***************************************************

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Commanding the U.S.S. Regional

***************************************************

<U.S.S. Regional, Captain's quarters, 5:00am>

Saber was sitting on the edge of his bed looking out the transparent aluminum window, at the stars flashing by. They were on their was to star base 131, where they were to have a war game with another ship, the U.S.S. Centurion. The Centurion was a galaxy class star ship, and had a few of the latest technologies, but Saber felt sure that his ship and his crew could beat them. The Captain of the Centurion, Jackwell, was one of Saber's friends from the academy, and they had often participated in missions together. So, when the war game opportunity came up, Saber and Jackwell accepted. Saber got up and walked over to his replicator. He pressed many buttons, far to many to be ordering just a drink. Saber then hesitantly pressed one last button.

"Good morning, Admiral Saber." A feminine voice emanated from the replicator. "Will you have the usual?" Saber smiled in satisfaction. So, his programming skills hadn't worn down. For the past several missions, he had spent all of his spare time in his ready room creating this advanced program.

"Ah, no, thank you. It's early morning, so I'll just have coffee. Light, with two sugars."

"Certainly sir. Blond 'n sweet."

"Blond and sweet?" Saber asked quizzically. "Where did you get that term?"

"Your coffee sir. It IS light colored, and two sugars is adding sweetness to it, is it not?"

"Umm, I guess you're right." Saber shook his head in disbelief, "Just replicate my coffee please."

"Okay." A slight whirring noise was heard as the coffee was replicated. Saber took a hold of it, then took a sip. He turned and started to walk to his desk, when he heard, "Wait, don't you need to say something?"

"Huh? Oh, thank you." 

"You're welcome." Saber shook his head again, then continued on to his desk and sat down. He pressed the 'On' button. The screen flickered on, then displayed a schematic of the Regional. Saber tapped another button, and the screen displayed the new messages he had received. One was from Jackwell. Saber opened that one first, and started reading. He was deep into the letter, when the Computer asked:

"Whatcha doing?" Saber jumped startled, then replied:

"I am reading a letter. Must you disturb me?

"Well, I'm sorry. I was just getting bored of watching you just sit there."

"I'm sorry. Why don't you go over to the diplomat's child room. There is no diplomat with us currently, so you can play some of the games there."

"Good idea." Saber waited, then continued reading.

<U.S.S. Regional, Bridge, 5:30am>

Saber walked out of his ready room and sat in his command chair. 

"Status Report." He ordered.

"Sir, we are still another 35 hours away from star base 131."

"Understood." Saber then turned to the now-no-longer-empty seat on his left. "Lieutenant Commander Loyst, it is good to have you with us. I trust that you will enjoy serving on this ship." 

"Thank you Sir. I am sure that I will. I hope to be the best of service to you all." Saber nodded, then turned to the view screen. 

"Sir," Commander Braxton started, "Once you have some spare time, you might want to head down to Security. We have a new Chief Security Officer, and I think it would be nice if you, or we welcomed her."

"Thank you Commander, I will be sure to do that."

<U.S.S. Regional, Security, 6:00am>

Lieutenant Lugia was tidying up some equipment and straightening up Security, when she heard someone behind her. She whirled around and saw that it was just Captain Saber. She stood at attention, and waited for him to say something.

"At ease, Lieutenant. I just came down here to greet you an see how you were settling in." Lugia relaxed, then replied,

"Thank you Sir. I settled in just fine, it's just that this room is such a mess! I am straightening it up." Saber looked around the room, at the neatly stacked phaser rifles, and the other equipment almost completely in it's proper position.

"Nice job."

"Oh, a thank you, I have only touched the Phaser rifles. I have yet to get to the equipment." Saber smiled, then looked up and down Lugia. Her application from SFA said that she was Half Elf, Half human. Despite what people used to believe about elves, Lugia was tall, just as tall as Heather Cains, in fact. She had pointed ears, like a Vulcan, and long dark blond hair. To Saber, she looked like a Vulcan. 

"Well, I'm sure that you will do a nice job." Saber smiled reassuringly. 

"Thank you Sir."

"And welcome to the Regional. I hope that you enjoy serving onboard her."

"Thank you Sir. I will serve her to the utmost of my abilities." Saber smiled,

"Good." Saber and Lugia exchanged smiles, then Saber turned and walked out of Security, and into the turbo lift. Lugia stood there a moment, then continued with her straightening. She knew, that serving onboard this ship, was going to be fun. She had read the latest report, and was amazed that the Regional had only been in service for a short while, yet it had brought back a highly advanced android. The android was currently sitting is a cell block adjacent to the room Lugia was in, talking with Heather Cains. If Lugia was really quiet, she could hear what was going on. But, she didn't like to listen in on people's conversations, so she hummed quietly to herself. 

=========

END

====================

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Captain Of The U.S.S. Regional.

<U.S.S. Regional, Main Bridge, 5:30hours>

Meanwhile on the bridge, Commander Braxton looking over ship reports with the new second officer Lt.Cmdr Loyst. “Well, Mr. Loyst what do you think of the Regional so far?” asked Braxton. Rotating his neck in a semi circle direction, He replied: 

 “She is a fine ship sir, looking forward to getting a handle on my new duties, I have scanned the ship’s specs, but I still would like to see the whole ship for myself.” 

 “Later on Cains, Lugia and I were planning on dropping by ten-forward, you are more than welcome to join us, and afterwards we could give you a complete tour.” Commander Braxton arose from the Captain’s command chair as did Loyst from his. 

 “Thank you sir, ship schematics don’t compare to the atmosphere and realization of getting to know ones ship that they serve on.”

Commander Braxton smiled and walked to the aft science station on the bridge, thinking about the peach pie he had as a child, imaging the whipped cream that was put on it each time he ate it. 

 “Commander, message from Starbase 131 sir.” Called the ensign at Tactical. 

 “Acknowledged, ensign, I will notify the Captain.” 

 “Sir, the message is not coded for the Captain; it is message from the first officer on the starship Centurion.”

Being puzzled as to the nature of the call, seeing that the message description was very vague to say the least. “Put it through to my office, Loyst you have the bridge.” Barked Commander Braxton.

 “Aye, sir.” Said Loyst sitting down in the Captain’s chair. The lift doors quickly closed 

 “Deck 11, First Officer’s office.” Ordered Braxton. The surrounding lights in the lift came to life and proceeded to his destination.

Lt.Cmdr Cains and Lt. Lugia were putting away the transporter enhancers one by one; suddenly Cains heard a strange sound coming from behind her. 

 “Lugia did you hear that?” Lugia turned numerous times and shrugged her shoulders, 

 “No, ma’am.” Cains brushed it off and continued to work. Yet she heard the noise once more and turned to see Lugia holding her stomach rather tightly. Lugia turned and smiled 

 “Sorry I was embarrassed to say I have not eaten in hours.”

 “Since we are almost done here, we can go to ten-forward and get something, Commander Braxton will be there to join us, and much after Lt.Cmdr Loyst has requested a tour of the ship.”

 “Hmmm, sounds great.” Replied Lugia placing tri-corders on the empty shelf beside her. 

Entering his office Commander Braxton walked to the replicator, “Peach pie with whipped cream, please.” Within moments the empty slot was now occupied with a nicely cut piece of Peach Pie with whipped cream.

Bleeping sounds arose from the desk terminal in Braxton’s office, the monitor showing the Starfleet symbol. Gently sitting down, Commander Braxton puts his peach pie with whipped cream down and began to read the subspace message sent to him. Cutting into the slice of peach pie, then placing it into his mouth, Braxton nearly chokes when he saw that the first officer on the Centurion had in fact been a long lost cousin he thought to have died at Wolf 359.

In the letter his cousin wrote explaining to Commander Braxton that Starfleet had believed him dead due to the chance of Romulan ease dropping, on his latest discovery about the Borg. With his new found knowledge, it was necessary to keep him dead as it were.

<35 Hours Later>

Hours later the U.S.S. Regional drops out of warp, “Approaching Starbase 131, Captain.” Called Loyst. Captain Saber exits his ready room and walks onto the bridge, 

 “Open hailing frequencies.” “Starbase 131 this is the U.S.S. Regional standing by to dock.” Replied Captain Saber.

 “Welcome to Starbase 131, starship Regional, you are cleared for Docking Bay Alpha 7, please disengage all primary systems and helm control.” Requested the Starbase dock master. 

 “Acknowledged, helm disengage all main primary systems and lock on.” The ensign at the helm following the Captain’s orders by pressing controls.

