Home once more
« on: Jan 24 ", 2004, 3:02am »

Ranho had just looked in on everyone down in intel and was on his way to his

room. Ranho was looking at getting more then 12 hours of sleep but he didnt

know if he would get more then 6. As Ranho walked int o his room he set all his
gear on the floor next to his desk and keeped walking to the bed where Ranho fell
asleep on contact.

{8 hours later}

Ranho woke to his computers beeming sound.

"What in gods name?"

Ranho said with a rather cold and evi | tone in his voice as he got up from his bed
and walked over to his desk.

"Play"

Ranho said with the same tone. The screen lit up and soon Ensign Triad appered
on the screen

"Lt. Garnd | think it's about time you bring the equment you have back s o it can
be cheacked back in. You also need to file a department report as well and seeing
as this is your day off | know you will have some free time"

Elise smiled then the screen went black.

"l will deal with her soon. Day off | never have a day of

Ranho sat at the desk and looked at the screen.
" Department report"
Ranho looked at the clock then brought up his planer.

"The hell... it is my day off. | do need to file that report"

« Last Edit: Jan 24 ™, 2004, 3:10am by Ranho Garnd »
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Lights Out
« on: Jan 25", 2004, 12:16pm »

Oon>

Jenise leaned back in her bunk, she was glad the mission was over but for some
reason she didn't feel her normal high. She couldn't put her finger on it but she




didn't feel like the victor so much the one that won from a forfeit. She sighed to
herself, " Come on Jenise, at least we saw some action. Yea but big deal it wasn't
the stomach churning gore | had hoped it would be. | must be getting old or
something, I'd rather gut a being than just shoot them.~ She thought to herself.

Jenise sat up in her  bed and took her blade out; she picked her fingernails as
normal. ~ Helluva way to spend a night.~ She thought to herself. Jenise sighed
heavily as she finished cleaning her nails and pit her blade away.

~ Well might as well get the other crap done.~ Sh e thought as she reached down
and grabbed her rifle. Jenise disassembled her rifle then proceeded to clean every
piece one by one.

Nearly An Hour Later>

Jenise assembled her rifle once more then carefully placed it against the wall, she
took out her boots then started to shine them. She never enjoyed shining her
boots but some how it always seemed to calm her, she finished one boot then
started on the next. After thirty minutes Jenise sat her boots next to her rifle, she
then got up and went to the r eplicator. She replicated herself a fresh uniform
then sat that at the end of her bed.

~Well since there ain't jack more to do may as well go to sleep.~ She thought to
herself then climbed into her bunk. ~ Oh well maybe next time I'll get to kill
more, prolly be riding a frickn desk with my luck though.~ " Computer lights."
She said then quickly drifted to sleep.

Off>
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I Need Out Of The Office
« on: Feb 5™, 2004, 8:30am » Quote B Modify E® Remove

ON>

It had been a slow 12 hours in Elise was startin g to get a bit of office feaver. It
was an hour before shift change but Elise needed to get out of Intelligence and
fast.

"Elise to David"

"David here"

"You think you could start early?"

"I don't know"

"Come on we need someone down here"
"Wheres Ra nho?"

"Its his day off"

"He has a day off. Ok I'll be there in 10"
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"Thinks"

Elise sat back in her char and looked at her computer then at the 7 or 8 PADD'a
on her desk. She knew that she needed to get all of the reports filed and marked
but she just diden't have the energy in her right now.

<OFF

Ensign Elise Triad (NPC)
Intelligence officer/Analyst

« Last Edit: Feb 5 ‘h, 2004, 8:31am by Ranho Garnd
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Sit'n on the Dock of the Bay...
« on: Feb 11 ™, 2004, 10:09am »

ON>

As he looked at the stars from inside the docking bay Gunny Kincaid had a feeling
that something just wasn't the same. It felt like time was just not correct or had

a fracture to it or something. He shook his head but the feeling wouldn't leave

him.

He leaned back on his hands and watch the stars roll by as the station turned. He
noticed again the patterns they formed so different from earth's pattern where he
had been born.

He jumped up and began walking to his quarters, ~enuff dis chit~, he thought ~I
need to go kill something. But first a little sack time would be a very good thing~.

OFF>

I

Your guess is as good as mine
« on: Feb 11 ™, 2004, 12:29pm »

On:>

Graiza Now very busy trying to create astronomical charts of the area has very
little data at this time. Graiza decides to take a two hour brake. One for lunch
and the other for some ré&r.

As tensions grow high because of our current mission many of the crew have little
time to rest especial Graiza. Being the Chief Science Officer she has to make
sure there are no harmful anomalies that can hu rt the crew in this area ex: gas in




the are or some sort of paranormal life form interfering with the controls aboard
the station.  As Betazoid Graiza requires a certain amount of rest to control her
mental powers.  Without it Betazoids could loose control or start acting funny.

Graiza"s control over her mental powers were fluctuating and she has to at least

eat and than sleep for an hour to stay in control. So Graiza makes her way to the
eating area aboard the station she has a cup of light and sweet tea and a peace
of apple pie. After that Graiza heads to her quarters to take a short nap and

replenish herself. But before she can, she is stopped by a comm from one of her
assistant science officers needing her help with an on going experiment with a

new substance found on an asteroid we had taken samples of while passing

through this new area where in. Graiza now rushes to the science lab.

When she arrives she is shocked to find that the molecular substance that was

found in the peace of asteroid app eared to be growing crystallized particles at an
excelerating rate. This has never been seen before by anything that has come off

an asteroid. We assume that an asteroid is decilent and not living but according

to our experiment the crystallization is a f orm of rapid repair or new growth of an
asteroid. In laymen's terms The small peace we took is regenerating and growing

by the minute.

Graiza Isolated and quarantined the area of the lab and kept studying the growth
until it become a certain size th an They had no choice but to toss it. Graiza
amazed by the rapid regeneration of one small peace of the asteroid quickly runs
to her room and makes a log of her new found discovery. This one was one for
the books. [smiley=approve.qif]

Off:>

« Last Ed it: Feb 11 ™, 2004, 1:24pm by Jayden S. Tyronian
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Coffee Break
« on: Feb 18 ", 2004, 8:00am »

Jayden sat down on the chair of the coffee club on Deck 3 of the Promenade area

the central shop int he middle of the space of the inner Promenade (those readin
will need to refer back to the 1st and 2nd mission to understand how the

Promenade is laid out ) he slightly turned to sit on an angle looking out and over

the bannister to the lower levels. It was mid morning, and the Promenade was

just starting to get busy.

Jayden sipped at his Bajoran Orange Splice Tea as the Bolian waiter dropped off
his Pu rple Slime Cake.  ~Something seems out of place, it just feels different,
nah maybe its me needing mroe sleep~ he laughed quietly to himself

Jy came up behind Jayden from the northern crossbridge tot he coffee club and
as he got behind his brother he le at over and stuck his finger into the Slime Cake
and removed a finger full of the icing and tasted it...




"Hmm you still like these..." he teased and giving hima good brotherly hit on the
back before taking a seat opposite.

"You can talk you like the  m just as much as me, so why not get yourself one, you
know you want one" Jayden said in reply laughing

"Why when | can eat half of yours" Jy said taking the plate and breaking teh cake
in half roughly

"We haven't changed at all have we?! So what ha ve you been up to?" Jayden
queried

"Not a whole lot, just getting back on top of things and catching up on the things
that were happening while we were gone, paperwork you know the usual kind of
stuff, what about you?" Jy replied and asked

"Me sleepi ng, eating and chilling out, oh yes then there is the paperwork catching
up on and all that like you, good that we have some days off soon, was thinking
going to Bajor, you want to come?" Jayden enquired

"Sure, I'd love to." Jy replied

Jayden and Jy the twins sat and chatted for some time before breaking up and
returning to work.

Off:>
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Bad Luck
« on: Feb 23, 2004, 4:54pm »

ON>
BlackHawk's Bridge>

Since Raven was asleep Isaiah had let Daro handle the helm. "Daro, 1/4 impulse
into Vella Cava. Slow and easy, fast appr oaches make the gunners nervous." He
said chuckling.

"One quarter impulse, aye!" Daro said crisply. he glanced up at the look Isaiah
was giving him and he shrugged, "Been watching some old Terran Navy movies."

Isaiah shook his head, "If it gets us t o 1/4 impulse saying aye, works for me."
Isaiah opened a comm. "Vella Cava flight ops, this is BlackHawk, requesting
permission to dock."

The viewscreen showed the face of a Starfleet Lieutenant, "BlackHawk, VC Flight



ops, permission granted, dock at t he customs area, prepare for inspection.”

"Aye, sir BlackHawk out." Isaiah said as he looked at Daro for approval.

Daro nodded to the skipper and headed for the section that had the most alien

ships waiting for docking instructions. He settled in be side another merchant ship
and waited for their turn.

Isaiah shook his head, "They weren't this slow last time | was here. Business

must be picking up." As he eyed the screen, "So what you gonna do during our

short stay here?"

"Stay out of trouble, S kipper," Daro remarked as his hands flew over the controls.
"Good, keeps my share higher," Isaiah said eyeing the manifest list to make sure

it was updated then he sent the list to the customhouse computer. "Now we

wait." He said with a sigh.

"Hey, S kipper! They's letting us through! Whatcha carrying, Sex enhancers?”
Daro smirked.  He eased the ship into position and the tractor beam took it,

sliding it to a docking port.

"Nothing but Starfleet parts. Must be more important than | thought." He sa id.

"Must be. Hey, yah gonna skim off and make a few bucks?" Daro asked with a
smile, anticipating a good take.

"Yah, thats always a good thing skim off of Starfleet. | do like that penal colony

over near Ceti V. What ya think?" Isaiah said as he lo oked at Daro.

Daro visibly flinched. "People skim off all the time....." His voice drifted off when
he caught the dark anger smouldering in Isaiah's eyes. "Didn't say nothing.
Nothing at all.”

The ship's hatch sealed with the docking port with a n audible hiss.

Isaiah stood up with a PADD, "Daro, in our business they pay us enough not to
skim and sometimes our customers have worse things than a penal colony." He
said gently, "Look my man we stay healthy by staying honest and keeping our
promise s, okay?"

Daro nodded, not convinced, but also not willing to challenge the old man. Not
yet, anyway.  There were ways to make money on the side. No one ever got rich
being honest.

Isaiah had watched Daro's eyes and smiled inside ~Lesson Three comi ng up~.
"Ship is secure, Skipper. Agents are asking permission to board." The kid
reported.

"Open the hatch Weaps and allow them entrance. You and | will meet them
there." Isaiah said as he turned to leave the bridge, "C'mon time to learn to
handle a feisty customs agent."

Daro threw the switch that would unseal the hatch. It separated in two and slid
out of sight in the hull. He then followed Isaiah, two steps behind and to his
right.



Isaiah approached the agents; "Welcome aboard gentlemen, here is a PADD with
the manifest on it. Also a list with the cargo seal numbers and thumb prints of
seal witnesses." With a smile he showed them toward the cargo hold.

Daro just eyed the agents, making plans, hoping everything was as legit as the
skippe r said, or well hidden, just in case.

When they arrived at the hold an agent asked while looking at the PADD, "Lot 32
is where Captain?"

Isaiah took him straight there. The agent looked at the seal and the PADD

verifying the numbers. The other agent scanned the cargo with a tricorder looking

for anything that didndét jibe with the manifest. (S
grinned.

Daro eyed one of the agent's back pockets. There was the unmistaken bulge of a

wallet there.

Isaiah's grin turned to ston e as he saw where the kid's eyes were. Daro was

going to | earn that street thievery didnoét a
the game play out. He knew the agent s, and D
be arrested.

y in

ppl
ar o WO u

Daro waited until that agent was reaching between some boxes, and him looking
over the agent's shoulder. With a deft flick of his fingers, he had the wallet out
and in his own pocket.

| saiah grinned and tapped the other agentds shoul de
The agent who had  his wallet stolen felt it go. He smiled to himself. He moved

around behind Daro and returned his wallet to his own pocket and looked Daro in

the eye, "Mine." Was all he said to Daro, "With his other hand he held Daro's

wallet, "Yours?"

Daro blushed dark  gray and nodded, feeling like a fool.

The agent looked Daro in the eye, "Be glad Isaiah is a friend of ours or you would
be in cuffs. The commander of this station frowns on thieves and pickpockets,"

the agent turned to Isaiah, "Anything else to declar e, Isaiah?"
| saiah said, "Yes | have a crewmember asleep and th
three of us."

"Ok, you are cleared to enter the station. We will move your ship to the main bay
if you want or you can do it."

"Daro here will get her read y to move and then we shall enjoy VC. Thank you for
your time gentlemen." Isaiah said with a smile.

As the agents left, Daro stuck his hands in his pockets and headed back to the
bridge, all in a sulk. ~Man, nothing but bad luck since | got on this boa t't~ He
plopped down at the helm and secured the ship for transfer.

OFF>
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The Devil to Pay
« on: Feb 24 2004, 6:20pm »

ON> Vela Cava

Since Huffman and Raven had | eft t he shi
take a | ook around. The | ast ti me hedd been
hi dden, as he was stowed away in a cargo

to eat from the freighteroés gall ey when
foot on the base.

This time, he sauntered about the promenade, his hands in his pockets, idly

window -shopping. As he wandered about, he noticed that the crowd was getting

thicker. Apparently the other merchant ships had gotten permission to dock, and

their crews allowed to take some | i berty. Daro headed fo
himself a couple sandwiches and a drink, and sat facing a window out to the mall.

The base wasnoét bi gtermnrisitsofthansierdst so thewvsitprs
moved through the mall at a hurried pace, t rying to buy what they could before
pulling out. The casino was full of gamblers trying for the big hit, but mostly
succeeding in leaving their credits or slips on the tables.

Daro just finished up his meal and was about to take his tray to the recycler
when an unseen and strong hand grabbed him by the collar and dragged him
outside and to a corner hidden from the milling crowd.

AAll right yah shit, whereds my money?0 A

Daro immediately recognized the voice of S torvo, his former drug master, the one
whoéd kept him chained to a bed for mont hs

AfHe aint got it!o Storvo | aughed to hi
around and gl ared down into his face.

iMeans both of us are out of money! o
backhand for it. Daro wiped the blood off his cheek and glared at his former
SEVEINES CIg

il think I you to the Klingons! They
Daro struggled to no avail, and the Nausican delivered a punch to his chin that

put his lights out. Starvo and his lieutenant carried Darvo off. They had a Klingon

contact who would pay dearly for a Cardassian boy.

OFF>
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Weapons
Blackhawk
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Walkabout
« on: Feb 24 ™, 2004, 6:31pm »

ON>
Vella Cava Station>

Isaiah went to his quarters and gently shook Raven awake as he kissed her
cheek.

She rolled her head to see who was waking her. "Hey | over slept again didn't I."
as sherolledt o her back to sit up.

"You had a long nite on the helm, so we just went ahead and let ya sleep
Isaiah replied.

"So where are we then?" she asked

"We are at Vella Cava station. We have to go through customs before entering or
leaving Python Sector . Want to go see their Promenade?" Isaiah asked with a

smile.

"Sur e, need to move around a little. |1 have been on
up and went to the closet to find something to wear and walked to the bathroom

"Give me 5 min then we can go. " she said

Isaiah admired the female form as she walked. "Sure love, take your time."
Isaiah said dreamily.

While in the bathroom she washed her face and dressed in some jeans and a red
top then she brushed her hair and came out braiding her hair so it would be out
of the way, found her boots and did them up.

A Wel | Il " m ready if you are, o0 she said smiling at hi

"Let's go then," He said with a smile. He palmed the door open and waved her
through watching her as she went by.

"Why are you so hap py today." as she walked out the door
"Just am," he replied changing to his usual stony face.

"Well, ok but the smile looked better. So this Vella Cava, it is sort of like Python
base then."

"Sort of, but not as big, has everything SBP has but is smaller is all." He replied
with a grin.

"Kewl." she walks beside him and puts her arm around his waist as they walk
down the corridor

They exited the ship and headed past security. They entered the promenade area
and began to stroll along looking in windows.

Looking around it looked comparable to Python but smaller and somewhat quieter



in a way.

"So how is the Daro working out."” she asked since she really hadn't seen much of
him yet.

"He is doing fine, a little rough around the edges but we are smoothing it out." He
said as he chuckled.

She looked at him "Really, so what kind of roughness are we talking about."

"He tried to lift the wallet of the customs agent, and he did, but the agent took
his back and got Daro's too. Luckily the age nts are friends and they didnt put him
in custody." Isaiah said looking into a shop.

" Wow, well that must have been interesting." Something caught Raven's eye.
"Uum lets go in here.” she said. as she had seen a shirt with a dragon on it.
and wanted a closer look at it.

Isaiah followed her into the shop. He began to look around at the other shirts
while Raven shopped.

She picked it off the rack and wandered through the store to look for a jacket of
some sort, as she had her jacket taken from her w hile she was on Python.

Isaiah found a leather duster he wanted. He took it off the rack and began
looking around some more as he slowly headed for the counter.

When she seen a long black jacket that just she just could not resist. So she took
it of f the rack to see if it fit. ~This fits nicely~ takes it off and look to see where
the counter is and walked that way as she took out her credit chip to pay for her
stuff.

Isaiah walked up behind her and pushed her hand away putting his out to the
clerk,

"Until we restock that account better use this one," He said with a smile.
she turn to him. but just let it go.as she had never been here before.

He smiled and kissed her cheek, "Still not used to being assisted love?" He asked
as he smiled at her

" No but what can | do, right?" she said with a grin as she put her chip back it the
pocket.

"Not much till we get more creds against that account." He said gently and
lovingly.
she just waited while the clerk tallied it up. Being content with eve rything.

Once Isaiah had finished paying he held his arm out for her, "Next stop or just
walking to stretch?" He asked.

"Walk to stretch.” she said taking his arm.

"Whew, didndt know if cred chip could take mor e,

"Real ' y, 0 she said. "So do they have an Botanical
that." she asked

H
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" If not no biggie, just wanted to se some green like trees." she smiled as she
could see he was thinking about it.

"l do not know but we can find out." He replied heading to a LCARS terminal to
find out.

She followed him to the terminal to see what there is available.

"They have a garden on the lower promenade with flowers and such but no
trees." Isaiah replied as he looked at the computer.

"That wo uld be just as nice to see.” she said.
"Let's go then," as he began to walk to the turbolift with his arm around her
waist.

"Ok. 0 She said as she put her arm around his waist.

They got in the lift and Isaiah said, "Lower promenade," The lift stopped on the
lower floor and they got off and went across to the center where the entrance
was.

Raven couldn't wait to see some greenery.

They entered and walked among the flowers and shrubs. Breathing the flowers
and the earth smells, Isaiah was rejuven ated.

Raven stopped for a second or two took it all in. "Now this is nice, reminds me of
my grandma's garden." she closed her eyes and just took a deep breath and
smiled.

Then opened her eyes and so they could continue the walk through it all. But at a
slower pace.

Isaiah saw a bench and took her to it and sat beside her. Closing his eyes he
drank in the smells of the garden. The different flowers from around the quadrant
all blending together was wonderful.

" This is so beautdhdrhead ohtasrsoulder andijust relared.
"Good idea." she said half grinning.

AfYyes it is," he replied as he placed his arm around
sounds of the garden.

"Upon occasion | have really good ideas, so far | think | I've only had one really
bad one." she said

"And what would that idea have been what, love?" Isaiah asked with a smile.

