Prologue


A boy walks down the road to the store. He looks in the windows of all the homes and businesses that he passes. He stops in front of one, and waves inside. He opens the door and enters, and is greeted by the baker behind the counter, and by his Uncle Mark. Mark is in the military, he flies a starship. The boy runs up to his uncle and they exchange “hellos” and the boy tells his uncle how his grades are. Mark inturrupts to talk to the baker, and then looks back at his nephew. He can tell something is on the child’s mind.


“What’s on your mind, Tom?” Mark asks. The boy looks down at his feet and then hops up to a stool by the counter. The baker delivers a small glass of soda, even though the boys mother told the baker not to do so. The soda is welcomed with a smile and the boy sips some. Mark sits down next to him and says, “What’s wrong, you can’t tell your uncle Mark? Some of the kids at school harassing you? Well you tell them that if they don’t leave you alone, your Uncle Mark is going to blow up their house.” Mark laughs, but quiets down when the boy doesn’t laugh.


“Uncle Mark, what does the word Svaxian mean?” the boy asks sheepishly. He doesn’t want to get shunned as he was by his teacher earlier in the day.


His uncle Mark is all to familiar with the word, and runs his hand through his thinning hair before saying, “Well, it means a few things. Strictly speaking, it means ‘Trator’ or ‘Changer’...” he then trails off.


“That’s what the computer said, but that’s not what they mean on the newsnets.” the boy moans. “My teacher made me sit in time out for asking that question.” he then comments. He hopes his uncle can do something to the teacher, but knew he won’t. Even as young as he is, the boy understands that the military controls everything. What he doesn’t understand was why he gets in trouble for saying the word that all the adults can say.


“Well, she shouldn’t have gone that far, but its good that she got her point across. You do know what her point is, don’t you?” Mark asked.


“Yes, that I shouldn’t say that word. But uncle Mark-” the boy starts to say, but his uncle cuts him off.


“That’s not all it means...” The baker says with an upset look on his face. Mark looks at the baker, and the backer turns around and goes back to his baking.


Mark looks down at the boy, and says, “It is also the name chosen by some very bad people.“ Mark says.

Fractual

Chapter 1


Captain Beatte looked at the shattered remnants of the bridge of the Charger, and was again reminded of the despair felt by all of humanity. The Svax had cost them deeply, and wounded them badly as a species, and now, faced with the chance for revenge, Mark Beatte was powerless to seize it.


“I want all available power diverted to force fields, including as much life support as possible. He barked, knowing the costs were still adding up. “Bring us to within fifteen-hundred yards of that Svaxian destroyer, helm, then split off for the escape route to cover the transports. Get me engineering on the line, as well.” Beatte said. “I may be down, but I’m not out” he thought silently to himself.


Karen was lost, she knew where she was, and where she was going, but somehow it didn’t seem important anymore.


“Mrs Lewis-Beatte, we have no time, your husb- I mean the captain ordered all civilians taken to the transport ships A.S.A.P., including you ma’am.” The ensign said. Rather nervously, Karen noted.

“I’m sorry, but I must see my husband first.” She was not about to be kept away from Mark by this child, he must be what, eighteen, nineteen years old? Not much younger than her brother, who off piloting one of the transport ships.


“I’m sorry, I can’t let you do th-” The ensign didn’t have time to finish his sentence between the weapons blast crippling the ship, and Mrs. Beatte’s knee crippling his manhood as she started running down the corridor.


All she could think about was seeing Mark as the Charger ducked and wove through space among countless Svaxian fighters and numerous Capital ships, punctured by intermittent human destroyers, transports, and the occasional fighter who’s pilot happened to be both skilled and extremely lucky.


Beatte got up as soon as he realized he had been thrown to the deck. “Report!” he demanded as soon as he got his breath back.


Bill Tawkins, Beatte’s second in command, got untangled from what was left of the star map. “Force shield generators seven and twelve are down, and the Fractual Drive is temporarily offline.”


“Not that we were gonna get a chance to use the damned thing anyway.” Corporal Jeremy , the Charger’s head pilot remarked bleakly.


“Stay that tone Corporal. Lieutenant Dawsin, have any of the Russian warships made it?” Beatte asked.


“Just one sir, the Leningrad. The Tolstoy and the Minsk are foundering, the Tolstoy with no engines, and the Minsk has lost all power. The Cossack has lost all weapons, and is setting a collision course with the Svaxian flagship.”


Beatte took this in while setting a new course for Corporal Jeremy. “Nick, I’m sending you the new course data. Dawsin, give the Cossack our regards, and inform them that they will be remembered, if there’s anyone left to remember. Put me through to the Leningrad. I want to talk to Captain Vulkavitch.” Beatte said, as he tried desperately to form some kind of plan in his head.


Dawsin, shaken but alive, was already working on it. Tawkins walked over to Beatte. “What do you have in mind, Mark?” He asked quietly.


“Isaac is the last of the Russians, and he knows it. His country’s transports are too far behind the main fleet of human warships to survive.” Beatte replied.


“Its coming in now, Captain.” Tony Dawsin said.


