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17 July 2274, 20:30 hours Interstellar Zulu Time
TCNV Righteous Fury [TCRH-8192000]
Location CLASSIFIED BY CENTRAL INTELLIGENCE

The bridge of the Righteous Fury was like any other in the Terran Armed Services Command Naval Force. It was generally octagonal, with the forward three walls containing a viewscreen each. Some three meters forward of that was the pilot and navigator stations, and between the two was a holographic astrogation display that gave them the information they needed. To the helmsman’s left by about 3 meters was the engineering monitor station, manned by a young lieutenant that was on his first bridge assignment, and to the navigator’s right was the chief science officer’s station. Immediately to the left of the engineering monitor was three tactical stations, with a tactical commander keeping an eye on all three of them. To the science officer’s right was the communications officer’s station. To the right of the communications officer was a hatch leading to the exit corridor, which also contained a doorway into the Captain’s Office. To the left of the tactical array was another hatch leading to exits. The rear center wall was Bridge Engineering Monitors, which controlled everything on the bridge, including a control to blast the forward screen out as an emergency hatch. A meter and a half from that wall was the Captain’s Seat, which was located dead center along the bulkhead. Three meters in front of that was a table mounted on the Guard Rail, which contained three stations: to the left of the chair was the Commander of the Aerospace Groups, and to the right was the Executive Officer’s monitor. Dead center of the table was an emergency command override section, which Captain Paul Dennehy never had to use the entire time he was in command of this ship. Altogether, the bridge was about 1,750 square feet in size.

Uniform of the Day was the B-Class Khaki, and for the captain that meant he could relax things a bit. Dennehy’s uniform had a relaxed collar with the insignia for captain on the right collar, and a command insignia on the left collar. The shirt was long-sleeved, which had four black stripes above the sleeve cuffs. The undershirt of the uniform top was a white turtleneck, indicating he was in command. The pants were khaki as well, with a white stripe that had a gold border along the legs. Dennehy himself was an older gentleman, perhaps 65 years old, that had all the earmarks of an old war dog that wanted peace more than anything. Standing next to him in a similar uniform but with the insignia for Senior Commander on the right collar and three gold stripes above the sleeve cuffs was Senior Commander Benjamin Stillwell, the Executive Officer of the ship. He strode over to his immediate right, to see what Lieutenant Commander K’Raeis, the Communications officer and Secondary XO of the ship wanted, as she has silently asked for him. She pointed to a message that seemed to be directed at the captain, but it was a suspicious transmission.

K’Raeis was a classic Biaarnian, meaning that she was decisively shorter than Stillwell at only four-foot-eight, and she was in the khaki uniform, but hers was cropped at the waist, and she was completely nude from the waist down. She was standing on her chair, trying to divert the message to Programming so that officer could clean out everything that made the transmission suspect. Stillwell nodded and said, “Well done, Lieutenant; I’m glad you told me about this.”

“Aye, Commander,” she said, with a bit of a grin on her face.

I’m getting too old for this, Stillwell thought as he walked away. “Helm, set course for the nearest TASCOM command base, but try to avoid the Yokotai Void at all cost. I would like to keep her six sectors from there; I suspect something is coming out of there that can seize this ship.”

“Aye, sir,” Lieutenant Samuel Macefield said from the helm. He then noticed that his helm console was going crazy, and he hadn’t touched it. Macefield then said, “I think we’re already too late, Commander.”

“The plotted course from whatever’s seized the ship takes us right into the Void,” the navigator said. “Attempting to override the commands.”

Stillwell went to his console of the Command Table and said, “Executing Trap Door Override.” He tried to execute the override, but the display monitor of the table blackened except for text that was from the ship’s AI which read, “Trap Door Lockdown; override codes altered. Destruction sequence engaged, time to destruct: 23:45:07.”

“Goddammit!” Stillwell said angrily. “Ineffective! Recommend Code Black now! Whoever’s controlling the ship has it rigged to blow in about 24 hours!”

“I’ve got a shuttle he may not be able to control,” K’Raeis said. “It is aboard this ship, and I will take 2 others with me, including the Programming Officer.”