"That idea was not make the right arrangements on getting to Python. But other
than that it has been interesting."

"What happened w ith the arrangements?" He asked with concern in his voice.
"Well you don't remember? | didndt have a place to

you." she said with a smile " my knight in shining armor, who took me in." she
said



"Yes | remember that par  t, was there a problem with the trip or just hotel
arrangements." Isaiah asked

"Everything went wrong but I'm here now and well it is in the past more or less."

"We shall talk about this more, later on." Isaiah replied as he closed his eyes
again to enjoy the smells.

Raven looked around to see if she could recognize some of the flowers from
where she was sitting. There was only one she knew and it was roses, in the
deepest of red.

The smells were just so intoxicating.

Isaiah noticed her looking at the roses and vowed she would get a dozen before
they left the station. He sent emotions of love to her mind.

She turned sideways and put her arms around him, and rested her head on his
shoulder and smiled with her eyes closed. This was turning into a very good day,
or what was left of it.

Isaiah took a deep breathe of the air inhaling it all. This made Vella Cava worth
the stop.

He sighed hoping Raven would tell him more about herself and he knew he
needed to tell her more about himself.

"So what shall we do, stay here awhile longer or see what else there is to see."
she asked him.

"I would vote for here and trying out the earth," He said with a leer, "But since
the vids would catch us that iisnét an option.

"Really, well I'm not one to put on a show for others to see, So next idea please."
she said laughing.

"Well | vote for more shopping since the cred chip has been hardly touched."
Isaiah said with a grin and hugged her.

"Ok then lets go, but ya know maybe we could put together a small garden area
on the ship when we can or have time to." Raven said.

"Hmmm, that is an idea. Wil have to |l ook at Bl ackH
can do." He replied with a gentle smile. Only Raven got gentle smiles, the rest of
the quadrant got  old stone face.

" It doesndt have to be big, just Iike a plant or t
since you know this place and well, | have no idea where to go."

Isaiah smiled to himself, "Let's go back and see what else we might need aboard
ship." He said.

"Ok," she said and stood up. And waited for him to join her.
He rose and took her hand and headed toward the exit.

OFF>
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Raven Frost
1st mate, BlackHawk

Redemption
« on: Feb 24 ™ 2004, 6:33pm »

ON> Vella Cava Station Prom  enade>

Isaiah had dropped Raven at the ship and was looking for a floral shop when he
passed the alley. He looked down the alley and saw Daro being lifted by the two
Nausicians. He turned immediately into the alley walking up behind them, "Where
are you going with my crewman?" He asked.

"He aint yer crewman. He's my slave," The Nausican rumbled.

"Slavery is outlawed in the Federation, so you might want to reconsider your
terminology.” Isaiah said eyeing the two.

"He escaped 6 months ago, owing me money. | am conducting a citizen's arrest,"
Starvo grinned evilly, showing his curved fangs.

"Escaped from where? DS9 which is Federation territory if | remember the story
he told me. You had him chained to a bed. Sounds like you have a thing for

you ng ones and boys at that." Isaiah said his eyes going black with an emptiness
behind them.

"A slave's a slave! And possession is 9/10th of the law, so goes the Monkey
saying!" The two Nausicans turned to go, Daro slung over the Lieutenant's
shoulder lik e a sack of flour.

Isaiah whirled into a roundhouse kick landing it on Storvo's head. He landed like
a cat, low and fast. He footswept the Lieutenant that was carrying Daro. The
Lieutenant dropped Daro as he fell to the floor.

The Nausicans, ungainly  in the confined space, went down clumsily and Daro
went sliding across the deck, landing in a heap against the bulkhead. He moaned
as he came to, and tried to sit up, but his head was still spinning.

Isaiah turned and saw Storvo starting to rush him. H e sidestepped the rush and
pushed him headfirst into the shop wall. He hit with a crunch. "How much does he
owe you before this goes any further." Isaiah asked calmly.

"1,000 Bars!" Storvo grunted as he staggered back to his feet.

"You take a cred ch ip transfer?" Isaiah asked.

Daro shook his head. "That's a lie, skipper! Its only ten!"

Isaiah eyed Storvo, "Is that true, you actually tried to lie to get more?" Isaiah
whirled into a roundhouse and caught Storvo under the cheek. Sending him back

into the wall again. Isaiah then turned and kicked the lieutenant in the head.

The hard -headed Nausican shook his head to clear it and said, "Interest!
Compounded weekly!"



Isaiah thought for a second, "Sounds reasonable. What kinda rate?"

Storvo gav e Isaiah a blank look, then came up with what came into his mind,
"100% per week!" Over 6 months that would have been a whole lot more, but
math was not a Nausican's strength.

Isaiah did a quick calculation and lowered his foot. "Your a little high on t he
interest rate but that's ok. I'm going to pay you, but if | see you on DS9, Vella
Cava or Python | will ensure you aren't seen again, understood?" He asked.

As big as they were, the Nausicans realized they'd just gotten their azzes kicked
by a Terran ! And they didn't want that to get out. So Storvo nodded his
agreement.

Daro watched Isaiah with growing respect. Here was a man who didn't play dirty,
and had offered to pay his tab. Somehow he'd find a way to pay this strange
human back.

Isaiah rai sed his wrist, "BlackHawk transfer 1000 bars of latinum to my location."

Isaiah took a step back and where he had been standing a pile of latinum

shi mmered into existence. "Havendt got Bl ackHawk ab
except to my exact spot.” He said ¢ huckling.

Starvo stomped over to the bars and hefted them. he nodded to his Lieutenant
and the both of them began to stuff bars into their clothing, but soon were
overloaded. One of them touched a button on his arm and the two and the
latinum disappeare din a beam.

Daro held his swollen jaw, his eyes lowered, feeling ... well he didn't know WHAT
he was feeling. All he knew was that now he owed this man big time. And he had
to pay it off.

Isaiah turned to Daro, "I believe you need to see our EMH aga in. He will be so
happy." Isaiah said with a smile.

"The Doc's OK for a hologram,” Daro agreed with a shrug. He didn't want to
admit he actually liked the Mark One.

"I wonder if we should setup holo emitters around the ship so Doc can move
around at will? What ya think?" He said putting his arm around Daro and starting
to the ship.

"Easy stuff, Skipper. Voyager did it a long time ago. You got the emitters, I'll set
them up."

"First roses for Raven. Then emitters for Doc." Isaiah said with a smil e.
OFF>
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Promotion Ceremony
: Mar 2 ", 2004, 10:59am »

On:>

Jayden stood up and grabbed a padd he had just finished typing on and grabbed

his dress jacket from the far couch of his room and put it on, fidd ling with it as he
walked out the door carelessly knocking into a wall due to fact he was paying

more attention to his uniform then where he was going.

After he arrived at the promenade level that he dubbed the offcial speech level,
he drew the crowds a ttention to a hush and began.

"Good Day to you all. | have gathered you here today for a very special occasion.
HE joined us here at Vella Cava well over 12 months ago and in that time has
become a very valued member of the Station and especially to t he Senior Staff.
He has showed exceptional skill and determination and has gone that little more
to go out of his way to go above and beyond what he needed to whether in his
every day duties or within varying mission

Jayden paused a moment for effec

AfLi eutenant Juni or Gr ade Gar Rahnostanadssandiwalksw a r
over to the platform

Ailt is because of all these factors that I
promote Rahno Garnd to Full Lieutenant effectively immediately with all t he rights

and responsi bi |Jylhanhds 3aydeniathdx,insidei@ Gold pip. As Jayden

takes the box and opens it to remove the p
Jayden attaches the new Gold one.

ACongratul ati ons Li eut en awithpraBa r iRahbo ndxashadle n
Jyés hand before doing so with the other s
accordingly invited to help Rahno celebrate this promotion with the drinks and

food provided, enjoyo Jayden proudl ytheaid
celebrations.

Off:>

Congrats Rahno  [smiley=biggrinjester.gif] Rahno is also the Player of the Month
for February 2004 [smiley=ecool.gif]

« Last Edit: Mar 2 ", 2004, 2:38pm by Jayden S. Tyronian

‘kk)(, .y
Jayden Silas Tyronian
Commanding Officer/ Expeditionary Division Executive Officer/ Fla g Squadron Commander
Vella Cava Space Station
Command Division =/ \= Expeditionary Division

Fleet Air Group Commander
Military Operations Division
Python Fleet =/ \ = Starfleet




- Geek With Poems -
« on: Mar 8", 2004, 11:12am »

Oon>
Corridor>

Jenise couldn't believe she had to go watch a fleeter get promoted. ~ | bet he
wouldn't o gone to see one o us get rank. Although they don't get rank like we do
it seems, one of ours has to die for a promotion.~ She thought with mixed
emotions.

~l guess the Garnd or whateva his name deserved it though, O well maybe [I'll
have a beer to congrat him. Even if he ain't there.~ She thought with a small
chuckle. Jenise turned the corner and entered the lift. "Promenade." She said in
her hard commanding marine to ne.

She noticed two other beings with her on the lift and ignored them as she usually
did. The lift halted and one being got off, which meant she would be alone with a

strange looking red head geek. Jenise crossed her arms and leaned back against
the wa |l of the lift as the doors closed.

Suddenly something made her look to the geeky guy dressed in a bright green
and purple outfit. " What!" She barked more than asked.

The redheaded human cleared his throat, then bared a huge goofy smile. He put
his hand out, " Hello beautiful lady. I've admired you for weeks quite some time.
| even wrote poems about you." He said in a strange happy tone.

Jenise sighed, ~Ohh great, now my life sux so much | have the geeks thinking

they can get with me. What next a fricking fleeter asking me out?~ She thought
then thingyed her body sideways to eye the geek. " Oh really, who are you?" She
asked in a playful curious tone.

The redheaded geek smiled as if everyday were declared a sci -fi convention day.
He clumsily op ened a bag at his side then rifled through old -fashioned hand
written papers. He pulled out a stack and held them up towards Jenise. " | told

you, these are all about you." He said then shuffled through the stack and picked

one out. He put the others away then stood proudly. " My name Jason McMan,

and | have loved you since | first laid eyes on you as this poem shows. " Jason

cleared his throat then held up the paper so he could read it.

"Star light star bright | wish | may | wish | might

have her bea uty in my arms tonight. Her hair is black like night, her eyes dark
with light. | love this beauty as my soulmate; | just wish | could ask her for a
date. Her name is Jenise Nizcoln, if | falter then | be alone." Jason smiled as he
held out the poem to Jen  ise. " This is for you." He said with bright wide eyes.

Jenise raised an eyebrow as she stared at the small dumpy civilian Terran. "

Really now." She didn't know why but she took the poem and eyed it for a short

time. The lift doors opened and Jenise st arted out then stopped to look over her
shoul der . " Your ... uh . ... sweet | guess
Give me a yell when you get cahonas." She said then strolled off and tucked the

paper in her pocket.

~Yea right, mine hang low but yo u'd never know. Your too busy drooling over
that marine d*ckh*ad Kincaid, he don't even know. I'll fix him though; soon he'll




bow down to see | am the most powerful one. That is a promise." Jason said as

he shook his hand at empty air. Suddenly the lift do or closed on Jason's hand, "
OWW! That hurt." He said as he sniffled and rubbed his wrist. The doors shut and
headed towards their destination as Jason whimpered in pain.

Off>
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Chapter 1 =/\= Introduction (Main Mission Start)
« on: Mar 15 ™, 2004, 9:22pm »

Oon:>

After a quick refit and restock, the station allows waiting ships into spacedock,

today was to be any other day of visiting guests, freighter crews, stopping

supicious ships or mandating ships for routine checj kks of cargo or marine
missionary missions. The stations officers are called to the main conference room
for an inspirational talk by the captain, Jayden Tyronian. It continues for an hour,

and the crew become tired as it had been a very slow day then the usual, until
finally he dismisses them. But as they emerge onto the second level command

deck, all hell breaks loose. Five to ten huge Klingons emerge from each turbolift,
charging any officers, and this is where the adventure begins...

Off:>

OOC: What will happen I will indicate a new section or 'chapter' in the subject line

and we all (including me) will post a number of post within that 'chapter' once |
have determined we have moved along far enough to lead into the next ‘chapter’

| will posta  chapter post describing the new scene and we will go like this until
we hit the last chapter where everything will be brought back and things clearly

laid out as to outcomes or why certain things were etc Enjoy and be
intrigued and lets see if we can get you to think.

Emergency Beam Out
« on: Mar 15 2004, 9:27pm »

On:>

Before anyone can react, the largest Klingon has reached the shocked XO, an
with a quick swing of his bat'leth, beheads T'Lore. His head plops to one side, but
there is no time to be shocked. The other Klingons ruthlessly take out anyone in
the way. All of this happens in a blur, until suddenly two of the crew are beamed
out, to where, none of them know yet.




The rest of the crew are left on the bridge, including the Captain. It seems certain
they will be killed, but an intimidating -looking Klingon appears

"Take these remaining verman to Cargo Bay Four with the rest of the prisoners"
he grunts.

Off:>
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A day in the life of Lt. Ranho Garnd
« on: Mar 18 ™, 2004, 2:32am » Quote B Modify ™ Remove

OOC: This post occurs before Jayden's post promoting me to Full Lieutenant

ON>

12 hours before Promotion Ceremony.

Ranho spent the last hour working on his Intelligenc e Department report and
thinking what he could do on his day off. Most of his report was about how he felt
Intelligence did on the last mission. Ranho lookid at the clock on his computer, it
wasent even noon and he had finshed the report and he had nothing to do.
"I really have no life outside of Intelligence do 1?"

Ranho said to himself as he got up from his desk and walked over to the door.

"Might as well go for a walk"

11 hours before Promotion Ceremony.

One thing Ranho hed yet to do w as walk over the station and see how things

were looking and to get a feal for the VC. It had taken Ranho an hour or more to

go over every part of the station before he found himself back at Intelligence.

Whan Ranho walked in he was greated by En Ridthingy . En David Ridthingy was
the kind of person that was bestfirends with everyone, respectfull as well.

"Sir"
He said as he stud up.

"l thought this was your day off?"
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"Itis"

"If you don't mind me asking then why are you here sir?"

"l just wanted to see how thing were going"

"I'm just wating on the rest of my shift. Oh and sit there a note here from Elise.
You still have wome weapons out | will need them back"

"I'll have them back in"

"I know you will but till I have them back"

"Il go getth em now"

"Thinks"

9 hours before Promotion Ceremony.

Ranho was starting to see why a day off never really sat well with him, for one

thing there was nothing for him to do. He had brought back the weapons he used

on the last mission, had lunch, wa Iked around the station 4 times now and soon
found himself playing an old drinking game he played on DS9 but this time it

wasent going veary well. After his 4 drinks he thought it would be fun to try out a

flight sim on a halo sweet. Ranho had wanted to be a pilot but at the moment this
was the best he could do. One thing people never knew about Ranho was that he

is a big fan of cartoons, more to the poing japanese anime. His favroite anime

series is called Macross. Once outside the halo sweet Ranho taped t he pannel.

"Macross flight sim 12 -13"

Ranho said then walked in to a locker room, Ranho walked over to the locker with
his name on it

[2nd Lt. Ranho 'Puppet Master' Garnd]

Ranho opened up the locker and looked at his UN Spacy flight suit Ranho shu
locker door. Rather then start the mission Ranho walked out in to the hanger,
there was only one kind of VF but it was one of the best in his mind.

"The VF -11G Thunderbolt"

The door to the halo sweet opened and Ensign Triad walked in and looked
around.

"Somthing you need?"

"What are these things?"

"This is the VF -11 Thunderbolt and it's the standard tactical variable fighter for
the UN Spacy forces as of 2040. The mecha is a direct descendant of the original
VF-1 Valkyrie"

Elise just looke d at the fighter and then at Ranho.

"So you have somthing to keep you from walking aroung the station now"

Ranho looked from Elise to a flight crew working on a VF in gerwalk configuration.
"End program"
Ranho said as he walked to the door.

"I 'm gunna get some sleep"
"Ok"

Elise added as Ranho walked out of the halo sweet.




3 hours before Promotion Ceremony.

Ranho was laying in his bed looking at the sealing then rolled out of bed and

walked over to some of his thinga that he still dide n't unpack. Most of them were
his pictures of firends and family.

"l should wright to Sylia"

Ranho said walking over to his desk. Dear Sylia sounded like somthing that would

be sent in he had died and he was not going for that then it his him do it | ike a
report. Ranho thought it would be fun so he started just like a report.

Intelligence Department Report

Filed by: Lt. Ranho Garnd - Chief Intelligence Officer

Stardate: 2380

Sylia it's been...

2 1/2 hours before Promotion Ceremony.

Ranho sent his report/letter then a incomeing transmission window opened up.

Promotion Ceremony at XXXX hours. All officers are to be in Dress Uniform and
report to the promenade level.

Ranho sat back in his chair.

"Dress uniform. | havent worn that sen ce well | don't think | ever did"

Ranho got up and walked over to a chair that he had his uniforms were on. His
dress uniform was on the bottom of the pile.

15 min before to the Promotion Ceremony.

Ranho was on the promenade level talking with some of the other officers when
they were told that they needed to sit down.

After Promotion Ceremony.
Ranho really had nothing to say about being a lieutenant and dident see it as

being that big a deal.

<OFF

« Last Edit: Mar 18 'h, 2004, 2: 35am by Ranho Garnd  »
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What do I do now?
« on: Mar 18", 2004, 3:10am » Quote B Modify ™ Remove

ON>

It was one of the days when nothing happened and everyone in intelligence just
wanted the shift to end so they could do somthing to get there blood flowing.

Ranho was just about to call it a day and let everyone off for the day when he
was called to the main conference room by Major General Tyronian for somthing.

"I'll be in command"

The inspirational talk was the last thing Ranho needed and he could feal his mind
drifting. He tried to lission to the captain but he keept going back to other things
when Captain Tyronian dismisses everyone.

"l need to get somthing to eat”

Ranho said getting up from his seat as he taped his com badge.

"Ranho to intelligence"
llSir?ll

En. Chun replyed

"You can send everyon e out to lunch then off for the day |

Ranho was right at the door when he saw Klingons comeing off of the turbolift
"There are Klingons in command"

Within secends a Klingon had taken T'Lore's head

"Take these remaining verman to Cargo Bay Four with the rest of the
prisoners"

<OFF

« Last Edit: Mar 18 'h, 2004, 7:36am by Jayden S. Tyronian
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What can we do from down here?
« on: Mar 18 ™, 2004, 4:13am » Quote B Modify E™ Remove
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Intelligence

Everyone in intelligence herd what happen and could still here what wad being
said. En. Vanstraelen walked over to Leimei

"l want to keep this comm open but | want it working one was. | don't want
them to here what we say till the lieutenant contacts us"

"Yes ma'am”

"Elise see if you can contact the rest of the department and get them down
here"

"Ok"

Mira walked over to the weapons locker and typed in the code. When the door
opened she pulled out 3 of the Type -1l Hand Phaser and gave one to Elise and
Leimei then walked over to the door and locked it.

"Elise?"

"Nothing yet but | did tap into the Sec urity. If any thing moves I'll know it. |
also have all station personell as well"

"Mira | started looking for the Klingon ship but | can't fine it"

"Maybe they were on one of the others. What about the Marine"

"Il try and contact them"

Elise said sliding the phaser pistle closer to her.
<OFF
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- A Fox On The Loose -
« on: Mar 22 " 2004, 1:46pm »

Oon>
Quarters>

Jenise leaned back on the couch, her rifle gently but f irmly held out before her.
She smirked as she carefully polished the weapons exterior, ~There it is Minaldo,
your nicely shined up. If you were just a guy, or at least a hologram.~ She

thought then snickered to herself.

