
Fleet Captain Taylor Lee reread the ULTRA Secret and Highest Priority transmission from Starfleet Headquarters.  The orders to await the reception of the Shuttle Clear Creek before continuing onward to the planet Fitana confused her.  First Starfleet was in a god awful hurry to get the Aurora Vulcanus as far away from Qo'noS as quickly as possible, now the ship was to stop and wait for a long range shuttle with a personnel transfer.  Furthermore the orders were encrypted with a "For Commanding Officer's Eyes Only" encryption, but it was the return address that was the strangest.  SFHQ Office of Personnel - Commodore Rebecca Gibbs.  Lee knew Gibbs and knew she currently was assigned to process retirement orders.  Whose retirement could be considered ULTRA secret?  she wondered.  Lee gave the order to the computer to begin Security Protocols to decode the orders.  After the retinal scan and Lee giving her personal SECLAR code, the data flowed across the screen.
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"Damn!" was all she said.

To:
Fleet Captain Taylor Lee


Commanding Officer, USS AURORA VULCANUS NCC-1888

From:
Commodore Rebecca Gibbs


Flag Retirement Officer, SFHQ Office of Personnel

Re:
Retirement and Transfer Orders of Brigadier General Marcus A. Dunross (r)

Fleet Captain Lee: Greetings, You are hereby directed to rendezvous with long-range Shuttle Clear Creek and take it aboard.  Transferring to your ship for his retirement leave will be Brigadier General Marcus A. Dunross, who has been relieved as Deputy Commandant, Starfleet Marine Corps and has voluntarily selected retirement.  The General has elected to spend his leave aboard the Aurora Vulcanus desiring final separation on the planet Fitana, this request has been granted.

Fleet Captain, the General s now your responsibility, as a retiree he has no need or clearance for ANY ship board operations, and it is your responsibility to see that he is treated as a civilian who WAS a member of Starfleet.  He must be off all Starfleet vessels, installations, and/or facilities no later then 60 days after his arrival, and may re-enter Starfleet facilities only at the express order of the Commander Starfleet or his Chief of Staff.  

If at any time in those 60 days, you must transfer the General to another Starfleet vessel or facility, these orders must accompany him.

By Direction of

The Chief of Staff to the Commander Starfleet

Commodore Rebecca Gibbs.

Lee looked at the directive with a mixture of disgust, shock and trepidation.  Whatever shenanigans, even conspiracies that might be going on at Starfleet Headquarters before had become more and more overt even brazen.  What could possible be going on that the second in command of the Starfleet Marine Corps is not only relieved but forced to retire. Lee paused and thought about her friend Dunross retiring from anything less then a photon weapon ground zeroing on his furry head, much less then during the middle of a crisis. Lee thought about the previous message in regards to Kirk and McCoy. Lee didn't have to be psychic to read between the lines, somebody at Starfleet Headquarters wanted her old Dunross out of the way, AND quietly, outspoken as he was, they wanted that done quickly and as far away as possible.

*
*
*
*
*

As the General picked up the name plaque off his desk and places it in the packing box along with the other mementos he didn't trust the movers to handle, a small sigh escaped his lips.  Hearing a rustling in the seat across from his soon to be old desk, he looked up to see the watchful and patient eyes of an Internal Affairs operative wearing the rank of Lieutenant Commander.  The now former Deputy Commandant was not even allowed to talk to his own secretary, his escorts or any of his now former aides.  To his right, where his comm-terminal used to be was a newly installed blank Panel.


The General thought to himself: "Boy they are really serious about getting me out of here, I must have really pushed some buttons when I challenged that "Colonel" West character, when he bounced in here and tried to commandeer three Free Commando teams without proper clearance or authority.  His  "the Chief of Staff to the Commander Starfleet said so" didn't fly with me, and the "Colonel" left in a huff.  My Boss has been promoted and transferred to some new command reporting only to the Federation president.  An interim commandant was appointed over me, and I am canned.  What is worse I am told that I do not have a need to know why I was relieved.  This stinks and stinks to high heaven, thank the deity that I am so highly visible, that if I had been "disappeared", even more question would have been asked.  So I am allowed to retire, sent to other-side of the quadrant to keep me out of whatever the hell is going on.