“Thank you Mr Dawsin, put him on the holo.” Beatte said aloud, then to Tawkins, “I save his ass, he protects our transports, simple.” Before Tawkins could respond, a hologram of the bloodied Russian Captain appeared. “Hell of a battle, eh comrade?” Beatte said.


“Yes my old friend. I’m afraid a little worse for us than Usual. This being so, I readily accept your offer.” The sly ruskie responded.


“We haven’t made one yet.” Beatte said.


Vulkavitch was in a hurry, “I’m afraid I have little time for political bullshit, comrade. What do you propose?” He said.


“We save your ass, you protect our transports while the Charger stays behind to buy you guys some escape time.” Beatte said, knowing his crew would rather know beforehand that they were going to die.


“With your lives, such a high price. Perhaps there is some Russian in you after all, my old friends.”Vulkavitch said with a saddened smile.


“Only the vodka, comrade. Only the vodka. Assume the lead of Delta pattern, we’ll cover as we can.” Beatte said while his orders were relayed to the Pennsylvania, the Enterprise, and the Clinton.


“Goodbye, my old friends, and godspeed.” The Russian said with a tear running down his blood and dirt streaked face.


“See you on the other side, comrade, one way or the other.” Beatte said as he switched off the display and gave the order that would eventually cost his crew their lives, and save countless others. Including his wife’s.


Karen burst out onto the bridge, her head bleeding her blond hair read. “Mark!” she cried, ashamed at how cliche it was.


“Karen?!” he said, rushing to her and embracing her as his ship fell apart around him. “Karen, what are you doing here?” he asked.


“I had to see you, to know that you’re alright.” she said between sobs, ashamed even further, since she almost never cried.


“I’m fine, but you need to go, we’re going to need all of our available power from life support to escape.” Beatte said, knowing his lies would cause less pain than the truth, even though the pain of the lie was enough to make a man break down.


“Then you’re going to make it?” she said.


“Yes, I’m going to be fine, but you’ve got to go before its too late, I don’t want you getting hurt.” Beatte said to her, then turned to Tawkins, “Get her to a shuttle and make sure she is on her way to a transport. Tawkins had been Beatte’s best man not eighteen months before. An eternity it seemed to Tawkins now.


“Aye sir.” Tawkins said as he and Karen began running to the shuttlebay. 


“I love you!” she cried.


“I will see you again!” he lied.


As Karen got on the transport shuttle, she called out to Tawkins. “Bill, what’s going on ? Please, don’t lie to me.” she pleaded.


“Oh god, Karen, he loves you, he really does.” was all that he could say.


“You’re not going to make it, are you?” she asked, even though she knew the answer before she asked the first question.


“Sir, we’ve got to launch now or never!” the pilot said before Tawkins could explain everything to Karen.


“You go, Karen. He loves you, as do I, as do we all, remember that.” he said.


She was persistent, “Bill, wait, tell mark that I’m-” she couldn’t finish due to a shower of sparks and debris from the ceiling of the shuttlebay, as all three fell to their feet. Only two got up.


Tawkins rushed over to the young pilot, the last one on the ship aside from Corporal Jeremy and himself. “Are you OK Karen?” he asked almost immediately.


“Yeah, I’m fine, how’s McGuire?” she replied.


“Dead” was all he said as he reached for his comm. “Captain Beatte, come in please.”


“Is she away? Because the Russians are getting pounded out there.” Beatte’s voice said.


“Mark, Sean McGuire’s dead, and we’re out of pilots.” Bill said.


“For what seemed like an eternity, Beatte didn’t respond, until finally, “Bill, get her out of here, get to the nearest transport and don’t you dare look back, that’s an order.”


Before he could finish, Karen began crying out. “No, Mark, I want to stay with you, I want to stay and die with you! Please don’t do this, please -” She cried over and over.


“Bill, please, go now, while we can still cover-” Beatte continued, not knowing Tawkins had sealed the shuttle and prepped it for launch as Karen sat crying in the navigators chair.

Chapter 2

Jonathan Lewis gasped as one of the fighters assigned to protect him burst into a beautiful bouquet of orange fire and grey steel, highlighted by the red of blood from the former pilot. Shaking the image, he called out to his copilot, “Adjust force field ratio forward 5%, divert 10% of auxiliary power to the aft weapons.” he said, hoping that there was enough energy to go around.


“Got it, we’ve got a new wave of enemy fighters coming in from the port quarter, aft section, 20 degree elevation.” Max said, all the while wondering how in the hell they were going to get out of this situation.


“There’s no way in hell that we’re gonna get out of this one with our skins intact.” Jon commented. In the back of his mind, he kept going through all the maneuvers he knew and kept trying to think up new ones. Jon wasn’t a combat pilot, and a transport this size was certainly not suited for the kind of maneuvering he was originally trained for in the domestic defense force. “How far are we from the Sun?” he said, starting to formulate some kind of plan. If they could only get to the other side of the sun...