Jenise laid the rifle on the bac k of the couch then adjusted her bikini as she stood
up. ~ I need another sex on the beach.~ She thought with a smile as she




sauntered across the room black thong and matching push up bra. Jenise stopped
at the replicator; she was about to order her drink when she heard screams and
yells in the corridor. ~ That can't be good.~

Jenise looked around her kitchen, ~I need a weapon!~ She reached over on the
counter and grabbed a filet knife. ~This should do.~ She thought then made her
way to the door. She ca  refully slid the door open just a crack, but that was too
much.

"PA'TAQ!" A Klingon yelled as he grabbed the door and shoved it open.

Jenise grinned; the Klingon hadn't seen her knife yet. " You wanna attack poor
litle me meat for brains?" She aske d with a glint of pleasure in her eyes.

The Klingon reached down and wrapped his hand about Jenise's neck. He lifted
her up to stare into her eyes.

"That was your biggest mistake." She said with an evil grin then produced the

knife. The light shimmer  ed off the blade of the knife and blinded the Klingon for a
moment. It was the last thing he saw before Jenise showed the large filet knife
easily up through his jaw then twisted.

"Breakfast ... scrambled brains.” She joked as the Klingon released his grasp then
dropped to the ground. Jenise gritted her teeth then used all her strength to drag

the Klingon into her quarters. Once inside she closed and sealed the door then

quickly grabbed her rifle. She reached under a cushion on the couch then pulled

out a small belt adorn with various weapons.

~Let's see, got my knives a couple of grenades, two phasers and partridge in a
pear tree.~ She chuckled as she tightened the belt about her taught smooth
waist. ~Sexy and evilly deadly, helluva combo.~

Jenise pulled her boots on then tightened the laces. After one final check over she
grabbed her commbadge then threw it on the floor and crushed it with the heel of
her boot. ~Now if they in command they wont be able to track me.~ She thought
then carefully sn  uck out of her quarters and into the nearest Jeffries tube.

Jenise shut the latch of the tube behind her then began to crawl towards
command. "A killing | will go, a killing | will go. Hi uh oh the merry oh a killing |
will go." Jenise softly sung to he rself.

off>
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Boarding and Reporting in but to what?
« on: Mar 23 ™, 2004, 4:25pm »




Oon:>

Shawn was sitting in the pilot's seat of the shuttle. It had been a long flight to
the Vella Cava Space Station. He had made his way through the ranks of
Starfleet and got his new assignment as Mission Specialist. He was excited about

his new assignment.

He took it off auto and flew the rest on manual. Shuttles was his second, he
loved to fly.  He could see the massive station off in the distance and he smiled.

"Ahh My new home" he said to no one.
Shawn tapped his panel and opened a signal to the station. All he got was static

"Station Dockmaster this is Lt. Malloy of the shuttle Nazor. Request permission
to board." said Shawn

There again was no response. Shawn noticed the docking bays open and he flew

the shuttle inside and landed. When he shut down the shuttle he walked back to

the weapons locker and grabbed a phaser. It was not part of protocol. Shawn
exited the shuttl e and started to walk and found nothing. No greating no

nothing. Itwas quiet.  Shawn walked up to the turbolift and entered. The doors
closed and he ordered it to the command deck. The lift moved to the level and

the doors opened.  Shawn poked his hea d out the door and looked around.

Off:>

A Bevy of Beauties
« on: Mar 27 ", 2004, 12:56pm »

ON> One day Before "Introduction”

The freighter docked at Vella Cava, and the passengers began to file through
customs. Greta Zimmer herded her entourag e protectively into a group and
waited patiently while customs slide each of their ID cards through the reader.

Greta was a portly woman with graying hair, rosy cheeks, and a motherly

disposition.  She watched over her stable of Companions with benevo lence and
understanding.  However, according to the terms of the franchise, she allowed no

drug use among her employees, nor did she allow any of her charges to abuse

alcohol. Her employees were clean and healthy.

As the last ID was cleared, she shooed them along like a mother hen. AQui ck

now Letds go to our suites and get settl ed

ni ght'! o She urged the group of Compani ons.

The Companions were a motley mix of races, four genders, and ranging from just
legaltoma tureinage. One of her fApretty boyso was
someti mes they found the time to enjoy eac

Greta already had her papers and medical clearances in hand, since Companions,

a

Inc had negotiated with the Commanding Officer to rent space in the station. She

was looking forward to servicing travelers and merchants in a new frontier.

Also on the freighter was a well -dressed Ferengi male, Kol. He had been given




permission to open an antiques weapons shop on Vella Cava. The FTA gave him
legal papers, allowing him to buy and sell fine hand weapons from all over the

galaxy. 't had cost him a yeards worth of prof
would be pushed through the system. Of course, he also had to pledge 10 % off

the top as a kickback. But that was merely the cost of doing business. He

slipped the customs officer a slip of GPL in addition to his ID, as would have been

expected on Ferengenar.

ASorry,Cébundt accept this, o0 She handed back

Kol w as taken back for a minute, then smiled ingratiatingly. inAh, such
generosity!  Come to my shop. Il 61 I gi ve you a di s cdHappilyhe o
tucked his ID and the slip in his pocket and waddled off to the promenade. He

had a lot of work to do befo re he opened his doors. His man would be hauling his
inventory to the shop soon. At | east hedd better, unl es 4
docked!

Soon he was swallowed up in the rest of the passengers streaming off the
freighter.

OFF>
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Picking Up Inventory
« on: Mar 27 ™, 2004, 12:58pm »

ON> One day before "Introduction”

Dellah Morat grinned as the mass of passengers disembarked from the freighter.

She came to the docking bay t o get her order of Cardassian Herbs. Among the
passengers were other Cardassians who would surely need specialty foods,

herbals, and clothing from the Homeworld. And she was the only Cardassian
shopkeeper on the station. She had a corner on the market!

Dellah went to the unloading dock and showed her purchase order to the agent.
He rifled through the incoming freight and returned, towing two large boxes on
an anti -grav pallet.

ifiHer e yah Mst etsirn thlopallat ias soon as you can. | got a lot
mor e C 0o mi [ o




AnThanks, Jake, 0 She smil ed mlsdIslh es @ md kS & rhae
soon as we unl oad. o

Jake gave her a genuine smile then watched her butt as she strode away,

pushing the pallet ahead of her. He asked hi mself if Cardassians had the same
plumbing as Humans and again thought about trying to find the answer to that
someday.

OFF>

Dellah Morat
The Emporium

« Last Edit: Mar 27 ™", 2004, 1:48pm by TVer  »
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/ Rescue 911 \
« on: Mar 27 ", 2004, 4:16pm »

Oon>
Corridor>

David had come out of his room a fter he had heard shooting deciding that staying
out of sight might be for the best. He entered a Jefferies tubes and began

climbing toward command. He came to a "T" and when he looked up he saw a

cute butt in a thong climbing up on the back owned by the b utt was a rifle. It had
to be Jenise.

"Jenise," he stage whispered, "Hold up."
Jenise stopped to give David a good look, then shook her tight firm azz a bit
before she looked back over her shoulder with a wicked smile. " You see

something you like Ki  ncaid?" She asked with a soft giggle.

"Tis nice but | believe we dondt have ti me
done." as he started to climb the ladder up to her.

Jenise shrugged, " Well in a way that's at least good to know you aint a minut
man." She said then giggled as she moved to a junction and hung near the hatch.
She waited to see what David had in mind to do.

David climbed up beside Jenise. He eyed her attire; "Well we can always use you
as a distraction." He said with a grin, "We re you planning to rescue the whole
command section dressed like that?"

Jenise eyed David's nether regions for a time then looked slowly upwards to his
eyes where she stopped. " Well sometimes you have to work with what you got."




She said then winked at David. " But are we gonna sit here all night and
exchange kinky tidbits or should we start raining hell on these Klingon punk azz?"
She asked with a knowing grin.

'l '"d say we have | et them enough ti me aboa
we just ru n them off VC." He said with an evil grin. "Ya got any word from
Command section yet? All | got was static before | removed my comm badge.”

Jenise shook her head then did a Vana white gesture to her breast as if she were

showing gold. " No room for a co mm badge." She said with a wink. Jenise giggled
slightly then leaned forward and wrapped her arms around David's neck. For

some time she let her warm gentle breath dance across his neck then she

grabbed his knife from its case. " Nice one, | like how large your blade is, so show
me the way boss man." She said as she replaced the blade in its case then

grabbed her own knife.

David thought for a second, "Upwards for a recon then we decide how to help
remove the Klingon pestilence."” as he said this he began to climb up the Jefferies
tube again, "You coming?"

Jenise eyed David's azz; she enjoyed that view more than she cared to admit. "

Not yet .." She said then stared for a moment longer before she hurried after

him. " K now | am, but anyways you have any idea how many we dealing with or
how the bastids got on base without us knowing?" She asked as she thought of

killing another enemy.

“No | don't | was flat on my back in my rack when the shooting started. The best
thing | know to do is to climb to the top of the station and keep killing till | get to
the bottom. That way | know we got them all.” replying with a chuckle.

Jenise smiled widely, " Ya sure know how to show a girl a hot time, but | have an
idea." She let her remark sink in for a moment. " How bout we get command
then beam they sorry azzez into space n watch them gag before they explore.

Like popping gerbils in an old Terra microwave." She said as she laughed.

"Hmmm, tempting but | think there is something about cruel and unusual
punishme nt in the Law Of Armed Conflict." David replied as he watched the next
platform in the Jefferies tube for movement, "And stop breathing on my butt. Yer
wrinkling the BDUs."

Jenise reached forward and stroked David's butt, " I'll smooth it out for you, b
boss | have a question for you. If there is a rule about cruel unjust punishment,
does that count for how | snipped a Klingon earlier?" She asked with a
mischievous grin.

"Prolly not, knowing you he probably suffered all of ten seconds." as he levere
himself on to the next platform, then moved up the next ladder.

Jenise started to say something but stopped as she heard a hatch open below
them. She watched intently as a small device was tossed into the tube then the
hatch was resealed. Jenise's eye s got big, " Uh boss not to hurry you but | think
that was a grenade some one just presented us. We betta get moving." She said

in a hurried tone.

David increased his speed up the ladder to the next platform when he reached it
he turned around and grabb ed Jenise's arm and pulled her up and under him with




a quickness that even surprised him.

The explosion ripped past them and upwards in the Jeffries tube. He looked her in
eye, "Wanna move faster, sweet butt.”

Jenise reached past him and tried to ope n the hatch but it was frozen shut. Jenise
kicked the small panel beside the hatch and it opened. She pointed to the corridor
outside the hatch. " Cute butted bosses first." She said with a wide playful but

business like grin.

David eased his head outi  nto the corridor and saw no one. He moved out past
the opening then leaned against the wall. He reached back into the Jeffries tube
and motioned Jenise out. Before she could exit he had moved to the other side of
the corridor and was down kneeling eyes mov ing up and down the corridor.

Jenise dove out of the tube then rolled into a kneeling position. Once secure she
moved to David's side and watched their back. " Looks clear back here boss, my
guess though is we a few decks shy from command though.” She s aid in a
hushed tone.

"We could take the turbolift to command and be greeted as VC Heroes," Quipped
David as his detected movement at the other end of the hall, "Target, 25 meters,
at the junction."

David leveled his rifle at the target and looked th rough his scope. A small shadow
came around the corner, "Frelling cat,” he said with disgust in his voice.

Jenise |icked her 1|ips, "o haven't eaten
behind them. " You really wanna open that hornet's nest boss? | mean if your
game I'll follow to hell and back. " She said with a grin as she waited for an

enemy to Kill.

"No, I donét want to open it, but we are g
thought for a second, " Wished we had a bunch of tribbles would send them to

the command deck. But if we can find a better way up it would be to our

advantage. Don't like grenades in the tubes."

He snapped his fingers, "Maybe we could trigger the knockout gas in the
command center. Even if they disabled the CC control for it we could turn loose in
vent ducts manually."

Jenise grinned, " It isn't as messy as | am used to boss, but it has possibilities.
I'd still get to send some to Sto'vo'kor wouldn't I?" She asked as she ran her
tongue across her lips seductively. Fighting seemed to fuel her kinky side as well.

David shook his head and smiled, "Can we at least find out why they came
aboard first?" and began moving down the hall looking for a maintenance opening
so they could get to the manual gas valves.

Jenisewatched t heir backs while they moved al ong
sometimes | let my affection for the battle come before the best idea. It won't

happen again." She said although she dreamed of David's fine butt in her hands

once again. " You think we can catch one? I'll interrogate him for you." She said

with a slightly playful giggle.

"Better not once you do a Klingon you may never want a Terran again." David




replied as he peered around a corner to see what was lurking.

Jenise rolled her eyes, " Trust me they may have big ego's but that don't always
mean .... well anyways let's just say that ain't true.” Jenise heard loud footsteps
around a corner some meters away. " Sounds like at least 4 boss, this is tough no
where to go.” She said then grinned to herse If as she thought of the battle that
would ensue.

David turned back toward the footsteps and aimed at the corner. He sighted his
scope at waist level and waited for the footsteps to reveal their owners.

Jenise dropped to her stomach and took aim also , just then two officers rushed
around the corner then stopped. When they spotted Jenise and David they smiled
widely. " We are so happy to see you two..." The men were so happy they never

heard the Klingons behind them. One -stepped around the corner, in o ne swift
movement he cut off the two officer's heads. The second Klingon took aim and

opened fire on the marines.

"BASTIDS!!" Jenise yelled as she angrily fired at the two Klingons that ducked
behind a corner.

David waited for the Klinks to reappear. When they didndét he t
to the corner he had been about to go around and spotted two shadows coming
toward him with Bat'leths held to strike him. He fired at the closest one then fired
at the other one. Both KIlinks dropped and

Jenise stood up and fired with one hand while she used the other to grab a
grenade from her belt. She armed it then tossed it down the hall. " | think you

lost that you frickin bastids!" She yelled then spoke to David, " Uh boss it bout to
get real hot in here real soon." She said then giggled as she heard the Klingons
yell at the sight of the grenade.

David spotted a maintenance entrance but d
know they had entered it. The grenade went off as the noise died down t here was
not another sound. He dived to the panel. He got it open and motioned for Jenise

to enter.

Jenise followed David inside, once the panel was shut she eyed him for a
moment, " | imagined this, although some things were different. " She took a
deep breath, " Anyways though that noise will surely bring more, what ya got in
the way o weapons boss? | still got a handful o grenades and other various
weapons but nothing to hold off a squad of Klingons." She said in an unsure tone.

"Well, full load of  grenades, full load projectile cartridges minus 4 shots and my
knife. Oh Yeah and a back up phaser for hiding the bodies." He replied as he
looked over the pipes to find the one that led to the canisters

Jenise sighed, " Well boss looks like you got th e plan, I'll keep an eye on the
panel just in case. | have a bad bad feeling this won't be no frickin walk in the
park." She said then checked her rifle over once again and eyed the panel.

"Nothing is as it seems," replied David with a grin, then he rea ched behind him
and grabbed some of her butt, "See hands come out in the dark for ya too." He

found the pipe and began to move down the passageway in the direction of the

arrows.




Jenise caught her breath; it had been some time since any one made her gas
like that. ~ Hmm he betta watch it or | may just have to tie him to my bed and
really see how good he is with orders.~ She thought then crawled in his direction
while she kept an eye on the panel until they were out of sight. She turned to see
his butt m oving before her, Jenise suddenly couldn't help herself. She leaned
forward and bit his butt. " Guess your right boss, things bite ya too." She giggled
as they moved deeper into the maintenance area.

David felt the bite and smiled, "Kissing up again, eh Jenise?" The pipe turned to
the right into an alcove where the bottles where stored. Beside the bottles were

gas masks for doing maintenance on the bottles. He took one of the masks and

handed to Jenise. The other one he put on his face. He found the wren ch and put
it on the valve. As he turned the valve he felt the wrench slip off and the valve

break as he fell the mask caught and pulled loose. His thought as he fell asleep,

"Dayumn Jenise gonna have her way with me now."

Jenise spun around as the wren ch slipped and she saw David fall. She cursed
slightly then with quick thinking she grabbed wrench and retightened the canister
then moved closer to David. She carefully took his head and placed in between

her legs, ~ This can't go down with out no back up , we'd be screwed boss. |
couldn't let you sleep forever.~ She thought to herself as she stroked his

beautiful hair. ~We will just have to wait until time is on our side.~ She thought

to herself as she held the man she'd been fawning over the since day one
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A Snake and A Turtlehead
« on: Mar 28 " 2004, 12:30pm »
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Della was unloading a box and setting the jars of herbals on a shelf. She
looked up and through the storefront s he saw Klingon warriors marching
through the promenade with drawn weapons! The Klingons were glancing side
to side, looking for trouble.

One warrior looked her way, and their eyes met. What passed between them
was hundreds of years of racial hatred, m ade even more bitter by the
revelation that the Preservers had made them from the same DNA ancestor!




The warrior spoke briefly to his comrades, then strode into the shop, slamming

aside the door with an evil leer. ASnake Bitch! o Hi s wacasme
AHow could the Feddies |l et a slimy snake
around, nfood, cl ot hi nAgn dt hwahta todt sh etrhsi sw?eda r He

picking up a jar of herbals. ALeaves?o0

The Klingon swept the jars off the shelf in a backhand swip e of his arm, then he
spat at Dell ahds feet.

AThere is only one thing f e mdelleeredsmogiige s ar
towards her with gleaming eyes.

Del |l ah hissed, fAYou f iYdutare ynwathyeodecalled MEAT !
WARRI OR! 0

The Klingon to ok her by the throat and threw her down on the shop floor,
reaching for his codpiece.
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What can we do from down here? - Part |1 -
« on: Mar 29 ", 2004, 3:44am »

ON>

<Intelligence >

"l have a open comm", Elise said looking at Mira.

"Who is it?"

"lts a Lt. Shaw n Malloy. I'm pulling his file now"

Mira looked at the big screen in Ranho's office then over at Leimei.

"l found David, he said he would try and find the rest on his shift then report here
as soon as he could"

"Good. Leimei can you put a map of t he station on the screen in Ranho's office"

"Yes ma‘'am"




Right as Mira walked into Ranho's office a map of the VC flickered on to the

screen. Mira walked over and sat at Ranho's desk. She hit some buttons on the
computer and the map was now a cut -a-way. Elise walked into the office with a
PADD in hand.

"We don't have a file on Lt. Malloy but he's the new Mission Specialist. | can try
and contact Starbase Python"

"Let's see what we can get first. Also try and contact Lt. Malloy and see if he can
help us"
"Yes ma‘'am”

Leimei walked in with a PADD in hand.

"Ma'am | have 2 life forms in the jefferies tubes. There human but we have no
contact with them"

"Marine's?"

"I think so"

"Find some way to contact them"
"Yes ma‘'am"
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*Payback in Spades*
« on: Mar 30 ", 2004, 6:05am »

ON> Emporium

Dellah fought the Klingon, but that only aroused him more. With a powerful blow
to her jaw, he stunned her, and her weak efforts to push him off were to no avail.

With a roar and a feral grin he took her. All she could do is weakly protest with
Klingon and Cardassian curses.

