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The room that Sinclair Barrett lay in was pitch black except for the dull, little, red light coming from the inactive computer monitor on his desk. The commanding officer of the Terran Confederacy vessel Icarus lay on his bed facing the ceiling and had his government-issued synth-wool blanket pulled up to his chin. For the most part, the room was silent except for the quiet hum of the FTL drive as it pushed them at superluminal speeds through space and the snatches of conversation that wafted through the door as people walked past. 

It had been two months since the Icarus had jumped out of the DS-1023 System in the Beta Kappa Cluster and were making their way across the void towards the distance Osha Ahova cluster. Many in the crew thought the idea of crossing this vast distance by FTL travel was on the verge of ludicrous as most travels between the clusters of star systems had been done by the ancient Star Traveler Network that spanned the known part of the Milky Way galaxy. The warping engine based on the initial designs of Doctor Miguel Alcubierre, a theoretical physicist, who had proposed the theory of warping space 466 years ago in 1994. Sinclair did not actually comprehend the whole mathematics. 

Sinclair knew it was a type of Lorentzian manifold and that it required exotic matter to create the negative energy behind the ship to effectively warp real space. He left all that up to Keith O’Reilly, the ship’s chief engineer. The civilian had spent years in the Terran Confederacy fleet working on engines and had graciously agreed to help even in his retirement. 

Even though it would be another five months before they would arrive into the unmapped cluster, their mission made it very difficult to sleep. An ancient race that was once thought dead had come back and destroyed an earth colony. The Terran Confederacy ordered him to pursue and scout out to see how much a threat the Kaon indeed posed. Except for the sphere in orbit of a dead planet and a Kaon robot that almost killed him, they had seen no other signs of the dreadnaught that had devastated the colony on Persephone. 

Turning over again in his agitated state, Sinclair forced his eyes closed and tried to let his mind roam at more kind thoughts. He thought about a sandy beach and the sound of rain, but as he was about to drift off to sleep, his vessel gave a massive lurch which pitched him out of his bed and onto the steel plate floor.

“All hands!” the voice of Sinclair’s first officer peeled out over the speaker system. “Brace for emergency deceleration! All hands, brace for emergency deceleration!”

Without hesitating, Sinclair grabbed the leg of his desk that was bolted to the floor and groaned as the ship shuttered and twisted sending vibrations of pain through his arm and body. When it was complete, he pulled himself to his feet and slammed his fist on the comm button. 

“This is Barrett. What the hell happened?”

“Captain,” Sutton’s voice came across even but concerned. “O’Reilly just picked up a massive spike in the equilibrium of our warping field. We almost lost the torus.”

The torus was the invisible shape that was wrapped around the ship and trapped real space allowing them to break Einstein’s cage. 

“This is O’Reilly, Captain,” The voice of the Irishmen cut in, his accent thicker than normal. “The baffles are overloaded, and we’re losing containment on the exotic matter. I don’t know why but we’re going to explode if we don’t vent.”

Vent the exotic matter? Sinclair knew that was a death sentence for them as they would not be able to return back to FTL. They would only have their fusion engines. 

“Vent it,” Sinclair ordered, gritting his teeth. 

The Icarus shuttered slightly as the containment hatches blew open and allowed the fluid to stream out away. The low hum of the FTL engine became silent, and Sinclair could feel that his ship had died. 

“I’m on my way to the bridge.”

***
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THE Icarus was not a large ship. She only had three decks that required the climbing of ladders to get to each, but after throwing on his uniform top and making his way through the ship, Sinclair finally forced opened the bridge hatch and strode in. The crew was working feverishly around him, and the dirty blond haired man in the center chair near the back of the bridge immediately stood.

“Report,” Sinclair ordered as he finished zipping up his blue jumpsuit with gold trim, the standard uniform of the Confederate fleet. 

“O’Reilly is still investigating, but he believes that our long flights may have compromised the fuel transducer.” Michael Sutton said looking at the Compu-pad in his hands. The rectangle computer was scrolling information that was embedded on the crystal rod in its receptacle. 

“It looks like those idiots back at dock screwed you, Captain.” The angry voice of the engineer growled from behind him. Sinclair turned to see the grease and dirt smeared man scrubbing vigorously at an object in his hands. 

“What do you mean?”

The red-haired man with a bushy mustache to match tossed a burnt metal piece at him, and Sinclair caught it. 

“Even knowing that we would be doing long jumps more than any other ship, they installed a substandard transducer.” 

“They’re not supposed to explode like that,” Sutton started, but O’Reilly’s snort stopped him. 

“Yeah, they’re meant to freeze in place and act as a barrier. This sucker shattered meaning it wasn’t even the right part. That’s why we had to eject the exotic matter. We would have an uncontrolled flow, and the resulting energy burst would have twisted our real space into knots.”

“How bad is the damage?” Sinclair asked. 

“Except for this baffle and about ten feet of conduit, the Icarus is excellent. We just can’t go anywhere at the moment.”

“Damn,” Sinclair muttered under his breath. “Reserves?”

“Enough for maybe a day’s journey.” 

Sinclair waved irritated at the bank of computers on the left side of the oval bridge. It was not what you would call a spacious place, but it did have a lot of computers stuffed in where it could. The astrogation computer would be their best bet. 

“Ensign Ho,” Captain Barrett began, but the fierce looking Asian with a sharp, close cut haircut raised her hand for a second. 

“I’m already searching the nearby scanner data, Sir. I took the liberty of launching three probes to maximize our gain.” 

Sinclair nodded. He did not pick his crew randomly and wanted them thinking on their feet. Being this far away from any known planet meant challenges they had no clue they were going to face. 
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