

Just what I need, he thought to himself.  I’m about to lose someone on my first assignment as first officer…

Cadet Chris Harriman stepped into the restaurant, taking in the view the windows had of the bay and the Golden Gate Bridge.  Normally, he would have stopped to enjoy the view for a while, but he didn’t want to take the time to, not this time.

He had found out from Lieal that Sarah was a partial Betazoid, and she had sensed some nasty thought from Chris when she slapped him.  It had taken him a few hours to remember what he had been thinking about at that time, not accustomed to having to recall his thoughts.  He soon remembered that a…certain thought had popped into his head, without him even wanting it to have, when they had met.

When he realized that, he had asked Lieal another favor…and she had somehow managed to get Sarah to meet him again.  So here he was now, looking around the restaurant…only to find no sign of Sarah.

His heart sank for a moment as he thought, she stood me up.  However, a waving motion caught his eye, and there, in a back corner, barely visible through all of the people that were present, was Sarah.  When she saw that she had caught his eye, she motioned him over, a sorrowful look on her face.

Chris nodded and immediately began to make his way through the crowds of people, the noise giving him a headache.  I thought my birthday parties had been loud he thought to himself.

Finally, after much pushing, and being pushed back, he made it through, and was surprised to find the corner completely empty of people, except for him and Sarah.  He stood there for a moment, simply staring at her.  She seemed to be avoiding his look, which made him more uncomfortable than she was probably feeling right now.

He moved to the chair opposite of her, put his hand on it, and asked, “May I?”

Though she probably hadn’t heard exactly what he had said, she knew what he had asked, and therefore motioned in a positive way.  Chris pulled the chair out and sat down.

Before he could get a word in, she immediately stated bluntly, loud enough to be heard, “I’m sorry!”

Still she was avoiding his look, and still that made him uncomfortable…but that surprised him.  He had come with an apology himself, and hadn’t expected Sarah would have reason to apologize.

“For what?” he asked, realizing he had asked too softly.

She closed her eyes and shook her head.  Loud enough for him to hear, she said, “I sure chose a bad place for this.  Come on, let’s go!”  She stood up and began moving out, managing never to look at Chris the whole time.

Curious, and not willing to leave it all with that, he immediately followed her, and managed to keep up with her as they went through the crowd.

They immediately managed to make it out onto the sidewalk, where they both slowed down and simply began walking.  Chris didn’t pay attention to where they were walking, and he was pretty certain that Sarah hadn’t paid much attention either.

For several minutes, they walked side by side, not saying a single word, and just looking around…looking at everything, except each other.  Chris was thankful it was a warm night…which it usually was this time of year in the Bay area.  They would have plenty of time to sort things through, since it was the weekend and they didn’t have many classes or any events during the first couple weekends.

Finally, taking the initiative, Chris said quietly, hesitantly, “You said you were sorry…but why?”

For the first time since they met, they locked eyes.  Sarah’s beautiful blue eyes stared into his, and Chris could have sworn that she had tried to force herself to tell him telepathically.  She looked ahead of them, breaking eye contact, and shook her head.

“I shouldn’t have entered your mind like I did,” she said quietly, regret in her voice.

Chris shook his head, replying in an equal tone of voice, “I shouldn’t have been thinking what I had been thinking.”

Sarah shook her head quickly and looked back at him.  “If there’s one thing I’ve learned in my life, it’s that people can’t control what thoughts enter their minds.”  She shrugged and added, “Many think they can, but they are simply denying that they have those thoughts…in a sense, they are lying to themselves.”

He smiled at her, quickly understanding what she was getting at.  “And if you can’t even trust yourself, who can you trust?”

Sarah nodded in agreement, also smiling, and replied, “Exactly!  Those are the people with troubled personalities that counselors usually have to deal with!”

Chris frowned at that, shook his head, and said, “I’m not so sure that’s entirely the truth, but I do agree with you that people who are like that often have troubled personalities…or rather, more to the point, they have trouble interacting with people.”

“Because they think if they do interact with other people, those thoughts are going to enter their minds any way!” Sarah added quickly.

“Precisely!” Chris replied, returning the smile.  It was nice to talk with someone who knew that type of personality…for he used to have that type of personality, and that’s why he knew it so well.  In fact…he still had that personality…

Sarah sighed, paused a moment, then said quietly, “I don’t have to be telepathic to know you want to apologize to me, as well.”  Chris looked at her, surprised that she could read him so well without her abilities.  She tilted her head to one side and said softly, “Well, don’t…because you are not at fault.”

Chris thought for a moment, then nodded in agreement.  “True…that is what we just talked about.”

She looked forward again, looking around and trying to get her bearings.  She gave up a moment later.  “So, Mister Harriman,” she said.  She looked into his eyes again, smiling, and asked, “What are you going to major in?”

Chris shook his head slowly at the memory.  That night, they had talked about virtually everything.  What their plans for Starfleet was, what their years in school were like, and just about everything else.  They had a surprising amount of experiences in common…and their personalities were nothing but compatible.

However, the entire three years Chris had been in the academy…they had never told each other how they really felt.  Both had been bursting inside, wanting to tell the other exactly how they felt.

Each and every day, Chris had determined that he would tell Sarah exactly how he felt about her.  However…he didn’t want to ruin the relationship they had already established.  Telling her might have destroyed their relationship…or so he had feared.  It was ironic that both had felt the same way…but it also came as a relief to Chris when they had finally expressed those feelings to one another.