“We’re still 8 minutes away at current speed, and the number 5 engine is failing on us.” Sam answered. All Sam could wonder was why Jon was so interested in the Sun at a time like this. We’ve got another Svaxian destroyer coming in bearing 271 degrees lat, negative 21 elevation, they’re headed right at us, speed 1200 kph and rising.” he shouted. They were dead, it was that simple, and Sam was happy. “At least now,” he thought, “I won’t have to worry about any more damned ships coming at us.” Sam frowned. Some way for a man on whom 50,000 people’s lives depended to think.


“Alter course, 28 degrees starboard, engines to max, full power to forward shields, reserve power, and spare life-support power to aft shields and weapons.” Jon started formulating a plan. The Fractual drive was already charged, now all they needed was to be clear of the fighters.


“Ummm, Jon,” Max started to say. “You do realize that heading takes us directly into the Sun, don’t you?” Max knew that Jon knew, he just wanted to make sure he wasn’t daydreaming, and wouldn’t put it past him either.


“I know that, Max, and so do the Svaxian. With any luck, they’ll think that we’re dead. If we’re out of luck, they’ll burn up before we get a chance to.” Jon replied.


Max grunted, paused a minute, then with much sarcasm, said “Great, I always wanted a 1 way ticket to hell.” and then set a dead on course for that overgrown ball of gas in the center of what used to be the Human solar system.


Karen managed to stop crying long enough to realize which transport they were headed for. “You mean I’m going to get to see Jon before I die?” she said through her sobs.


“It was the least I could do. Besides that, its the only transport we can get to without going through one Svaxian line or another. You’re not complaining are you?” Tawkins said with a smirk while hoping to lighten the mood in the shuttle.


“Who, me? Complain? Never!” She managed to say with a chuckle. “Hey,” she thought, “if I’m gonna die, I might as well die with a smile on my face!” It made her feel better, somewhat.


Tawkins maneuvered the small shuttle through countless lines of fire and wreaked fighters. Realizing they had been spotted by a Svaxian fighter, he decided to try something different, “They’re onto the fact that we’re way out in the open, hang on.” He said as he tucked the fighter into a sharp dive, a barrel roll, and took it through a wreaked Chinese cruiser, all the while hoping not to run into any unfortunate person trapped in the void of death and ice the war was currently being waged in.


“Is this the safest idea?” Karen muttered, trying not to scream or puke, which ever impulse happened to be strongest at any given moment. “I mean, isn’t there another way we can go?” She asked.


“Not in one piece there’s not.” Tawkins admitted. “Just hang on, we’ll be to the Brunidedt  soon enough.” He reassured her, while not saying what he really though... I hope.


Jon loved his job pretty much every time he got a chance to fly. Today, however tragic it was, turned out to be no different. “Reroute life support from deck 10 to the aft shields, I’m about to reverse thrust, alert the gunners.” he told his co-pilots.


“Johnny, we lost 2 more of our fighter screen, there’s 5 Svaxian fighters coming in from the left.” Max shouted. This was not his idea of a nice trip around the Solar System.


“Damn, status of the Fractual Drive?” Lewis asked.


“Not good, if we fire it up now, there’s no telling where we’d end up.” Sam said. “Jon, the Charger is signaling.”


“On my monitor.” Jon said. “Mark, hows your fight going?” He asked his brother-in-law casually. Jon decided that if someone was dead, now wasn’t exactly the best time to get emotional.


“Could be better. You better keep a heads up, Karen and Tawkins are on their way over in a shuttle.” Mark said. What he didn’t tell Jon was that they were coming unarmed and unescorted. “Its better this way” he told himself.


“Any reason?” Jon asked, even though he knew the answer. “Or did they just feel like taking a Sunday drive in the middle of a war zone?”


“No reason, except to live. Check your port quarter sensor readouts, and let me know. Charger out” Mark said, saluting his friend, and brother-in-law with a tear in his eye. He didn’t have the heart to be honest with him, just because of the bond between them made it a moot point.


“Max, get a lock on that shuttle and plot a course, now.” Jon said, and redirected his attention to his sensor monitors for the incoming fighters. “Sam, where is the Charger now?” he then asked.


“27 degrees off our fore axis, moving to our starboard side, 16 degree elevation, 1.5 km off, moving away.” Sam said. He could only hope hopelessly that Lewis didn’t do anything stupid. “I’ve got the shuttle, she’s 200 meters off our port bow, level elevation, 12 degrees off moving in. She’s requesting permission to dock.” He reported.


Perfect, they still might be able to do something... “Get her aboard as fast as possible, and plot a course to intercept the Charger once the shuttle’s in our docking bay.” He started forming a plan, but didn’t know whether it would work or not. “Here’s to hoping” he said quietly, so quiet he never said it.


“Mark, the Brunidedt has got the shuttle, and is engaging on course.” Dawsin said. “We’ve got 3 more fighters closing on our port quarter, and that Svaxian destroyer is drifting towards us rather fast. She may have lost all weapons, but her engines are running perfectly. Captain, she’s trying to ram us.” He realized.


