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Onboard the USS Midway

Captain John Haskins cast a suspicious eye across the briefing table at 

the other officers seated there.  One by one he glanced at them and raised an eyebrow, as if to challenge each of them for their standpoint.  His gaze came to rest on the man just to his left, his first officer.


Keeping his voice steady and calm, so as not to reveal his position, he asked, “Well, Commander Tyler, what do you think?”.


Damien Tyler looked at his captain, a man with which he had worked now for almost 9 years.  He passively searched the older mans face for some sign of weakness.  “I don’t like it -- not one bit.  This is an extremely hard decision, and I don’t envy you at all, sir.”


Captain Haskins merely nodded in response, but broke eye contact with the first officer to glare over at the medical assistant across the table.  “Nixx?  Any idea’s?”


The Bolian tried to keep a straight face, but failed miserably as a frown crept on to his blue faced demeanor.  “Captain, I have to be honest.  I have nothing valuable to contribute to this exchange.  Leave me out of it….”


“Fine then, you’re out,” the captain repeated.  Next, he locked eyes with the engineer to his right, Lieutenant Roget Teres.  “Teres?  What do you have for me?”


The young officer did not look up at the mention of his name, but  kept his eyes averted downwards at the table.  “Sir, it would seem that the only thing I can think of would violate the Prime Directive…” he said.


“Stop joking around Teres, you know we would never do that in any situation, least alone this one.” Commander Tyler replied gruffly.


The engineer frowned and remained silent for several seconds, before finally opening up.  “Then, I don’t have any other options at this point, so I am going to stay out of this one too.”  


“Fine.  That just leaves you…” the captain said, returning his gaze to the first officer.  “…and me.”


“I am ready to lay it all on the line….” Tyler said.


The captain merely nodded in assent.  “Hit me with it – I’m ready.”


Commander Tyler took one last look at his hand, then layed it face down on the table for all to see.  “Four aces and a king!”


The captain let out a depressed sigh and followed suit by laying his cards down as well.  “That beats my pair of Queen’s!  That’s 4 games out of 5!  How come you beat me so well?”


As the first officer reached out and gathered the poker chips into one big pile and scooped them over to his side of the table, he chuckled.  “You just have to know how to play the game, sir.  And, you have to have the touch….”


Nixx frowned and snorted his disapproval.  “It would seem that the touch is merely his way of explaining his immense ego….”


“No, no, doctor.  Not ego – self confidence!” Tyler quipped in reply.


Captain Haskins gathered all the cards and began to shuffle.  “Alright, one more game, and I’m through for the night.”


He began to deal the cards out to the players, but a shrill chirp interrupted him.  “Bridge to Captain Haskins….”  


He tapped his communicator pin.  “Go ahead, bridge.”


“Sir, we have been joined in orbit by another starship and they are hailing us.  They specifically said they wanted to speak with you.”


“I’m on my way,” Captain Haskins replied.  “Guess this hand will have to wait until later…”


The officers all stood and exited the briefing room onto the bridge.  Captain Haskins and Commander Tyler took their seats in the command center of the bridge, while their fellow poker players exited onto the turbo-lift going to their respective work centers.


The captain looked up at his tactical officer.  “Onscreen.” he said.


A tranquil picture of the planet was immediately replaced by the image of a man in his early forties.  He wore a simple black uniform, which was decidedly not Starfleet issue, adorned with a Starfleet communicator and the rank pips of a captain.  The man took a quick second to brush a strand of brown hair out of his eyes.


“Captain Haskins, my name is Captain Bryan Paugh of the USS Prodigy.  I have been sent to escort Commander Tyler to Deep Space Nine, where he is to meet with Admiral Ross immediately.”


Both Haskins and Tyler looked at each other, confusion written on their faces.


“Hold on, Captain Paugh.  We haven’t heard anything about this.  I want to see these orders…” Captain Haskins stated.


“Certainly, I’m sorry to seem rude.  It’s just that Admiral Ross made it clear to me that it was urgent to return the commander to DS9 as soon as possible.  I’ll have the admiral’s orders downloaded to you now…”

Captain Haskins stood up and made his way over to the OPS station, where he looked over the shoulder of the junior officer there.  He watched as the orders downloaded through the station, and he read them as they scrolled across the screen. 

He had to read them through a few times just to make sure he’d read them correctly.  A few moments later, and with a concerned look in his eyes, he turned to face his first officer, who was anxiously awaiting word as to what was going on.  “Well, Number One, pack your bags.  Looks like you’re going for a little trip….”