That one day on the Enterprise…

Lieutenant Chris Harriman, a huge smile on his face, pressed the chime on Sarah’s door.  “Come in,” her voice came through the door.

He pressed the Starfleet delta symbol on the PADD, which caused the door to slide open, and then entered.  The door closing, he quickly moved to a poster of a famous ski mountain on Sarah’s wall.

He looked at Sarah, who was sitting on the couch with a book in her hands, and widened his smile.

A confused look on her face, Sarah asked, “What’s with you today?”

He didn’t say anything at first and just looked at her, then looked back to the poster.  “The Enterprise was just ordered to Earth…for a four week refit and repair,” he said matter-of-factly.  He slowly looked back to her.  “And the crew has that much shore leave time.”

Sarah immediately set the book down, losing her place, and stood up.  Quickly moving towards him, she asked, “You’re kidding?!”

Chris shook his head and said happily, “Nope, not at all.”  He motioned to the ski poster and asked, “I hear this mountain has great skiing.”

Indeed, it did, too.  Wolf Creek was one of the best, and oddly, least-populated ski resort on Earth.  Centered in southern Colorado in the Rocky Mountains, it had great trails, and great views.

“All right, then,” she said, excited.  “Let’s do it!”

“I’ll help you pack,” Chris said, quickly following her into her bedroom.  Sarah immediately moved to the replicator and had the computer replicate a couple duffel bags.  She threw them on the bed and moved to her dresser.  As she started pulling clothes out, Chris started rambling a little.

“Just imagine, four weeks to do what ever we want,” he said as he started helping her refold clothes.

Sarah smiled slightly and replied quietly, “Yes, that’s quite a while.”

“Give us plenty of time to catch up!” he added enthusiastically.

“And I’m sure we have a lot to catch up on,” she said, surprisingly quiet and calm, considering the fact that she had been excited a moment before.

Now I’ve known her for a while, he thought to himself.  It isn’t calm…it’s nervousness…
He stopped folding clothes for a moment, but she just continued to look down at her clothes, folding non-stop.

He observed her for a moment, and noted that she couldn’t meet his gaze.  The last time that happened, it was because she was nervous and anxious.
He placed a hand on her shoulder, finally getting her to look at him.  Sympathetically, he asked, “Hey, you OK?”

She stared at him for a moment, causing memories of their Academy days to enter Chris’s mind.  He remembered all of those times he had been with her…all of those times he had wanted to tell her just how he felt.  He’d spend hours and hours trying to convince himself.  When he finally saw her that day, he suddenly lost the courage.

She turned away from him and moved to a window near the head of her bed.  She stared out at the streaking stars, and Chris knew something was up…

He moved to her side and put his hand on her shoulder again.  “Hey…I’m here for you, you know.”

Sarah looked at him, redness beginning to appear around her eyes, like she was trying to hide tears.

In a voice that sounded ready to burst into the sounds of tears, she said, “I know that…and I’ve always known that.”  She quickly placed her hand on his shoulder as well, and added, “And I’m here for you, too.”

They both smiled at each other, then embraced in a hug.

After holding each other for a long time in silence, Chris felt like his heart was about to burst out of his chest.  Feelings he had never felt for anyone welled up within him.  They were stronger than ever, and that’s when he knew…

“I’m not here for you just because we have been close friends, either,” Sarah said, suddenly catching Chris off guard.  They slowly pulled away from each other, staring into each other’s eyes.  “I care about you like I do because…I…I consider you more than just a friend…even a close friend.”

Chris felt a small smile creep across his face, realizing precisely what she meant…  In a quiet, almost romantic tone, he replied, “I know this doesn’t sound very romantic…but the feeling…is mutual.”

Sarah smiled, letting out a quiet laugh.  Amused, she said, “I don’t care if you’re romantic…I only care that you are…you.”

Chris smiled even deeper, then once again embraced her in a hug.  He didn’t want to let go, afraid the moment would suddenly vanish.  It was like a dream, and he was genuinely afraid that he was about to wake up.  Relief flooded through him, as well as a sense of irony about the whole situation.

So many years that she probably shared my feelings…and neither of us knew the other shared those feelings… 

If he could have smiled any more, he would have.  No doubt, someday soon, we’ll feel comfortable enough with our feelings that we’ll go beyond hugging…and into something much more intimate.  With even more amusement entering his thoughts, he added to himself, and that’s when I’ll screw up.  I never have been the most intimate person…

Chris shook his head slowly, the memories somehow managing to bring tears into his eyes again.  In fact, it turns out he wasn’t dried out after all.

She’s gone now…he had no one to care for, and no one to care about him.  He was alone, truly alone.  No one in this galaxy or the next could ever replace her…nor her place in his heart.  No one could even surpass her in any way.  She had been his one true love…and he let her die.

He buried his face in his hands, his tears turning into loud sobs.  She was gone…and there was nothing he could do…

Meylar slowly entered sickbay, unsure as to what he would find.  He knew Kalia was greatly ill, but he didn’t know if it physically effected her or not…and he didn’t have exactly the strongest stomach of them all.

He almost let out a sigh of relief as he saw her lying on a bio bed in the middle of sickbay, surgical tools already lain out on a tray next to her.

When she looked up at him, he expected a blank stare, one that didn’t know him.  Instead, to his surprise, she smiled at him.  “Hello, Meylar.”