 “All senior staff to the bridge.” Ordered Saber as the U.S.S. Regional entered the Starbase doors.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Vice Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

<Bridge>

Loyst Smiled at Commander Braxton. And began tapping away at his Command Console. 

“Sir, Permission to run an inspection in Engineering?” Loyst said cheerfully.

“Very well, Proceed Commander!” Commander Braxton Replied kindly

Loyst exited the bridge, and got into a turbo lift.

“Computer, engineering level 1” Loyst said to the Computer

The turbo lift raced down and down to engineering. 

“Thank you” the Computer called.

“No problem… Captain Saber” Loyst said.

<Engineering>

Loyst noted that the senior engineer was off-duty now. Loyst smiled, and walked into Engineering.

“Officer in engineering” said an Ensign. All the crew standing at attention.

“As you were” Loyst said proudly.

Loyst walked over to the Crew, and inspected their Uniforms.

“Perfect!” Loyst said happily.

“Thank you, sir” the Ensign replied. 

Loyst looked at the Ensign, and started questioning him.

“Status Report” Loyst said.

“Warp core Offline for Docking, No problems, all systems at 100% and on Standby, sir!”

“Good…” Loyst grinned.

“I’ll be on the Bridge, Good job today-keep up the good work!”

“Understood, Thank you sir!”

Loyst walked out of engineering, and into a turbo lift.

“Bridge” Loyst said

“Ok… How are you?” said the Computer

Loyst thought Captain Saber must be having fun. And replied to the Computer.

“I’m good, and yourself?” Loyst laughed.

“Please restate the Question”

Loyst Stepped out, and onto to Bridge, sitting in his Command chair, and facing Braxton said “Lieutenant Commander Loyst Reporting, sir”

====================

Lieutenant Commander Keegan Loyst,

2nd Officer,

USS. Regional

<U.S.S. Regional, Main Bridge, 6:30hours>

The U.S.S Regional slowly passes the outer space doors, “Viewer on.” Ordered Captain Saber. The large black void in front of the bridge crew now became the image of newly constructed starships on each side as the Regional approached its docking port. Captain Saber folded his hands together on his lap. “Impressive. It is my understanding that these new ships were designed for long-range deep space assignments, the ideas were based after the starship Voyager returned to the alpha quadrant.”

Commander Braxton motioned to face Saber, “Yes sir, there are rumors that these new starships have been outfitted with some technology that was used in creating the Regional.” “U.S.S. Regional, this space dock control, prepare for final docking maneuvers.” The dock master spoke.

“Helm, reduce momentum to point zero three five and activate environmental control systems.” Commander Braxton arose from his command chair and walked to the ops position. Rapidly pressing in controls, the ensign looked over his shoulder to Braxton there, 

“Moorings activated all environmental systems are now activated.”

“Acknowledged, ensign, inform me when we have reached twenty kilometers.” Said Braxton. The U.S.S. Regional now closing its distance on the docking port, 

“Now at twenty kilometers, sir.” Replied the ensign. 

“Very well, lock on.” The outer beams that were attached to the Starbase began to extend and reach for the docking ports on the Regional.

Loud connecting bangs sounded, “Docking complete Captain.” Announced Commander Braxton as he sat back down into his command chair.

 “Well done all. I want system diagnostics on all systems by the time we the war game begins, Lt.Cmdr Loyst, the Commander and I have business aboard the Starbase, you have the bridge.” Said Saber.

As Captain Saber and Commander Braxton entered the lift with the doors closing behind them, Commander Loyst sat down in the Captain’s command chair, pressing controls while reading a PADD given to him by an engineering officer.

“So Number One, what is your impression of the new officers?” asked Saber as he walked around Braxton. Commander Braxton smiled then answered 

”They are unique in their own, sir overall I believe they will no doubt become valuable members of this crew.”

“Agreed.” Said Saber as he placed his hand on Braxton’s shoulder as the lift continued on to the docking bays. The lift doors open, as both Saber and Braxton approach the large circled doors. 

“Welcome to Starbase 131, security protocols remain in effect.” Exclaimed the Starbase computer. “Recognize Starfleet voice pattern Saber, Shadow Captain, release docking bay door security locks authorization Saber Beta 971.” Spoke Saber. 

“Further authorization is required.”

 “Computer recognize Starfleet voice pattern Braxton, John Commander release security locks authorization Braxton Delta 739.”

“Acknowledged, security locks have been released.” Exclaimed the Starbase computer. Within moments the doors open and reveal the long illuminated corridor of the Starbase.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Vice Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

***************************************************

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Commanding the U.S.S. Regional

***************************************************

<Star Base 131, 6:50>

Saber and Braxton walked onto star base 131 and looked around. They saw Admiral Vorlon walking towards them. Saber extended his hand, and as Vorlon got close enough, they shook hands. Saber smiled warmly, then said,

 "Hello Admiral." Admiral Vorlon smiled back, then replied,

 "Hello Captain. We are pleased to have you here with us."

 "The pleasure is mine. Meet Commander John Braxton, my Number one." Vorlon smiled at Braxton, and shook hands with him. Then Admiral Vorlon turned around.

 "If you will follow me this way." She said. Saber nodded to Braxton, then they both followed Vorlon down the corridor. After a while, they reached a door marked "Admiral Vorlon". Vorlon stopped here, and turned and entered the office. Saber motioned for Braxton to go in first, then He followed him in. Vorlon sat down at her desk, then said,

 "Please, be seated." Saber and Braxton both sat down. "I wanted to talk to you about the war game."

 "Ah, yes. What about it?" Saber asked. Vorlon looked at Braxton, then back at Saber.

 "Well, there has been a few problems. The game will be delayed for 1 day, while we finish getting the new systems aboard the Centurion to work." Saber nodded.

 "Then in the meantime, perhaps you'd like a tour of the Regional?" Saber offered.

 "Thank you, but no thanks. I have some duties aboard the station that must be tended to."

 "I understand." Saber glanced at Braxton, then back at the Vulcan. Saber had gotten used to Heather Cains' face being full of feeling, even though she was a Vulcan. Saber sighed quietly, then said,  "Anything else, Admiral?"

 "No, thank you, that was all. I hope you enjoy your stay at Star Base 131." Braxton smiled. Saber then said,

 "I'm sure we will. Thank you Admiral."

 "Certainly." Then Vorlon started working. Saber and Braxton quietly exited the room. After the doors slid shut behind them, they both walked down the corridor, and into a waiting turbo lift.

 "Docking room." The turbo lift whirred to life, and zoomed towards its destination. 

==========

End

<U.S.S. Regional, Main Bridge, 7:20hours>

Crossing through the inner docking bay doors, Captain Saber and Commander Braxton walk up to the large circled doors leading to the U.S.S. Regional. “Number One until the Centurion is ready, order all crew personnel to some R&R, but also instruct them to be ready for tomorrow’s war game.” Saber said.

“Yes sir, and what will you be doing with your free time?” smiled Braxton as he was pondering the many ideas his mind had conjured up for his free time. Saber said nothing for a moment, then spoke: 

“I think I will visit the holodeck, I understand there is a new program that is very popular among the crew, it was brought over by one of the station’s repair technicians.”

“Hmmm, does this program have a title?” curious smile came across Commander Braxton’s face thinking to himself that this new program could be added to his soon to be made up list things he could do. 

“Its called Friendship One, its supposed to be about the probe that was sent from earth way before Starfleet was founded, and A starship from our time going to investigate. I know that this description is vague…” The doors opened and Captain Saber turned in front of Commander Braxton. “Well Number One enjoy, and I will see you on the bridge in the morning.”

“Aye Sir.” Replied Braxton as Saber went off to the nearest turbo lift. Commander Braxton walked to the opposite end of the corridor and entered a lift. “Main Bridge.” The lift powered up and lifted off to Braxton’s destination. At rapid speeds, the lift came to a complete stop. As the doors opened, Lt.Cmdr Cains approached Commander Braxton, 

“Sir, I would like to take the phasers off line for an hour or so to run a few new enhancements.”

“Proceed, Commander, in the meantime put me on speakers.” Ordered Braxton. 

“You’re on sir.” 

“This is Commander Braxton by order of the Captain all personal have been granted leave for one day. Department heads organize proper rotation schedules and most importantly upon returning from this day of leave all personal are to report back to duty stations in full readiness for tomorrow’s war game, Braxton out.”