"General Dunross, are you finished yet?" asked the operative impatiently.


"No son, I am not." as I sit down and throw my feet up on the desk. "In fact it might take me another two to three hours to do this correctly."  


"Sir, I have order to have you on the travelpod in 20 minutes to rendezvous with the Shuttle Clear Creek"


"That's nice LT. Commander, and unless you are ready to escort me out of here in Irons and sedated, you better back off, I am not done packing."


"SIR!!!! You WILL do as instructed!!!"


"Son, do not attempt to order me around, I have only been relieved, not demoted, nor am I yet retired, which means I outrank you by four steps, and those Marine Honor Guards out there will not take it kindly to hearing a Fleet Lt. Commander talking down to a Marine Flag Officer." I replied.


"SIR!!!" the effort to remain in control becoming distinctively harder and harder for the operative, used to being able to bully around fleet officers of any rank. "I will have to report this immediately"


"Go ahead son, but you will have to do it out in the passageway to do so, your goons ripped out my communications panel along with my computer, and as you know all flag officer spaces are hard shielded from prying communications, in or out."


"Then sir, I will escort you into the hallway, so I can keep an eye on you."


"No Son, I will not, I am not under arrest, I have this packing to get done, and I'll be damned if I am going to be escorted anywhere by someone who doesn't know the difference between a passageway and a hallway."

"Then Sir," sarcasm and vile dripping in his raised voice, "I will have to lock you in your FORMER office until I return.'


"Very well Lt. Commander, you are dismissed."


And with that the Internal Affairs officer, stormed out and I could hear the magnetic locks set in.  Quickly I jumped to the door control and proceeded to hit a series of random number combinations until the red lock down light came on, "Ahhhhhhh, now I have some privacy, and it will take 15 minutes for the system to cycle and I can be rescued ... Or intruded upon.


Quickly I returned to my Desk Chair where I pull off the third button down, the one that had been ripped off two weeks ago and never repaired. Turning over I see a folded note stuck to it, I unroll it quickly.






This Button contains an old style 






Microfilm, with important infor-






mation on it.  Get it out of  Star






Fleet Headquarters, to save the 






Federation, do not use electronic






Communications.  You are in 






Danger.







Dave & Bob


Raising an eyebrow, I reread the note, the only Dave and Bob he knew were former Colonel Dave Woodard, now Master Sgt. Woodard, aboard the renegade Camelot, and the sentient shuttle BOB, which had been Dave's companion for years.  Looking at the button, one centimeter in width, round plastic with the stickiness still on its back.  Quickly I pull up my tunic and stick the button into my navel and smooth the fur of my Caitian heritage over it, then brushing out the wrinkles of my uniform, I go back to packing, while chewing on the note until it dissolves and I swallow it.  Quickly I finish packing the important souvenirs and mementos. When I finish I sit back down and resume my position of relaxed defiance, knowing that the rest of my belongings would be carefully packed and stored by Marine Storage sergeants.  


Soon pounding came from outside the jammed security Doorway.


"It's locked down, because of your damned Security Protocols" I hollered.


Shortly I heard the whine of transporters followed by a brief but loud altercation.  Presently the Door unlocked and in walked one the Marine Sentries, "Sir if you are ready, the Lt. Commander wishes to talk to you."


"Thank you Sergeant, would you see that these boxes make it aboard my shuttle?"


"Yes Sir!!!"


I walk out and see two Internal Affairs troopers in armor unconscious on the deck, the other Marine Sentry over them with quite the feral grin upon his face, and the Internal Affairs officer, shaken and unnerved standing OUTSIDE the external office door.


"Lt. Commander," I offered, "the next time you decide to beam in Armed and Armored personnel into the presence of ANY flag officer of Starfleet, make sure there are no Marine Veteran troopers nearby."  I continued as we walked to the Shuttle Bay on Marine Headquarters ring of Starfleet HQ, "Starfleet spends a lot of effort and energy training those troopers to be the most competent and effective combat personnel in the galaxy, Warriors as opposed to the brown shirts bullies the Chief of Staff employs.  