As he stopped next to her bio bed, he let a frown show on his face.  Confused, he asked, “I thought you were losing your memories?”

She regretfully nodded her head.  “I am.  Kara was able to restore my memories, but it’s only temporary.  She has to do surgery on my spine to find and eliminate or repair the cause of my relapse.”

Finally understanding, Meylar nodded.  “I see.  So you’ll be able to give me any last orders.”

Kalia tried to sit up even more, but the black half-circle bio scanner around the bio bed restricted her from getting too far.  She motioned for him to move closer to her.

When he did, she grabbed his hand.  “One order, and one order alone,” she said quietly, as if it were top secret.  With ice-cold, determined eyes, she stated, “Get this ship home!”

A lump quickly formed in his throat, realizing the burden that was being laid upon his shoulders.  If she didn’t make it through this operation…he would be chief engineer.  That meant the well being of the entire starship, all three warp cores and all, would be on his lap.  It was a burden he wasn’t sure he was ready for yet…

However, he wasn’t about to let her feel like he would do so.  She wanted him to do so, and if she did die…it would be her last request, something he must honor.  With confidence, he finally replied, “I will…I promise.”

Satisfied, Kalia smiled, resting back down on the bio bed.  She looked at him one last time, then closed her eyes…ready for the procedure.

Knowing she wanted to be alone, Meylar moved to the turbolift and entered.  He simply stood there for a long time, not bothering to give a command.  He had a lot of work to do now…a lot of work…

“Are the nanites ready?” Kara asked her nurse, Lisa Ogowa.

Lisa, who was on the other side of the bio bed, nodded.  “Yes, doctor.  One thousand nanites.”

As Lisa handed the hypospray over to Kara, she wondered if this would really work.  Though nanites were now used in medical practice all the time, they had never been used to find dying or dead nerve tissue.

Nanites, which were microscopic life forms capable of entering living cells…had never entered nerve cells.  If just one had a slight malfunction during this procedure…the entire operation was over.  However, nanites were the only things capable of finding damage as small as this.  They had to find it now, while it was still small, or lose all hope of helping Kalia.

Kara hesitated when she pressed the hypospray to Kalia’s neck, hoping upon hope that they would work properly.  After a few moments of hesitation, she finally pressed the button.  After a short hiss that confirmed the activation of the hypospray, she immediately set it down and moved to the readouts that the nanites were sending back.

Thanks to programming done by Vendar, the readings that the nanites sent back were collective.  As a result, the information Kara was seeing looked like one reading from a very, very intensive-scanning medical tricorder.

A clear path of sensor information led from the back of Kalia’s neck to her spinal cord, where the nanites then dispersed all along the nerve cord.  When they finally entered nerve cells, Kara looked over to Kalia.  To her relief, there was no reaction, not even a twitch, from Kalia.  That meant that, so far…the nanites were working.

When she looked back to the computer, she saw that, already, point-zero-one percent of Kalia’s upper spinal tissue had been scanned.  So far so good…

“All nanites are working properly,” Lisa reported from beside Kara.  “No anomalies found yet.”

“Then it is localized,” Kara commented quietly.  “We were right.”

Lisa nodded in agreement.  “Looks that way.”

Both fell silent as the scan continued, anxious to find and repair the spot.

About a half an hour later, sixty percent of the spinal tissue had been scanned…and no anomalies.  Kara’s legs began to hurt, but not from standing…they hurt because they were very, very tense.

The minutes ticked by slowly, as did the percent.  Both Kara and Lisa had an iron grip on the edge of the console, knowing that each and every second was integral as the nanoscopic robots worked away, scanning for any anomalies.

That’s when Kara noticed it for the first time.  Something she should have noticed before, something that now stood out like a candle flame in the middle of a dark room.

She loosed her iron grip on the console and pointed to something.  “Look at the electrical flow in the nervous tissue,” she commented quietly.  Making sure Lisa also saw it, she traced the activity down Kalia’s spinal cord, past her arms, and to the mid-section, where the nanites weren’t scanning.

“I see it!” Lisa suddenly stated, astonished.  “Did we do that?!”

Kara quickly shook her head.  When they had made Kalia fall asleep, the agent they used wasn’t supposed to effect neurological activity at all.  So she was very surprised to see that all activity…was not going anywhere but her spinal cord.  It wasn’t going into the branches, into the arms, or any thing else…it simply traveled down the spinal cord.

Kalia brought up a command control panel on the LCARS screen for the Nanites and became redirecting half of then to follow the energy, and left the other half to continue scanning.

“Let’s see if there’s anything down there,” Kara said quietly, curious as to how this was even possible…

After a few moments of progressive scanning, she started to wonder just where all of the neurological activity was going.  It wasn’t until the nanites reached the bottom of Kalia’s spinal cord that something finally showed up.

Both looked at each other, surprise on both of their faces.  “What the hell is that?!” Kara asked.

Lisa immediately looked back at the console and began punching in commands.  “I’m running a bio-spectral analysis…”

Kara watched intently as Lisa worked away, very pleased that she was doing the analysis so well.  However, her pleased expression quickly turned to that of horror.  Her heart leapt into her throat as she realized just what was going on.

“Analysis complete,” Lisa stated, fear putting an edge to her voice.  “It…appears to be a new form of the Devil’s Virus…”

Suddenly, Kalia arched her back up, hitting her abdomen on the bio scanner that covered most of her body.  A sharp intake of breath was followed by a blood-curdling scream.  Everyone in sickbay, which was only a few nurses, looked at her, wondering what was going on.