Maint Tube>
Jenise looked abo ut the area, ~Damn we can't stay here forever, they have to

know we're here by now~. She noticed a access hatch a short distance away.
~It's gotta lead somewhere better than here.~ She thought as she kicked the



hatch open then dragged David in with her. A short crawl in the tunnel turned

and moved downward. ~ Oh chit.~ She thought as her and David slid down the

tube and through an unknown grate. "That was frickin fun." She said to no one

then noticed a Klingon atop some woman. "What do we have here?" She as ked
with a grin.

Dellah wimpered under the Klingon's body, feebly trying to fend him off.

David opened his eyes and the first thing he saw was Jenise's "G" string, "OH
Gods and Goddesses | have been had," he mumbled quietly. Then he raised his
head a nd peered around seeing the Klingon and the Cardassian woman next,
di dndét i mprove his temper.

Jenise noticed David move out the corner of her eye, " Good morning sunshine."
She said with a giggle then looked to the Klingon. " Hey meat swine, how bout
you try that crap on some one like me." She said with a wink as she adjusted her
thong.

The Klingon turned and looked at Jenise, "Your next human." Starting to get off
of the Cardie woman.

Dellah scrambled away to the back room, holding what was left o f her clothing
agains her body.

Jenise thingyed her head sweetly and batted her eyes, " You hear that David? |

get to have that wannabe warrior next, you think he man enough for me?" She

asked then unsheathed a dagger and threw it into the ground at the Klingon's
feet.

David took aim from behind Jenise so as not to alert the Klingon of his

movement.

"Yes | heard him. I also heard that KIlingons aindt
sighted on the Klingon.

Dellah grabbed a butcher knife off her prep table, but she was shaking so much
from rage and shame, she could hardly hold it. She cowered in a corner, her
eyes glued to the open door to the store.

Jenise looked down at the Klingon's groin, " | hope you have friends buckwheat, |
have a feelingy our little ego won't satisfy me." She said then used her foot to
kick up a pot, which lay on the floor. Jenise caught it then threw it at the
Klingon's head.

The Klingon roared with rage and grabbed the knife that Jenise had thrown, "First
| will take y ou like | took her," Pointing at Dellah, "Then | will cut you and your
boyfriend to targ food." He dodged the pot that Jenise had thrown.

Jenise shook her head slightly, " They'll never learn, dim witted bastid." She said

then rushed towards the Klingon . Just before they met she jumped into the air

and completed a perfect roundhouse kick that connec
She then flipped to the side and landed on her feet. " Damn you ugly and slow."

She said with a giggle.

The Klingon crashed in  to the floor and shook his head, "You will die slowly for
that targ woman. | will take you then give you to my warriors." He replied as he
jumped up and ran at Jenise.



Jenise mocked the Klingon; she moved her hand like it could talk. " You know

somethin g | am getting sick of your mouth, | bet it would out last your sex drive."

She said jumped into the air and |l anded on the KIlin
her phaser then slammed the butt end of it into the Klingon's nose ridge before

she flipped off beh ind him. " That's gonna leave a mark dumb azz targ." She said

then smiled widely and winked at David before she turned back to the Klingon.

David grinned, letting Jenise have her fun he moved to the Cardassians woman's
side and smiled at her, "S'ok ma'a m he wont be long for this world she is just
taking out some frustration."

The Klingon saw David move to Dellah's side, "Let the women fight for you?"
"You are light work for me she can handle you, my friend." David replied.

The Klingon growled an  d charged Jenise to knock her down. He had never seen a
woman fight so well.

Jenise looked from David to the Klingon, " You boys wanna talk or we gonna
fight?" She looked at Dellah, " Just like men to jabber while there's work to do."
Jenise turned back to the Klingon then spied a long belt on the ground. ~Hmm |
bet that would work.~ She grinned as she rolled to one side then grabbed the
belt. Jenise jumped up as the Klingon passed her then ran behind him. Just as he

stopped she used the belt to wrap it around the Klingonés arms then t
With lightning fast moves she grabbed a nearby scarf and tied it about the

Kl'ingonés | eg as if he were a cow in an old Terra r
to be carved.” Jenise said as she stood up and star ed at Dellah and the knife in

Del l ahés hand.

David nudged Dellah, "Payback ma'am"

Dellah looked up at David, then a slow grin crossed her face. She dropped the
tattered clothing she was holding and took the butcher knife in her hand. She
hefted it, striding up to him and as he stood, she plunged the knife low in his

torso, purposely aiming for his offending organ.

The Klingon's eyes bugged out as he felt the knife plunge into his organ. Then he
felt warmth in his crotch as his lifeblood began to flow from him.

Jenise looked over at David, ~ Yep there's that familiar flinch men do, even when
its not their organ.~ She thought then moved over and patted David's butt.
AwWhat we do with her now?" She asked in a |l ow tone.

"There is a reason we Card  assian hate you filth!" She spat in his face, then
plunged the knife again higher up, slicing open his belly. She stepped back and
watched the gutted Klingon die.

David replied, "We keep her with us till we can get her to someone. Besides |
dont think any Klingons will survive if she gets a hold of them."

Dellah shook her head, her eyes cold now. "I have to shower and clean up my
shop."”

Jenise shrugged, " Prolly right." She said then spied a nice material of golden
design. " 000." She said as she rushed to the material then wrapped some of it
about her waist. " | love it." She said to no one.



"It's yours." Dellah nodded.

"If that is your wish, ma'am. But we cannot stay here and neither should you.
Locking the shop and coming with us might be a better plan than staying here."
David replied with a gentle smile.

Dellah was about to argue, then grabbed a shirt and pair of pants off her racks,
quickly dressing.  "Let's go," She said.

Jenise looked at Dellah with a surprised expression, she r eached down and cut
the garment from the pile then tied it tightly. ~ This is so beuatiful.~ She thought

to herself then moved over to Dellah, " That's great, would hate to loose my new

favorite shop and shopkeeper before | had a chance for more." She said with a
friendly wink then moved to the door and checked the area outside.

"Jenise leave the materiel and borrow some clothes. You are a distraction to me."
He replied lolling his tongue out.

Jenise looked back at David with a glare that told him he better not try to stop

her from the clothing. Jenise gestured the outside was clear then pulled out her

phaser and pointed it at the body of the Klingon. " Can't leave things lying

around.” She said then fired at the body, which disintegrated before their eyes.
"Now we're ready, we can clean the rest up later." She said with a large smile.

As they left the shop, Dellah palmed the door lock.

David went out onto the promenade watching for intruders. He kept Dellah close
behind and Jenise bringing up the rear. He saw movement down the "sidewalk"
near another shop. "These Klingons sure |ike to sho

"They like to rape and pillage! They are nothing but upright animals!" Dellah
hissed.

Jenise looked at her rifle then to Dellah, "You'll need protection." She tossed the
rifle to Dellah, " Take this." She said then took out her last grenade, " | have a
present they might enjoy Davey." SHe said with a wink.

"Yes ma‘'am, and we aim to halt the carnage." He replied as he brought up his
rifle and waited for a shot. "If you toss that grenade you might get an innocent.
Better to take them out one at a time, Jenise."

Dellah caught the rifle with surprise! She hadn't held a rifle since mandatory
military service. It was lighter than ~ she remembered, then she saw it was
Federation. A quick examination showed it operated much like rifles everywhere.
She could use it if necessary.

David caught sight of a Klingon head and fired. The projectile weapon kicked little
so he saw the head  explode in silence. then he heard the sound of a melon

popping open.

Jenise huffed as she put the grenade back on her belt, " Sure love to ruin my

fun." She said disgustedly then aimed her phaser towards the shop. " Well at

least those Klingon deaths w ill count to my total." She said then watched as some
Klingons exited a shop. Jenise grinned as she fired at the sign over the shop
entrance; there was a large blast of sparks before the sign fell atop the Klingons.

" How many was that?" She asked then tri ed to count the Klingons.



David grinned, "They ainét dead yet, as he popped
"Kramer is gonna be pissed. You Starfleet marines always leave a place in
shambles?" Dellah asked quietly.

"I will help him fix the sign after this is over ma‘am. David replied as he saw
antoher Klingon fall.

Jenise tisked as she reached over and smacked David in the back of the head. "
Thief." She said jokingly then turned to Dellah, " That's why they don't let us
loose on bases too much. "She said w ith a wink.

"If the truth be known, our soldiers are just as moronic. Must be the hormones."
Dellah offered.

"Well, we do try to keep people alive that have had no place in the fight. So that
does make us an improvement. As for hormones, Jenise's us ually rage about this
time of the month." He replied with a chuckle.

Jenise thingyed her head at David then rolled her eyes, " Men think they know it
all, like they'd know anything about bloating or cramps sheesh. "She said then
motioned towards an open area free of Klingons.

David headed down the promenade sidewalk in the direction Jenise had indicated

till he came to another maintenance hatch. Undogging it he entered it and waited

on the ladies. After they entered he dogged the hatch and looked upwa rd at the

|l adder, "Here we go again. I nt el is 2 decks above i

Jenise thought a moment then nodded, " Yea it is, good idea David we can check
Intel out and find a safe spot for a time if we're lucky." She said then patted his
butt. " Nice thinking sweet pants." She said then moved down the tube.
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Work Work Work
« on: Apr 1%, 2004, 12:45am »

OOC: This happens before the Klingons board the Station

On:>

The quantum singularity of the dieing moon encountered had a complex and




varient nature  about it. Though I didin't come to any conclution as to why the

moon is admitting a quantum singularity, | do how ever wish | had more time to

study the photos brought back from the long range prob. | find that my work has
become much more demanding than usual. Recently | aquired a piece of a borg
repair drones arm. It was floating in a nearby astroid field. | took a shuttle pod

out to study the astroid and spotted it.

| immediatly put a tractor on it and reeled it in. The worse thing | ever did. Now

not only had to make sure the staff under me was doing their jobs but | had to

disect a borg arm with one of the station engineers. He talked so much about his
life my ears were going to fall off. Maybe some time this week I'll have off.

Just becaus e I'm Betazoid everyone thinks | can help them with their problems.
They have councelors for that. Gees this guy never shuts up. Well | better do my
part now that he had finally finished taking it apart. | have to figure out exactly

how it works. Though | ittle is known on how one survives a borg transformation. |
and other scientist haven't given up the hunt for answers. Oh god if you can hear
me please don't send anything interesting my way.

I need rest and | can't do that if | have all these other peo ple depending on me to
answer all there questions. I've been runnin on empty for days now. All I've

eaten is chips. | been thinking about asking | disagreeistant to cover for me so |

can take a quick nap, but even though things seem hectic ya gotta love i t. This is
exactly what | signed on for.

Off:>
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Daggers Are Klingon's Best Friend
« on: Apr1 %, 2004, 11:13am »

ON> Promenade

Kol grinned as he watched the Klingons storm into the promenade. Some
shopkeepers had locked up and fled. So much more money to come his way!
rubbed h is hands together in glee.

A Klingon warrior stomped into the antique arms shop. Klingons were always
stomping around. They didndét know how t oSavages.e put| i
Savages with money. Kl'ingons didndt appreci at eThapon
thought it beneath them!

Even better, for the Ferengi shopkeeper! Kol would be only too happy to take the
Afilthyo money Hdstegpad otit fraenrbehind his counter, clasped his
hands and bowed ingratiatingly.

AwWhat can | do Waonriyo®?,0 Mmol asked through




words to sound simple.

The warriordés eyes sw the room, t
bladed dagger with deep blood grooves. one! 0 He grunte
sparkling with avarice.

Kol grinned and bowed, knowing that he already had the Klingon hooked.

would pay anything to own that blade! However, Ferengi knew where the
invisible line was between making an exorbitant profit and outright thievery.

these Klingons succeeded in fending off the Federation troops that were certain to
come, then he wanted the Klingons on his side.

ATwenty bars! o Kol began the negotiati on.

AToo much! o roared the KIingon, Hekrew tkaylikedwa
to scare honest mercha nts like himself with a lot of noise.

Al give FIVE for the fine bl ade! o
AFi fteen! 60 Kol shot back.

The Klingon snarled, putting his foul -smel ling face rightiT&dWw
He roared.

Kol grinned and stuck out a Ferengi accounting PADD. ASOLD! 6 Kol ABuU
I 61 | have you know, Il 6m taking a FIFTY per

The Klingon pressed his thumbprint authorizing ten GPL to be transferred from his
account t dhe Raveng mresented the dagger with a low bow, as iftoa
Lord. The Klingon grunted in satisfaction and tucked the blade into his belt. With
a roar of laughter, he pounded Kol on the back and said, "l LIKE you Ferengi! I
shall be back! o

Kol tried not to flinch, but when the Klingon left the shop, K ol groaned with pain.
AWhy do they ALWAYS have to DO that?0
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Orders and Rewards
« on: Apr 1, 2004, 2:43pm »




ON>
USS Archangel, Ready Room>

The comm on LtCol Rasputin's desk beeped with an incoming message. He
opened the comm and BGN Jenna Domina's face appeared.

"Greetings, Lt. Commander," BGN Domina said with a small smile. "How goes the
mission?"

"Mission accomplished, no casualties, unless you count Scarrans," he replied with
a slight grin, "How may | help you ma‘'am."

"lam glad to hear that. | have a milk run mission for you when you get here. We
have some troops on Vella Cava that need a lift to Starbase Python. But we also
have some arrivals here, rotating out from Tortuna Station. So | need you to
swing by here first, pick th em up, and take them out to VC. I've lost
communications with VC, and | need you and these troops to go out an
investigate." the Brigadier General explained.

"Yes ma‘am, no problem," he replied making a note on a PADD, "is there
anything else?"

"Yes, Yes there is," Jenna said firmly. "You won't have much time in spaceport, so
| have to ask you a favor. | need your doctor. HQ gave us a mission and wants us
on standby. That is all I can say about that. She will have to report to me as soon
as you getin .| want Delta squad on standby as well."

"I will relay the message and dust off our crusty old Mark 1," he replied noting
this on his PADD, " Delta Squad, yes you have worked with them before. Do you
want Gunny Duncan as well?"

"Yes. He will be in ¢ harge of the gropos should we need them."

"Will you require their transport," he said as he brought up the equipment list and
then sent it to Jenna.

"It's best to be prepared for all contingencies. Yes. We'll use the Osiris." She
answered

Jenna ra n her hand over the keyboard below her monitor. "Oh, and one more
thing, Lt. Colonel."

"Yes Ma'am, 0 he replied his eyes returning

"You won't be in port long enough for a proper ceremony, so | have taken the
liberty of amending your per sonnel report to include a promotion to full Colonel.
Your service to the Marine Corps has been outstanding, and | need you in a
position of authority. Some of these troops from HQ can get pretty feisty. You are
authorized to update your uniform according| y." Jenna gave a huge smile,
"Congratulations, Colonel Rasputin!"

A look of shock crossed his face, then a hint of sadness in eyes as he
remembered the party his wife would have planned for this promotion. Then he
grinned from ear to ear, "Thank you ma' am. I am truly surpr.i




"l have put in requisitions for you to promote among your crew as you see fit.
That XO of yours needs a rank boost." She added.

"Yes ma‘am she does,"” he said hoping he could ask a favor, "She is only a
Captain and I need a LtCol to keep these kids inline here. Would it be possible to
jump a rank for her?"

Jenna leaned forward and got serious. "She was a commander in the Fleet before
she left. Later, when she joined the Marines, she insisted on starting from 1st. L
so that she would get the same training as everyone else. She deserves that oak
leaf, Colonel. | am happy that you recognize that."

"She is a superlative XO and will make a fine CO for a ship one day," he replied
with equal seriousness.

Jenna nodd ed, "l agree, though knowing her, she won't accept it. She likes to
work in the background. It is her strength.” Jenna changed the subject abruptly.
"What is your ETA?"

Michael Sr. leaned over and tapped his console, "We are 27 hours from SBP,
ma'am."

"Good. | will have the troops ready to board when you get in." Jenna said. "See
you then." The screen switched back to the emblem of the SFMC.

He closed the comm and went to the replicator, "Colonel's Eagles for a marine

uniform," as he removed the Lt Col rank the Eagles appeared, "He eyed the Silver

|l eaves of Lieutenant Col . " Doné6ét worry yo
minutes." He returned to his desk and tapped the comm, "Captain Silvermoon

report to my ready room," He grinned, "Yesterday if you please Captain."

"Yessir!" She jumped up from the center seat and nodded for the tac officer to
take the conn. She strode into the ready room, as the doors opened at her
approach. "Reporting as ordered, Sir!" She stood at marine attention.

He looked her up and down then walked over to her. He quietly removed her
Captain's bars and replaced them with the silver oak leaves of Lt Col. He stood
back and saluted her with a huge grin. "LtCol Silvermoon, | like the sound of
that." He said.

Caryn's mouth dropped open and for an instant she couldn't move. Then she
recovered with a sharp salute, her eyes resting on the CO's new silver eagle.
"Thank you Sir!" She said crisply.

"For outstanding service to USS Archangel and USS Growler, those are now
yours, from my shoulders to yours." He said and dropped the salute, "Have a seat
LtCol. Before you fall."

Caryn nodded and sat heavily into the chair. "Congratulations on your promation,
Sir. But me? Should you not have an XO who is more experienced, as a Marine, |
mean?"

"You proved your worth as a Marine when Michael and you went down and
destroyed the Scarran power facility." He said his gentle smile returning after so
much grinning.




Caryn relaxed and her rare smile lit up her face. "We did all right, Colonel."

"You did fantastic," as he returned behind his desk, "When BGN Domina
promoted me, | had to ask if we could jump a rank for you and she said you
deserved it for a job well done."

Caryn lowered her eyes for a moment, then raised them, pride in her eyes for
having gained back her honor.

"l see you have found your honor has returned, my dear LtCol." He said with all
seriousness.

"Yes. | had much to atone for." She said firmly.

"Good, then | might get to see a little more pride i n your bearing | assume?" He
replied looking her in the eye.

She smirked and shrugged, "I will try."
"Try, no, we both will show more pride as warriors." He said holding her gaze.

"Yes, Sir!" She agreed. "A report, Sir. Archangel is on course, all systems green.
We shall arrive on schedule.”

"Excellent we will celebrate with a quick dinner at Tony's Place on SBP then move

on to Vella Cava as our next mission. We have problems there and Domina would

like us to find out what is wrong. Also transfe r some people between the bases.
You are dismissed if there are no questions."

Caryn rose in a fluid motion and executed a snappy salute. "Yessir!" She turned
on a heel and returned to the bridge.
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Prisoner Escape
« on: Apr 4™, 2004, 8:41pm »




On:>

Jayden was one of the Bridge officers in Cargo bay Four. The other officers had
been removed and taken elsewhere, harmed or unharmed he couldn't tell. He sat
leaning against a metal shelf, trying to think of what he could do. Joel Roerts had
also been on the bridge and paced back and forwards before realising he had his

trcorder well hidden whenthey were taken and fetched it out of its hiding place.

"Just like a thought, they've some how bypassed the locking mechanisms of the
door so we can't control them through the main computer" Joel reportered
tapping away at the tricorder readings.