Quickly we reached the travel pod, and I left the now subdued Lt. Commander on the tarmac as he handed me over to a counterpart in the travel pod, along with my assigned Steward, who would accompany me until I meet up with the Aurora Vulcanus.  The pod quickly made orbit and headed for space dock two, as we approached the facility, the pilot started laughing loudly, "General?" he called, "I think you'll want to see this."


I came forward to the view shield, as the pilot rolled the pod expertly around a docked Medical Transport, there on the forward Deflector, someone had painted a bright yellow circle, a smiley face, and what would appear to be a projectile (bullet) wound in the forehead of the face. "Dave and Bob" I smiled.  Quickly we move up to the Long Range Shuttle docks, and slide up to and docked with the Shuttle Clear Creek, as I disembark with my steward, I wonder what adventures I am going to experience now.

*
*
*
*
*

"Welcome aboard, General!" Came a brisk but polite greeting from the shuttle pilot, Lt. Commander Betts, "This is the Long Range Warp Shuttle Clear Creek, it is a modified Audacious Class Warp Shuttle, designed to carry dignitaries and flag officers over great distances in a manner that behooves their rank and responsibilities."  


I could see that the pilot was very proud of his craft, treating it not like a lover as some pilots I knew, but more like a favored child.


"I believe the General is quite familiar with the Audacious class?" inquired Betts.

"Thank you Commander and yes, as the lead designer of the Audacious I am somewhat familiar," I smiled.  " I hope my party and I will not inconvenience you for long." I continued.


"About your party sir....." Betts began nervously.  "I understand your steward, guard/escorts and even the historian from records, but 2 Klingons??!!??"


"Ahhhhh, yes there are a gesture from Chancellor Gorkon to show his good faith during the upcoming negotiations."  I walked through the aft airlock of the shuttle and hear my escort pop to attention.


"ATTENTION ON DECK!!!"  Immediately the Marines and the Klingons as well as the shuttle crew jumped to their feet, slowly the female commander at the front of the passenger compartment also stood up.  She was a stunning brunette Human female in her 30's with the arrogance and demeanor of either Starfleet Intelligence or Internal Affairs, and in light of my recent guests planet side, I assumed the latter.

"Commander Larson -Starfleet Archives - General, I was asked to come along and record your thoughts and ideas for posterity." she said.


I chuckled,  "Commander, you are from Internal Affairs, are obviously reporting to that Good Doctor who sits in the Chief of Staff Chair at SFHQ, and wouldn't know the difference between an Archivist and an Historian so you can stop playing your games right now, because I am not buying."  I then brushed by her, and went to greet my escorts, crew and guests, leaving the now fuming internal affairs operative behind.  Furious she open ups her tricorder/power board and began typing furiously.


I stopped and stood before the Klingon Lieutenant, no ... he was wearing the Klingon Symbols for their Marines, so he was a Klingon Marine Captain, "Nuqneh'" I barked at him, " Qapla' qa da SuvwI',vay"


The Klingon Marine grins a most feral grin and in very proper Oxford accented English replies "I am Captain M'rok, of the House of Martok - Klingon Imperial Marines, and this is Senior Sergeant Koron, it is an honor to serve the Empire."


"Even it that service is escorting a human half breed into retirement?" I asked.


"Any time one escorts a great warrior it is an honor," he countered, "and if that warrior served an .... Adversary and is now retiring.... Even better"


Laughing, I slapped him on the back "Qapla', I am honored by the House Martok by your presence."  I then moved on to two Marine Escorts. Veteran Gunnery Sergeant Nells Olafson, a HUGE Viking of a man with 23 years in the Corps, all of them in either Infantry or Commando units, as tough as a rock, and deadly as a tiger, and Gunnery Sergeant Sho-Pek, a Vulcan who had been a Marine for 42 year all of them in either Armor or Embassy duty assignments, "A Pleasure to have you aboard men."


"A pleasure for us as well Brigadier General Dunross," replied Sho-Pek.  "OOOOH RAHHH" was Olafson's only reply.