“Cains the bridge is yours till further notice, I’ll be in my office.” Spoke Braxton as he into a turbo lift. Lt.Cmdr Cains sat down in the Captain’s chair staring in to the main viewer eagerly awaiting her due time off. As the crew of the Regional filled the corridor’s heading to various destinations, Captain Saber looks behind him to see his crew dedicated to their duties despite the order of R&R given earlier.

“Computer run program Friendship One.” Saber ordered. 

“Program ready, enter when ready.” The holodeck doors opened with Captain Saber taking being amazed with precise detail of this new program.

Commander Braxton now in his office went over to his replicator for a slice of that peach pie he had been craving for days, once he had the piece of peach pie in hand, Braxton sits down at his desk and began to eat while looking over crew reports.

Captain Saber walking along the bridge of this starship, “This is a intrepid class starship, good class ship but the Regional is superior in many ways.” He thought to himself as he sat down in the Captain’s command chair.

On the bridge Cains was reading the tactical upgrade schedules when a loud ringing chime came over head. “Commander, incoming message from Admiral Vorlon. Message reads as follows, All crew leave has been postponed, U.S.S. Centurion now ready for war game ahead of schedule.” Replied the ensign at tactical.

 “Acknowledged, ensign, Bridge to Captain Saber.” 

 “Saber here go ahead Cains.”

 “Sir message from Admiral Vorlon, leave has been canceled the Centurion is now ready for the war game ahead of schedule sir.” 

“Very well inform Commander Braxton and alert all senior staff to the bridge and re-call all starship personnel, I am on my way back to the bridge, Saber out.”

“Computer end program.” Said Saber. Just as he walked out Saber turned and thought to himself “Duty Calls.” Then continued on down the corridor to the turbolift.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Vice Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

<U.S.S. Regional, Bridge, 7:30>

Lt. Commander Loyst walked into the Bridge. He had just heard that the war game started... Now!

Loyst pressed his Comm Badge, and spoke into it "Captain Saber, This is Commander Loyst, all systems Active, Centurion has left Space dock"

The reply came booming out of the Comm "Very well, Commander, On my way!"

Loyst sat down on the Command Chair, and accessed all systems from his console.

Loyst stood, and looked at Cains. "Did you get the Upgrades done, Commander?" Loyst said cheerfully.

"Yes, and installed" Cains replied.

Loyst sat back down. "All departments, status report!"

"Tactial ready, and standing by, sir" Cains said

"Science Standing by" 

"Engineering ready"

"Helm online"

"Ops standing by"

"Command ready" Loyst read after. Just as the Captain, and Commander enter the Bridge. 

"Captain on the Bridge" Loyst said, as he "Scooted" over two seats, to the 2nd officer seat.

"Status report" Saber Said

"All systems active, ready for departure!"

"good" Saber said

====================

Lieutenant Commander Keegan Loyst,

2nd Officer,

U.S.S. Regional

***************************************************

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Commanding the U.S.S. Regional

***************************************************

<U.S.S. Regional, Bridge, 7:40>

Captain Saber smiled at Loyst as he sat down in his command chair. Saber then turned and faced the view screen.

 "Helm, take us out."

 "Aye sir."  The Regional slowly eased her way out of the Space dock.

 "Move us over to a relative position with the Centurion." The Regional closed the distance between it and the Centurion, to 10 kilometers." 

 "Sir, incoming transmission from the Centurion." Heather Cains said.

 "On screen." Saber ordered while standing up. The view screen filled with the image of Captain Jackwell. "Captain!" Saber smiled, "Prepared to lose?"

 "On the contrary, we have some of the latest technologies. I believe that you will lose." Everyone on the bridge of the Regional let out a broad grin.

 "Technology isn't everything…" Saber continued, "A ship is merely a tool-"

 "And the Captain the wielder."  Jackwell finished. "May the best Captain win." 

 "Agreed." Saber smiled, then the transmission stopped. "Tactical, charge the simulation phasers and simulated torpedoes. Helm, move us in closer, then perform Maneuver Saber Alpha-Beta-157."

 "Aye Sir."

 "Tactical, I want you to concentrate all simulated fire power on their warp pylons."

 "Yes Sir…" Saber sat back down after giving the orders, and gripped the arms of his chair.

 "Sir," Loyst began to ask, "Their warp pylons?"

 "Yes, I plan to have us sever then off."

 "Ahh." Loyst and Braxton grinned. The Centurion zoomed towards the Regional and fired off a quick burst of quantum torpedoes. 

 "Sir, shield are at 60%"

 "Reinforce the shields. Helm, move us behind them." The Regional swung around, and chased after the Centurion. The Regional fired the simulated phasers at the Centurions warp pylon.

<U.S.S. Centurion, Bridge>

 "Sir, our shields are at 65 percent."

 "Perform maneuver Jackwell Alpha-31. Shake them off our tail." The Centurion zigzagged back and forth,  then moved up and down.

 "Sir, we can’t shake them."

 "Fire rear quantum torpedoes!" Simulated torpedoes fired from the aft section of the Centurion, and struck the Regional's forward shields.

 "Sir, their shields are down to 50%."

 "Perf-" Jackwell was cut off by the Ensign at tactical.

 "Sir, they fired a simulated transphasic torpedoe at our warp pylon! Simulated damage report coming in now… Sir, they blew a large hold in out pylon." 

 "Evasive maneuvers! If they manage to blow off the warp nacelle we'll be finished!" Jackwell ordered. He then mumbled to himself, "Saber, I guess I forgot just how sneaky and devious you could be. Instead of fighting us face to face, you stab our backs."

<U.S.S. Regional, Bridge>

 "Sir, They have sustained a large hole in their warp pylon." Heather Cains reported.

 "Keep firing phasers at their back shields, and focus on the warp pylon,"

 "Aye Sir. Sir, the damage they have sustained weakened their back shields. They are performing evasive maneuvers."

 "Keep us with them." 

 "Aye sir." The helm officer replied. The Regional and the Centurion spiraled through the sky, with the Regional firing phasers at the Centurion's back shields.

 "Sir, Captain Jackwell is hailing us."

 "Onscreen." Captain Jackwell's face filled the view screen.

 "Ready to come out from behind our back and fight face to face?" He asked.

 "Hmm… the offer sounds tempting. Let me think." Saber paused for a second teasingly, "No thank you. I prefer to eliminate my enemy without causing any casualties. General Order 17 states that my tactic is quite worth while."

 "General Order 17 only says that you are supposed to consider the lives of your crew sacred."

 "Right. I've had enough of this talk for now… let's end this." Saber said while smiling.

=========

END

<U.S.S. Regional, Main Bridge, 8:30hours>

The U.S.S. Regional circles to the weakened warp pylon, while phasers continued to fire at rapid intervals. “Helm come to course 195mark3, Cains stand by on quantum torpedoes dispersal Alpha 13.” Ordered Saber as he watched the Centurion try and elude the Regional.

“Sir, the Centurion is changing course towards a pulsar, type-k, bearing 219mark3, they are increasing speed.” Rapidly pressing in controls replied Cains. “Helm adjust course and speed to match, and...” “Sir they are firing aft photon torpedoes, full spread.” Multiple torpedo hits struck the Regional’s shields.

“Captain, shields are down 30percent.” Replied Cains. Getting up from his command chair, straighting his uniform, Saber said to himself, 

“So he wants to hide and go seek, fine.” Quickly walking back to his command chair, “Helm follow them in.”

 “Sir, by going in there, our shields won’t function and sensors would be useless.” Said Cains voicing her opinion.

“I am aware that Commander, helm proceed.” Saber ordered. 

On the Centurion bridge Captain Jackwell watches the view screen intensively, “Captain they are following us into the pulsar matching speed and distance.” Spoke the Centurion’s tactical officer.

“Just as you should Captain, helm take us in.”

 The U.S.S. Regional and U.S.S. Centurion enter the pulsar chasing one another, Captain Saber now looks at the huge multi colored spectrum of the pulsar. 

“Anything on sensors, Cains?” 

“Nothing sir, sensors are inoperable.”

Commander Braxton leans over to Saber and said “Sir, I have been looking over Captain Jackwell’s personal file it suggests that his combat techniques have been rated fairly high, but his thinking indicates two dimensional.” Saber smile and said 

“Helm all stop, Z-minus 10 thousand meters, tactical ready quantum torpedoes, full spread.”

The U.S.S. Regional slowly drops its altitude while over head the U.S.S. Centurion is now above them. “Now at Z-minus 10 thousand meters, sir.” The ensign at helm spoke. The main viewer now filled with distortions phasing in and out, suddenly for a brief moment, the image of the U.S.S. Centurion appeared.