“Doctor!” Lisa said in an alarmed voice.  Kara looked back down at the readings…only to find that the virus was gone.  It had moved, and it caused a lot of damage to Kalia’s nerve tissue along the way.

Not having to even think about it, Kara said in an urgent tone, “Computer, begin full bio-hazard lock down of sick bay immediately!”

After a few moments, the computer replied “Lock down confirmed.”
Kara immediately moved to another medical console, tapping her comm badge as she went.  “Sickbay to bridge, urgent!”

As she started scans for the Devil’s Virus bio signature in sick bay, Tom’s voice replied, “Go ahead.”
“We have a serious problem on our hands,” Kara stated.  “It turns out that an evolved form of the Devil’s Virus was the cause of Kalia’s memory loss, and it’s left her body!”

She never heard a reply, and never had time to.  Power began to fluctuate in sick bay, the lights and panels flickered off and on.

“Forcefields are down!” someone shouted from somewhere in sickbay.

The alert klaxon suddenly sounded as some of the bulkheads darkened and turn red, indicating a red alert had been called.

Suddenly, all lights and panels went completely dark, followed by a violent explosion on one side of sickbay.  A bulkhead flew out from the wall in slammed a nurse hard on his back, sending him flying with the bulkhead.

As Kara ran to help others get the bulkhead off of the nurse, she shouted, “Bridge, the virus is probably mutating and has moved out of sickbay!”

“A power conduit just overloaded in that section!” Vendar reported, raising her voice above all of the commotion on the bridge.

Tom stood up from the command chair, fear gripping his heart.  “Kara, just how evolved is this form of the virus?”

After a few moments, a garbled reply came back.  “Very evolved.  It looks like it is most likely immune to all of our previous counter measures.  It doesn’t even need oxygen any more, it just needs energy.”
“Power’s fluctuating on deck twenty, section twenty-nine-k,” Vendar reported.  “It must be finding other power receptacles.”

Tom looked back to Ada, who simply nodded to him and entered a turbolift.  Tom turned back around to look at Vendar and ordered, “Keep Ada apprised of the virus’s movements.”

“Aye, sir,” Vendar replied, opening a channel.  “Ada, a conduit in that section just overloaded…it’s probably moving again.”

“Understood,” Ada replied.

Tom moved back to the command chair and opened a ship-wide channel.  “All hands, this is the first officer.  If you don’t know it yet, a mutated form of the Devil’s Virus has appeared on the ship.  I want everyone to arm themselves, and then to evacuate the saucer section.  We’re going to separate the ship and keep the virus contained.  Security, report for duty on the saucer section, fully armed.  Set all of your weapons on maximum, for this isn’t a person that has mutated we’re dealing with here…it’s the pure form of the virus.”

Tom closed the channel and slowly looked around the bridge.  “None of you have to stay here,” he said.  “But I do need a crew to command the saucer module and the stardrive module.  I’ll be remaining here.”  He looked to the ship’s science officer.  “Suran, I want you to take command of the Stardrive section.”

Tom moved to the center of the bridge and looked around again.  He looked at Vendar, who simply nodded and remained at her post.  “Everyone else, what you do from here is up to you.”

Realizing he was done speaking, everyone began talking to each other, deciding who would stay and who would go.  It was like a well-greased clock, the cogs interacting perfectly.  He didn’t have to decide who would do what…everyone was very capable of doing that on their own.  It was a working starship crew…

After several minutes of loud commotion, almost half of the crew followed the Vulcan science officer off of the bridge.

When Tom sat in the command chair, Vendar spun her chair around.  “Sir, the virus appears to be heading directly for engineering.”

Tom nodded his head knowingly.  “As was expected.”  He tapped his comm badge and said, “Bridge to engineering alpha.  I know none of you have left, and none of you will.  Therefore, your orders are to completely shut down not only the warp core on the saucer section…but also to shut down all power systems except two fusion reactors, on either side of the ship.”

“Understood, sir,” Meylar replied.  “Does that mean you don’t want emergency reactors online either?”
“That’s correct,” Tom stated.  “We need to attract this beast away from engineering.  Don’t shut down anything, however, until the saucer has separated.”  He opened another channel to Ada and ordered, “Ada, we’re shutting down all but two fusion reactors.  Coordinate with engineering and find out which ones…and let’s not hope this virus is intelligent enough to get to engineering and reactivate the warp core.”

“Understood.  Keep me informed, please.”
“Sir, everyone has been evacuated…except one life form,” Vendar stated.  She spun her chair around again, a sad look on her face.  “It’s Captain Harriman.  He’s still in his quarters.”


Tom was going to open a channel, but decided against he.  He knew the Captain was monitoring the situation, and so he was risking himself on his own account.  There wasn’t anything he could do.

“Hopefully the virus will leave him alone,” Tom commented.  “Begin separation sequence immediately.”

“Separation sequence initiated,” Vendar immediately reported.  “Outer magnetic constrictor released…magnetic clamps are extending.”

“Prepare to disengage the saucer,” Tom ordered calmly.  “Let’s do this by the book.”

Vendar simply nodded her reply.  “Clamps fully extended.  Saucer and Stardrive are both at a full stop.”

Tom nodded unconsciously.  “Disengage.”

An odd thump reverberated throughout the bridge, and no doubt the rest of the ship, as the saucer immediately began moving away from the stardrive section.