I then turned to my steward, Chief Warrant Officer Samuel Dietrich Muyaki or "Mutt" to his friends. "Mutt's" lineage is the most scrambled of any human's I have ever seen, including my own bizarre ancestry, and he still manages to call himself and be recognized as an ethnic Filipino. Go figure.  "Hey Chief Muyaki, is everything ready?"


"Yes Sir, right down to the mints on your pillow," he replied.  "But I still feel they should have let you go rimward in a Chandley not a shuttle, even a suped up babe as this one."


"Why thank you Chief but between me and you, I bet SFHQ is afraid that I would steal a Chandley and go rogue on them," I replied half in jest.  Finally I went to the front of the shuttle, to inspect the crew, from the looks of LCDR Betts, I expected nothing but excellence from his crew, and I was not let down.  Betts first introduced me to his co-pilot, Lt. John Poet from Liberia, Backup Pilot Lt. Junior Grade Vincent Sanchez from Texas, the flight Engineer Ensign Darrell Ream from the Martian Colonies, and the medic Lt. Laura Betts.  I found out later she was LCDR Betts Ex-wife, but the breakup was an amicable one.  After the inspection I returned to the passenger compartment and took my seat.   Betts's voice came over the intercom. 


"General and guests, we are about to leave space dock and head out, please be seated, until I have entered Warp.  Thank you." and with that I leaned back and in seconds I was fast asleep.

*
*
*
*
*

Beep Beep Beep Beep Beep


"Computer Light" grumbled Taylor Lee as she awoke with a start.  Immediately the lights came up.  The first morning she chose a light schedule and of course something interrupted.  She felt like delivering a lecture on the marvels of the delegation of authority, when the junior communication officer indicated a Priority 1 from Headquarters. "Send it through"


"Command Eyes Only - Retinal Scan Required" replied he computer.


"Damn, why these always have to come during the third watch."  Lee groused as she got up and stepped to the computer and gave her clearance code and let it verify her retinal pattern.  As she read the incoming message, she wondered how awake she truly was.  Chancellor Gorkon dead on Kronos One.  Captain James T. Kirk and Doctor Leonard McCoy being held by the Klingon Government for assassination.  What did this now do to the hopes for peace?


"Special Addendum for Commanding Officer Aurora Vulcanus" continued the computer.


"Continue" Lee replied wondering if Headquarters would now be sending her ship back into the fray.


Fleet Captain Lee, upon arrival of Brigadier General Dunross, you are to put him under immediate arrest and confinement to quarters.  It is not known if he has any connection with Kirk's alleged actions, but we cannot take any chances in light of the importance of these negotiations.








D.M.







COS to the CS-Starfleet


What the Hell?!!!" thought Lee, "first, even accusing Kirk of assassinating anyone, even Chancellor Gorkon was ludicrous enough.  Kirk was responsible for saving the Federation and Earth countless times.   And Dr. McCoy!!!  The man was everything the Hippocratic Oath stood for.  Something was even more bizarre then ever before.  Kirk & McCoy were fall guys, no doubt about it.  And now arresting Dunross because it was not known that he doesn't have a connection to Kirk.  Not only is it preposterous but it violated every thing the Federation & Starfleet are supposed to stand for.  Lee was quite awake now and beginning to formulate a plan and a message to Captain Sulu.

*
*
*
*
*


...........
"So General why again did you feel it necessary to brutally assault and execute those poor Orion traders on New Yukon?" Larson asked as she continued her inquisition.


"Oh? You mean the operation where Six Heavily armed Orion gunboats jumped an unarmed civilian freighter, then used the freighters emergency beacon to lure in the long range fighter patrol I was in command of, in an attempt to steal advanced Starfleet Technology?" I asked, angry over the tone and revisionist attempts in her questions.

"You must mean the operation where I sacrificed my craft and my left foot so that the rest of the patrol could escape and bring back help!"

"You certainly mean the operation, where while wounded, I captured Six Orion Pirates, killing only two others, earning the Marine Cross, personally awarded by Fleet Admiral Jeannette Maddox HERSELF!!!"