“Thank you Dawsin, I can see that. Jeremy, evasive action, make sure that thing doesn’t touch us, if possible. Weapons, concentrate your fire on that destroyer’s upper left quadrant, try to alter her course as much as possible. Get that fighter cover in here to take out her maneuvering thrusters, reroute auxiliary power to the main force field grid and someone tell me why the hell the Brunidedt is heading right for us?” Beatte had a way of ranting his orders when under pressure, he knew it, his crew knew it, neither complained, all accepted it.


Dawsin was the first to speak up, “Captain, I think the Brunidedt is trying to assi-” Dawsin cut himself off to read an incoming message. “Captain, critical situation in Engineering, they say the Fractual Drive is losing containment, if we don’t eject the Fractual Reactor now, we’ll lost the ship.”


“We can’t ditch the reactor, if the Svaxians pick up that core, then we’ve lost our only advantage we have over them.” Beatte thought a moment. “Is the Leningrad away yet?” He asked.


“Yes sir, the Leningrad and the Enterprise have made the Fractual jump, and the Clinton is preparing to. The Pennsylvania has lost her bridge, and the backup crew has set a course for the Polaris jumpgate, they won’t make it sir. All the Chinese ships have either made the Fractual jump or are dead in the water. The only Japanese ships to make it were the Okuna and the Yamamoto. Countless African and European ships are still in the sector, a few American and Canadian, some Middle Eastern and some South American, but they’re almost all getting picked off. The only American transport we have left is the Brunidedt and she’s right in the line of fire.” Dawsin took this all in as he read it off to the captain. He hoped to god that Beatte would know what to do.


“Nick, plot a collision course for the nearest Svaxian command ship, and engage at maximum speed. Dawsin, put me on the 1mc.” Beatte said softly, almost too soft to be heard. Everyone knew what was coming. This time, there would be no bluff.


“Course plotted and engaged, impact in one minute, twenty-two seconds.” Nick said somberly.


“You’re on captain.” Dawsin told him.


“Attention crew of the Charger, this is your captain speaking. It has been said that there is no greater honor for a soldier than to die in battle saving innocent lives. I personally feel this is a load of bullshit, but given the circumstances, I see no alternative. Our Fractual Drive is on the verge of breaching, and the last American transport is under heavy attack, and won’t survive unless we can tear some of the fighters hounding her away. I do not feel this sacrifice a vain or empty one, and I can only hope you don’t either.” Beatte paused, trying to come up with the words to bespeak his pride and agony at the same time. “I could never have asked for a braver, prouder, more capable crew than the one serving me now, and I wouldn’t want another one. I pray that in whichever afterlife you believe in, end up in, or think possible, you forgive me for throwing your lives away to save other lives. I beg of your understanding, and plead your trust that I am doing only what is necessary to preserve our way of life.” Beatte strained to hold back the sobs plaguing his throat. “For each of you, I can say only this, you all deserve the highest award that the country has to offer, and I apologize that it will have to be delivered to your loved ones instead of you. Valiant crew of the NCX Charger, I salute thee.” Beatte motioned for the 1mc to be cut off, but the motion was unnoticed, and the last seconds of life on the Charger were broadcast to the entire ship, and by chance, to the entire fleet.


“Captain, 20 seconds to impact, Fractual breach in 17 seconds.” Dawsin said quietly.


“Divert all power from every system except weapons and force shields to the engines, get us at least 2 seconds.” Beatte responded. In his minds eye, he could see his entire life flash before him. He never before believed the stories, but today, he was a believer.


“Re-computing, 12 seconds to impact, 13 seconds to Fractual breach.” Dawsin said aloud. Silently, he said his goodbyes to his mother, father, sister, brother, wife, his 2 year old daughter, and the unborn son. “Allah forgive us.” he prayed... He prayed.


“Karen, are you OK?” Jon asked without looking back. The Charger seemed to be on a collision course with a Svaxian capital ship. Mark had to be bluffing, he better be.


“What is Mark doing?” she said, ignoring her brother’s question. Bill came up beside her, his head still streaked with blood, his hair matted with it.


“He’s doing what he has to, Karen. He’s doing what he was trained to do.” He said softly. ”Jon, I recommend you prepare for Fractual flight, immediately.


“Right. Fractual jump in five.”

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


“Impact in four.” Dawsin said.

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


“Jump in three.” Jon said.

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


“Two...”


“One.” 


In an instant, the Charger seemed to dissolve, and a wave of pure energy swept over the Solar System. Every single electrical circuit was temporarily interrupted as the boundary between space, time, and existence was broken, and reconnected in infinite places in an instant, in a measure of time too short to measure. It was in this instant that the transport ship Brunidedt activated its own Fractual Drive, separating the boundaries between the same space and time at the same instant around itself. 


In that instant, the Brunidedt was everywhere, and was nowhere. It existed on all planes of existence, and it existed nowhere. In that instant, the Brunidedt became cut off from reality, from the very fabric of space. In that instant, she reappeared in exactly the same space, and exactly the same time as before she activated her Fractual Drive, but it wasn’t the same time, wasn’t the same place.. Hundreds across the ship were dead from various reasons. Internal communications was non-existent, and on the bridge, not a creature was stirring, and there were no mice.