“Do it!” Stillwell said.

“Chief Husted, you’re with me,” K’Raeis said.

“Aye, Lieutenant Commander,” Husted said from the navigation station as she locked her console down.

K’Raeis flipped open a com box and said, “Lieutenant Samuels, meet me on the flight deck.”

“Aye, Lieutenant Commander,” a voice said over the com box. Husted joined her at the hatch to the multivator, and they walked through. As they got to the multivator, Dennehy flipped open his com box and said, “This is the captain speaking: Code Black Evacuation confirmed. Someone has taken enough control of the ship to engage self-destruct. This ship will blow in about twenty-three hours, thirty minutes. I need all personnel to evacuate before the timer is down to four hours.”

“With 800 people on board, it’s going to be a madhouse on this ship,” Stillwell said. “Recommend Security be deployed at all launch points on the ship.”

“Agreed,” Dennehy said. “I will take my personal shuttle to figure out how to jam this signal so we can regain control. We will then attempt to engage an override.”

“Just don’t let the countdown get to ten seconds,” Stillwell said. “Beyond that, no command in the universe can override it.”

“That’s why I want everyone evacuated to a TASCOM base,” Dennehy said. “God forbid I let everyone die like that. If he redirects the smaller craft, I would like that at least one of them gets a signal off; that’s why K’Raeis launched first. She has a private shuttle, and the Biaarnians had beefed up security protocols on even private craft for the past 3,000 years, so it’s more likely she’ll get a signal off before the unthinkable happens.”

“Well, they’ve been in space longer than us,” Stillwell said. “A lot longer. They would have security on their craft that would prevent even friendly people from getting into sensitive areas.”

“And their computer security would be a lot better,” Paul said. “I wouldn’t be surprised if she actually made it, unless the ones controlling this ship fire a missile at her; I hope they don’t figure that out.”

“Even small Biaarnian space craft have cloaking devices,” Stillwell said. “I would not be surprised that she runs that way.”

The ship was fully evacuated before Paul and Ben decided to leave. Paul was in a TASCOM shuttle, and Ben escorted in a Dragonfly Class fighter. Ben checked his sensors as they launched, and as they got to the coordinates for their rendezvous, he said, “Captain, the other craft had been directed to a course of 141 mark 186. There’s a planetary system along that path about three days’ travel from here. I lost K’Raeis once she cleared the ship. Cloaking device, emissions recycling, everything about that shuttle screamed advanced, even for a beat-up wreck.”

“She’s cloaked, and making damned certain that she gets to the base,” Paul said. He checked his panels and said, “That’s probably more than what I can say for us. I’m being redirected to a course that takes me directly into the maw of that vortex in the Yokotai Void.”

“I’m reading the same course,” Ben said. “Automatic engagement, and any deviation is met with another program. I’m assuming the worst, and dropping the sticks.”

“Good idea,” Paul said. “I’m doing the same thing.”

Somewhere in Temporal Limbo

Paul and Ben woke up to find themselves bound to chairs in an immense research bay, judging by the number of tables with lab equipment on them. A man in a red shirt and black pants was checking each of the pieces of equipment, as he had something going on at all of them. Paul and Ben looked at one another like this joker was a madman. They couldn’t have been closer to the truth.

18 January 2471, 18:00 hours ISZT
Quadrant II: Sector Delta 183 by Victor 104

Alicia Goldman had been wondering about the situation with Captain Dennehy for nearly a month now. After vanishing in the Yokotai Void, he began to resurface just a few months ago. However, he seemed to be building up some kind of a resistance force according to some Intelligence personnel. Two starships had been attacked, but no real fatalities had been reported; after all, he attacked before Admiral Hirahota’s demise on the Broadway had paved the way for not only peace with the Orna’akian Empire, but refinements to the Hawking Drive system that would render the “Slam Dance” as it was named by cadets to no longer be an illicit maneuver, provided the commanding officer could have the helm and tactical officers working so in sync, there didn’t need to be much verbal or text message communication between them.
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