“Separation complete,” Vendar confirmed.

“Helm, bring us a thousand kilometers away from the saucer section,” Tom stated.  “Bridge to Alpha engineering, prepare to shut everything down.”

“Acknowledged, sir,” Meylar replied.

“Marquet to bridge, we’re in position,” Ada seemed to add.

Right on cue, James added, “Answering all stop.”

“Engineering…” Tom started, but hesitated.  He looked around, realizing he had forgotten to order that weapons were to be distributed among the entire crew…but as he looked around, someone handed him a pulse rifle.  He smiled once again at the crew’s proficiency.  “Do it.”

Needless to say, Meylar was very nervous.  Only once, on a holodeck simulation, had he performed a warp core shut down…let alone one that would later require a cold restart.  Shutting down the warp core was meant to be easy, for emergency purposes…but it really wasn’t.  Everyone had to be precise…

He began the countdown.  “Three…two…one…”

And with that, he keyed in his command and tapped the confirmation key.  Immediately, the slow, deep thrum of the warp core ceased as all color vanished from it.  A moment later, the rest of the power in the ship shut down, resulting in all lights and panels shutting down.  Throughout engineering, engineers turned on glow lamps, giving a dark illumination to the large area.

Meylar moved to the only online panel in engineering, confirming that two fusion reactors were still on.

“Looks like it worked,” he said more to himself than to anyone else.

However…before anyone could congratulate one another…an ear-piercing roar rumbled through engineering.  Meylar recognized the roar all too well…

He looked at the source of the roar, but didn’t see the creature yet, only a wide-open corridor.  “Dammit!” he cussed.

Not taking the time to explain what the roar meant to the Britar officers, Meylar quickly ran to the mouth of the corridor and opened an emergency hatch.  With main power and the two computer cores on the saucer shut down, their only hope was the manual override.

He tapped in a command on the battery-operated console, then grabbed the handle in the hatch.  Another roar, very close this time, once again rumbled through engineering.  Not giving the situation a second thought, he pulled on the handle with all of his might.  A moment later, the emergency bulkhead crashed down with a deafening thud, blocking the creature off from engineering.

“What’s going on?!” Lukail, one of the Britar engineers, asked, no hint of fear present in her voice.

Meylar didn’t even bother to look at her as he walked to the center of engineering.  “The virus has mutated into a monster,” he stated harshly, as if she should have known the answer.  “It won’t take it more than a few minutes to get through that bulkhead.”

He went right up to the warp core, then turned to look at the engineering crew.  “Listen, everyone.  I doubt the creature can access the warp core, but even if it could, we don’t have time to eject the core.  The best we can do now is get out of engineering.  Head to the aft Jeffry's tubes of engineering, set your weapons on maximum, and watch out for tentacles!”

Not having to be told twice, everyone moved in a single flurry towards the aft.  Engineering became a dizzying blur of light as everyone’s flashlights were moving all over the place.  If there had been yelling and screaming, Meylar would have sworn everyone was panicking!

A moment later, things did turn into a panic as a deafening boom echoed into engineering.  Meylar flashed his pulse rifle’s flashlight on the bulkhead, only to find a dent already present.

“Move it!” he shouted, knowing their time was up.  Panicking himself, he began pushing everyone into the Jeffry's tubes, not wanting anyone to be left behind…including himself.

When everyone was in except himself, heard the bulkhead finally detach and fly across engineering, impacting on a console that, would it have had power, would have exploded in a shower of sparks.

Meylar spun around to see tentacles already moving towards him.  He quickly fired off one shot, which seemed to simply be absorbed by it, then closed the hatch behind him.  The entire time of his craze to get far away from engineering, he never looked back to see if a tentacle was following him…

“Palzen to bridge!” a very frightened voice suddenly stated.  “The creature just entered engineering any way, and its absorbing weapon’s fire!”
Panic suddenly taking hold of Tom, he slowly stood up from the command chair.  Fear giving his voice a cold edge, he asked, “Then how are we going to fight it?”

A long pause proceeded, one where sweat began to bead Tom’s forehead.  He knew it wasn’t good for the crew to see their CO panicking…but he couldn’t help it.

“We give it what it wants,” Meylar suddenly stated.  “Maybe…I need to talk to Commander Trieal before that can be certain.  I’ll let you know!”
Before Tom could further inquire anything, the channel was closed.  He had never really gotten to know Meylar…so he didn’t know whether or not he could trust him to come up with something.  However, right now…he didn’t have any choice in the matter.

As things often did, more problems raised.  “Battle Bridge to main bridge,” Suran’s calm voice immediately followed.  “We’re receiving a rather angry hail from an alien species.”
“Wonderful,” Tom muttered under his breath, wondering what else could go wrong.  “Suran, lock onto my communicator and beam me directly to the Battle Bridge.”

“Stand by…”

Three seconds later, Tom found himself on the Battle Bridge.

“I’m Lieutenant Commander Thomas Halkrat,” he stated, trying to hide the fear from his voice.  The description of a mean looking insect-like creature…was an understatement!

“I say again, we do not take kindly to outsiders invading our space!” a high-pitched, scratchy voice stated harshly.  “Especially humans!”
Why am I not surprised that they hate humans? Tom thought to himself.

“I apologize if we’ve caused an inconvenience on you,” Tom stated, trying to be diplomatic.  “Right now, we are currently experiencing problems on one of the sections of our ships, and we can’t move.”