Chapter 3

Jon awoke with a pain in his head, and his body sprawled across his console. Looking around, he tried to remember what happened. “Engineering, report.” he said into the bridge comm. After two minutes of testing and talking, he gave up and collapsed painfully into his chair. Across from him, Sam lay motionless, his head on top of his clasped hands on his own console. Max laid back in his chair, head and arms limp.


“Oh!” a feminine voice moaned. “Jon? What happened? Where are we?” she asked. Her head was covered with more blood, and her shirt was stained maroon with it. “ Check on Sam and Max.” she said without waiting for an answer while moving over to Tawkins, who was propped up against the bulkhead near the hatch. “Move that monitor so I can sit him down.” She said motioning to a sensor readout monitor that had fallen from its bolts onto the seat next to Bill.


“We need to contact engineering, find out what the hell is going on.” Jon said. He moved across the bridge trying to turn all the systems on. None of them responded. He walked over to the door. When it didn’t respond to him, he sighed and sat down in a nearby chair. “No power, I’m not sure if life support is gone too, but we’ll know soon enough.” He said.


Bill moaned as he started waking up. “What happened?” He muttered, echoing Karen’s previously unanswered query. Blood was flowing from his head in three places, two of which were new. “Last thing I remember was... oh god, Mark...”


Karen looked up sharply. “Open the blast shutters, get on those manual pumps.” she yelled as she moved to the nearest maintenance hatch, opened it and started laboring at the crank to open the blast shields covering the main windows. “Help me dammit!” she yelled.


Bill started to move, but Jon grabbed his arm, and said “Kar’, he’s gone, you do know that, right?” Jon spoke softly, but the sound still reverberated against the titanium walls of the small cabin.


“Are you going to help me or not?” Karen said. She stopped working at the hatches, spun around sharply, looked at her brother, and asked, “Well? Am I going to do this by myself, or are you going to help me?” Jon sighed, and stared at his sister for a minute.

“Fine, I see how it is.” she said, and went back to cranking the blast screen open. A moment later her brother was on the opposite side of the bridge, cranking away at the other blast screen, all the while Tawkins was attending to Sam’s apparently broken arm while Max roused himself up.


As the screens revealed the front of the ship, the five of them looked out to see what could be seen. What they saw wasn’t pretty. A large gaping hole ran straight across the two main doors of the forward shuttlebay and across its upper right flank, obviously no survivors to be found in there. Equally disturbing was the myriad of holes speckled all across the upper hull, as well as several curious blast marks. They weren’t from the battle. “Its almost as if the primary power relays had exploded.” Jon thought.


Travis shook his head, then extradited himself from the web of wires that had kept him from falling 5 decks down the reactor shaft to the bottom of the ship. He then looked around main engineering to find out who was here and whether or not they were as lucky.


“Lt. Commander Soong?” A voice called down from above Travis. It was Corporal Dwight. He was lying on one of the pipes that covered electrical wiring near the ceiling, but other than that he seemed O.K.


“Coby, I think you know the obvious question here. You alright?” Travis asked. He started looking around for a ladder or a rope or something to help get Dwight down.


“Oh I’m great sir. My head hurts in a million places, my right legs broken, I’m on a ship with no life support, and, oh yeah, I’m stuck up here seven fucking decks above the floor! Other than that though, oh yeah, I’m just peachy.” He said, somewhat emotionally.


“Hows your leg look?” Travis asked while still searching. In his mind, Travis ran through Dwight’s history of leg trauma. Broke his left leg three times, his right one once, and blew his knees out twice. After the second time, his left knee had to be replaced. Dwight and metal detectors don’t get along very well anymore.


“A pleasant mix of green, black, blue and red. Its really quite nice, you should see it.” Coby said. Travis knew that he was in pain.


“Hurts like a bitch, don’t it?” Travis said, not really asking.


“I’m being sarcastic again, aren’t I. Sorry, you know how it is.” Coby said, He shifted his weight around in the small space, an attempt in vain to get comfortable that ended up twisting his leg, rather painfully at that. “Son of a bitch!” He yelled out. “Wrong leg!” He then joked.


“Just don’t move until I get back with some help. You get me?” Travis said before starting to move off.


“Right sir, I think I’ll just hang out here then. HA!” Dwight said, trying to add some levity to the moment. Travis wept for the friend he may very likely lose soon.


“Hey Chris, run the power from those batteries over to this terminal, lets see if we can’t get it working.”


Paulos looked over. “Sorry, Laur, you say something?” He said. Chris was looking at the disarray around him, trying to figure out how it happened.


“Yeah,” Lauren Waxler said. She really couldn’t blame Chris, he was, after all, fresh out of the Academy. “I asked you to run some power from those batteries over at the power relay over to this console, see if we can’t get some power in here.” She explained. Her arm still hurt from where she had landed on it, but all in all, she considered herself lucky. Especially lucky when she compared herself to the unlucky Sergeant who had been standing next to her. His head now decorated the wall grotesquely.