-----------------------------------------

The ensign standing over the transporter controls looked up as Commander Tyler, followed by Captain Haskins, walked into the transporter room.  They walked over to the pad, where the first officer turned and faced his captain.  


“Did the admiral specify why he needs to see me?” he asked.


“No.  He just said it was urgent and that he had a very delicate assignment for you.  He did say that he chose you for the assignment because of your training at Starfleet Intelligence.”  the captain responded.


The two men shook hands.  “Whatever he has in store for you, I’m sure you’ll do fine.  Good luck, and remember that I’m always available if you need any help.” Captain Haskins said.


Tyler nodded and smiled, then stepped up onto the transporter pad.  He tapped his communicator.  “Commander Tyler to Prodigy.  I’m ready when you are…”


His answer came in the form of the transporter being energized, and in seconds Captain John Haskins and the USS Midway had disappeared, and was replaced with the transporter room of the Prodigy.


There standing before him was the man who had first spoken to the captain on the bridge, along with another man.  He strode forward and offered his hand to Tyler.  “Captain Bryan Paugh, at your service.”


Tyler pumped his hand in return.  “Nice to meet you, captain.”


“Allow me to introduce my first officer, Commander Micheal Black.”  They shook hands as well.  “Excuse me, sir…”  He tapped his communicator.  “Paugh to Bridge – set course for DS9 and engage at warp 8.”


“Aye, sir,” came the reply.  The female voice continued.  “Course set and engaged…”


Captain Paugh turned back to face Tyler.  “Would you like the grand tour?”


Commander Tyler motioned towards the door and smiled.  “Lead the way, my friend.”

------------------------------------------

· Starbase 210, near the Cardassian Border
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It had been a slow morning, with the operations flowing smoothly and uneventfully.  The only starship to make a stop over at the starbase in nearly 3 weeks had just departed earlier that morning.


Lieutenant Commander Rickshaw was the duty officer for the morning watch, and he hated this shift.  It was always the most boring, and he wasn't a very good morning person as it was.


He usually passed the time away by doing what he loved best – reading ancient Earth novels written by his favorite authors from the nineteenth century.  


Sitting at the OPS station was the junior officer, Ensign Carey.  Carey was young and bright, but more often than not, he became a nuisance.  Carey couldn’t understand his interest in old outdated texts that were slow and unexciting.  He was constantly trying to find a way to interrupt his reading with dumb jokes or pranks.


He was determined not to let Carey get the better of him this time, though, as he was deep into a novel written by Mark Twain, his all time favorite writer.


So when Carey tried desperately to get his attention from the OPS panel, Rickshaw merely ignored him.


“Lieutenant Commander, perhaps you didn’t hear me – you may want to get over here – something really big has come up!  I’m serious!” Carey yelled.


“Oh go away, Ensign.  I’m busy…” Rickshaw replied half heartedly through clenched teeth.


“Too busy to handle the fact that we’re about to be attacked?” Carey yelled back!


Another prank -- just like him, Rickshaw thought.  We’re out in the middle of nowhere in an area of space that has been eerily quiet.  Despite the fact that a fierce war raged on all around them, hardly anybody had traveled through this region in quite some time.  They hadn’t heard anything from the Dominion in months, and the Federation had practically moved all of its hardware to the Bajoran sector to defend the wormhole and Deep Space Nine.   And here he is trying to convince me that somebody’s attacking the base!  


Before he could complete that thought, though, the starbase suddenly shook violently.  That got his attention.  “What was that?”


“It’s like I tried to tell you – we’re being attacked!” the ensign excitedly replied.


“Get the shields up!” the lieutenant commander screamed.  The starbase rocked from another explosion, followed almost instantaneously by a third.  “Who are they”


“Sir, I’m reading 4 ships out there…  1 Cardassian cruiser, 1 Jem’Hadar fighter, and 2…..” the ensign stopped short, before finished his sentence.  “I can’t believe it sir, but there’s also 2 Breen ships, sir!”


“We have send out an emergency message before….”

An sudden explosion ripped through the viewscreen and exploded the OPS area into a million fragments, opening the room up to the cold space that the starbase was floating in.  Lieutenant Commander Rickshaw and Ensign Carey were killed instantly as their bodies were sucked out into the vacuum.

-------------------------------------------

- Back on the USS Prodigy

After a two hour tour, the ship had pretty thoroughly been covered, and Tyler found out many interesting things about the ship.  For one, it was not a registered Starfleet vessel, but an independent ship staffed by civilians.  The only affiliation the Prodigy and her crew had with Starfleet was that they occasionally accepted assignments from them.  