"Well | didn't think Klingons were that silly, looks to me they've had a bit of a
planning session before doing this. Question is what for, | mean the Federation
has a treaty with teh Klingons so | ust don' get this at all* Jayden said thinking of
escape plans

"Hmm, that's interest  ing..." Joel mumbled as he moved toward a wall...
"What?" Jayden asked as he stood up moving toward Joel
"Well there seems to me an increase of energy near the walls"

"It looks like they've hot wired a forcefield system, | fail to see why though w
he doors are locked and unable to be opened through a back door in the
computer core" Jayden explanied

"It seems to me its more like a cage, a forcefield would prevent ANY possible
escpe plan, beaming out, etc, etc, depending on how they've rigged the system
up" Joel reported

"That's Klingon's for ya" Jayden said sarcastically "Give the tricorder, | want to

check out the rrest of the room, we didn't get much chance to search, the

tricorder should be able to do a scan of the room and bring up if t here are any
access points besides those doors there, like vents, Jeffery Tubes etc" Jayden
explained walking to the cetre of the room and tapping a command

"Well what did you find?" the officers in the room asked

"There is a few hisig spots here, bu t it depends on if the Klingons are planning to
wlak around, or have guards posted inside the cargo bay and walk around, we

could get spotted, the only other access is the Jeffery Tube port in teh south west
corner, but it's locked" Jayden told the others

"Can you unlock it?" Joel asked

"Shouldn't be a problem, the dumb arses didn't do there homework... there we
go, it should give us access out of here" Jayden said walking to the southern end
of the cargo bay adn opening the Tube Access Hatch.

"Chi t, someone is coming, they are heavy footed and there are screams, | eckon
those Klingons are on there way" the other officer yelled running over to the
others.

Just as the 3 of them squeezed into the hatcha nd closed it the doors hissed




opened and ala rge number of crew were shoved in, witht he doors promptly
closing and a shimmer of the forcefield activating.

Off:>
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Intelligence, The 'Other’ Command Deck
« on: Apr5 ™ 2004, 6:58am »

ON>

David headed down the pro  menade sidewalk in the direction Jenise had indicated

till he came to another maintenance hatch. Undogging it he entered it and waited

on the ladies. After they entered he dogged the hatch and looked upward at the

ladder, "Here we go again. Intel is 2 deck s above isndét it Jeni

Jenise thought a moment then nodded, " Yea it is, good idea David we can check
Intel out and find a safe spot for a time if we're lucky." She said then patted his
butt. " Nice thinking sweet pants." She said then moved down th e tube.
Dellah couldn't figure out why these humans couldn't keep their minds on the
mission. And she sincerely hoped she wasn't going to have to crawl! through
endless maintenance corridors.

She shouldered the rifle and followed the two marines up th e shaft.

Mira walked out of Ranho's office and over to En. Chun's desk. Without looking up
at Mira she gave a report.

"It looks like the Marine's are on there way here"
"Are they?"

Mire walked back into Ranho's office to get here phaser rifle

"Where are they?"

Mire asked walking out of the office with rifle in hand.

"They should be nearing maintenance hatch 6, at the end of the hall"

"I'll be right back"

Mire said as she opened the door and walked down the hall. Elise pick ed up her
phaser rifle and walked over to the door as she looked at the settings.

David crawled up to a maintenance hatch marked with a six on it. He stopped,
placing his ear to hatch he motioned for the others to be still. Hearing nothing on




the other s ide he began undogging the hatch quietly and slowly.
Meanwhile on the other side of the Intelligence Deck, quiet clunking of Darian
climbing up the Jeffery Tubes echoed.

"I knew | should have changed my footwear, oh well..." he whispered

When the hatch started to open Mire hit the wall next to the hatch with the butt
of her phaser rifle.

"You can open the door now"

Mire said looking down the hall at the turbo lift.
"Where the hell is the rest of the department?"
Mire yelled back to  Elise.

"I'll look into it ma'am"

David started at the sound of the voice. He opened the door wider to see the
owner of it. Standing against the wall was a Starfleet Intelligence officer, he

sighed with relief, "A friendly at last," he said with a big grin, "GySgt David
Kincaid with one Marine SSgt and a Cardassian civilian reportin' for duty.” As he
motioned for the others in the maintenance shaft to follow him out into the
corridor.

Dellah climbed out of the shaft and stood upright, her eyes t aking in the readouts
along the bulkhead of the Intelligence Dept. Cardassians were trained from birth

to remember everything they heard and saw, and she recognized an opportunity

to be of great service to the Cardassian Union.

Jenise's eyes were locked  on her newest outfit, ~ | love da hell outta this outfit, |

just wish it didn't hide my chest as much as it did. Hmm maybe I'll get a little

implant and tuck.~ She thought to herself then grinned as she caught David out

the corner of her eye. ~I bet he cou Id help me tuck come on Jenise eye on

the prize.~ She chastised herself then readied her weapon.

OFF>
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Chapter 2 =/\= In Cargo Bay Four
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On:>

<Meanwhile>

The Klingons have split the Senior Staff from the rest of the crew and isolated
them in Cargo bay 4. Three bridge officers alone in Cargo Bay Four, sit, p

wonder what's happening. None are armed, but perhaps one has a tricorder.

he Cargo Bay is mostly empty, apart from several small crates and barrels of




some kind. As they take stock of the situation, they hear heavy footsteps from

outside. Iti s obviously one or more Klingons approaching. The only place to hide

is in a Jefferies Tube, or behind one of the crates. If they go into the Tube, they

can see what is happening and will be un -noticed, but anyone who remains in the
Cargo Bay will be trapp  ed shortly when a forcefield is erected around the Cargo
Bay's walls.

Several burly Klingon guards appear, pushing around 40 to 50 crewmen into the
Cargo Bay. Those officers who remained on the bridge are among this lot. The
crewmen are pushed in, the n the doors are closed, and a slight shimmer tells
everyone that a forcefield has been erected. There is a gap between the forcefield
and the wall, just wide enough for a person, so one of the escapees can drop out

of the Jefferies Tube and stand next to t he wall. There appears to be no route of
escape for the trapped crewmen.

Off:>
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What the Hell is Going On
« on: Apr 8™ 2004, 5:11am »

on>

As Graiza continued work on the drone arm not yet knowing of the current
situation outside of the science lab,heard a sudden sound outside the science
division doors. A few minutes later a brutish female Klingon walks through with 5
other's armed. The Klingon grabs a fellow officer by the neck and lifts him into

the air. She then calls out the chief of science which happens to be Gra iza.

Graiza:" How can | help you?" The Klingon stepped toward Graiza and told her to
download all science data discovered in this area into the PDA. Graiza explains
that she doesn't have the access to the data because she had just arrived aboard
ship re cently and hadn't yet gained the trust of the commanding officer. The
Klingon pushes Graiza's head to the table and she then says it again threatening
to kill a crew member if Graiza doesn't do it. Graiza ashore her that she doesn't
know anything and can't access anything yet.

The Klingon noticed that Graiza is a Bedazoid and they aren't known to lie about
anything. The Klingon then tells the others shes with to get all the science staff in

one group and watch them. While she waits for further instructi ons from her
superior.

Graiza now bleeding from the side of her head simply asked if she could get a
medical kit. The Klingon allowed her to. It just happened to be right next to the
doors. None of the Klingon were guarding the door they were just guard ing the




staff. So in and instant Graiza pushes the door button opening and runs out. One
Klingon tries to run after her but before he gets out the door she's gone. The
female Klingon then recieves orders from her superior telling her to bring all the
staff to Cargo Bay Four.

Off>
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Cargo Bay Four Jefferies Tube
« on: Apr 8 ™, 2004, 8:25pm »

Oon:>

The force field went up in Cargo Bay Four. The escapees heard this, and after
waiting for a few momet to ensure the Klingons had gone, Jayden gently and
quietly nudged the hatch ajar.

"Didn' t you say that there was a forcefield?" Jayden threw back down te tube
"Yes, and it IS in use" Joel replied softly

Jayden slowly extended his hand out of the hatch, ever so slowly with his eyes
closed until his finger met with force and where he touc hed glowed the familular
blue.

"It looks like they didn't rig the forcefield up properly, there is a gap running right
around the Bay large enough for a person to stand, but | don't see a way we can

get those inside, out" Jayden said as he started to sh uffle his way out into the
gap, as the others followed.

Off:>
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ON>
Growler Bridge>

Col. Rasputin eyed the readouts on his console as stations reported in t heir
readiness to leave when they finished he spoke, "Comm, get us clearance from

flight ops for us to depart, Engineering prepare for maneuvering and release the
clamp," remembering they hadndét gone to
"Helm, station keepi  ng on the thrusters.”

Comm began the litany for getting clearance, "Cleared to leave, sir."

Helm, take us out," He said watching the great doors of SBP open with their
litany of lights. Archangel slowly turned and followed Growler toward the doors.

In a few minutes, the brightly -lit interior of starbase gave way to the panorama of
stars and the edge of Pythus IIl. Helm turned the Growler away from the station
and set coordinates.

"Course and speed to VC laid in, Sir."

"Engage," the Colonel s  aid turning to Caryn, "Well, | wonder what VC has in store
for us. Still no contact?"

"None, Sir." Caryn replied, watching the forward screen as they cleared the
system and jumped to warp.

"I hope they are ready for 1600 Marines." He said looking at a PADD that the
engineering tech handed him.

"We might have to house some of them on the ships. At least we can rotate
them out as needed. Wouldn't want a 1600 marine riot tearing Vela Cava up.
The General wouldn't appreciate it." She remarked.

"Then we would have to stay, but that might be best with all the Garou | saw
running around SBP before we left," He said with a smile.

"Garou? They shouldn't be a problem. But sometimes they bring problems with
them. | wonder what's up?" She shrugged.

"l dondét know," He replied thumbing the
Caryn, "l wished we could test the new drive but with Archangel with us and her

not upgraded we cannot. | wonder what intel put aboard, they got my curiosity

up when they ran  us off the ship."

"If the ships were physically linked, we can use the propulsion of the faster ship
to get both of us there." Caryn suggested.

"You are correct," he said turning to the engineering tech, "Get with Archangel
and tell them we are pultti ng a tractor beam lock on them and to get as close as
they can before we do."

"Aye, sir," replied the tech as he contacted Archangel.

He turned back to Caryn, "Hooking two ships together, the smaller towing, using
an untested engine system, Silvermoo n you surprise me." He said with a slight

PA




grin.

"We've done worse," She shrugged with a wry smile. "Plays into our rep as going
where Angels fear to tread."”

"True," He said watching Archangel approach the huge Vulcan ship dwarfing the
Growler. The bl ue of the tractor beam reached out and grabbed Archangel. They
stabilized both ships.

"Warp 14, helm," ordered the Col with a grim smile. The ship began to accelerate
and the transwarp signature began to show on the viewscreen as Growler and
Archangel b egan to fly faster than they had ever flown.

There was a momentary scare when the ships shuddered as they transitioned to
TWD, but the turbulence abruptly dropped off once the threshold was crossed.
There were a couple audible sighs of releif about the bridge.

"Anyone need to go change their shorts?" Caryn quipped.
The Col said, "increase warp to factor 17." as he smiled at Caryn's remark.
The shuddering returned and his smile disappeared.

"Sir, the extra mass is overloading our engines. Not advisable to go any faster
than 16." The Engineering officer reported.

"Back her down to warp 16, helm." He said quietly. The shuddering ceased and
the TWD performed flawlessly.

"Well if no one else needs to use the restroom, | believe | will," He said with a
grin. "Caryn you have the conn. | will be in my ready room for a bit before we
arrive."

Caryn nodded and slipped into the still -warm seat as Rasputin departed the
bridge.
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Change Of Scenery.
« on: Apr 10 ', 2004, 4:10pm »

ON>
Intel Section>

David watched the officer's surround David and began to interrogate him. ~Crap
bet they gonna do all of us like that." He noticed that the hatch they came in was
still open. He nudged J  enise then Dellah, "Wanna leave?"

Dellah, having memorized the shield strength, harmonics, and weapons
capabilities, nodded and made as if she was tired of being confined.

Jenise eyed the group then David and Dellah, ~ Hmm well | bet the card gal an
David would be more fun. Sides nothin like watching Davey boys azz.~ She
thought with a grin as she followed suit.

David began to ease toward the hatch. When he reached it he took another look
at the officers and darted into the opening. He crawled as quietly as he could to a
"T" and waited on the other two.

Jenise huffed loudly, " If | don't get to kill or mame something pretty soon | may

just lose my mind." She said with an aggravated tone. She then closed and

sealed the hatch behind them before s he hurriedly crawled close to Dellah and
David.

Dellah memorized the maintenance tubes, their turnings and risings as they

crawled. Inherminda3 -D layout of the station began to form. If all the saucers
sections were the same, then this station wou Id be easy for the Cardassians to

take over, should they desire to take it as a prize.

David spoke when Jenise arrived, "Time for me to watch your azz for a little bit,
you take point Jenise. Besides you know the station better than | do.”

Jenise chu ckled slightly, " Ya just wanna eye me from behind freaky boy ....
which | love." She said as she stroked David's cheek then crawled past. " So
anyone have an idea where to start the killing | mean recon first?" She asked
with a grin.

Dellah bit her lip  to keep from blurting out their idiocy. How could Starfleet
marines not know that Engineering was the place to take over or take back, a
vessel? Perhaps these Feddies were not as intelligent as Cardassians, after all.

David grinned and motioned for D ellah to follow Jenise. He stayed in the "T" for a
time in case the Intel Officers decided to follow. Then he began to follow the
ladies. "Jenise head down to Main Engineering."

Jenise grinned, " | was hoping to have a good blood bath uh retake command but
I |'i ke your idea too." She said then stopp
take the quick route down there." She said with a grin as she pulled herself into

the tube then slid like a child in a water slide. " Wee!" She said with glee.

"Shut up Jenise, want another grenade in here?" He said as he followed Dellah to
the edge of the down tunnel.




Dellah grabbed the handrails and cupped her feet about them, allowing herself to
slide down with full control. She hit the bottom gracefully, then real ized she
didn't need to show off what she could do.

Jenise leaned back and kicked out a grate with her feet then jumped down into an
empty room, " Looks like a storage closet of sorts.” She said in a hushed tone
towards the tunnel she was just in.

David waited till Dellah cleared out of the way then slid down. "Showoff," He said
to Dellah with a grin.

"Anything there?" David asked looking back the way they had come

Jenise shook her head, " Not that | can see, but | hear something outside the
door. Alota movement." She said then readied her phaser and stood by the side
of the door to leave the small room/

David whirled around and aimed his rifle at the door. He put it on full auto,
"Klingons are in season Jenise not just anyone."

Jenise took a deep breath, she moved downward till she lied flat on the floor.

Jenise reached into a pocket and pulled out a small pen like device. She carefully
lasered a small hole through the door then put the device back and retrieved a

small pea like device. Jen ise kissed the pea sized object, ~ Do your stuff girl.~

She thought then rolled the pea object through the hole in the door. " Lets see

what we got.” She said in a hushed voice as she put on a pair of goggles. " Ahh

chit boss, there KLings out there n leas t half a dozen o more Fleeters." She said.

"Crap, well obviously we dondét want to ent
asked as he glanced behind him.

Jenise squinted slightly, " There is so many and so much goin on ... but hmmm."
Jenise removed the goggles and stared at Dellah. " But a certain some one could
see and recall everything perfectly." She said as she tossed the goggles to Dellah.

"Whatever, someone tell me what is happening out there." David said in a
whisper.

Dellah put the de vice on and was astonished at the technology! Here was
something her people knew nothing about! She would have to get her hands on
one someday. She looked then said, "It looks like the Animal.... er the

Klingons... are forcing the Feddies to lower the s hields, to demonstrate how the
station works.  There are two dead Feddies. Probably didn't want to cooperate."

"Bound to be engineering," David said with a smirk, "Numbers?"

Jenise gritted her teeth, " Can't go in guns blazing, damn | hate that." Sh e said in
a low tone then tried to think on alternatives.

Dellah concentrated, then reported, "Only five Klingons, but they have the
disruptors. The Feddies are unarmed."

"There are your targets Jenise," David said, "Five Klingons vs two Marines and
Cardassian shopkeeper. That's about an even fight."




Jenise took a deep breath, " No prob boss, just wish those Feddies weren't in the
way." She said then prepared to move. " Ready on your order." She said as she
moved in front of the door.

Dellah didn't like showing off her prowess with a rifle. It could blow her cover.
But if they didn't get these animals off the station, there would be no information

to passon. She hefted the weapon she was given in her hands and waited in a

crouch.

David eased out of the tunnel and in front of Dellah, "On three," he drew back his
foot and prepared to kick it open. "One, two..." at that moment the door opened
and a Klingon peered in David shot him, "Three," and kicked the door fully open.

Jenise dove out of the small room then rolled to a kneeling position, she took aim

at one Klingon and fired. He dropped to the floor, then Jenise turned for her next

target. As she aimed a Fleeter moved into the line of site. " Move damnit!" She

yelled. As the fleeter mo  ved the Klingon grinned widely, in his hand was a

Dakot agh. He threw it the bladed weapon at
weapon lodged itself into her shoulder, which caused the phaser to fire. The shot

totally missed the Klingon and slammed into a p anel, sparks flew as Jenise fell

back to the floor.

Dellah lay on her stomach and carefully took a bead on that Klingon, and pressed
the trigger.  The Klingon disappeared completely in the fire set on full.

David picked a target and dropped another K lingon near the shield controls. The
final Klingon ran toward them with the apparent intention of finishing Jenise off.

Dellah hissed a particularly foul curse and nailed the Klingon in the crotch on a
medium setting.

"Quch," Davi d s aliyanything to thd wochaného hadebeen raped. He
figured that she would be shooting low at males for a while.

Jenise growled, " SONUVABIATCH!" She said as she pulled the bladed weapon

from her shoulder. She moved to the nearest Klingon and drove the knife into his
chest. She didn't care he was dead cause the action made her feel better. She

turned to Dellah, " Thanx girl, your damn good." She said with a friendly wink.

Dellah nodded in acknowledgement of the compliment then gestured to the
howling Kling on writhing on the deck. "That one is for you!" She hissed.

David sighed ~Not e: dondt piss these two o
grimly.

Jenise moved over to the writhing Klingon. She mounted him as if she were about
to give herself to him . A wide evil grin spread across her face, " Ya ready to see
sto'vo'kor meat boy!" She said then grabbed the Klingon's knife from his belt and
held it high over her head.

"Do it you targ sperm." He said with a scowl across his face.

Jenise moved the knife downward then repositioned it between her and the
Klingon, " I'd rather do this." She said as she ran the blade over his genitals. As
the blood began to flow freely Jenise laughed, " Not sure who she was but Lorena
bobbit is my new idol." She said t hen moved off the Klingon to let him die.




~ Remind me never to piss that one off!~ Dellah thought.
David eyed the fleeters, "STATUS!" He yelled.

Jenise looked at David then Dellah, " You know after we're done with all this we
should go out.” She s  aid with a grin then turned to David, " Clear.” She said as
she put pressure on her cut shoulder.

Dellah stood up, putting her weapon away and turned to Jenise. As a seller of
herbs, she knew something of first aid. She packed the wound and ripped a
bandage from Jenise's clothing, wrapping the shoulder tightly.

"You need a medic." Dellah stated.

"Get this station back online, force field around engineering, cut the power to the
bridge leave lights and environmental on." David said while the fleet ers jumped
to obey. Turning back to his crew, "Nice job ladies.”

Jenise grunted then noticed a med panel; she opened it and retrieved the medkit.
" | hate having to cover the wounds before | show them off to everyone." She
said with a giggle then opened the kit.

"l promise to leave the scar," Dellah quipped. "Sit!" She ordered.

Jenise gave Dellah a nod then sat on a chair and leaned back, " I'm ready." She
said with closed eyes and clenched teeth.