“The batteries seem to be drained. I don’t see how though, they’re supposed to be emergency use only batteries.” Paulos said. He began examining the power relay to see if it offered any clues when he noticed something. “Hey Laur, come here a sec.” He said.


“What’s up.” She said crossing the corridor. “Find something?”


“You could say that. The entire power relay network is gone. There’s no power anywhere on the ship. Bridge, Engineering, the shuttlebays, nothing.” He then looked at some of the connections behind the relay. “This one seems to have exploded from an overload. Blew out the entire protection circuit. I don’t see how though. These things are rated to take 50% of the maximum output of the ships Fractual Drive on a bad day each. Whatever did this, was major.” He said.


Lauren looked at the relay a second. She was just in training as an engineer, but she knew that what she heard was impossible, especially on a ship this size with as many failsafes as it has. “This is a transport!” she thought to herself, “There is no WAY it’s drive system can do THIS.”


“We’ve got to get to the bridge.” She then said aloud.


“Hey, Jon, take a look at this.” Sam said. “I got some power to the internal sensors, but I had to bypass the entire power relay grid. It looks like we’ve lost 163 people. Reading 1,922 alive. Funny thing is, most of the dead are around the power relays, and areas where there are heavy power transfers going on. Just aft of Main Engineering, the Main Shuttlebay, and aft, near the engine power transfer piping.“ He read off. This could only mean one thing to Sam. Somehow, the power relay system had overloaded. It was impossible, but it was also the only explanation.


“Then the power relay system did blow.” Jon said. “I thought that when I first saw the front of the ship, but now, I don’t doubt it. Any idea how this happened?” He asked.


“If it did...” Tawkins started saying.
“If it did, then we’re dead.” Karen finished.
Chapter 4

Captain Beatte looked over at his communications officer. “Say again, Lieutenant Lewis?”


“Captain, I said that I’m reading an unidentified starship just outside of Jupiter starspace, she seems to be caught in the Eros’ gravitational pull. I’m reading no power output of any kind.” Karen Lewis said.


“None whatsoever?” Beatte thought a moment. “Can you identify the ship?” he then said.


“Negative, she’s not putting out a transponder signal.” Lewis checked over her readouts. “Sir, she is definitely an American made starship, transport, but of no other class that I’ve ever seen before.” She was curious. “Why would a prototype American starship be this far out of the protection zone and be running without power...” she thought to herself.


“Commander Dawsin.” Beatte said.


“What’s up boss?” Tony said. The first officer was as puzzled as anyone else aboard the Charger. “Got an idea?”


“Yeah, I want you to get aboard that ship and tell me what in the hell is going on around here.” Beatte replied. He moved over to Jeremy’s station. “Nick, bring us to within a kilometer of the transport, see if we can’t get a visual identification off her hull.” He then said.


“I’m on it, Captain.” Jeremy replied. Checking over his readouts, Nick was sure that ship wasn’t there a second ago. It’s impossible, he had been just watching the sensors for that sector a minute ago. “Captain, I am 99% sure that the ship that’s there now was not there a second ago, I was just looking at those readouts.” He said.


“I know, Nick, I know. Just get us there, for now. We’ll figure the rest out later.” Beatte said softly. “I’ll be in my quarters, notify me when we’re in visual contact with her close enough to read an ident. tag or something.” He then said, and seconds later he was through the hatchway to the nearest lift.


“Any idea what’s going on here, Lewis?” Dawsin asked the Lieutenant. “Or are you just going to keep us in the dark?”


“Tony, you’re always in the dark anyway, so it won’t matter.” She bantered in reply. “Actually, I do think that I know something of what’s going on here. Just before that ship popped up on the sensor readout, there was a massive power surge in the upper EM band, about the same frequency as the Fractual Drive.” She then said.


“That would explain where it came from. Now the only question is what is top secret technology like that doing on a civilian transport.” Dawsin said quietly. He knew that everyone on the bridge knew about the Fractual Drive, but he also knew they weren’t supposed to, as did they.


“Exactly.” Was all Lewis said in response.


Travis looked around the secondary shuttle bay. There were about a dozen shuttles that had come loose of their mountings, and had some damage from impact and from each other, but aside from that, they all seemed to be intact. He moved near one, his electron sensor in front of him. He had no intention of getting radiation poisoning because the nuke-drive on one of these things failed. Travis had seen too many good pilots die because of breaches in the lead shielding in these things. When would the government learn that Nuclear power, however much money it may make them, is not worth the loss of life. Not today, that’s for sure, the shuttlebay was clear of radiation. Travis them walked over to the shuttle Icarus, opened its hatchway and walked inside. He moved over to the main command console, and flipped the power switch. For a second, his heart sunk, as nothing happened. 


Only a second, though, because then everything turned on and the screen was flooded with sensor readouts from 10 kilometers around the shuttle, even throughout the ship. “Thank god.” he said silently, then not so silent, when he realized he was alone. Travis sat down and began working through the sensor readouts, until he stopped at the power scan. Throughout the entire ship, there wasn’t a single watt of power flowing for more than a few yards, and then, it was only enough power to come from a battery or backup generator. The power relays must have blown out, he realized. “This is not good.” he said to no one in particular. After trying the comm for three minutes, he gave up and started thinking of ways to re-initialize the power grid without routing power through the relays. He thought up about a dozen ideas before a warning sound from the external sensors woke him out of his daze.


