







1 WORF’S FIRST ADVENTURE

“Commander, this is Worf!” the young Klingon responded.

“Instrumentation indicates we have a Level One intrusion. A ship classified as belonging to a hostile species is within our defense perimeter!”

“Identify!” replied Commander Clark.

Soleta was already on it. She studied the readings and called out, “Configuration indicates a Romulan vessel, closing fast.”

“I’m alerting Starfleet,” said Clark. “Keep feeding me readings. Clark to Level Five. Tobias and Briggs, prepare defensive weaponry—”

“They’re not cloaked!” yelled McHenry. “Why aren’t they cloaked?”

“Logically,” said Soleta with amazing calm, “they decloak when they are preparing to—”

Prometheus Station rocked around them, knocking all of them off their feet. Worf crashed to the ground, Soleta tumbling down atop him. Over the explosions and the shouts, they heard Clark yelling over the comm units. Telling the cadets not to panic, telling them to do their jobs….
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Dedication

Dedicated to Next Generations everywhere

STARFLEET TIMELINE

2264

The launch of Captain James T. Kirk’s Five-year mission, U.S.S. Enterprise, NCC-1701.

2292

Alliance between the Klingon Empire and the Romulan Star Empire collapses.

2293

Colonel Worf, grandfather of Worf Rozhenko, defends Captain Kirk and Doctor McCoy at their trial for the murder of Klingon chancellor Gorkon. Khitomer Peace Conference, Klingon Empire/Federation (Star Trek VI).

2323

Jean-Luc Picard enters Starfleet Academy’s standard four-year program.

2328

The Cardassian Empire annexes the Bajoran homeworld.

2341

Data enters Starfleet Academy.

2342

Beverly Crusher (née Howard) enters Starfleet Academy Medical School, an eight-year program.

2346

Romulan massacre of Klingon outpost on Khitomer.

2351

In orbit around Bajor, the Cardassians construct a space station that they will later abandon.

2353

William T. Riker and Geordi La Forge enter Starfleet Academy.

2354

Deanna Troi enters Starfleet Academy.

2356

Tasha Yar enters Starfleet Academy.

2357

Worf Rozhenko enters Starfleet Academy.

2363

Captain Jean-Luc Picard assumes command of U.S.S. Enterprise, NCC-1701-D.

2367

Wesley Crusher enters Starfleet Academy. An uneasy truce is signed between the Cardassians and the Federation. Borg attack at Wolf 359; First Officer Lieutenant Commander Benjamin Sisko and his son, Jake, are among the survivors. U.S.S. Enterprise-D defeats the Borg vessel in orbit around Earth.

2369

Commander Benjamin Sisko assumes command of Deep Space Nine in orbit over Bajor.

Source: Star Trek® Chronology / Michael Okuda and Denise Okuda



CHAPTER 1
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The young Klingon saw it before anyone else.

He squinted against the sun for a moment while his brother was still deep in conversation with their parents. Then he stabbed a finger in the air and said, “There!”

The three humans turned to see where he was indicating. “Where?” said the father. “I don’t … no, wait! He’s right! There it comes!”

The shuttle transport dropped gracefully from the sky, actually seeming to flutter over the Russian landscape like a feather in the breeze. Now that it was in view, it approached with startling speed. One moment it was no larger than a penny against the sun, and the next, it was cruising directly overhead, angling down toward the landing pad some yards away. Technicians were already scrambling to meet and service the vehicle, prepping it for the continuation of its voyage.
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Young Worf Rozhenko turned to face his parents. They were so beaming with pride that, if they had been suns, he would have been blinded by the light. What was the word he’d heard his foster mother use? K’velling. It sounded vaguely Klingonese, but his mother insisted it was some ancient tongue called Yiddish.