Dellah smirked at the Feddie bracing up for pai n. She knew how to patch a
wound! She took out a spray anesthetic and sprayed it across the wound to

deaden the nerves. Then she found the dermal regenerator, which was designed

to mend skin only, but Dellah gently separated the edges of the wound and

worked the instrument over the deeper layers, sealing up the bleeders and

tacking the muscle back together. She was no surgeon, but she understood
anatomy enough. Soon she worked to the upper edges of the wound and held

the skin together while the dermal regenerator did its work. As promised, she
left the scar, forgoing the final passes for bragging purposes.

"That should do it," Dellah said as she replaced the instrument.

David worked with the fleeters in getting the situation in hand. He came back
eyed the wound on Jenise's shoulder, "Sexy," he said with a leer.

Dellah smirked.  "She'd make a good Cardassian."

Looking at Dellah, "Nice work, Doc."

Jenise grinned, " Good job gal, n | didn't even need the scotch | usually do with
the mari ne docs." She said with a giggle then turned to David and winked, " Take
more than sweet talk to get into my pants." She stood up and winked at David
then leaned in to whisper, " But not much." Jenise put the med kit away then
returned to Dellah and David. " Well looks like we did good."

"| gotta get back to my shop," Dellah insisted. “I'm no soldier."

"l like engineering. Give me a sense..." Taking a deep breath of the air, "of




power. That is good thing. Might want to wait Dellah, but it is your cho
Dellah shrugged.  "I'll be all right. I'll watch out for animals."

Jenise shrugged, " | don't like it girl, but your choice. Ya want back up?" She
asked then patted Dellah’s shoulder.

David hefted his gear, "She gets backup."
Dellah shook her head and pointed to the maintenance hatch. "I'll go that way."
Jenise moved to a nearby spot then bent over and picked up the pea object from
earlier. She held it out to Dellah. " Take this with you, at least this way we can

keep an eye on you to ensure ya safe."

The Cardassian took the mini camera, tucked it into a pocket, and disappeared
into the hatch making her way unerringly towards the business district.

Jenise put the goggles on then brought up the images on one eye, " She got an
ange |." She said to David. " Now the rest is up to us."

David eyed Jenise, "Now we wait. Should be getting a question from the bridge
soon."

Jenise giggled slightly, " Too bad we on duty, would enjoy being stuck with you in
another situation. "She said then patted David's butt.

"Jenise!" he said in his gunny voice, "The fleeters are watching." He smiled and
began looking around engineering to see how best to defend it.

Jenise moved to the main door then squatted beside the door and leaned her
weapo n against the wall. " I'm ready for whatever comes." She said with a wide
grin.
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Survival
« on: Apr 11 ™, 2004, 11:12pm »

On:>

Joel shuffled back around to the Jeffery Tube Hatch. "Sorry no luck there is a gap
like this right round. The only way to get past it, is to disable it without the
Klingon's knowing"

"And the only way to do that is from a Command point advantage, like the
Command Decks, Intelligence or Engineering" Jayden said rubbing his chin
thinking further

"If we could get to Main Engineering we could have a better chance to see what is
what and have at least a better idea what to do, even if we can't do it from
Engineering." Joel suggested

"Very true, if we can secure Engineering and either Intelligence or the Promenade

we ca have a better foothold of the station at two vantage points, but | don't
want to leave these lot here to be picked off one at a time either" Jayden said

painfully

"Well | don't like it either but there isn't much else we can do is there Sir?!" Joel
replied with regret

"Listen up people, search what is in there with you, top to bottom, rip things
apart, do what you can to create weapons or defend your self, try barricading the
doors, that at least will slow them down enough until we can seek something else

out. Come on you 3 lets get to Engineering, its closer" Jayde n said with a bit
more of a sense of action

The 3 officers crawled along the Jeffery tubes until the reached the ladder and
started their way down.
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Main Engineering Entourage
« on: Apr11 " 2004, 11:19pm »

On:>
<Meanwhile>

Jayden came to a junction and stepped down into the alcove and sat down.
Sweat beaded on his forehead, his sleeves were rolled up, his jacket undone.
His legs apar t Jayden bowed his head slightly and held his head taking a

breathier

~Of all the bloody stations, they pick this one. Do | have a conveniently placed
neon sign, saying 'Attack Here', 'Good for One Thrashing' 'Free For All', 'Take me
If You Can'~

"Come on Jayden, you love it, you live on this stuff" and with that pep talk,
Jayden recommenced his journey downwards and across.

<Meanwhile>

Darian had finally found a panelling to one side that was apart of a Jeffery tube

t hat di dndét npamaits butkkseadn g -~&rom memory and these tricorder
readings, I'm not all that far away, just down three more decks and a 5 minute

crawl south~ With that Darian grabbed hold of the ladder and slid down, gently

pulling himself up at the third deck, gett ing off and taking the south tube. "Chit"

he softly cursed, "bloody bulkhead" Darian cursed again rubbing his knee "Damn

that hurt" Darian thumped the bulkhead as hard as he could with out making too

much noise, not overly satisfied he pressed on, keeping off his knees as much as
possible. A slow 5 minutes later Darian stopped at an upper level Jeffery tube

hatch.

"Better check for slimy big forehead apes first" Darian softly chuckled to himself.

"Hmm that's interesting, no Klingon's, recent fire, and a number of human's and
varying other 'Federation' species, but no comm signals to get a better idea of

who"

Darian pocketed the tricorder, and gently opened the hatch, pushing it open and
as he slowly stepped out held his personal and favourite hand we apon, aiming
and checking out the area as he softly closed and sealed the hatch again.

Darian waddled over slowly to a corner where a railing was that looked down to

the floor below, Darian gingerly peeked over, but found nothing. Just as he was
about to get up, he herd a faint sound. He pricked his ears up, holding his

breathe, to make out the sound. ~That sounds like...voices, but not sure whose

or from the good or bad side~

Darian crawled over tot eh far wall and then quietly and light footed mo ved over
to the other side and looked down, noting no one on level two, made his way

down a nearby ladder and laid down on the deck plate and slowly pulled himself

to a vantage point. Allowing some time to go past the figures moved about

~Smelly Fleeter's ... *Darian squints* some sexy chick... oh wait that vaguely

looks like Jenise.  They must have had the same idea when they buggered off

from Intelligence. That would mean David is down there two since they can

never separate themselves, and that Cardassi an woman is probably there.

| could see more. Oh well never say die Darian!




Darian stood up and placed his back to the bulkhead and undid one length of rope

he had around his shoulders and threw it up and over a conduit strong enough

centre and secured the loose end on the railing. Darian stepped over and as he
got over tot eh opposite side of the railing his left foot slipped

~Chit!~ But grabbed the bottom rung of the railing in time. Darian double
checked his attachments and let himself g 0 and dangle in mid air before lowering
himself down with one hand and his weapon in the other, and in seconds landed

in a sheltered area quite a few metres from the officers. Detaching himself he
walked with the shadows until he got up closer and confirm ed his sittings,
knowing the area was safe and secure, Darian walked out "I thought I'd join the

party!" Darian said with a big grin, looking for a good time.

Off:>
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Staff Sergeant Darian Connor

and

« Last Edit: Apr 20 ™, 2004, 9:29 am by Jayden S. Tyronian »

X )(,)(.. .y
Jayden Silas Tyronian
Commanding Officer/ Expeditionary Division Executive Officer/ Flag Squadron Commander
Vella Cava Space Station
Command Division =/ \= Expeditionary Division

Fleet Air Group Commander
Military Operations Division
Python Fleet =/ \ = Starfleet

(USS Growler) Arrival at Vella Cava
« on: Apr 14 ", 2004, 8:46am »

ON>
Growler Bridge>

Col Rasputin eyeing the view screen as Vela Cava approached, "Helm, bring us
out of Warp, 1/4 impulse. Fighter ops prepare to deploy the fighters. Engineering,
rele ase tractor beam on Archangel and let her commence operations. Comm any
word from Vela Cava?"

"No, Sir. No answer to standard hails,"

"Sir, " Tactical stated. "l have three Nek'vars surrounding the station, weapons
locked and charged."

"Fighter op s get those ships." The fighters swarmed on the Klingon ships like flies
on honey. Explosions began to appear on the Nek'vars. "Prepare to start shifting
Marines in companies to Vela Cava."

"Aye, Sir!" Communications answered, sending the orders to the fighter bay and
general quarters.




Down below, troops hustled in full gear to the transporters .The troops were

itching to get off the ships and kill something or blow something up. Master
sergeants yelled at their troops and everyone was very happy to b e doing
something besides sitting around scratching themselves.

"Transport in companies, now." Orders Col Rasputin with a grim and cold look on
his face.

Like clockwork, the companies mounted the transporter pads and were beamed
out. Immediately the next groups stepped up and readied themselves.

The beam outs began, and the troops began appearing on Vela Cava station.
Fighting broke out immediately

For an invasion force, there were surprisingly few Klingons. Their advantage had
been the surprise  attack and the greater firepower. They had known how to
neutralize the resident marines, by sealing off their access to the rest of the
station.

A company beamed directly to the command center and quickly dispatched the
Klingons with well  -placed phaser fire. Like the invaders, the Marines had the
advantage of surprise, acting before the Klingons knew they were there.

"Glad to see you guys!" the OOD exclaimed. "Haven't seen the CO or XO, by
chance have yah?"

The sergeant shook his head. "Better ope n comm to the Growler and the
Archangel. We got a battle going on out there."

"Vella Cava to Growler."

"Growler, go Vela Cava, status first please." Col Rasputin said.

"CNC secured. Am just getting a report form engineering. Engineering secured.
Fighting on all decks, but the Marine section is sealed off. Can't get them out."
Just then an explosion rocked the station, then more chatter over the comms.
"Sir, | think they just got out. Looks like we got the upper hand."

"Excellent, capture those w  ho will surrender. We have more Marines to send if
needed." Col Rasputin said, "Tactical scan for more Nek'vars or other hostile
ships."

"No others in view, but there could be more cloaked. Two destroyed, one dead in
the water."

"Archangel, lock onto  the one that is dead in the water and tractor it into the
Docks at Vela Cava." He ordered, "Transporter room send a company to the
docks to clear them of Klingons.

"Aye Growler," responded Archangel.

"Aye, sir, came back from the transporter room.

"Growler, Vella Cava. We do not, | reapeat, do NOT see any other Klingon ships in
the area, cloaked or otherwise."




"Roger that Vela Cava," Col Rasputin responded watching Archangel begin
moving the damaged Klingon ship. "How is the battle going and ar e the systems
coming back online?"

"Systems are coming back online, Growler. The Klingons didn't destroy anything

vital. Mostly just collateral damage. Most of them are subdued, many dead rather

than be taken alive. A few casualties among the Marines. P risoners are being held
in the brig, Sir."

"Excellent, General Tyronian what's his status?" Asked Growler's CO.

"No one has seen him since this all started, and intra base comms were down.
Don't see him among the casualties, so he must still be alive somewhere on
base."

"That gives the survivors who hold him a bargaining chip, | fear." He responded,
"Maintain the link Vela Cava."

"Roger that, Growler, standing by."

"Ok, put the ships around in a protective ring with Osiris shuttles and Phanto
filling the gaps. Rotate the Marines to the base in search and destroy missions.
Find me General Tyronian." He said to his makeshift battle staff.
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Chapter 3 =/\= Means of Escape
« on: Apr 15 " 2004, 2:49pm »

On:>
<Cargo Bay Four i 2 hours later>

The crew unlucky enough to be trapped in Cargo Bay, had tried moving and




shoving things around to block the doors. Itwas av ery slow progress. However
they hadndt seen hi de nTbegrobpseemedasdlitinkbitwion g on'
parties, one trying to barricade the door while the others were trying to find

things they could use as weapons.

An Ensign and a Lieutenant had f ound a crate usually holding varying lots of
arts. Ailt would seem t he KI
here is hardly anything | ef

equi pment and p
through this, t

Nfe that i s working at | east, sur | ythesmnsigoan
replied

One of the Security officers helping with the barricading party saw the officers
and wal ked over to them. ifPerhaps the crat
Security Lieutenant suggested, looking at the crate as he spoke.

AAnNd kowl d we utilise Iit?0 the young Ensig

If the force field was down we could place it in the fields path, when activated the

field would not go through the crate but over and around it. If that were to

happen we could use these parts to hollow out the sides so that we could crawl

through, but if the crate moved out of the field, the force field would seal us back

i nside.o0 The Security Lieutenant suggested
nosey Klingon's came back agai n this plan wouldndét wor k.

iYes an interesting theory, however not on
however we should keep in the back of our
Lieutenant happily said, feeling more confident that they were making som e
progress even if only a by baby steps.

<3 hours later>

A familiar thump of feet could be heard coming down the corridor outside. The
staff being held had almost moved the shelving and other items to block the door

but not far enough. The doors su ddenly were opened, the force field dropped and

half a dozen more crew were shoved in, landing on the floor. The Young ensign
remembering the possible plan the Security Lieutenant had suggested quickly but
without causing him t o be smavddioverdadthelorgte andh e K
quietly left his left foot and pushed it far enough that it was in the fields way but

enough room on the other end to get through. Just as he did the field was

reactivated and the doors closed and sealed.

inSir, Siungt Besygn softly yelled fl manage
fields way as you suggested.

The others turned to look towards the crate then at the Ensign and then at the
Security lieutenant. Lets get to work, we should still try to barricade this door,
the rest should work on cutting the sides out of that crate and start moving
through

<An hour passes>

constantly looking over their shoulders hoping they could get through before the

Kl'i ngondéds came back, the first teawslingithe f i
road of the doors barricading it to atOntea
other end the other team cut through the last bit of the crate and a tunnel of




sorts was created under the force field.y f
Lieutenant called.  The crew one by one moved through the crate and into the

small gap between the field and the side bulkheads and then around to the

Jefferies Tube hatch. With a clunk the Jefferies Tube door shut and sealed,

leaving the Cargo Bay empt .

Now not only was the Senior staff at large on the station trying to stop the
Klingon Invasion, but so were 20 odd other staff from Cargo bay Four, with plenty
of the other that had escaped or trying to escape.

Off:>
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USS Growler: The Hunt for Tyronian
« on: Apr 18 ™, 2004, 12:44am »

ON>
Growler Bridge>

Col Rasputin eyed his battlestaff, "Have we found General Tyronian yet?"

"No Sir," replied his Tac/Ops officer, "The Klingons must not have him, because
they would have already thro wn him up in our face." Looking thoughtful for a
second, "He must not have been taken when the Klingons invaded or has escaped
them."

"True," replied the Colonel, "We would have heard from them as soon as they
picked up the Growler and Archangel approac hing. So what next?"

"We have deep scanned the station and are sorting out the 1/2 Betazoid/Humans

With the bio -signs we have in our files. The Betazoids and Humans get along and
breed well together," smiled the Tactical officer, "There are a coupla hun dred
aboard the station."

"l bet if we offer the Gropos a case of unreplicated German beer, that they would
find him," said another officer jokingly. The others on the battlestaff just stared at
him.

Col Rasputin smiled as he tapped his console, "Att ention all Federation personnel.
This is Colonel Rasputin. We need to find General Jayden Tyronian, yesterday.

The person who finds him will be given 5 days extra leave without him/her losing

any leave time on their next scheduled leave. Also they will be given two cases of
unreplicated German beer, Bitburger | believe it is called. That is all." He closed

the comm as he did you could hear the cheers echoing through Growlers hull.



The search for General Tyronian was underway.
OFF>
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Life is not worth living if your standing outside the Fire

USS Growler: Recall
« on: Apr20 ™, 2004, 4:09am »

ON> SBP

Adm. T'Ver said from her chair in command control. "Patch in alink to the
Growler."

"Aye Ma'am. Establishing a link now."

"Col. Rasputin, Message from SBP." stated the Growler Comm. officer.

"Ready room, please." As he left and went to his ready room, He sat behind the
console and opened the channel. Admiral T ‘Ver's face appeared, "Admiral, good
to see you. How may | assist you."

"Report on the situation at Vella Cava," T'Ver said.

"We have retaken most of the station and are searching for General Tyronian now
and the others the Klingon's have held hostag e, ma'am." Col Rasputin stated.

"Leave the search to the Marines stationed at Vella Cava. | need The Growler,

the Archangel and the troops rotating in from earth here as soon as possible. We
have a new Fleet Admiral, one stationed on the base. He is in charge of the

political situation in the sector. But you have the replacement troops we need to

defend the station. Your orders are to return as soon as you can muster the

troops." T'Ver said.

AfAye, ma'am, return with the .tCOolRRaspusinrdpgedt possi bl e s
with a puzzled look, "Growler will be on her way home within the hour."

Lt. Col. Silvermoon asked, "Shall | put out the recall?"

"Yes, please Lt Col. Silvermoon." he said as he comm'ed off and rose to return to
the bridge.

Caryn began giving orders to the bridge crew, and the bridge came alive with
activity.

Communications passed on the recall order and officers and troops began to
return to the ship, double time.

Witt shouldered his rifle and looked at Jeram. "Glad t o be gettin' outta here!"



Col Rasputin watched the numbers of troops returning and noted when almost all

were aboard, "Helm prepare to go to warp on my mark. Comm, open a channel to
Archangel."

"Archangel on comms."

"Archangel come in close and pr epare to be tractored at warp 15." He watched as
Archangel approached. The larger ship overshadowing Growler. "Engineering

engage tractor on Archangel." The blue of the tractor beam connected the two

ships for the tow. Helm take us away from VC at 1/4 impu Ise when clear, engage
warp speed 15."

"1/4 impulse, Aye. Course and speed laid in."

Major Rasputin barely got his fighter aboard when the ship began moving,
~Close~. "Flight ops all fighters recovered."

Hogah felt the dak'tagh at his side, ~ Dam n | am glad that bastid didn't need this
blade anymore.~ He thought to himself with a smirk that Rasputin could of seen
on the bridge.

"Got a souvenir, eh?" Witt smirked as he stowed his gear.

The ship jumped to warp but was sluggish as it accelerate d to warp 14. then up
to 15.

Hogah chuckled, " Yea | figured after a 100 klings | deserved to get something to
show Marina, maybe it'll get me some when she learns how tough her lover is."
He said then couldn't help but chuckle.

Col Rasputin spoke to  Silvermoon, "Well | would say that was a fun trip to Vella
Cava, wouldn't you. Would have like to have met the General though."

"Maybe next time, Sir," Silvermoon replied.

"Yes, maybe next time." He smiled at her, "So if we have time would you like to
have that celebration of the new ranks when we return."

Caryn smiled.  "I'm looking forward to it, Sir."

"Excellent," he replied, "I enjoy your conversations. AS YOU WERE." He said
louder than normal to the rest of the bridge crew who had turned a t his words.

Those who had been listening in, immediately became busy at their consoles.

"Seems even Native Americans are not immune to listening in where their ears do
not belong," He said with as a smile so all could hear.

1.75 hours>
"Appro aching jump point, sir," Navigation reported.
"Disengage the warp and slow to 1/4 impulse. Comm. hail SBP, and ask for

docking space. Please try not to get the instructions with over there this time."
Col Rasputin said with a smile.



"Dropping out of TWD. Dropping out of warp. Entering standard orbit... Now."
Helm said.

The comm. officer began the chatter with flight ops to get them docking
clearance.

"l kind of like this new drive. Before | can say engage we are there, almost." He
said as he a waited clearance.

"Growler, disengage Archangel. Prepare for separate tractoring." Marine Flight
Ops commed.

"Engineering disengage tractor, Archangel see ya in dock. Ready for tractor Flight
Ops." Col Rasputin replied.