"DO YOU MEAN THAT OPERATION, COMMANDER LARSON?!!!!"

The Internal Affairs Officer was taken aback, and feebly responded, "General, the ends do not justify the means."


"What means are you talking about?!!? Commander, I, like you am and was an officer in STARFLEET, an organization whose members have sworn to defend the civilian population of the Federation, with our live if need be."


"Just like a brutish Marine, to spout tin soldier Dogma - Starfleet is not a military organization General, and you should know that by now."


I chuckled, that old line again: STARFLEET is not a military organization: pure Doctor Speak:  "Then dear commander, what are we??? And when the lives of 131 innocent Civilian medical personnel are threatened, what does your NON-Military philosophy say to do?"


"What do you mean 131 medical personnel?" she asked confused.


"Didn't your dossier on me have details about the civilian transport the Orions captured?" I asked.


"It was just a piece of space junk, they had claimed salvage rights on," she replied, no longer totally sure of herself, "wasn't it?"


"No, it was a medical transport rushing 131 doctors, nurses, and medical techs to Livda 4 where a plague was racing through the children populations, thousands had died and millions more were expected." I replied.


"But why would Orion traders, even pirates want to kidnap doctors?"


"Do you know how much a trained medic goes for in the slave market out on the rim?" I asked " with what a slaver would pay, you could two maybe three of these long range shuttles for just one doctor, and have enough left over to provision them for years" I answered my own question while rapping on the hull of the Clear Creek.


"But how did you know this would happen?" she asked, searching for some slip up, some loophole to confirm all the evil she had heard about me rather then this story.


"I didn't know" I replied honestly, "my patrol was on long range maneuvers, when we got a high priority distress call relayed from the Jamestown, we headed out for the last known location ASAP.


"and ......?" she asked, her curiosity now overriding her natural disposition, the Klingons began to edge closer to listen, as well as the off duty pilot and the medic Laura Betts.


"We traveled to the Beta Nothly system, the last known location of the transport, at Warp 2.4, the maximum speed of out warp sleds, we were in the old F-114  Tomcats, and just as we passed through the systems Oort cloud, we dropped to sublight and went to full Alert, and full shields, whatever caused a transport to issue a distress call, could easily take on four F-114 on warp Sled"

"Sensor Sweeps picked up nothing at first, then my wingman Pat picked up a decayed warp signature near the asteroid belt, so we fanned out to about 10 klicks separation and approached the asteroid belt as full impulse.”

‘Captain, I have a decayed warp signature from the area of the asteroid belt, it appears that it could be a Type III.”

‘Roger that Blecha, ok boys and girls, lets go find out what’s going on, spread out to Diamond 10, Pat you keep scanning, second lance go silent.’  I was hoping that this was a simple engine failure too close to a system's Asteroid Belt, but I had a bad feeling about the whole situation.

Second Lance peeled off with the Lance leader 14.1 klicks galactic south of me and 10 clicks SE and SW of the wingman who were also 10 klicks SE and SW of me, so we would appear to be a diamond of ships approaching.  But only IF you could have seen the electronically silent and black painted warp sled/F-114 combinations of the second Lance.
As we approached the Asteroids, I had Pat Light up the Sensors to full active and illuminate the freighter.

"Skipper, we got company", quickly I checked my own  screen, three Orion Salvage ships were towing the Freighter, largely unarmed merchants, we could stop this piracy real quick, except for one thing, we were surrounded by Six Orion BUCANNEER class gunboats.

"OMEGA SIX" I called into my secure channel, no responce, "OMEGA SIX NOW", I called again, "Roger Skipper", came the reply and the Second Lance peeled off invisible and headed back for the Jamestown to being her up for reinforcment.

I could understand their hesitation, OMEGA SIX is the code for Commanding Officer is Dead.  I wasn't really happy about the odds, and I wanted the Calvary to get here at least for the Med Freighter, if any of the crew or passengers were still alive, I wanted them to at least have a chance, now all I had to do was slow them down.