“Computer Lock inoperative sir.” Cains spoke pressing in controls. 

“Best guess Commander fire when ready.” The Regional shook hard for a few moments, as Cains pressed in buttons releasing the quantum torpedoes. Within seconds the torpedoes struck a direct hit to the warp pylon of the U.S.S. Centurion.

“Sir, our warp pylon has failed.” Spoke the first officer.

“Helm get us out of here, release bustard collectors to create a static field long enough for us to escape.” Ordered Captain Jackwell.

A long thick mist followed from the nacelles of the Centurion, and was position in front of the Regional. “Captain, sensors are offline, engines will take a 10 seconds to come back online.” Cains reported.

The mist disappears showing the U.S.S. Centurion not in sight, “Helm , get us out of here full impulse, Cains once we have cleared, , full sensor sweeps, when you have a sensors lock, charge weapons and stand by.” Saber said with a little anger to his tone.

Moments passed, “Sir target re-acquired, weapons are locked on and standing by.” 

“Very good Cains now…” 

“Sir incoming message from the Centurion.” Exclaimed Cains. Folding his hands, Saber relied 

“On screen.”

“Ready to surrender Captain.” Smiled Jackwell.

“Don’t count on it, screen off.” Demanded Saber. Pacing in front of his command chair, Saber lifts up his head with devious grin, “Cains what is the Centurion’s shield status?”

 “Their shields now at 45 percent, sir.” Reported Cains.

Sitting back down in his command chair, Saber spoke “Cains at my command initiate attack pattern Saber Beta 71, helm stand by to engage at coordinates 113mark7.” Both Cains and the helm officer nodding an acknowledgment to his orders.

“Weapons ready, helm ready.” Spoke both officers. With the aft section of the Centurion still facing the Regional, the Regional approaches at half impulse, 

”Steady, steady, helm engage warp 2, Cains fire!” exclaimed Saber. The U.S.S. Regional closes in like a bat fleeing from its cave at high speeds, quantum torpedoes were released striking hard at the Centurion’s shields. “Report Cains.” 

“Their shields are down 30percent sir.” Both Captain Saber and Commander Braxton smiled at each other.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Vice Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

<Bridge, Uss. Regional>

Loyst smiled to. "All Stations, Damage Report"

"Starboard Warp Nacelle Damaged. Otherwise, Shields at 50%, all engineering Systems Active." The Chief Engineering rang out.

"Tactical Online"

"Ok... If i may sir?" Loyst said. Captain Saber nodded.

"Okay... We won't need Warp Drive anytime soon, so take partial power from the Warp drive, and Transfer it to shields!" Loyst said

"On it, sir" Cains said, and nodded. "Done, Shields now at 70%"

"Good, Also… Send an Engineering team to the Starboard Nacelle." The Centurion fired again.

"Shields at 65%" Cains said.

"Rotate the Shields, and helm: Evasive Maneuvers" Loyst said

"Aye" Helm Said

"Good..." Saber said, giving orders once again.

"Shield Re-Mod Complete" The Centurion came about, and stopped. "They're powering Photons!" Cains said. 

"More power to Forward Shields!" Loyst said

"Aye" Cains Said "Enemy photon, Direct Hit, Shields at 45%"

"Come About, Power Aft Quantum torpedoes!" Saber said

"Power back to Aft Shields" Loyst said

"Target Locked!" Cains said

"Full spread! Fire!" Saber said

"Direct hit- Enemy Shields off line!" The Centurion fired another spread of Photons

"Shields at 12%! Sim Hull Breach, Deck 6!" Cains said

Loyst tapped his Comm Badge and spoke into it. "Engineering team- meet me at deck 6!" 

<14 Min later>

Loyst re-entered the Bridge. "Sir... Hull Breach sealed!"

"Good Work Commander!" Commander Braxton said, from his chair.

"Thank you, sir... Thank you!" 

====================

Lieutenant Commander Keegan Loyst,

2nd Officer,

U.S.S. Regional

<U.S.S. Regional, Bridge>

The U.S.S. Regional and the U.S.S. Centurion now at distant positions attempting to re-group, "Cains, asess their shield power levels." barked Captain Saber as he stood in front of the main viewer feeling a sense of pride in both his ship and his crew. 

"Sir, they shields are reading at 25 percent, another voly of quantum torpedoes would dismantle their weapons." Spoke Cains as she received a report from an ensign.

Quickly turning about the U.S.S. Centurion unleashes a full scale barash of phasers and photon torpedoes. The Regional shook from bow to stern as her crew held firm to their duty stations. Commander Braxton moved to the tactical position side by side with Cains, "Captain, they are coming in with weapons fully charged, and they are coming at us at point blank range." Braxton spoke aloud.

Captain Saber hurried back to his command chair and thought to himself "Now I've got you." "Commander Braxton on my mark prepare to initiate Starfleet Protocol Gamma 91 ready both phasers and quantum torpedoes." 

"Aye, sir, protocol inputted and awaiting your command". Lt.Cmdr Loyst was puzzled he himself knew of no such protocol and looked to Saber, 

"Captain, if my memory serves there is no Starfleet Protocol Gamma 91."

Turning while giving a smile, Captain Saber returned his attention to the main viewer. Closing in on the Regional with its dark red lights as if it were a bat streaking out of its cave, the U.S.S. Centurion began firing. 

"Sir, incoming fire at point blank range." exclaimed Commander Braxton. Just as the Centurion's weapons nearly struct the Regional's hull, Captain Saber leaped from his command chair and ordered; 

"Helm engage full impulse, Commander Braxton full spread phasers and photon torpedoes attack pattern Saber Beta 73."

Within moments phaser and torpedo strikes struck the hull of the Centurion with extreme force, "Captain, their shield are down, they are coming to a complete stop." Shouted Commander Braxton.

"'Understood Number One, open hailing frequencies." Saber smiled at Braxton. 

"Aye, sir..." Suddenly Commander Braxton was cut off by a loud virbating sound which bounced of the hull of the Regional.Off the port bow a large breen vessel enters the scene firing multiple bursts of transphasic torpedo strikes on the Centurion causing it to shattered into nothing but particles of dust. 

Captain Saber looked on in absolute awe, "'But that is not possible those weapons were used in only one starship, my ship." he thought to himself.

Commander Braxton lost his breath seeing the destruction of the starship his long lost cousin had been assigned to. His heart suddenly dropped to his feet, but he realized he had duties to perform. "'Captain they are turning towards us with weapons at the ready.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Vice Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

***************************************************

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Commanding the U.S.S. Regional

***************************************************

<U.S.S. Regional, Bridge>

Saber stood with his mouth slightly agape, then yelled "Red Alert! All hands to battle stations! Helm, Evasive! Tactical, fire full spread of quantum torpedoes on my mark!" The bridge crew sprang into action, as if the Centurion had not been destroyed. 

 "Sir, the Breen are moving into position!" Heather Cains reported from tactical. Saber gripped the arms of his command chair. He turned to Braxton, and said,

 "Commander, we may have several problems."

 "Just several, Sir?" Saber gave a quick smile, then continued,

 "Yes. First off, how did they get the transphasic torpedoes, two, they outgun us. Three, they have the transphasic torpedoes…" Saber stopped short, then turned to Tactical. "Heather, prepare the four transphasic torpedoes for firing on my mark."

 "Aye Sir, Transphas-" the ship rocked from phaser fire, then on the view screen, a single quantum torpedoe-like looking torpedoe fired from the Breen ship. 

 "Helm! Evasive pattern Saber delta-1225!" The Regional started to spiral downwards, then roll to the side. A feat that was very straining on the inertial dampeners. The torpedoe came zooming towards the Regional,  phased through the shields, then struck the engineering/security section of the Regional. The Regional rocked from the impact, and an explosion ripped from the hull. Everyone on the bridge was flung from their seats, except for Heather, Braxton, and Saber. Saber got up, and helped Loyst to his feet after the rocking stopped.

 "Damage report." Saber said while sitting back down.

 "Hull breach in security section, force fields have taken effect."

 "Casualties?" 

 "Fairly light considering the blast that we took…"

 "Good. Do we still have the transphasic torpedoe tube open?"

 "Yes," Heather started, "But it is damaged. It might not fire." Saber thought about what to do briefly, then gave the order.