“Attention incoming starship, this is the shuttle craft Icarus hailing from inside the transport ship Brunidedt, we have lost all power and our power relay grid has overloaded. Can you assist?” He said after opening all comm channels.


For a minute, there was no reply, so he kept signaling. It was definitely an American ship, he could tell that from the transponder signal it was transmitting, but because he was still inside the shuttlebay, there was too much interference for him to receive which ship it was. This being so, he kept transmitting. Then came the reply.


“Attention TCS. Brunidedt, prepare to be boarded, do not arm yourselves or you will be fired upon. Is that clear?” A stern male voice said. It sounded somewhat familiar, but he couldn’t place it.


“Who is this?” Travis demanded, “How dare you threaten us. We are a civilian transport ship, and have lost all power, as well as more than a hundred fifty lives, and god knows how many injured. What ship dares to threaten an unarmed, damaged, powerless transport?” He continued.


“This is the NCX Charger, Captain Mark P. Beatte commanding.” The voice replied.


“Jon, incoming starship, looks like a Nimitz class.” Max said. He instinctively looked over at Karen just in time to see her eyes light up.


“Is it the Charger?” She said with a glimmer of hope, although it faded rather quickly. “Sorry, I know, I just can’t help it.”


“Don’t apologize just yet, look at the name tag printed on her hull. It IS the Charger. But not the one that we know. Look at her registration. NCX-3051-274-II, not III. It’s the old commission 2.”


“Thats impossible, the Charger-2 was destroyed by the Svaxians 6 years ago, and it was a Packard class, not Nimitz.” Jon said. “But that one is definitely a Nimitz class Charger-III. What the hells going on here?”


“I don’t know,” Tawkins said, “but she’s sending over a marine landing squad, with fighter escort.” He took a deep breath, looked at Jon, and said, “They’re sending a boarding party, one armed for a hostile environment. They’re going to attack us.”


Lauren looked out the window with horror. She saw what she never thought she’d have to see in her life, an American warship arming her weapons & training them on the ship she was in while sending over an obviously hostile landing party in a marine LC. “Come on Chris, we’ve got to find a weapons locker.” She said, and they both started running down the corridor towards the front of the ship, away from the shuttlebay the boarding party was headed for.


Travis didn’t feel like fighting with his own countrymen, so he instead stood behind the unpowered control panel of the shuttle command console. His heart sank when he saw that along with the marine landing craft, there were two C class fighters in escort, with their missiles armed and ready to fire. It was going to be a long day.

Chapter 5

Beatte sat in his chair as the marine sergeant described the shuttlebay to him. “Sergeant, judging from the shuttlebay, you think that they will be causing us a problem?” he said, then looked over at Lewis, and motioned to her console. He wanted to know if there were any power readings from the ship. She shook her head and Beatte shifted in his chair.


“Negative sir, there aren’t even any lights on in here other than battery powered emergency lights, and they’re starting to dim a bit.” The grunt said over the comm.


“This is damned peculiar. Sarge, I want you to hold down the shuttlebay, and send two of your men back in the LC with the prisoner, I want to talk to him. Did he give you a name?” Beatte said.


“Yes sir, Lieutenant Travis Soong.” The sergeant replied.


“Say WHAT?” Corporal Soong said from his engineering console to Beatte’s right.


Lauren searched through the entire deck before deciding there was no way into the weapons locker, at least, not without power. “We’ve gotta try another deck , Chris.”


Paulos wasn’t so sure. He checked through the deck layouts in his palmcomp again. “There may be another way into the locker.” Paulos said. He walked over to the wall and opened an access hatch.


“Oh no, there is no way you’re getting me into that deathtrap.” Lauren said. She stood where she was and crossed her arms in a vain show of defiance. Paulos couldn’t understand why she was acting the way she was until he stood back and looked at the accessway. 


“You’re kidding me. Of all the engineers in the fleet, I have to get the one who’s claustrophobic, and there could be only one because who the fuck becomes an engineer if you’re afraid to go into the fucking ENGINEERING SPACES!!!” Paulos had to take a breath after that monologue. He then thought a moment before he sat down to figure out what to do.


“It’s ok Chris, we’ll find another way,” Waxler said, trying to ease his thoughts.


“No,” he said with finality, rather than desperation, “We won’t. I’m going, whether you come with or hold down here is entirely up to you. If you stay, then I’ll take my time because you’ll be relatively safe here. If you come, we’ll hurry up to make it somewhat easier for you. Now, you coming or staying?”


Lauren could tell from the tone of Chris’s voice that any negotiation attempts would be ignored. “I think I’ll be ok here.” She decided.


“Ok,” Chris said, “I won’t be too long. Just wait here.” and he was gone.