Sergey Rozhenko, his adopted father, was a robust barrel-chested man. His hair and beard were showing the first serious signs of graying. At first Sergey had refused to believe the alteration in the coloring of his hair, claiming loudly—and repeatedly—that no Rozhenko male had ever gone gray. Then, one day, Worf had simply pointed out that no Rozhenko male had ever had to deal with raising a young Klingon. This caused five minutes of hysterical laughter from both his parents. He would never forget Sergey Rozhenko, slapping his knee and pointing and saying, “You’re right, Worf! You’re absolutely right! If every Rozhenko father had to deal with a Klingon son, we’d be gray by thirty and bald by forty!”

His father was a strong man, both physically and temperamentally. His mother, Helena, was just as strong, but in a different way. Where Sergey was boisterous, Helena was reserved. Where Sergey was demanding, Helena was persuasive. They complemented each other perfectly and between the two of them could accomplish just about anything.

Next to Worf stood his brother, Simon. Worf did not need to guess what his father had looked like when he was a young man. Simon was the image of him. He was beardless, revealing the strong jawline that their father’s facial growth hid. But he had the same black hair, the same ready smile, and the same confident, gleaming eyes. The only real difference was that he had the smaller, more delicate nose of Helena, which almost looked like something of a mismatch in the otherwise rugged face. Sergey loudly proclaimed that sooner or later the boy would be in a good, solid brawl, get his nose broken, and look just like his father … a notion about which Helena was not particularly enthusiastic.

Technically, Worf should have been thinking of Simon as his adopted brother. But never, in all the years that they had been together—and Worf had difficulty remembering now a time when they hadn’t been—Simon had never done anything to make Worf feel as if he were anything less than a full-fledged, full-blooded member of the Rozhenko family. Nor had Sergey and Helena Rozhenko themselves.

And yet …

There had been those others.

Worf’s scowl deepened in that way that his mother had come to recognize instantly. Her first, emotional response was to embrace her Klingon son. Crush him to her, assure him that everything was going to be better now. That the public school taunts Worf had endured throughout his childhood and into his teens would be a thing of the past.

But she knew him too well. She knew that such words of encouragement were not what he wanted to hear. All those times when he had come home after having been in yet another fight, he had not wanted, or desired, consolation.

“It is not appropriate, Mother,” he had said to her so often that she knew every word by heart. “A warrior endures pain without complaint. Nothing less is to be expected.”

“But you’re not a warrior!” she had once replied in frustration. “You’re a boy, nowhere near grown! And you’re hurting,, even if you don’t want to admit it! Don’t shut me out, Worf!”

But he had.

Because he was Klingon, and that was simply the way things were.

It had taken her a long time to come to terms with that. She had finally managed to, though … or, at least, she thought she had.
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Still, when she saw her son, Simon, embracing his father—hugging the older man with such strength that it seemed as if he might snap him in half—just for a moment she wanted to fold Worf into her arms. Hold her adopted Klingon son one more time before he went off to Starfleet Academy to become a man.

But she held herself back. Instead, drawing herself up stiffly, she extended a hand.

“Good luck, Worf,” she said.

Just for a moment she was certain that she saw a fleeting look of gratitude in his eyes. An emotional display, while being very fulfilling for her, would have been tremendously embarrassing for him. He took the hand and shook it firmly. “Thank you, Mother.”

Unable to help herself, she added, “Don’t let your hair grow too long. We’re always arguing about that.”

Worf made a “harrumph” noise. “A true Klingon warrior’s hair is long … and preferably uncombed.”

His father glanced at him, relaxing his embrace on Simon. “If you’re in the Klingon Empire,” he said firmly, “you can be as unkempt as you like. But,” he rumbled, “when you’re in Starfleet, you’ll abide by the codes of appearance. You understand that, don’t you, Worf.”

The phrasing was not a question, and clearly only one answer was acceptable. “Yes, Father,” replied Worf.

It was a bit easier for his father to resist hugging him. His father had once been in Starfleet, and formality on special occasions came naturally to him. He shook Worf’s hand firmly, and even managed not to wince at the strength of the boy’s grip.

The shuttlecraft had landed, and technicians were getting flight updates from the pilot. Through one of the shuttle windows, Worf caught a glimpse of a young woman with pointed ears and upswept eyebrows. Unmistakably she was a Vulcan, and Worf felt a brief rush of excitement. He’d never seen one before. And now he’d be attending class at Starfleet Academy with one!