“Irrelevant!” the creature shouted.  “Leave now before the Kiklar find you and kill us all!”

Understanding the creature’s fear, Tom sympathized with them, but also had to face facts.  “We can’t do that!  We won’t abandon our people here!”

The creature paused for a moment, seeming to consider what Tom just said.  Finally, it gave its final reply.  “Then you will die…”
With that, the screen cleared and showed the Dragon’s saucer section against the starfield.

Tom gave out an exasperated sigh.  “Wonderful,” he mumbled.  He moved to the command chair, relieving Suran, and sat down.

He paused a moment, knowing what he had to do.  “Battle stations.”  The lights on the bridge slightly darkened as bulkheads took on a red color, but the bridge remained a well-lit area.  It was still like the old bridge design, and did not have that dark color.  Frankly, Tom hated the red carpeting…

Dammit, Tom, don’t worry about the carpet, concentrate!

He shook his head as everyone around him began to move with a spring in their step.  “An alien vessel is approaching at warp nine!” Lieutenant R’Sharn stated from Ops.

“Helm, put us between the alien ship and the saucer section,” Tom simply commanded.  He then opened a channel to the saucer section.  “Halkrat to Marquet…Ada, I know you’re busy, but I need an experienced tactical officer on the battle bridge.”

After a slight pause, an angered voice replied, “Aye, sir…but you should know this could compromise our operations here.”

Angered at her protest, but realizing they had merit, he said, “If we don’t succeed in defeating the approaching vessel…your operation there won’t matter.”

After another pause, a less angered voice said, “Understood…and sorry.  I’m on my way.”
“Estimated time to intercept is thirty seconds,” R’Sharn reported.

Tom felt, in a way, lost.  Tactical wasn’t his forte…and it was something he never enjoyed.  He had majored in science because he had hoped that he would never have to deal with tactical situations.  He would much rather have had someone else be first officer…but on a ship where over half of the crew had honorary ranks…there wasn’t much of a choice in the matter.  They had to maintain a stable chain of command…

“Ready full spreads of Photon torpedoes as well as a blanket of phaser fire,” Tom ordered.  “Firing pattern at your discretion.”

“Torpedoes armed and ready,” Ada replied, making Tom spin around to find her at tactical.  He hadn’t heard her beam over…  “Phaser pattern ready,” she concluded.

Tom smiled, then turned back to the view screen.  As he looked, an elongated shape began to appear, and in a moment, it was a dark, metallic ship, very sleek in design…and very deadly looking.

“Fire!”

With that order, sixteen photon torpedoes streaked away from the Dragon, all impacting on the shields of the enemy vessel.  Immediately following those were two crimson phaser blasts.

When those ceased, a purple energy ball that looked similar to a Romulan plasma torpedo emerged from the enemy ship.

“What the hell?” he heard Ada state.  “Sir, I don’t know what they fired, but…”

Tom spun his chair around to look back at her.  “But what, Ada?”

She looked at him, confusion very present on her face.  “It is nothing but energy…no firing mechanism, and no static or magnetic shell keeping the energy together.  Plus, it seems to be some sort of phased energy.”

Tom’s eyes immediately went wide.  “That mean’s our shields…”

Before he could finish, the ship suddenly rocked backwards.  Inertia immediately ‘threw’ everyone forward on the ship as panels and bulkheads exploded.  Sparks rained down on Tom as he tried to keep himself in his chair.

A moment later, he was on his feet as the inertial dampers finally took over.  “Full impulse, evasive maneuvers!” he shouted above the explosions and energy discharges.  “Continue weapons fire, full spread!”

With that, the ship went into action, quickly moving away from the saucer section and firing lower phasers as it went.  As it passed over the ship, phaser fire from five different banks lanced out and impacted on the shields of the enemy vessel.  Purple beam weapons, in turn, lanced out and impacted on the already-weakened Dragon shields.

“Their conventional weapons are not penetrating our shields!” Ada shouted.  “But they are still doing a fair amount of damage!”

“Aft torpedoes, full spreads!” Tom replied.

With that command, eight Quantum torpedoes, followed by sixteen photon torpedoes, streaked away, impacting on the enemy vessel’s shields.

“Minor damage has been inflicted on their shields,” Ada reported.  “We’re going to have to do a helluva lot better to win this battle!”

Tom shook his head.  “You’re the tactical officer, think of something!”

He merely felt the cold look she gave him, he didn’t actually see it as he concentrated on a tactical display of the battle.  That’s when he realized that the phased energy weapon was charging again…but doing so very slowly.  Math he was good at, so he did the calculations and discovered that they had eight minutes before the vessel could fire again.

“You’ve got eight minutes before they fire another phased weapon,” Tom stated to Ada.  “Make them count!”

“Then I recommend that we launch all fighters!” Ada stated in reply.  “They’re the only things that’ll help us.”

“Can we launch with shields up?” Tom asked, never having actually read up on that aspect.

“Yes,” Ada said in a bewildered voice.  “Starfleet vessels have been able to launch support craft like that for four years!”

Tom simply shrugged her comment off.  “Then scramble all fighters.”

“We don’t have much time,” Meylar told the security officers he was leading through the corridors.  “If that thing has Kalia’s command codes in its mind, it’ll be able to activate the warp core any minute.”

“You sure this will work?” he heard someone ask.

He looked back at the person and smiled.  “Of course it’ll work.  Kara confirmed it herself.”