Travis sat in a familiar chair in a familiar room and looked at a familiar face, but talked to the not so familiar owner. “I told you before, I am Travis Soong, and I don’t know WHO that is but he is not me!” Travis was starting to get testy.


Beatte sighed and looked at this man, a splitting image of his engineering corpsman, except with a scar down the side of his face, and he looked a little older. He got up and walked out, and walked into a room across the corridor. “Well? What do you think?” Corporal Travis stood up and walked closer to the monitor. “Well, if it isn’t me, then he’s done his homework.” He tapped the monitor with his knuckle. “The only thing I’m not too sure about the age and that scar.”


“Well,” Dr. Waxler chimed in, “He isn’t a clone, and as far as I can tell, he IS you. The only difference is that he doesn’t have your tattoo, so he doesn’t have the ink signature in his bloodstream.”


“He doesn’t have my tattoo?” Travis was shocked. “You’re sure he’s not a clone or something?” He was still uncertain.


“Nope, and he’s had a lot more fractual travel than you as well.” Waxler said. He walked over and looked at some charts. “Look right here, there is significant dimensional distortion in his bone structure, most noticeable in his skull and thighbones.” Travis walked up to a screen showing a 3d representation of the other Travis’ bones.


“Doc,” he muttered. “DOC!” He shouted when he was ignored, “So you’re telling me that there was no genetic degridation associated with clones?” Waxler nodded. “Then tell me, what exactly is that?” Travis asked, pointing to a small blur along the thighbone of the other Travis.


“That,” Waxler said slowly, never taking his eyes from the blur, “is a childhood trauma, a bone broken when the other Travis was about ten or twelve, never properly healed because they didn’t have the technology back then.


“But doc,” Travis said. He looked up from the screen and looked from Beatte’s eyes to Waxler’s and back, “I never broke a bone in my life...”


The accessway was small, tight. “No wonder she was scared.” Chris thought as he worked his way through the small section of tunnel. As he stepped out unto the small break in the tube, a T section, connecting three different tubes going at three different angles, Chris realized that he had been holding his breath. He crossed the small triangle room and opened the hatch to the next section of accessway tube. He began to close the hatch when he heard a scruffling of feet. Someone else was in here. He got out, leaving the hatch ajar, and stood behind the hatch that he had just come from, waiting for whomever was in there to come out. It might be Lauren, but then again, it might not be.


The next thing he remembered after the hatch opened quickly, in the opposite direction that Chris thought it would, was Lauren standing over him, shaking him. “What happened?” he asked, although he was pretty sure he knew.


“I slammed the door in your crotch; can we please get out of here?” She was close to passing out she was hyperventilating so much. He took her by the arm and helped her through the small section of tube that was left until they emerged in the darkened Weapons Locker. Without power, and in the center of the ship, there was no light whatsoever here, not even emergency lighting. Power here was never supposed to go out, all the weapon systems had doubly redundant power relays backing them straight from the fractual core, only with the core offline and all the relays shot, the impossible had happened, and as a result, Chris found himself blind as a bat with a claustrophobic engineer clawing at his back.


“Where’s the light, where is the light? CHRIS WHAT DID YOU DO TO THE LIGHTS?” she shouted in his ear. After he had a vague sense of where he was he told her. She began to calm down when Chris took a plasma rifle from the rack, which was easy now that the powerlocks were powerless, and aimed it at the solid titanium door directly ahead of them, carving out a hole that was too small to let in anything living, but plenty big enough to emit a splash of light across the racks and rows of weapons. The moon proved to be an excellent nightlight.


“What do we need now, besides a miricle?” Lauren said. Chris responded by taking out a palmcomp and running through some things. He shook his head and looked at her.


“Well, we can’t stay here, they’ll be sure to check and secure the weapons locker as soon as they can, and they’ll KNOW that we’re in here from the hole in the door. Its even easier for marin-” 


“WHY THE HELL DID YOU PUT THE HOLE IN THE DOOR IN THE FIRST PLACE THEN!” Lauren shouted over him.


“Umm, because you were freaking out and I didn’t want to have to carry you outa here being reason number one.” He said. Lauren looked at her feet.


“Oh, right. Sorry.” was simply all that she could offer up.


“And reason number two,” he continued, “is that I need to see where everything is so I can get at what I need.” With that he began rummaging through the rows and racks of energy weapons, picking out this gun or that rifle. He stopped when he came to a large locked cage. The keycode pad was large and looked as if it could never be cheated. Chris pushed the door open and walked in.


“What can I do?” Lauren said. She started to get better control of her senses now that she was in a large room with some light. Chris grunted as he picked up a large pack and moved it into the light. “Come on, give me something to do, I can’t stand not doing anything.” she whined.


“Ok, you can first, help me open this crate of tactical nukes, and second, watch the door and make sure no one shoots me as I remove some.” Chris said. He wiped the sweat from his brow and began unclasping the hooks on the side of the crate. Lauren backed away and shook her head.



“I think I’ll watch the door.” She said, and turned to look out the light hole. Chris began to work, and hoped that what they did in the movies was right.”

Chapter 6

“Explainations?”