The Growler was tractored first and was pulled into the Marine docking area.

Engineering, prepare to go to station power, Helm maneuvering thrusters, dock 4
if you please.” Col Rasputin said.

Engineering replied, "Aye, sir."
Javar turned to the window of his office, he wat ched Growler and his baby move

into dock. ~ They better of not scratched Archangel or I'm having someone's azz
nailed to my wall.~ He thought to himself as he stared towards the docks. Once

both ships were inside and docked he pressed his commbadge." Javar to Growler,
iwel come home. Does my baby need a touchup?" He ask
his voice.

"Grouchy, isn't he?" Silvermoon said under her breath.

The clamp connected with Growler's hull with a satisfying thump. The lights
flickered and the s  hip was at rest. "Engineering power down the warp core."

Col Rasputin smiled, "No, sir she is fine, we just let her exercise her legs. She
said she misses you." He closed the comm.

"Slightly, it is perpetual | believe." He replied to Silvermoon.

She smirked and prepared to relieve the crew.

Javar growled slightly, ~ I'm finding out for myself.~ He turned and left his
office, he wasn't hungry any longer. Now he wanted to give Archangel the once
over then have a small chat with one of the Rasputin S.
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Chapter 4 =/\= On the Run Part 1 =/\= What to Do?
« on: Apr20 " 2004, 10:18am »

Oon:>

Jayden stood up, feeling a bit bet ter from his short rest. Out of the corner of his
eye he saw a flickering monitor, ones usually used by maintenance staff for
checking on systems and so forth.

~1 thought the KIingondéds had shut these sy
me an idea~

Jayden wal ked over the panel, and trapped
opened a small access panel and switched around a few cards and tinkered for a

few moments at the circuitry going to the terminal when with a change of a

connection and the screen zapped back into its usual operating self

fnFantasticé ok

to
mad KIlingon's have shi

do external scan,
ps with valet parkin

Jayden quickly tapped on the Padd ordering an external scan of the station,

knowing it would take a bit of time he hacked into the external viewers to see he
could visually see anything. The initial image was of stars, then as Jayden taped
at the panel to move the image to the left it spotted not a Klingon ship, but one

that from a dista nce looked to be a Starfleet ship. Knowing that he could be
found by do so he had the computer do a scan of the ship to determine who it

was.

AShip is identified as a Starfl eet vessel,
not knowing what was going on around her.

Jayden | ooked at the screen noticing it wa
Computer where are they going?! o0 Jayden sa

AThe current heading of the said vessel




informed J ayden

AWonder ful, bye bye, tat a, not ,
this!o Jy exclai med softly.

The computer beeped indicating his external scan was complete, after a few taps
to return to the data screen, it appeared that no Klingon's were in the area

~Now hung on that I know for a fact canot
more prepared then thisé although they cou
sensors are unable to do picked those up unless they are stupid enough to

properly mask themselves.~ Jayden wondered

AComputer do a an internal scan, | ook f
populate onto a schematic of the station, include a population count of the
everyone el se onto the same schemati co

The computer beepe d in response and set to its task.

The Growler disappeared into Warp, its mission unknown.

<Meanwhile in the Command Centre>

The Marines from the growler had taken care of the Command Centre and when

they left, they had put a combination of a few station marines and security

guards to keep it secured, a nearby cloaked ship waited drifting silently until the

Growler had vanished and out of sensor range and beamed some warriors into

the lower decks of the Command Centre, these being more armed a nd more
strength the others the crew had dealt wit
silently making their way to the Command C
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On the Run Part 2 =/\= Forces of Nature
« on: Apr 20 ", 2004, 10:19am »

On:>
<In a nearby Jeffery Tube a few decks up near the Promenade area>

ifiWhere are we to go, we dondét know where t
are if they are even aliveo an Ensign call

ATrue, but at | east by the mar ki ngowhveereave i n
are, from what | can tell we are on Level 3 of the Promenade, going East, we

need to try to get Engineering if we cano
the Ensign and the others in the party.

ifiWe need to arm our s e lsyléhink we agedlto tgke &n excargion o
onto the promenadeo another officer adde

ifAnd what just ask the first KIlingon we
take a bit and grab a few weapons, sure
sarcastically but secretly with a smile.

AYes very funny LieuteiWandpnbtwasowewhou
Engineering. o The officer replied back

After a bit of a thought ADo you all agr
Lieutenant asked the gathered group from Cargo Bay Four

t hey al l replied AWe are better of
run rampart around it o, an officer

we will é0 just then a noise came from
down AHey watch outo the descending Lieute
incoming punch from the officers from Cargo bay Four




iOh sorry we are unar med and
apologised.

nlt I s ok, we have be ®n escapesfroma sband afKlingoo'suwup .
in Sickbay, we kept them busy with the EMH
n We | | this is good, we have decided to get
take back Engineeringo the senior Lieutena
youwishtoj oi n us?d he asked

After conversing with the Sickbay I
Sickbay lieutenant asked

ifOk we should break into two teams, one
type stuff nothing we canoétdlclarnreye do rs oinse
bag or bags as well if you can find them, the other team needs to look for

weapons, phasers, rifles what ever, even if it is a make shift sword, anything that

can be used as a weapono

The 2 lieutenants break their combined gr oups into the two teams, the Cargo bay
Four Lieutenant leading the ones for the weapons, the Sick Bay Lieutenant taking

his to look for food. With the decision made they opened the hatch out onto

Level 3 of the Promenade, after careful looking around the stepped out a team at
a time and took off down one direction as the other team carefully climbs out and

heads down the other.

<Back in the Jefferies Tube Several Floors Down>

The computer beeped indicating the task complete. Jayden tapped the scre en

and a schematic was brought up of the entire station, the station was scattered

with stray KIlingonods, some in the upper Je
Command Centre, and Sickbay and corridors, the rest was dotted by station

personal, a few on the Command Deck, another lot in Engineering, Intel and a

few dots moving around the Promenade. All of a sudden Jayden notices small red

dots that appeared on the promenade where blue dots of non Klingon's were.

AOh no, well short Witk thai herclosbdeoff tke momitor and

started up, as he did a nearby Jefferies Tube hatch opened just down a bit from

the junction and Klingon had been sent to check pout the signal coming from

where Jayden was. The Klingon threw in a grenade and closed th e hatch.
Jayden heard a noise below, without turning he knew full well he had been found

and what the noise was, he started climbing faster to get to the Level 3 of the

Promenade. All of a sudden the grenade went off destroying equipment in the

vicinity and shooting up a bal l of fire upwards behind

<Meanwhile Back at the Command Centre>

The rogue Klingonds found their pry, three
8 officers guarding the Command Centre, and the commotion caused the

remaining to take notice and fire. After a bit of shoving and pushing and matrtial

arts techniques, 3 KIlingonds were succumbe
officers were taking down with sharp blows to the back of the head with the a

Bat 6 L et h notherKlingon going down at the hand of his own weapon a

Marine managed to thrust back towards it. Another Starfleet officer had the




upper hand, the Klingonds realizing thi

threw him across the room, as another Klingon pulled out a hidden knife and
thrusted into  his attacking Starfleet Security officer, who used the rest of his
energy and strength to his phaser to kill and pressed the trigger, taking out
another Klingon, leaving 1 of each.
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On the Run Part 3 =/\= Plan of Attack?!
« on: Apr 20 ", 2004, 10:22am »

On:>

<Level 3 Promenade Level>




Jayden threw himself up the ladder and onto the right level quickly fingering the
hatch controls and falling out backwards from the hatch closing the hatch
sealing as the fireball zoomed up past and further up before tethering out.

~Wel | they were on the other side so
maybe that food establishment has a few knives or other things that | can use as
weapons and then | can get to the other side~ With that Jayden using his Marine
training quietly moved his way across to his first target, checking out his
surroundings, looking out for anything that moved.

<Command Centre=>
The remaining Klingon and the Marine battled it out, the Marine had lost his
weapon, but had grabbed one of the dead Klingon Knife and had fended off the

attack from the other Klingon.

fGo back to the slimy hell you call homeo
stab at the Klingon

Afdst | et me kil you Human, the quicker th
AfNever o the Marine shouted

Al | of a sudden out of Jaydends office wal
Body Guard team surrounding him

AEnough of thiQul ®p@enernadll ed AiTake care of
r

failure over the
ordered with a superior authority

e what happens when my or

A number of KIlingondés came down and with o
another drove a knife into the Klingon, throwing him to one side.

Al want this placed cleared of these bodie
operating fully, | want access to weapons, scanning equipment, we are taking

over the this area of space those humans cal I The Slot.o The Ge
evi l KI'ingon grin as he wal ked back into J

Off:>

O0C: No herods pl ease, you canét just go u
them dead. | was hoping perhaps that we could do a major character JP wh ere
by some how we get together say in Engineering and the main cast can move up

to the Command Deck with a plan and do so,
say try taking back other areas like say Sickbay to distribute gas or something to

knock out some  Klingon's on the Command Centre leaving a few more and the

General for the Senior Staff just as an idea. Anyone has ideas or is interested

leave a message in the JP mission area | have set up and we can go from that.

This JP (which will probably be spli tin a number of parts) will also mark the

almost finish line for this mission) - I'll remove this message once the mission is
completed
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Preparing for the Best
« on: Apr 21 %, 2004, 9:52am »

ON> Companions, Inc.

Greta fussed over the decor of the | avish suites Companions, Inc had arranged for

her stable of companions. The guys, gals, its and thems happily hung tapestries,
curtains, pictures and moved furnit lhwaslikaa o
choreographed comedic play.

Theychattere d and | aughed under Greta Zi mmer man
cajoing She wanted only the best for @Gretawadigi r
her Victorian Betazoid stage. She loved the lavish over  -indulgence of the

brocades and ornate carvings, the heavy wooded furniture, all trapping of luxury.

Luxurious that the décor appeared, the trappings were bought at a fraction of
their worth on the Black Market, and Greta herself had been in on the




negotiations.  She had gotten the trader to knock off a nother 15 percent for a

night of experienced, and exotic sex. Frumpy by Terran standards, she had

found favor in the old Orion traderds eyes
extremely satisfied, so satisfied, that he
hisship! But sheb6éd pretended reluctance when s
wanting more.

It wasndét the money, though she and her fg
Companions. It was the excitement of the nightlife, the meeting and entertaining

of im portant clients that kept her in the business. She loved powerful clients, and

the gifts they bestowed upon her and her stable.

Then there was the adventure of finding an occasional gem in the rough in the

streets and training that young person to beco me a valuable member of the
stable. Most of her people had been hand - picked out of poverty, drugs, and

street prostitution and brought into a better way of life. Not one of her people
was unhappy. They were free to leave whenever they wished, whenever t hey
found a better life, a mate, a family, or a solitary benefactor.

Greta gazed about at the activity. It was as if they were preparing for a party

and not just the Grand Opening. But there would be a party, a banquet with
finger foods and fine alcoh  ol, the real stuff, not synthale. This Grand Opening
would introduce her business to prospective Clients.

That is, when the Klingons left the station. As a rul e, Kl'i ngons
bordelos, nor did they seek Companions. But the Cardassians did . And there
was a good deal of Cardassian traffic through the slot.

So, she prepared as if there were no fighting going on, and as if things would
return to normal any time.
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War is Good for Business
« on: Apr 21 %, 2004, 10:09am »

ON> Shopping Deck

Kol was very happy. Very happy indeed! The Ferengi rubbed his hands together
in glee. Fighting was still going on, and Klingons were stopping by to purchase
weapons from him. Hand weapons of any kind.




Of course he had a stock aofekKllienden batodlhe
ornately carved swords, some with double blades and deep blood grooves. These
the KIlingons c oAndttay batl norsenseiofsvhat such items were

worth. They paid any price Kol quoted them.

inAh, I LOVE waed.! "itis H@OOgand for business!"

Dancing about with typical Ferengi glee, he laid out more ornate daggers, sure to
catch the Klingonsé fancy.

OFF>

Kol
Proprietor - Antique Weapons

« Last Edit: Apr21 %, 2004, 10:12am by TVer ~ »

LAALL .
T'Ver
Commanding Officer
Star Base Python
Command Division
Python Fleet =/ \ = Starfleet

Window Shopping on the Promenade?
« on: Apr29 ", 2004, 10:52am »

Oon:>

Jayden had made it over to the central food outlet he was aiming for. He hadn't
been spotted, however he hadn't seen anyone hovering around either. Jayden
peeped around the food counter, noting no one he moved around quickly and

slowly crept up to the do  or into the kitchen.

A small crash sounded, followed by some hushed curses. Jayden opened the
door a nudge to peep inside. Noting civilians, he pushed the door open more.

"Don't be alarmed, | just need a few things for weapons to take care of these
Klingon's" Jayden said with his hands up indicating he was unarmed

"And why would we want to allow you weapons, you're probably with them?" one
of the kitchen staff threw back

"Do you even know who | am?" Jayden enquired

“No, and | don't care" th e kitchen man said back

"I'm the Commander of this station and | can guarantee I'm not with the
Klingon's, in fact | want to kick them all out the airlock off my station and the

sooner the better" Jayden replied calmly but with a bit of authority

"Oh General Sir, my apologies, you gather up some sharp knives, and some food
and other items for weapons for the General" the kitchen man hurriedly hushed




There was a small pause as if the message was being processed

"Move you idiots, don't make the Ge neral have to wait, move, move, move" he
urged almost pushing them along.

"What can you tell me of the Klingon activity on the Promenade?" Jayden
questioned

The kitchen man came around the bench and placed his knife down, standing
closer to Jayden

"Well they came in droves, in groups even, patrolling up and down the

Promenade or at least this level, | have not been game enough to go outside for

fear they may kill us. Some have come in demanding food and drink and one
group didn't like our food so trashed everything. Oh it took so long to get things
setup and for what" the kitchen man said trailing off

"Well when | came across | didn't see one Klingon, that doesn't mean there aren't
any, but not hordes of them as you suggest. Ar e you s ertelingthe tcuth r
and not making it bigger then it is?" Jayden said with some unsureness

"I tell the truth Sir, there were many of them, isn't that right boys?" he turned to
look at the other staff gather things for Jayden. They stopped and turned an  d
nodded quickly and then continued on.

"See?" the kitchen man replied

"Ok, ok, | believe you, and if that is the case then why would they just take off?"
Jayden said filtering some ideas.

"Here you go Sir, food and weapons, stay safe and good luc k" the kitchen man
said bowing.

Jayden shook the kitchen man's hand and stored the items in his varying pockets
in his pants and holding onto a nice sized knife and quietly exited the
establishment on the opposite side he came in on.
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Interval
« on: May 9", 2004, 12:32am »

On:>




<A Few Hours Later>

"Thank you for coming to our aid" the Senior Lieutenant said again, tending to an
Ensign's grazed leg

"Don’'t worry about it Lieutenant, all that matters th at you all are alright" Jayden
replied warmly.

"We have officers in need of medical attention”, the other Lieutenant from the
other group remarked closing his tricorder

"Hung on | check out one of these nearby shops" Jayden replied as he stood up
and carefully moved his way out to a nearby shop

"Argh you Klingon's are very reliable, and good for business" Kol yelled from the
counter not looking up

"Really well then you won't mind then if | ask if you have any medical supplies |
can use, then wil | you Mr Kol" Jayden sarcastically replied in his best Klingon
impersonation.

"Wh... what... wow | didn't realise who it was, my humble apologies"”, Kol said
quickly coming around the counter bowing as best a Ferengi could do.

"Apologies, and what for Kol, selling out the very people that have generously
allowed you tenure on this station, that actually wish to give you business to sell
your wares, hmm Mr Kol, perhaps the station Commander would like to be
brought up to speed with your business exploit s then" Jayden teased Kol

"How can | make ti worth your while to keep this between us, what business
proposition have you?" Kol enquired, eagerly willing to erase the fact he had let
slip his activities.

"Well since you asked, | want medical supplies , have you any?" Jayden enquired
trying to keep his laughter in. He wasn't wearing his full uniform and Kol seemed
to be unaware as to who he was speaking to.

"Wait here and | will check for you" Kol bowed and scattered off into a back ante
room

Meanwhile Jayden wondered up and down the floor, looking over Kol's collection
of weapons

~Hmm a few of these might come in handy and | don't know when and if we
might come across any of our own weapons~

Kol came scattering back out a Starfleet medical kit in tow "Medical supplies as
you asked, now we had a deal" Kol eagerly threw in clearly eager to remove his
error

Jayden took the kit out of the Ferengi's hands without saying a word "well you
know | could do with some weapons these in fact" Jayden t hrusts his hand in the
direction of the collection he put together

"Those!" Kol exclaimed before gathering his composure




"Yes Kol, those" Jayden remarked

"If that will ensure you will keep this between us" Kol asked. Jayden didn't reply,
just loo ked into the Ferengi's eyes

"Very well then" Kol mumbled clearly in dissatisfaction of the transaction

"Good Mr Kol, then | shall bid you good day" and with that Jayden walked back
out taking a slightly different route getting back to the others in o rder to make
sure no one was watching him"

Back at the assembled group Jayden handed out as many of the weapons as he
could keeping a couple for himself and passing out the medical supplies.

"Thankyou, this should help us for the time being, but it w on't last long" the
senior Lieutenant sadly replied

"I know. | suggest that you take shelter here and fortify yourselves. Send a
small group out to get supplies and then send that same group down to Sickbay

and if clear round up any specialised suppli es you need and any medical
personnel and meet back here." Jayden recalls pointing out a plan for them

Off:>
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Are We There Yet?
« on: Jun 8™, 2004, 7:53am »

Jonah Amittai piloted his shuttle towards Vella Cava Space st ation, he was
suppose to arrive 6 months ago, but got a priority one message from earth. His
parents had died in a shuttle accident, along with his brothers and sisters. He was
now alone, the only Amittai left in his immediate family. It only took him six

months to finally get back into the swing of things, back to business, he had 6
months to grieve, it was time to move on with things. Life, work, women.

Immediately he thought about Genie, the girl he was once dating, he had no idea

ifhewasstillorn ot . He hadndét seen her in 6 months, he wan
badly, but he was to scared, to hurt to be crying and talking to her at the same

time. What would she think of him? Not that she thought much of him anyway, or

so he thought.

AComputewe ahere yet?0

AETA to Vella Cava Space station is 2 minutes 35 se

Jonah nodded, ~Bout ti meé-~



Jonah recently asked the Space Station commander if he was still welcome

aboard to take the job he was offered 6 months ago, he replied with trust ing

enthusiasm to hear he was back at work.

* % %

The bay doors opened and Jonah stepped out.

"Where the hell is my welcoming committee? Not even on Okuda would i be so
disrespectful..."

Jonah left his bags on his shuttle and went searching fo r the man in charge.
OFF:

Jonah Amittai
Former CO USS Okuda

Chance Encounters
« on: Jun 10 ™, 2004, 2:31pm »

Oon:>
Vella Cava Shuttle Bay

Jonah walked around his shuttle, figuring someone just might be in there
wandering around; he was hoping to find someone to ask them what was going
on. He had asked the computer for the locations of the commander and other key
personnel but the computer said the internal sensors were offline for an unknown
reason.

Jonah noticed that things just d idndét seem right, they
hairs on the back of his neck begin to
someone was about to go wrong when he was in command of the Okuda, How he
hated those feelings. He went over to the shuttle and picked up a phaser and
stuck it at his side and left the shuttle bay.