There was someone else at another window, and this individual drew a frown from Worf. It was a human boy with short-cropped red hair. For reasons that Worf could not guess, the youth was staring intently at the window, touching the tip of his nose with his finger. He would then bring his finger slowly to the window, touch the window … and then return it to his nose. As Worf watched, the young man did it three times, apparently oblivious to the oddness of his behavior.

Mentally, Worf shrugged. Who could understand the mysteries of humans? He had lived among them for almost as long as he could remember, first on the farming planet of Gault, and then on Earth, in Russia, since he was eleven years of age. The time spent with his Klingon parents on the now destroyed colony of Khitomer seemed, more and more frequently, a mere dream that was fading fast. A dream that he often had to fight to hold on to.

There was nothing more to say. He nodded formally to his parents, picked up his bag, and headed for the shuttle.

Simon started to follow, but Helena put a hand on his shoulder.

In a low voice she said, “Watch out for your brother, Simon. Make certain he’s all right.”

“Of course, Mother,” he said, sounding a bit puzzled. “But Worf has always been rather self-sufficient, don’t you think? He doesn’t need a babysitter.”

“No. But he does need support. He needs to know that he has someone to turn to. Even strong people need to draw strength from those around them. Be there for him to lean on, Simon.” She kissed him on the cheek. “I’m counting on you.”

“Don’t worry so, Helena!” Sergey boomed in his most confident voice. “The Rozhenko brothers, together at Starfleet Academy! What possible obstacle could arise that they would not be able to handle, eh?”

Simon smiled readily, as he so often did. “Nothing, Father,” he said.

But as he headed toward the shuttlecraft, he felt the first pang of unease. He glanced back to see his parents waving, and his father giving him a confident thumbs-up.

He hoped that he could remain as confident as his father.

There were two empty seats on the shuttle. Worf took the one toward the back. It was reflex. Worf had long ago gotten into the habit of sitting at the farthest point from the door in any room—preferably with his back against a wall. This made it impossible for anyone to sneak up and attack him from behind. The fact that there was little likelihood that he would be ambushed on a low-orbit shuttlecraft made no difference. Habit was habit.

The seat put him directly across the aisle from the young Vulcan woman he had glimpsed earlier. She was rather intriguing-looking. In addition to the exotic aspect of her ears and eyebrows, her black longish hair was tied back in a tail and held there by an odd, triangular-shaped gold barrette. Worf was caught by its gleam and stared at it rather openly.

Simon, for his part, was seated opposite the oddball with the window fixation. He had ceased his strange window-to-nose-and-back ritual. Instead, he brought his mouth right up to the window, opened wide, and puffed on it, creating a small circle of moisture that misted the window over. He then began to etch some sort of numbers and equations in it, all with a very distracted air.

The shuttlecraft door closed with a thud. Moments after running some last-minute safety checks, the craft lifted into the air.

It angled around, and Worf—peering through his own window—was able to spot his parents. They were standing exactly where they had been before. They were still waving, as if they were windup mechanical dolls. From this height he doubted they could see him … and, for all they knew, he could not see them. But somehow, it clearly didn’t matter to them.

They would probably stand there and wave until their arms fell off, and it didn’t matter. He had a feeling that they would continue to wave until the shuttlecraft was long, long out of sight … and perhaps even for a few moments after that. As if waving would put off, for a little while longer, the inevitability of being left alone after nearly two decades of raising children.

He sighed for a moment and then turned his silent attention back to the Vulcan woman. She appeared intent on some text that she was reading. He glanced over at it and saw that it was in a language he didn’t recognize, probably Vulcan. So he went back to studying the odd clip in her hair.

Without looking up she said, “It’s an IDIC.”

He blinked in surprise. “What?”

“The symbol holding my hair back. It’s called an IDIC.” For the first time she looked up at him, fixing him with her dark eyes. “That is what you’re staring at, correct?”

“Yes,” he said, shifting a bit uncomfortably in his seat. “I … did not mean to embarrass you.”
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