 "Fire Transphasic torpedoe at their engineering section. See how they like it."
 "Aye sir. Firing transphasic torpedoe, now." A greenish-blue torpedoe fired from the Regional, and smashed into the Breen ship ship's midsection. The Breen ship drifted to one side, then it unleashed another barrage of phaser fire. It fired several photon torpedoes, and a plasma torpedoe. The Regional rocked back and forth. Saber grew mad. This wasn't just any Breen ship. This was most likely a pirate Breen ship, one that captured alien technology for their own. They were loosing to pirates. The very thought made Saber angry. 

 "Tactical, Fire full spread of Quantum torpedoes, and fire phasers on maximum." 

 "Aye sir, Firing." Phaser arcs sliced through the air and slammed into the Breen warship. The Warship shuddered, then moved forward.

 "Sir, they are coming towards us at one quarter impulse." Saber was unsure of what the enemy captain was trying to do.

 "Helm, move us to the right."

 "Aye sir." The Regional strafed to the right.

 "I am tired of this waiting game." Saber said, "Tactical, fire at will." Phaser fire from the Regional danced across the Warship, then series of explosions ripped from the inner portion of the Warship. Just as it was about to explode, the Warship fired two transphasic torpedoes. Saber watched as the torpedoes neared.

 "Evasive!" Saber ordered. The explosion of the Warship was blinding, as the two torpedoes zipped through space towards the Regional. "All Hands, Brace for impact!" Saber yelled over the comm. Saber and everyone on the bridge gripped their console and the arms of their chairs. The first torpedoe slammed into the saucer section, and it left a deep, wide gouge in the saucer near the front. Everyone on the bridge was thrown, as the ship drifted sideways. The second transphasic torpedoe almost missed the Regional due to it's side wards movement, but it smashed into the right warp nacelle. The Nacelle exploded sending the Regional spinning to the left. Everyone on the bridge was thrown the other direction. Saber winced in pain as he noticed that his arm had just connected with something rather sharp. He pulled his arm away, observed the large gash, and rubbed his head where he had collided with Heather. He stood up, amazed that the Regional was still holding together. He helped Cains to her feet, and then turned to look for Braxton. Braxton was sitting up, after having gotten his arm gashed by something. Saber extended his good arm towards Braxton, and helped him to his feet. Braxton and Saber exchanged glances.

 "Sir, you don't look to well." Braxton said wile smiling.

 "Neither do you." Saber responded. "We need to contact Starfleet, and have then send out a tow ship to our location."

 "Already on it sir." Came the answer from Heather Cains. Saber nodded, then walked over to his command chair and sat down. He was sad at the loss of his good friend, Captain Jackwell. But that was what each officer knew would come one day… An unexpected death of some sort. That is why we signed up, we knew the risks involved. He was now among the good officers lost. Saber looked out at the slightly burnt view screen, and saw a memory of the burnt Viewscreen of the Hampton.

==========

END

<U.S.S. Regional, Bridge>

The U.S.S. Regional now adrift in space awaiting the arrival of a tow ship from the nearest Starbase. The Bridge crew began picking up massive debris while trying to restore systems needed for towing. "'Sir message from Starfleet Command the tow ship is en route and should rendezvous with us in two hours." Commander Braxton spoke as he finished pushing in controls and helping Cains lift a piece of debris.

Captain Saber looking around his bridge seeing the sadness in his crew's eyes, many had loved ones aboard the Centurion. "Number One you have the bridge, I'll be in my ready room." Commander Braxton sat down gently into the Captain's chair going over in his mind the destruction of the Centurion, picturing his cousin at his duty station and remembering what his cousin stood for was loyalty to Starfleet and his family.

"Cains we will need a full report on all ship systems and structural analysis before the tow ship rendezvous with us." said Braxton. "Aye Commander." Sitting back into his chair Captain Saber drinking his favorite beverage a nice cold Coca-Cola hoping that it would soothe his mind and thoughts over the loss of not only his friend but a fellow Captain.

On the terminal in front of him Saber was viewing the service record of his now deceased friend, contemplating the brilliant service he dedicated to Starfleet and most importantly how the Breen got a hold of transphasic torpedoes. "Captain, incoming message from Starfleet Command, its Admiral T'lor.

"Route the transmission here." Saber leaned forward a bit placing his beverage down and tapping interface key pad. The black screen was replaced by a Vulcan male, "Captain Saber status report." he spoke in that very fashion Vulcan tone. "We are operating at minimum power levels, hull breaches in our security/engineering departments, few casualties."

"Understood Captain, any idea as to the nature if the attack?" T'lor asked. "No sir, most of our computer core relays have been fused, until we reach Starbase we are unable to access ship's records." "Very well Captain, we will be waiting to debrief you and your crew upon your return to the Starbase, T'lor out."

Commander Braxton arose from the Captain's command chair, thinking of what he was going to say to his family when the Regional got back to spacedock. Walking up the ramp the Regional shook hard, "Report." Braxton barked. "Containment force field sealing hull breaches in the engineering section are near complete failure." Cains reported.

"Loyst get down there and begin evacuation procedures, Engineering cut power to those decks and divert it to life-support." Lt.Cmdr Loyst enters the lift headed for engineering. "Commander, the outer bulk heads have collasped causing further hull breaches along the inner supports to the engineering section."

"How long before that whole section is covered in setipic radiation?" asked Commander Braxton. "Approximately 20 mins sir." replied Cains.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Vice Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

***************************************************

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Commanding the U.S.S. Regional

***************************************************

<U.S.S. Regional, Bridge>

Captain saber exited his ready room, and took his place on the bridge.

 "Report." Saber ordered.

 "There is a radiation leak in the engineering section, sir. Loyst has gone down into security to fix a hull breach." Braxton reported

 "Why did he not send a repair team instead? His place is on the bridg-" Saber was cut short by a beep from his commbadge.

 "Loyst to the bridge."

 "Bridge here, go ahead." Saber responded.

 "Sir, I have come across Ensign Bugbytte, the Brig officer, and he is dead sir." Saber sighed, then turned to Braxton.

 "How many casualties does that make, total, Commander?"

 "Casualties have been heavy sir… Ensign Bytte makes a total of 210 dead. 329 injured." Saber turned back to the view screen.

 "Acknowledged Loyst. Saber out." Saber tapped his commbadge, cutting the link between his badge, and Loyst's. Saber sat down in his command chair, and began ordering repair teams to the proper locations. Saber then got up and walked towards the turbo lift.  "Number one, you have the Conn." Braxton got up and sat in Saber's chair.  

<U.S.S. Regional, 10 forward>

Saber walked into 10 forward, which was set up as a triage center. He walked over to a form that he knew was the android, Shemlar. Shemlar turned around, and extended her hand to Saber. 

 "Hello, Captain. I haven't seen you since I first got on your fine ship." Saber did not take Shemlar's hand, but nodded briefly at her comment.

 "I need to know if you are skilled in assisting in repairs." Shemlar smiled, then said,

 "I'd love to help with repairs, but Dr. Aspend has assigned me to help out with the triage centers, since I used to help our doctor, on board several ships. You see-"

 "Yes yes," Saber cut her short, "But without structural integrity, we will have no people to take care of, now will we?" Shemlar hesitated,

 "No, I guess not. Let me go ask the docto-"

 "The doctor answers to my orders, and I order you to help out with the repairs, as it is needed more so then what you are doing right now." Saber said, as he turned on his heels and walked towards the turbo lift. Shemlar frowned, but followed the Captain to the turbo lift. 

 "Bridge." Saber ordered. Shemlar stood next to Saber, quietly waiting for the turbo lift to reach the bridge. 

<Bridge>

Saber stepped out of the Turbo lift, followed by Shemlar. Saber walked over to his command chair, and sat down, while saying, 

 "Commander, what needs the most repair?" Braxton looked at his console, then replied,

 "Engineering."

 "Then send another repair team there, accompanied by Shemlar."

 "Sir?" Braxton asked quizzically.

 "The android has some repair knowledge, and we need that right now."

 "Aye Sir." Braxton nodded at Shemlar, then pressed a button to tell the repair team where to go. Shemlar walked into the turbo lift, and said,

 "Engineering." The doors slid shut around her, and the lift whirred to life.

Alone in the turbo lift, Shemlar frowned.

 "Captain Saber sure is cranky. But, why did he say, 'The android' instead of 'she'?" She would definitely have to ask around about this. It greatly disturbed her. She shook it off, and stood waiting for the turbo lift to cease it's movement.

=========

END

<U.S.S. Regional, Main Bridge, 7:00hours>

The turbolift now approaching the engineering deck, came to a stop. Shemlar walked out while watching repair crews hard at work to restore structural integrity. The Chief Engineer was holding a hypo spanner in one hand and a PADD in the other. Noticing a dark shadow the Chief Engineer looked up.