As the Bucaneers closed in on me and my wingman, we were both flying solo and I was actually glad about that, with less weight and two less people to worry about, Blecha and I could concentrate on our mission.  Ok Pat lets light up those bastards, full active acquire.

I then switched to the frequency usually used by the Orions, "Orion vessels, break off and stand too, this is Marine Captain Marcus Dunross off the USS JAMESTOWN, you are illegally seizing a Federation vessel, repeat Break Off and Stand too."

The Orions immediately responded by foolishly firing their Disrupters at long range.  I knew if they were here honestly they would have backed off, and if not, they would stupidly fire their disruptors before they could do any damage and then have to wait until they recycled to fire again.  As one Pat and I, fired two each of our load of four per ship super Phoenix Strike Drones, their advanced computers immediately drove them on hyper fast approach vectors separate from our own, the Buccaneers could fire at them or us, but not both.  As the Buccaneers began evasive and erratic point defense fire, Pat and I vectored in on the lagging two gunboats, hoping to break through and take out the Main Salvage mother ship, it quickly becoming apparent the two smaller salvage craft were modified gunboats with no range and weapons replaced with tractors and grappling equipment.

FLASH

Two of the Bucanneers exploded and one was seriously damaged, Pat and I then each took on one gunboat at close range.  As the pirates fired their Disruptors at what was approaching point blank range, we fired our remaining drones and hit them with our Gatling Phaser packs.  Two more Bucanneers were gone, but Pat had taken some damage to his Warp Sled, and I had lost my #2 shield generator. But we had broken through and were headed for the Salvage Ship and the Med Freighter.

"Skipper, I don’t read any humans anywhere but on the freighter"

"Good work Pat, lets make it hard for them to get the freighter out of here, before the Jamestown shows up"

We were now approaching the salvage operation at Warp Two and were only a minute away with the remaining two bucanneers slowly coming about in Pursuit, I was beginning to hope we would make it back in one piece.

WHAM

We were both hit with HEAVY Distruptor fire.  "Shit captain, these things are not supposed to have Heavy Disrupts, what the hell?

"Well they got them now Blecha so be careful."

Too late Pat took a main engine hit and the warp sled began to slide out of control.

"Pat punch out!!!!!!"

"No skipper, I am going to try something first."

"That's an order BLECHA!"

"Sorry Marcus, but its too late to order me around, that last hit threw a piece of shrapnel into my back, I cant move much more then my mouth and fingertips, I am programming a ram into the computer"  and with that his F-114 leapt ahead at Warp Four, a speed that would lead to the overload of the engines.  Instantly the survey vessels scatter trying to get away, all it did was put the main salvage ship away from the Med Freighter, and six seconds later.

KABLOOOOOM

Pat's vessel impacts the Orion Salvage Ship, obliterating both as well as one of the smaller salvage boats.

I swear silently for a second and then say a prayer for Pat, good man. He joined the unit days, after I took command, now another memory to be filed away, at the same time, I skew the Tomcat and sled around and begin heading straight at the two remaining gunboats, if I could knock them out, the Med-Freighter ands it crew and passengers had a chance of survival until the Jamestown arrived.  I targeted the last two Phoenix missiles one each at the Bucanneers and let fly.

WHAM, the first Bucaneer explodes, but the second keeps coming, a clean miss.  Quickly I decided to copy Blecha's routine but with a twist, I was going to survive.  Activating the releases on the Sled, I detached the F114 from its coupling, just as the Bucanneer acquires me, I pull away from the sled, and remotely sending it into Warp 4 overdrive, three seconds later the last Bucanneer is destroyed.

I then took the Tomcat high over the planet to rendevous with the Medical Ship.  That’s when it happened,  the Buccaneer that crashed into the planet had left me a gift in polar orbit.  A drone was lying dormant, when I passed within 10,000 klicks, the drone accelerated straight into my right wing, if I hadn’t slowed down in my approach I would had been instantly done from the impact.  As it were, my craft had a two-meter hole in the port wing,

"How could that be, you are here alive?” Larson asked incredulousy.  “Luck, good equipment, training, aerospace dynamics,” I replied, “I wasn’t dead, and sure the hell didn’t want to become so”