As the doors opened he peered down both sides of the corridor, waited and
listened. Satisfied that no one was going to jump him he headed right; turning a
corner he s po tonesotla Starfldetofficerd

~What the hell é~ Jonah thought and instinctively

looked behind him nervously but there was no one there. He knelt down and felt
for a pulse on the fallen female officer. There was none, her ski n was cold,
obviously dead for a long time.

He got back up and continued walking, there was no sound, no one talking,
yelling, and all he could hear was the hum of the energy flowing through the
conduits as he walked by.

wer e
stand

qui et ,
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AfJonah to anyroemceeitvhiatg itshi s message, come inod

Jefferies Tubes
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Jayden had been climbing for some time. Command Deck was quite far up, even
from the Promenade Levels. His arms were soar, and he was hot. At the next
Jefferies Tube Junction Jayden stopped, an d tapped in a command and released
the hatch.  He gentle pushed it open peeking out to see if anyone was around.

Noticing no now wasn't he stepped out and closed the hatch behind him. Jayden
pulled out the knife he got from Kol and laid his back on the w all moving to an
intersection he looked ahead in the forward corridor and gentle turned around to
look the other way and as he did, *thud*.

A Corridor

Jonahés breathing was quick, he was nervous, someth
knew hit, his forehe ad was beaded with sweat. He held out his phaser in front of

him, half expecting every door he walked by to open and someone to jump out

and try to kill him. He used the Jefferies tubes to climb to higher levels in hopes

to find someone; he wanted to find someone, anyone, after about 3 decks he got

back into the main corridor in hopes of finding someone on this deck. He began

walking but for some reason found himself looking behind him, swearing he heard

a noise from somewhere. *Thud*

Jonah diedtrdning; besbegan to fall to the floor.

ASON OF A BITCHO he yelled, as he fell he tried to
and fired.

Jayden with his marine training quickly dropped to the floor and brandished his
knife for an attack. In fron t of him a Starfleet Lieutenant fell to the floor letting
off a phaser fire.

~Glad the sensor aren't working or we'd be dead men~ "Who are you?! Identify
yourself Officer!" Jayden yelled at the dazed officer.

Jonah got up as quickly as possible, he was relived to see that the person that hit
him was a Starfleet officer, and that he was infact not hit buy his bad aim.

Putting his phaser back in his holster he replied,
here? And what the hell is going on? | ran into a body a few decks below us, |
have seen no one unt.il you came al ongo

Jayden slowly stood up, slowly putting his weapon back where it was, attached to
his back of his pants and extended a hand..."Sorry, can't be too careful who is
good and who i sn't. The person in charge would be me, Major General Jayden
Tyronian. As to what happened, Rogue Klingon's boarded and took over the
station, they killed the XO by cutting his head off and took the rest prisoner in the
Cargo Bays... or at least until we escaped. We have been trying to lay low, and
stay alive at the same time taking back the major areas to fortify ourselves.
Engineering, Intel, Sick Bay are the major areas. There is no comm, no sensors
no proper power. I don't know wh o s dive,dveoasdehinavthiood s a
anything.

| was on my way up to the Command Deck but needed a breathier. Most of the
Klingon's took off about an hour or so ago give or take. | am unsure why, as
they had the advantage..." Jayden explained to the unfamili ar Officer. "l don't
recognize you off the top of my head... are you new? Did | specially ask you to
joinus? Argh so many things going on..." Jayden offered.



Jonah was shocked, his eyes wide as Jayden told his story, and was most

embarrassedats hooting at his superior officer. AYes | wa
months ago; however had important business on earth to attend to, you asked

me to come as your chief security, so | am here. Al
Kl'ingon's | mean, are there any |l eft?o0

Jayden chuckled "Argh Jonah, yes | remember now... about time" Jayden joked

"Well | don't know | think it is safe to say they are still here, one threw a

grenade into the tubes near the Promenade, but | am suspicious of why most of
them took off su ddenly. I'm taking the opportunity to get to the Command Decks

and scope the place out and secure it so | can take my station back thereby
interconnecting all the major departments as a net of sorts." Jayden further

explained.
ARi ght o JonahysafiWwhat mpould you I|Iike me to do whil e
your €0 He thought for a moment. #fAHumble serviceso a

"Well for now | think we should try and rid the Promenade of Klingon's and fortify

the Promenade, that way we will control the cross over points from the North end

of the station and the South End, and unless they transport around they will have

to come to the Promenade first. For now | don't care what | asked you to come

here for, right now | just need hands and bodies to take back my station. Gather
troops, gather weapons and stay put, if | can take Command I'll try activating the

comm or someway of letting everyone now. "Jayden laid out the plan.

Jonah listened intently, his heart raced and adrenaline pumped, the feeling

remin ded him when he was commanding the Okuda and he continuously had to

protect her from invaders. "AIll right, I &1 | hol d ou
and ran down the corridor.
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A Final Stand
« on: Jun 18 ", 2004, 12:23pm »

Jonah ran to the promenade, where he was ordered to go, to regroup the
Federation tr oops, Security and military personnel currently fighting a losing
battle against the klingons.

He had stopped at a weapons locker on the way there to grab a type 2 and a type

3 pulse phaser, The doors opened, and he was not prepared for the sight, Bodie S
were sprawled out on the floor to the other side of the promenade that Jonah

could see, He assessed the situation and took cover in one of the nearest shops.



He counted at least 15 Security forces and 12 Marines pinned down with at least
40 Klingons ¢ onverging on their position.

AWho the hell are you?0 Someone asked. Jonah spun a
security officer behind him ducked down out of the way of battle, he had a

disrupter burn on his left arm.

AfJonah Amittai, ChiPBPfFaSecu¥Youy botrtéddsJonah said, h
the young man fighting the pain, refusing to let it show how much it hurt.

ilédm fined he said. fAiThe Assistant Chief is dead, w
dying, I dondét think wel/l g edaid and drdareed ihagong. al i ved The
ANonsenseo Jonah said AWell make ito

He looked out the door and readied his rifle, they were so close now that the men

were in hand to hand combat, and they wernt winning
said running out the door

He fired 3 quick shots at one Klingon who was about to take a swing at a fallen

of ficer with a Batoéleth, The Klingon fell dead.
ioOh, thank you sir, He shot me in the |l egé. Can hard
Ailts oko Jonah said. He fir edhe@onvegingklingohsot s at rando
and downed 2 of them.

AFALL BACK! 0 Jonah yelled at the men |l eft Standing.
He heard shouts of other men repeating his orders and Jonah held his ground and

kept firing at every Klingon he seen, but the re was just to many and there

seemed to be more coming.

AfHere Start Shootingdo Jonah said and threw his type
comrade he just moments ago saved.

The officer accepted the phaser and fired like a mad man as Jonah grabbed his

collar and dragged him to the nearby shop where some of the men ran to.

ASir its good to see youo someone said in acknowl ed
Altds to bad you didndt bring more mend someone el s
AThatds Enougho Jonah barked and nadrelandwagot si | ent . @AW
men on the other side of the wal kwayo he pointed to
promenade where at least a dozen other men took cover.

4 men went to guard the door to the shop, preventing the Klingons access.

AwWe dondt have anheoebdbsfatHmech thered he pointed to
shop il dm Hoping that it | eads to a Jefferies tube
klingons, I want 5 men to go and sneak up behind th
of the other secur i youtomaké your eay 0 whefeltheywothers

are, get 5 of them and take them out behind the KII
have them surrounded in a 2 prong attack. o



Things were moving at a fast pace, soon 6 men left leaving 7 to guard the

entrancefromth e i ncoming Klingons. A few made it to the
long enough to enter before he was shot down, For the moment it seemed the

Klingons were at a stand still trying to figure out what to do next.

Jonah kept an eye on the gaurds in the other s hop and seen men move to the
back of the shop and disappear.

AiThey made it, there on there wayo Jonah said. fAlLet
thing we need is every Klingon to turn around and t

The officers nodded.

e t hagy, wal mgve out, take cover and begin firing, if were luckey

I have the klingons confused and well be able t
0

They all smiled and got ready to run out.

AHey Listeno Someone said. fAPhaseér EviergdbeoklenRenfoo
a shop window to look, a handful of officers piled out of a turbolift to find a

Throng of Klingons waiting for them. Most of them were able to pull weapons and
take cover before being shot by the enemy.

ADammi t, we have ithag,da hseogynddtlh di e i f they stay ther
AYour Righto Jonah said Al just damned wel |l hope th
ot her side because if not, we wont stand much of a
yelled and ran out the door, he fired 3 shots before one of the klingons returned

fire, Jonah Dove behind some boxes for cover as the rest of his men fallowed suit.

Moments | ater they heard a faint sound of phaser fi
engaged the klingons from behind!d An excited offic

Jonah jumped up to make a few quick pot shots, taking out a few klingons,
fallowed suit by his men, they dropped at least 9 klingons before a few turned
and returned fire.

AAhhrghhhod someone screamed, Jonah turned quickely
beside him on the floor, blood spurting from his chest.

fiOh damn! o Jonah said.

He got up and fired a few rounds, minutes later things grew quiet.

Al thinké.We did itdo someone whispered.
Everyone got up and surveyed the bodies before them, not one Kii ngon was left.
iOk Everyone, secure the Turbolifts, And access poi

stay in the open keep covered, Im sure more will be coming from where ever
they came from in the first place.

Jonah said and began to delegate who is positi oned where.

OFF:



OOC: Orgainlly posted by David Kincaid in the Joint Post Board.

(@]\p2
Outside CnC>

Jerry, Hank and Dola crouched -walked with their platoon through the Jeffries
tu bes until they reached the hatches surrounding CnC. One by one they dropped
silently from the hatches and took their places about the corridor outside CnC.

Dola took a flash/bang from her pouch and eased to the door as Hank worked the
manual override

Jerry ran the tricorder and punched in each Klingon he could find, locating where

they were.  There didn't seem to be that many at first scan. But he did know
there was one right inside the door. With hand signals he indicated that Klingon's
posit ion, then raised the tricorder to show approximately where the enemy had

been located.

Hank finally got the override panel open, then placed his hand on the lever,
waiting for the signal.

Dola dropped her hand, waiting for the door to slide open. She was gonna roll it
through the Klingonds | egs. She moved to

Hank pulled the lever, then turned his back to the door, still in a crouch.

Dola rolled the grenade in to the room and swung her rifle butt into the turni
Klingon's knee dropping him then moved back behind the doorframe. The
explosion flashed past them then they heard the Klingon's begin to yell.

Not used to bright lights, the Klingons were blinded long enough for the platoons
to rush into CnC. They kept low and spread out around the command center,
pushing the Starfleet crew out of the line of fire.
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Phase 2 Preparation
« on: Jun 23 ", 2004, 11:05pm »

Oon>

Jayden climbs through  the hatch, the gathered marines cheering, help lift Jayden
and Jy through the hatch.

Jayden kitted himself up at what the marines had dubbed as the Trench of Hell,
with the only way to and from it via a secure Jefferies Tube to Deck 3, Section 16
Delta, an area large enough to house a company of Marines to gear up, arm
themselves and be briefed on their mission, and each one of them had a mission.

Knowing now from the Marines the Growler left behind of what was what and
where was what, Jayden was able t 0 make a much better and decisive attack
plans. He knew it still wasn't concrete data but any data was one step up over
the enemy who had been locked out of the computer core.

His first two teams had taken control of the lower Command Deck, knocking
the Klingon's and getting the Fleeter's into safety, taking the spotter's role.

"We have to get to Level 1. | can guarantee you all on a round of beer that the
larger congregation of the Klingon's will be based here, they know they could

control the station from there, but like stupid Klingon's they think this is a

standard built station, and it isn't. The plans of this station are some what kept
under wraps, and they have seized us for a purpose, and what is the usual

purpose around these traps? " Jayden starts charge with his leadership qualities,
leading the troops into a morale boosting.

"To control The Slot Air!" they yell back

"Exactly, and we have already thwarted them at their plans, as soon as they
stepped on board, they were doo med" Jayden continued

"Yeah!" they continue to cheer

"Tango Company | want you to join Delta, Xi ad Nu in doing whatever it take to
get the Intel on these knuckle heads, | want to know why they've stormed my
station"

"SIR YES SIR!"theCompa ny és | eaders yell and toget he

Gamma, Pi and Epsilon, | want you to cover every exit point of that Deck, seal off

everything forcing them to come to you rather then you to them, disable every

system in your path, | d o htbid statiwa’ datyden passed ouf e t
his orders

The Company leaders took off with their teams

"Right Omega, | want you to find and get access to the Command computers, |
want to know what they are doing, what thy are accessing and communicating
with , and while your at | want and extra strength of shields protecting the
command deck, stop them from leaving the station, they got on, but they aren't
leaving, if you get my drift" Jayden said with a evil sparkle in his eyes

"AYE SIR!" the Company lea  der yelled and led his company to arms.
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Take Over Part 1 =/\= Reflective Thinking
« on: Jun 23", 2004, 11:06pm »

On:>

<Situation Room - Deck 2>

Jayden was alone in the small situation room. He leaned forward, leaning on his
hands, his head bent slightly forw ard looking, memorising the large Padd of his

plan's, his ideas to rid his station of these troublesome Klingon's.

Beads of sweet joined together and slowly moved around Jayden's forehead. A

sweet blob peaked and ever so gently detached itself from Jay den's forehead and
force of gravity pulled it downwards.

As if in slow motion, Jayden's eyes slowly closed, his breathing got heavier, the
hum of the station's emergency systems buzzed, and the sweet blob hit the Padd,
bursting and splashing, sounding | ike a crash of waves.

Jayden opened his eyes, threw his head back, throwing his wettish hair out of his
eyes, his eye glowing slightly, looking directly out the opposite window directly
into space.

Jayden pulled off his jacket and dropped it on the f loor where he was standing,
untucking hist - shirt, his muscle pumping with adrenaline, he glided over the floor

to the weapon's locker, and pulled open the door with a forceful pull, laid his hand

on the cold phaser rifle, and pulled it out of its resting position, and slung it over
his shoulder/ neck. He also grabbed a number of other items and slotted them in

his pant slots and pockets.

Taking one more look out the window, he turned around and walked out of the
room and turned left. Walking to the en  d of the corridor towards the lower level
of the Conference Room, he met Zulu Company.

<Conference Room - Lower Level - Deck 2>

"Right this should be able to be done in one check and swift movement, catching
them off guard and ending this take over " Jayden stated in a hushed voice.




Jayden singled with his hand the locations he wanted the team to move to.

Jayden moved into the Conference room that was secured, and moved quietly up

the stairs to the upper level. Jayden crouched down as a nhumber of other officers
moved around ready. Jayden singled, and this was relayed to the other around

the 2nd level of the Command Deck.

With quiet precision, Jayden literally burst through the door, using a modified

beam from the phaser rifle to burst a hol e in the door, in the process taking out
at least 3 Klingon's nearby (not to mention frying the greenery and some

consoles) into the Command Bridge.
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On:>
<Command Bridge - Deck 1>

This singled the others to converge o the Command Deck. Startling the Klingon's
Zulu Company pounded into the Command Deck, fire discharge lit up the entire

area w ith precision shots to the Klingon's. Jayden grabbed on his smaller hand
swords and bounced/ bounded slightly to get going and swiped the sword at a

nearby Klingon crouching, metal hitting metal, Jayden flipped the Klingon and

drove the sword into the Kii ngon's abdomen, the Klingon falling to the ground in
one last gasp of air.

Jayden avoided another Klingon coming at him by running and flipping himself up
and over in a forward summersault over some centre consoles, whilst in the air,




Jaydenfiresoffh i s ri fl e taking diverting attent.i
moving in on a 2 marines on the eastern side. Upon landing from his aerial

attack, Jayden , ducks from another Klingon Bat'leth hitting him, turning Jayden

does a swing kick at it's feet t ripping him over, and hitting the butt of his rifle

knocking the Klingon unconscious.

Jayden takes a few seconds to survey the room, noting his satisfaction that the
his team were in control and soon would silence the Klingon rebels, Jayden
confidently walked up the steps to his former office and in the upward movement
used the modified setting to blast the doors, walking through the shattering glass
before it settled.

<Jayden's Former Office - Deck 1>

Standing there, time freezes... the glass st ill not quite settled, glints in the room's
lightening, space floats silently outside the windows, the office torn to pieces and
wrecked beyond recognition, the | eader of
window, just reacting to the sudden intrusion , Clearly unaware of the force of the
Jayden family he was about to meet. The room almost seems pitch dark except

the light around Jayden and his enemy.

Jayden's muscles flexed the sweet glistened of the body work of Jayden, his
muscular arms, the swee  ton hist -shirt outlining the muscular chest underneath,
his hair matted, dirt and grim and the obvious torment of the entire ordeal of this

take over, his rifle ready and aimed at it's target.

The camera angle moves and circles Jayden, he isn't frustr ated, uncontrolled or
angry. He is calm, cool and collect, knowing exactly what had to be done to get

his station back, the camera angle stopping at a low angle looking up from

Gener al Qul 6pec perspective.

Time resumes and Jayden comes to a stop, Gener al Qul 6pec swi ft|l
with a disrupter type weapon, clearly more aware of what had been going on to

this point and waiting for this moment. General Qul épec | ets
blasts, Jayden, discharging 1 disabling shot from his rifle, letti ng his rifle drop to

the floor, throwing his arms out as if welcoming the soon to be his death.

Time clearly in slow motion as the shots pass each other. Whose shot would hit
who, crossed both of their minds. General's showed fear in his eyes, not kno wing
what to do, clearly unaware of the accuracy of Jayden's targeting and the clear

shock of Jayden's not fearing his certain death.
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On:>

In the Command Bridge, the Klingon's were now dead or unconscious, but either

way very much secured. Jy moved his way quickly through the body covered

floor towards the command office, walking up the steps, and as he looked up he
paused as he witness what was happening before him as other members of the

Zulu company stand below Jy but witness the going on's.

As the Klingon General's deadly shots come within centimetres of Jayden's chest,

Jayden's body turn's into red, green and white particle like objects that disappear
upwards, as it does the beams pass through, the other officers ducking as it hits
the glass 'lounge' area destroying that area of the bridge.

As Jayden orb's back, he witne sses his own shot hit the Klingon General sending
him hitting the wall behind him hard, slumping to the floor, alive but unconscious.

Jayden turns around "I've taken back MY station, WE have won the take over!"
Jayden roar's with pride and definition, he had clearly shown what he was known
for and his loyalty.

Jayden walks out to the main Command Bridge, he scans the area, Klingon bodies
everywhere.  The Starfleet officers that had assisted on the lower level of the
Command Deck come through the hatc hes and the conference room, taking in
the sights.

Jy walks up the steps and the Jayden brother embrace and clear glow emanating

from them, the craft clearly flowing between them. JT walks down the steps into

the middle of the Bridge, tapped in a comma nd, diverting the main power past all

the damaged areas, bringing all the operational systems online. The emergency
lighting turns off as the proper lightening coming on, all over the station. Jayden
hit's the internal comm. for the entire station.

=/\=This is JT... We have won, | have removed the Klingon's rebels and have

taken the station back... =/ \ = all over the station every cheers. =/ \= Emergency
crews need to organise teams, tend to the sick and injured and Engineering

teams to serious breach  es and damage, lets get this station back to it's known

glory, JTout=/ \=




Jy walked over to his brother and tapped in other command, activated the very
top aerial lights, symbolising it was now back in their hands.

Jayden and Jy embrace again, as th e Marines and Starfleet officers circle around
them as one and applaud and cheer. JT and Jy clearly happy, cheering with the
others...
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