 "Yes, can I help you?"

 "Captain Saber has ordered me here to assist in repairs to the structural integrity field." Looking around with hesitation, the Chief Engineer sees and ensign and a crewman working on badly damaged power conduit. "Ensign, allow our friend here to assist you in those repairs." 

"Thank you Chief." smiling to the Chief Engineer at the same moment the Chief Engineer looked back with suspicious eyes.

<Bridge>

"Loyst to Bridge, we have repaired several conduits, but..." A huge explosion broke out the bulk head and slammed into the opposite bulk head. 

"Loyst Report." barked Saber. 

"We are all right sir, but that last explosion completely totaled this deck." 

"Loyst this Commander Braxton, evacuate that deck and inform main engineering to divert remaining power to life support systems as well as emergency force-fields until partial power can be diverted to structural integrity." 

"Aye sir, Loyst out."

"Captain incoming message from the tow ship, they will be here in less than five hours sir." reported Cains.

"Grand, Commander, Number One the bridge is yours I'll be in my ready room." Commander Braxton sat down into the Captain's chair inputting controls to bring up the hour by hour status reports from all repair crews.

<Ready Room>

"Computer, one ice cold Coca-Cola beverage." Saber spoke into the replicator. After his beverage appeared, Captain Saber sat down and began looking over reports, he sat back and tapped his comm badge, "Commander Braxton report to my ready room."

"Aye sir, Cains you have the bridge." Commander Braxton stand in front of the door and waited for the door chime to sound. Saber placing his glass down now heard the chime,

"Come."

"You sent for me sir?" replied Braxton. 

"Yes I did Number One, lets have a talk its been awhile, would you care for something drink or eat perhaps?" At first Commander Braxton was going to say no, but he had forgotten the peach pie he always loved. 

"A slice of peach pie, please." Captain Saber nodded punching in controls. After the peach pie appeared and Saber handed it to Braxton then sat down himself Saber spoke 

"How are the repairs coming along?"

"Well sir, Engineering reports we should be up to towing power before the tow ships arrive." replied Braxton.

"Very good, Commander." Captain Saber paused as Braxton looked at him, 

"Sir are you all right?" 

"Hmm, yes Number One. I was thinking about when I first was given command of this ship... She was a sight for sore eyes, fresh out of dry dock. The overhead lights shinned on the hull, and I thought to myself, that this ship was no ordinary ship, it is a ship of destiny and purpose." Braxton nodded at this, then said,

"I must admit sir when I first heard that I was going to be posted here as First Officer, I was excited to be serving on such a wondrous vessel and under one of the finest Captain's in the fleet." Saber smiled then spoke 

"I..."

 "Captain, the tow ship is now within visual range, but still is two hours away." Heather's voice came over the comm.

 "Acknowledged, we are on our way Saber Out."

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Vice Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

<U.S.S. Regional>

Loyst's Comm Badge beeped. He looked up and pressed his Comm Badge lightly. He began to speak:

"Loyst here" 

"This is Saber, Please return to the Bridge!"

"Erm.. sir?" Loyst questioned

"Now!" Saber said strongly

"On my way." 

Loyst stood up, and Entered a Turbo Lift. 

"Computer, Deck 1!" Loyst said

The Computer beeped, and moments later the doors opened- reveling the Bridge. Loyst walked in. He approached the 2nd Officer's chair, and took a seat.

"Sir?" Loyst said

Captain Saber looked up to Loyst. "Captain, what color Uniform are you wearing?" Saber questioned. Loyst had a strange look on his face, but spoke. 

"Red Sir..."

Loyst looked at Loyst again. "Why red?" Saber said, he continued "What does Red mean?"

"Command sir" Loyst replied.

"And why would a Command Senior Staff be fixing the Hull Breach, your a Command officer, you are supposed to be in the... Command Center, The Bridge!"

"Yes sir.. sorry sir."

"Okay... just don't let it happen again!" Saber said

"Yes sir."

====================

Captain Keegan Loyst,

Commanding Officer,

Uss. Fearless,

Astro Fleet

***************************************************

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Commanding the U.S.S. Regional

***************************************************

<U.S.S. Regional, Bridge>

Having just finished reprimanding Loyst, Saber sat down in his command chair. He watched as Loyst slowly sat in his chair. He turned to face Tactical.

 "Heather, hail the tow ship."

 "Aye Sir." The view screen filled with the image of the Tow ship's captain. Saber stood up and walked to the center of the bridge.

 "How can I help you?" The tow ship captain asked.

 "We are struggling to keep the damage from spreading, but it IS getting worse. Could you accelerate your speed any?"

 "We'll do our best. Hang in there, we'll go as fast as possible."

 "Thank you. Saber out." The view screen returned to normal, and Saber started walking to his ready room. "Commander, you have the bridge."

 "Aye Sir." Braxton replied as he moved into Saber's chair.

<Ready Room>

Saber walked over to the replicator, and pressed a button.

 "Cold, Coca Cola, Earth 21st century beverage." The replicator created the drink, and then made a bleeping noise.

 "You're welcome."

 "Oh yes… you. Ah, Thank you. Do me a favor," Saber took a sip, then continued, "let's shorten the name of my cola, shall we?"

 "Oh, most certainly." The computer said, "How about, Coca cola." He gave a short nod in agreement.

 "That'll work." Saber walked over to his desk, and sat down. He turned on his terminal, and started looking over the damage reports, and reruns of the battle. Saber watched as a transphasic torpedoe struck the Regional. Saber winced in remembrance, and then he said to himself,

 "I wonder where the Breen got those torps… The Regional is the first to be outfitted with them, after the tech was brought back from the Voyag-"

 "Perhaps we weren't the only ones who brought back the tech."

 "Good idea." Saber stopped, then looked up. "Why must you do that?"

 "Do what? All I do is answer and give suggestions."

 "Well, yes," Saber shrugged, "But I am used to a quiet place to think, a place where I'm not interrupted." 

 "Oh…" The computer's voice dropped down several octaves in disappointment. "I'm sorry. I didn't know that I was bothering you." 

 "No, it's not that, you're not bothering me. I'll get used to it, don't worry."

 "Ah, good. I did not like being quiet for so long earlier, and those games were getting boring!" Saber smiled, and rolled his eyes. 

 "Well, perhaps you could do something for me?"

 "Oh, what?" The computer's voice got noticeable higher in excitement.

 "Well, when we were having that little brouhaha with the Breen, we intercepted and recorded several coded transmissions, sent to some location in the Beta quadrant. It is so coded, that our linguist can't figure it out. Perhaps you'd like to try it out? Since you are now capable of intelligent thought, you'd be able to reason and hypothesize."

 "Thank you. I'd love to try it out!" Saber nodded and smiled, and brought op the code on his terminal. He watched as the computer tried to sort out the symbols. Saber noticed that one of the symbols was now a letter. He watched as several other symbols were deciphered.

 "I'm having a hard time doing this… It'll be awhile before I'm finished."

 "You're doing a good job." Saber encouraged. He changed the screen, and continued reviewing the damage reports. 

 "Oh, sir," The computer started, "Braxton is about to-"

 "Braxton to Saber."

 "See." The computer said. Saber smiled, then tapped his commbadge opening a link between his badge and Braxton's badge.

 "Saber here, go ahead."

 "Sir, the tow ship has arrived."

 "I'm on my way." Saber said as he stood up and walked towards the door. "Computer, continue with that decoding… Please."

 "Certainly Sir!" Saber smiled as he walked onto the bridge. He sat down in his command chair and turned towards the view screen. 

 "Heather, Hail them." 

 "Aye Sir." The view screen filled with the face of the captain again. Saber smiled, then said.

 "We are more then ready to get out of here. We have a go as soon as you're ready."

 "Acknowledged." The tow ship captain said. "Good job on wasting those Breen."

 "Well, that small battle was almost fatal." Saber said while shrugging his shoulders.

 "So I see. We'll begin immediately." 

 "Understood. Saber out." The view screen returned to the view of the tow ship. The ship fired a tractor beam from it's front, and it locked on to the Regional. 

==========

END

<U.S.S. Regional, Main Bridge, Captain's Ready Room, 8:20hours>

The U.S.S. Regional now in tow heading back to Starbase, with hull breaches and surges coming from its outer hull. "Helm cut engine power, the wake of the impulse drive will carry us along with the tractor beam." ordered Commander Braxton as he arose from the Captain's command chair. "Braxton to Engineering take all non-essential systems off line and divert power to mooring beams struts and docking clamps, we will need them when we enter the Starbase perimeter." finished Commander Braxton as he sat back down in his chair.