The man shook his head slowly.  “I hope you’re right…”

He then looked back to make sure nothing had happened to the device.  They planned on stopping just outside of engineering, where they would hook the device up to one of the fusion reactors and shoot it at the creature.

It was true that the creature was looking for energy…but what type of energy?  Meylar had known that Kara would be able to find out…and she had.  A precise frequency was already programmed into the device.  All they had to do was point and shoot, and hope the creature would disintegrate.

Meylar had to admit, programming the device to give off the type of energy they needed was difficult.  It was a very low frequency, almost to the point of nonexistence.  Hopefully…it’ll have been worth it.

The ship suddenly lurched to one side, throwing him against the wall, and the device crashing to the ground.  Not taking the time to figure out what happened, Meylar quickly ran to the device and did an immediately system’s check.  To his relief, nothing appeared damaged.

He sighed and shook his head at the other engineers.  “Let’s keep going,” he said, knowing it wasn’t their fault.

He brandished his pulse rifle as he continued to lead the way.  They were close…

Tom gripped the armrest of his chair as the ship lurched again.  “Hull breach on deck forty three!” R’Sharn reported.  “Forcefields are responding!”

“Continue a cover pattern for the fighters,” Tom ordered.  “Full phasers and torpedoes.  Don’t hold back on them, Ada.”

“Photon Torpedoes locked…”  A moment later, sixteen torpedoes streaked away from the Dragon and impacted on the enemy ship.

“The last fighter just launched!” R’Sharn reported quickly.

“Full impulse, evasive maneuvers!” Tom shouted.  While the fighters were launching, they couldn’t perform evasive maneuvers, or the fighters could have been destroyed by the Dragon itself the moment they left the shuttle bay’s inertial damping field.  As a result, heavy damage had been done to the Dragon…but hopefully it was worth it.

As the ship shook again, a light fixture exploded, sending sparks halfway across the Battle Bridge.  An ensign was unfortunate enough to be in the way…but luckily, by the time he had been hit by the sparks, they merely singed his clothes and made green marks on his purple skin.

“Show them our tail and fire aft torpedoes when you can,” Tom responded.  “Tell the fighters to commence their firing runs.

Following his order exactly, the Dragon flew over the enemy vessel, firing all phasers as it went.  The moment it cleared the vessel, eight quantum torpedoes, along with sixteen more photon torpedoes, fired at point blank range and immediately impacted on shields.  The Dragon shook from its own weapons fire, but Tom hoped it had been worth it.

A moment later, hundreds of energy streaks from seemingly nowhere began hitting the enemy vessel’s shields, causing them to constantly flare to life.  Tom had to strain his eyes to see the thirty or so Bladerunner fighters as they added miniature Quantum Torpedoes to their lethal weapons fire.

“It’s working!” Ada shouted in glee.  “Their shields are on the verge of collapse!”

“Time’s up, sir!” R’Sharn suddenly stated in an alarmed voice.

Before time had a chance to react to Ada, his mind jumped at R’Sharn’s statement.  On screen, the enemy vessel fired its purple sphere of phased energy…which moved quickly through space.

“Impact in ten seconds!” Ada shouted.  “It’s going to hit our warp nacelles!”

We won’t be able to survive that, Tom thought.  And that thing’s targeting ability is…remarkable, to say the least.  He slowly stood up as he saw the purple energy sphere quickly approaching.  It wouldn’t be long now…

Before he could finish that thought, a Bladerunner fighter streaked by the view screen, so close that he swore it had almost hit the Dragon’s shields.  That wasn’t what surprised him.  What surprised him was the fact that the fighter was on a direct course for the energy sphere.

Tom quickly stood up from his seat and was about to order someone to beam the pilot aboard.  Before he had to, however, the cockpit's ejection system activated, sending the entire cockpit out of the fighter and quickly away from the imminent explosion.

A nanosecond later, the fighter impacted.  The phased energy sphere reacted accordingly, and released its stored energy into normal space.  The hull of the Bladerunner also reacted, as the energy completely tore it apart…as well as the miniature warp core that was in the fighter.  A moment later, an explosion of energy ripped across not only normal space, but also subspace, as the antimatter reacted to normal matter.  When the two annihilated each other…anything close by would feel it.

That was precisely what the Dragon felt as Tom was thrown back into the command chair.  Though it wasn’t as bad as any weapons impact because of the distance, it was enough to fry Tom’s already frayed nerves.

A moment later, the energy cleared, and he could see the enemy vessel again.

“They’re retreating!” Ada shouted in glee.

“Tell the fighters to let them go,” Tom said, readjusting his posture anxiously.  A moment later, the vessel vanished into warp.

“They’re hailing us,” R’Sharn reported.

Tom nodded as he stood up, wondering what they had to say.  “On screen.”

The empty starfield was quickly replaced with a dark screen…a screen with interference in it…from damage.  Tom felt good about this, knowing they had provided more damage to the enemy vessel than they had let on.

“You may have defeated us,” a strained voice stated defiantly.  “But more will come…and we know you can not defeat more than one of our ships.”
With that, the starfield returned.  R’Sharn looked back at him and shook her head solemnly.  “I hate to be the bearer of bad news,” she said, “but eight more ships, much larger than the one we fought, are on their way to us now.”

Tom closed his eyes in frustration, realizing that they couldn’t get a single break today.  “Time to intercept?” he asked.

“One hour.”