That would explain why they were not wearing Starfleet uniforms, he had thought.  The communicators he understood, but the lack of proper uniforms had puzzled him.  

The ship’s computer, which was a completely experimental design, had piqued the commander’s interest as well.  Distinct in itself, it was a fully functional artificial intelligence which Paugh himself had designed.  

Admittedly, he explained that there were still many bugs to work out of it, but once complete, it was a design Starfleet was very interested in acquiring for its own ships.  

The engineering layout of the ship was also fascinating to Tyler.  In most ships of the modern age, there was a single control room for the entire engineering spectrum, usually located near the main engine core.  On the Prodigy however, there were two main engineering control rooms, one in each section of the dual star drive.  

After the tour, Tyler enjoyed a very satisfying lunch with the captain and his first officer, taking the opportunity to get to know them better.  By the time the bridge interrupted them to alert them of their arrival at DS9, they were all laughing and trying to choke down their food.

Captain Paugh was nice enough to escort Commander Tyler down to the transporter room.  

Commander Tyler shook his hand, and smiled.  “Thank you, Captain, for the tour.  Your ship is pretty amazing…”

“Don’t worry about it.  And in the future, you can just call me Bryan.  Maybe we can hook up sometime and have a drink?”

“Well, I don’t drink, but I’d love to hang out sometime.  You’re good company….” Tyler replied.

The commander stepped up onto the platform and in nearly the same instant, disappeared in the transporter beam.
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-----------------------------------------

Admiral Ross was not waiting for him in the transporter room on Deep Space Nine.  That’s odd, he thought.  There was, however, another gentleman who looked like the welcoming committee.  


“Commander Damien Tyler, I presume?” the man asked.  He looked roughly humanoid, but his face was slightly misshaped to that of a humans.  He wore a simple beige uniform with a Bajoran symbol on his left breast.


Commander Tyler stepped forward.  “You presume correct.  And you must be….” He trailed off, hoping that the man would identify himself.


“My name is Odo, I am Chief of Station Security.  Admiral Ross is waiting for you in Captain Sisko’s office….  Follow me.” he said.


Well, he’s not much for conversation, Tyler thought.  Strange fellow. 


Not even fifteen steps across the room, which Tyler had figured out was DS9’s OPS center, was a metal stairway that led up into a double glass door.  The doors parted at their approach, and Odo led him inside.


Seated at the desk was Admiral Ross and Captain Benjamin Sisko, commander of Deep Space Nine.  Ross was a man in his late forties, and wore the admirals tunic.  His gray hair was short and neatly combed.  Sisko was a younger black gentleman, and his most striking features were the bald head and thick goatee he sported.  


Odo introduced Tyler to the two elder officers before retreating out of the office as quickly as he had come in.


“So, Commander Tyler, we finally meet.” Captain Sisko said.  “I’ve heard a lot about you.”


“Why thank you, Captain Sisko.  All good things, I hope…” Commander Tyler replied.


“Of course.  Please be seated.” The station commander replied, motioning to the empty chair across from him and the admiral.


“Commander, Starfleet has a very important assignment for you.” the admiral said as he stood up and came around the desk to Tyler’s side, and sat on the edge of the desk facing him.  “It’s a very complex mission, and it certainly isn’t going to be easy.  You can, of course, decline, but we’re hoping that you don’t.”


“What am I looking at here?  What is it we’re facing?” Tyler asked.


“We have numerous reports that the Dominion has a new weapon, and we think that they’ve been using it against stationary or slow moving targets along the border,” Sisko stated.  “We need someone to investigate…  and find out what is going on.  No matter what they’ve got up their sleeves, you must stop them at all costs.”


Wow, that hit Tyler in the face like a brick wall.  Such a heavy responsibility they were trying to hand to him.  “Sir, may I ask why you chose me for a mission with such heavy consequences?” he asked.


“Frankly, we think you have what is required to complete this one.  You served with Starfleet Intelligence for 4 years, you have extensive background training on counter-intelligence.  You’ve had involvement in both the Cardassian and now the Dominion wars, which makes you familiar with the target of this mission.  And according to your service record, you have had exemplary service thus far,” the admiral replied.


“Commander, before you make your reply, I want you to know that Starfleet is going all out on this one.  They have pulled a lot of strings to give you every need you might have to fulfill this mission,” Captain Sisko stated.


“I wish I could give you some time to think about it, but it’s rather urgent that you make your choice now….” the admiral said.


Commander Tyler stopped for a second . “I don’t need any time to think about it, sir,” Commander Tyler said.  “I’ll do whatever you need me to.” 


Sisko smiled.  “Good.  You get started right away….”