Commander Braxton feeling uneasy, he had lost a cousin he had hoped one day to see again and talk to, but he knew that was not going to happen. "Helm ETA to Starbase." Commander Braxton spoke. " Pressing in controls and turning to Braxton "Approximately 30 minutes, sir." Captain Saber began to fold his hands and continued to think hard as to how the Breen got a hold of transphasic torpedoes.

"Captain Saber, by using a new acorythem, the all symbols have been decoded and are standing by." announced the computer. "Excellent Number One you are with me, Loyst you have the bridge." "Aye sir." Loyst nodded in acknowledgment and sat down into the captain's chair.

Both Saber and Braxton entered the ready room and sat down to face the monitor, Captain Saber pressed the black control in front of him. Within seconds the symbols appeared as Saber and Braxton looked closely. "What do you make of these Commander." asked Captain Saber. 

"These look like coordinates of some sort." Braxton spoke then continued "These set of coordinates are deep within an abandoned system not to far from what used to be a Cardassian border." "Agreed, Number One, but look here at the subspace reading within the range of those coordinates, these readings are off the scale." "Computer run a spectral analysis on those coordinates and report." demanded Saber.

Multiple ringing sounds came from above as the computer began to speak "The scanned coordinates indicate a spatial rift forming." "Number One, any ideas." said Saber. Commander Braxton got up from his seat and turned to Captain Saber, "The Breen have been trying to strike at the federation for years, they know that they do not

have the resources to take on a huge force from Starfleet." Braxton paused for a moment as Saber looked on, "Sir it is possible the Breen could be using this rift as gateway of some sort." replied Braxton.

"Hold on a min, the subspace quantum signature does not match the one in this time frame, it seems that the Breen are getting help from the future that is how they got their transphasic torpedoes." spoke Saber as he stood next to Commander Braxton.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Vice Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

***************************************************

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Commanding the U.S.S. Regional

***************************************************

<U.S.S. Regional, Bridge>

Saber and the rest of the bridge crew walked out onto the bridge.  They all sat down in their appropriate chairs. Saber turned to face tactical, and said, 

 "Damage report, and let me know each time something gets worse."

 "Aye Sir. Report being sent to your console." 

 "Thank you." Saber tapped a button on his console, and started to read. "Did the Breen really mutilate us this badly? " He wondered to himself. He finished reading the report, then stood up.

 "Braxton, you have the Conn." Saber said while he stood and walked into his ready room.

<Ready Room>

Saber walked over to his replicator, and decided that he was hungry. He thought about what to eat, trying to balance several items of choice taste in his mind. He tried to choose, but he couldn't. He decided to for-go the hunger, and just have a drink instead.

 "Ice-cold Coca Cola."

 "Certainly Sir!" The computer responded. The replicator produced a cup filled with bubbling soda. Saber grasped the cup, and took a sip. 

 "Thank you." He said as he turned and walked over to his deck, then sat down.

 "Quite welcome, Sir." Saber nodded, then pressed a button on his terminal. It displayed a top view of the galaxy.  He pressed another button, and the map zoomed in on one area, and Saber could see the rift that the Breen had been using.

 "But if it was just a pirate Breen, then why would it have spent all that energy and time to construct that rift?" Saber pondered, then though, "But what if it wasn't 'Just' a pirate… What if all Breen vessels have access to that rift? That would mean-" Saber stopped. He had just realized that with this new rift, that all of the Breen ships could get upgrades from the future. He did not even want to think about that. He thought about the idea that Lieutenant Loyst had come up with. If we could get just one ship close enough to emit a warp pulse directed at the heart of the rift, we could close it. But what is to keep the Breen from doing it again?  Saber shook his head. He pressed a button to send a hail to Star Fleet.

 "Starfleet Command, this is Captain Saber of the U.S.S. Regional, enroute to Starbase. During our defense against the Breen vessel, we intercepted transmissions containing the coordinates to a subspace rift that leads to the future… Near Breen space. We have reason to believe that the Breen are getting technology from the future, and outfitting it on their vessels. I am attaching the battle report and camera captures to this message.  Captain Saber, out." Saber pressed a button, closing the link.

 "Very official sir!" The computer complimented. 

 "Thank you." Saber said, while rubbing his forehead with his hand. He was tired. He hadn't slept in quite some time. How long, he couldn't remember. He walked over to the smaller bed that was in the corner of the ready room, behind doors. He laid down on it, and set his commbadge to 'loud' so that it would wake him up if he fell asleep.

=============

END

<U.S.S. Regional, Main Bridge, 9:20hours>

The U.S.S. Regional gliding along with the tow ship at warp closing in on the Starbase. Captain Saber was restless he continued to turn and turn due to the constant imagery of the previous battle, and dreaming as to what might happend to Starfleet if the crew of the Regional could not get to that rift and seal the entrance of the rift.

Commander Braxton looking into the depths of space, his eyes filled with dispisement against the people who killed his cousin and the very same people who murdered his fellow Starfleet officers. "'Helm, ETA to Starbase perimeter." Braxton said.

"Exactly thirty minutes to Starbase perimeter, sir." 

"Cains, inform Starbase control of our ETA and request that they have emergency trauma teams standing by just in case." Braxton ordered. Cains nodded in acknowledgment. Braxton gets up from the Captain's chair, and touches the wall opposite his command chair as Cains approached him with a PADD.

"Commander here is the status report on the ship's inventory as well as power consumption." spoke Cains as she observed a silent Braxton. "Is there anything wrong, sir?" she asked. Commander Braxton looked to her and answered 

"No nothing at all, Commander thank you for asking that will be all." Braxton took the PADD from Cains and sat back down into the Captain's chair.

Captain Saber now waking up in a cold sweat, wiping his forehead slowly and now hearing a loud bleep from his desk terminal. Getting up and moving to his chair, Saber sat down and tapped the black control in front of him.

"Admiral So' var, how are you?" asked Captain Saber.

"Greetings Captain Saber, we have received your transmission and I am informing you that we have agreed with your assessment of the situation, and Starfleet Command has drawn up a plan to eliminate this rift which Starfleet believes could pose a potential threat to the entire federation." spoke Admiral So ' var. "You and your crew will first be debriefed then briefed about Starfleet's plan upon your return to Starbase, So 'Var out." The screen in front of Saber immediately faded to black with the Starfleet Command Logo on it. Commander Braxton along with Loyst and Cains were reviewing reports. 

"Commander Braxton we are now entering Starbase perimeter."

"Acknowledged, Ensign." spoke Braxton returned to their positions. "Captain, we have arrived at the Starbase perimeter."

"Grand, Commander I am on my way, Saber out." Taking a deep breath of air, Saber arose from his chair and walked out of his ready room. "Report, Number One." he demanded.

"Now in Starbase perimeter sir, Starbase control has signaled they are ready to receive us." Commander Braxton spoke turning his attention back to the view screen.

"Very well open a channel, Cains." 

"Channel open sir." replied Cains. 

"Starbase Control this is the U.S.S. Regional ready for docking maneuvers." Saber said as he sat down in to his command chair. 

"U.S.S. Regional you are cleared for docking at docking port Gamma 9." 

"Acknowledged, Starbase control, Regional out."

"Helm take us in." ordered Captain Saber.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Vice Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

***************************************************

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Commanding the U.S.S. Regional

***************************************************

<U.S.S. Regional, Bridge>

Saber sat in his chair, watching the Starbase get closer. The Regional was limping to the dock, with what little power she had left. Saber felt saddened, when he realized that to the crew of the Regional, this Starbase, will be their home until the Regional is repaired. Unless, of course, they go and visit family. The bridge crew felt a slight shudder when the docking clamps clamped down on the outer hull of the Regional.

 "Docking procedures complete, Captain."

 "Very good." Saber then pressed a button, to put his voice over the comm. "This is the Captain speaking. You are all from here on out, assigned shore-leave until stated otherwise. Enjoy yourselves." Saber let go of the button and turned to face Braxton.

 "Good work commander."

 "Sir?" Braxton asked.

 "When we were trying to get back home. You did an exceptional job with handling all the repairs, and all."

 "Ah, thank you Sir." Braxton smiled. Saber returned the smile, then stood and walked to the turbo lift. 

 "I don't think I need to give you the Conn." Saber joked. Braxton smiled. The turbo lift doors hissed as they whisked open. Saber stepped inside. 

 "Docking portal." Saber ordered. The lift whirred to life, as it zoomed off towards it's destination.