He nodded as he moved back to the command chair.  “Then let’s get that warp power repaired…and let’s hope we can resolve this Devil’s Virus problem…”

Tentacles made Engineering look like a tropical rain forest as an odd slime of some sort dripped from bulkheads and railing.  In the exact center, the source of it all…a large mass of a creature.

Meylar noted with some amusement that the creature somehow looked like it was bending over a command console as several tentacles were hovering over it.  Meylar guessed that it was trying to remember how to work computer consoles.

That was all the time he took for speculation.  In a whisper, he said, “Lieutenant, hook up the power line.”

Lieutenant Vicki Allison nodded as she helped set the device down.  She then grabbed the power feed and moved to one side of the corridor.  As she removed a panel, Meylar once again checked his pulse rifle to make sure it was also set to the proper frequency.  Pulse Rifle’s weren’t capable of firing precisely low enough to kill the creature…but it would hurt the creature.  At least, long enough to keep them all safe.

Suddenly, a high scream pierced through the air.  Meylar quickly looked into engineering…to see the creature looking at them.  It didn’t take him long to realize that a lot of the tentacles were detaching themselves from around engineering…and were heading right for the group of engineers and security personnel.

Before he even had a chance to say anything, the security personnel moved in front of him and began firing at the tentacles, trying to keep them away from the group.  Meylar kneeled next to the device and began to prepare it to fire.  A moment later, Vicki kneeled next to him.

“All set, sir,” she said quickly.  “Power transfer from the fusion reactor appears nominal.”

He nodded his reply as he made the final preparations.  He powered the reserve cells on the device, then brought the firing mechanism online.

He looked up at the security guards, who were having a very difficult time keeping all of the tentacles at bay.

“Look out!” he shouted as loud as he could.  Knowing what he was about to do, none of the officers spared a moment.  Firing ceased, and they moved out of the way.

It took Meylar no more than five seconds to take aim at the center of the body of the creature.  As he did so, however, tentacles had begun to creep into the corridor, ready to grab the closest person.

A moment later, a wide crimson beam shot out and pierced the creature square in its body.  It reared back, emitting screams of pain.  The tentacles retracted immediately as the creature immediately turned pale.

Kara, who had also been with the group, moved ahead of everyone, making sure to stay clear of the beam.  She opened her medical tricorder and began scanning the creature.  It was obvious that she was having trouble getting a clear scan of the creature from this distance, but a moment later, she smiled and nodded her head triumphantly.

She shouted something back at Meylar, but he didn’t hear her due to the energy device as well as the creatures screeching.  After he signaled to her that he hadn’t heard her, she closed her tricorder and moved next to him.

“I said it’s definitely working!” she shouted.  “The creature’s cells are being destroyed.  It’s contracting, trying to keep a wound of any kind from forming, replacing dead cells with already living ones.”

Meylar sighed slowly, realizing that it was almost definitely over.  The creature would shrink no doubt shrink to a certain point, which would be when they would have to go in with miniature power devices and finish it off.  Soon enough, the ship would be theirs again.

He tapped his comm badge and said, “Palzen to bridge…signify the stardrive section that the creature will soon be destroyed…and that they may begin docking procedures.  Bring all fusion reactors online.”

“Acknowledged,” Vendar replied.  “Congratulations, Meylar.”
He didn’t reply…all he did was heave a sigh of relief.  It was finally over…

First Officer’s log, Supplemental


The Devil’s Virus mutation has been completely wiped out thanks to the brave efforts of our engineering and security teams.  The ship has unified again, and we’ve left our new enemy’s territory.  We’ve begun a search of the surrounding systems to try to find a map of this new specie’s territory…so that we may circumnavigate it.

Though we still can’t get above warp eight due to damage, repairs are coming along well…  I’m also happy to report that, thanks to Kara’s medical wonders, all nerve damage to Kalia has been repaired, and she’ll soon be ready to return to duty.

Kalia smiled as Meylar approached her bio bed.  She sat up, still finding it difficult, and nodded to him.  “Good to see your face again, Meylar,” she commented.

Meylar equally smiled and nodded.  “Good to hear that you remember me.”

She laughed at the comment and shrugged it off.  “I’m just glad it wasn’t a side effect of Theta radiation…I’ve had enough problems with it in my life.”

He put his hand on her shoulder and pushed her back down onto the bio bed.  “Look, you need to rest,” he told her, almost like she was still having memory loss.  Though Kalia couldn’t remember anything during her memory loss, she had learned that many people had talked to her as if she were a child.  It was something she was very glad that she couldn’t remember.

“I will, don’t worry,” she stated, looking up at the ceiling.  She looked back at him and frowned.  “Just make sure my ship is in one piece when I come back.” 
He nodded in compliance and said, “Don’t worry…the ship’ll be completely repaired by the time you’re back on your feet.  I’ll see to it.”

Instead of replying, Kalia simply looked back up at the ceiling, and closed her eyes.  This was at least the second time he had helped get the crew out of a real fix…and so she knew he was very capable of doing exactly what he promised.

More than anything, she was relieved.  Before, she had been frightened that a horror from her past had come back to haunt her.  She didn’t know what she preferred, however…memory loss from Theta Radiation, or a Devil’s Virus infection…

As they say…between a rock and a hard place…  She mentally laughed at the saying, wondering how it had come about.  After a few moments of speculation, she simply decided to forget it.

It didn’t take long for the dream world to find her…