=========

END

<U.S.S. Regional, Main Bridge, Starbase, 9:45hours>

Captain Saber passed through the starbase docking port doors, seeing the many of its personel quickly walking into the Regional with medical kits and bulkhead plating to seal the hull breaches from the battle with the pirate Breen ship. Saber continued on to Admiral So' Var's office for a debriefing.

On the Regional, Commander Braxton took a stroll around the bridge to inspect the work of the teams sent over by starbase control. Commander Braxton noticed Loyst sitting in his seat staring into the main viewer and straight into the opposite window showng the huge corridor filled with people going to and from, "Loyst, they are going to need a hand in sickbay organizing the ship evacuation of personel here in sickbay." replied Braxton.

"'Aye, sir I am on my way." said Loyst as he entered the turbo lilft and headed for sickbay. Dr.Aspend was treating multiple crew personel as Loyst walks in, "Doctor, Commander Braxton has sent me here to assist you in the evacuation of the personel here in sickbay." "I see, well then you can start by giving the medical teams a hand with those crewmen there they have muscle bone fractures and plasma burns." Dr. Aspend finshed as she pointed in the direction of the medical teams.

Nearing the office of Admiral So' Var, Captain Saber took a long distant look down the corridor at the opening hatch to the Regional and smiled. The doors to the Admiral's office whisked open and there a properly sat vulcan appeared. "Captain Saber please come and sit down." spoke the Admiral.

Captain Saber sat down and Admiral So' Var began the debriefing. Commander Braxton walked to Cains and spoke, "Status Report." "All personel have left the ship except the teams from the starbase, you and I are the only ones left." replied Cains. "Very well, Computer, deactivate all command functions during repair procedures authorization Braxton Delta 159."

"Acknowledged, all systems are now offline." the computer responded. The lights on the bridge and all over the ship had dimmed all at once with semi lit computer console showing the words STAND BY. "All right Cains it just us, shall we go?" spoke Commander Braxton as he waived his hand towards the turbolift. Cains smiled as she walked to Commander Braxton.

They both took a hard look around the now dimmed bridge and entered the turbolift.

====================

Respectfully Submitted,

Vice Admiral John Braxton

Executive Officer

U.S.S. Regional

*************************************************

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Commanding the U.S.S. Regional

*************************************************

<Star Base Corridor, 5 minutes later>

Braxton and Saber walked side by side down the corridors, in silence. Saber was deep in thought when,

 "Sir, will we be reassigned to a new vessel?" Braxton asked. Saber smiled, then answered.

 "Yes, I believe so. I hear that there are two choices. We have the choice between a Ronin class, or a Soveriegn class."

 "Ah, that is interesting."

 "What is?" Saber asked.

 "Well sir, we were given the choice between the Galaxy class, and the Nebula class when we first chose our ship, and the Nebula is a compact version of the Galaxy. Now, we face the choice of a Soveriegn, or the compact version of it. The Ronin." Saber smiled at this, and chuckled.

 "Yes, that is interesting." They walked on in silence for a moment more, then Braxton asked, 

 "Sir, what of the Breen? They attacked us. Should we not attack them back?" Saber thought a moment, then replied,

 "Well, I were told by Admiral So'var that the Breen would be taken care of, by a special team of ships."

 "Yes sir, but I feel that we should take part in the retaliation."

 "Yes, as do I, but we have no control over where we are assigned, now do we?"

 "True. I still think that we should be part of that though..."

 "Agreed. We might get there someday to see how things are going." Saber winked at Braxton. Braxton gave a knowing smile, as they both turned down a corridor. A door slid open, and they walked inside. Inside, the starbase's lounge, was rather quiet. At one particularly large table, sat the Officers of the Regional. They all stood as Braxton and Saber sat down. Saber motioned for them to all sit back down. He then picked up the drink that was at his spot, and raised it up.

 "A toast. To the crew of the Regional! May we forever fly together!" 

 "To the Crew!" Everyone chimed in. They all took a sip, then placed their cups back down on the table. Saber looked at each of the crew. He had only known them for a short while, but they should all stay together on the new ship. His eyes rested upon Loyst. Loyst looked uncomfortable.

 "Loyst, what is wrong?"

 "Well sir..." Loyst hesitated for a moment, then continued, "I am being reassigned."

 "What?" Braxton asked, surprised.

 "Why?" Saber asked.

 "I was qualified, and they needed me, so I am going to be reassigned to the U.S.S. Fearless."

 "Perhaps we'll bump into you later, or something." Saber said optomistically.

 "I hope so..." Loyst replied. There was a pause as the news of Loyst's reassignment sunk in.

 "All I know is that in the short time that I have been with this crew, I've seen people working together, and I've seen people helping one another, more so, then on the previous 8 ships I served upon. I hope that I can stay with you all for a long time." Shemlar announced.

 "As do I." Lieutenant Lugia agreed. Everyone around the table nodded their heads. We see the whole crew start talking with each other, about the new life ahead, about the times that they will have together. Except one... Loyst, is quietly sitting alone, watching everyone talk.

=========

END

<Star Base Lounge, 11:57am>

Lugia sat in the lounge with the rest of the Regional crew. She slowly sipped her drink and looked around the table. She had only been on the ship for a few months, but already the crew felt like her family. Lugia got up an hoisted the bag with her few belongings over her shoulder. She finished her drink then exited the lounge. 

Lugia walked over to the entrance to the docking bay. Looking through one of the windows, she saw the Regional.

" I'm going to miss her so much. She was a good ship..." Lugia said solemnly.

====================

How do you know we exsist?

Maybe we don't....

***************************************************

Fleet Admiral Shadow Saber, Commanding the U.S.S. Regional

***************************************************

<Star Base, 8:00pm>

The officers of the Regional were walking down the corridor, leading to the observation room, where the ceremony for decommissioning the Regional was to be held. Saber led the group, followed by Braxton, then Loyst. Everyone was silent, all lost in their own thoughts. They all slowed collectively, then stopped in front of the door. Saber pressed a button, and the door slid open. They al stepped inside, and sat down in  several rows of chairs, facing a view screen. Saber walked up to a podium in front of them all. In the back of the room, sat a few of the Star Base's officials. Admiral So'var was one of the officers sitting in the back. Saber sucked in a deep breath, and looked down at the podium's surface. He looked at the words that were glowing a iridescent green, waiting for him to start talking. He looked at his crew, then he glanced briefly at the image of the Regional, still hanging together, in the Starbase. Saber then looked down at his prearranged script once more. 

 "The Regional was a new, refitted version of the Nebula class. We served on only 6 missions, but we did our best to complete each one, with above average performance each time. I have some good news, however. We are all to be assigned to a new star ship, a Ronin class." The crew all looked surprised.

 "Yes, the Ronin." Saber continued, "It is one of the newest classes, and it should serve us well. I believe that we were destroyed by the Breen, because we had an outdated vessel. With the Ronin class, we should be able to perform even better in our missions, fight stronger enemies, and go deeper into space. But, we will all miss the comfortable aura of the Nebula class. The Regional served us well, and it is a shame to see her go so young." Saber paused, and spoke sadly, "And we see her go today, having held together for us long enough, to keep us alive. She served us rather well. Let us hope, that the crew of the Regional, will forever explore space, protect the unprotected, bring peace to hostile worlds, bring hope to the hopeless, and most of all, forge alliances with new alien races, and help benefit humanity. " Saber then turned around, and faced the viewing screen. He then pressed his commbadge, and murmured; "Go ahead." The crew watched as several worker bees zoomed towards the Regional's remaining hull. The worker bees fired off a few tractor bees, and started disassembling the Regional. The crew all looked at the viewing screen, all sadly silent. 

<Star Base, Temporary Quarters, 10:00pm>

Saber sat down on the bed in the quarters that become his, until they were reassigned. He sighed a deep sigh of sadness. True, the Regional was alive but for a short while, but he had grown attached to it. He realized, that the Regional was more of a comfort piece then anything else. After the Hampton had been destroyed, he HAD to do something, and that something just happened to be commanding the Regional. Saber looked out the window of the Star base, at the strangely still stars. He was used to seeing them move be, like streams of rain. Here, they just looked like glittering dots, floating in space. Saber reached over to the desk by the bed, and picked up a small data disk. He smiled, and reminded himself mentally to remember to install "AI-x1", as he called it, once they arrived onboard their new ship. He then placed the disk back down on the desk, and lied down, staring up at the ceiling.

=============

That was the END of Episode 6: Horizons!

