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Preologue
A man sat behind a desk covereé in padds and spread sheetg, real paper
spreadcheets.

Dressed in a business suit, including tie, he had elected to remove the
Jacket he wore as part of the ensemble.

And why not? He was the boss. It was after hours. Most of his people
had long since taken mass transit or site to site transporters to their homes.
Only this man, a captain of industry remained.

He had long ago ceased hopping between stars aboard his own freighter as
the rigors ¢f running his operation demanded more énd more planet-side time,

This man had been doing just thet, day in and day out for over three
years. His business was here, on Earth but his heart wag out beyond the Solar
System,

An alert on his desk mounted computer unit brought him out of his world
of invoices, payrcll, fuel consumption estimates and celivery schedtzles.

His c¢ffice was a wood and glass paneled throwback to the 20th Century,
the era in which the warehouse had been coratructed.

It was situated at the top of a steel framed stairway with a metal railing
located at the landing where he could lean over and have a bird's eye view of
most of the warehouse floor.

At this hour the calls of his workers, the sounds of the anti-grav sleds,
and cargo transporters sat silent and abandoned.

The man sat at a battle worn, bruised and battered ocak desk that had to be
at least as old as the rest of the warehouse and possibly one of it's original
fixtures along with the now defunct ceiling fan he had decided not to have

removed,

It seemed to add character to his otherwise spartan work space, a leather

scfa and two companion chairs rounding out the furnishings except for & printed
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gtar chart of his distribution routes against one wall,

An auction of surplus Starfleet Merchandise flashed across the bottom of
his screen. Everyone had something to sell it seemed. It was to be held in a
few days in a place called Won Chanan Station.

Won Chanan Station? Not a very original name for o Federation Starbase.
It cexrtainly wasn't a place he'd ever been, so far ount in the Federation
borderlands.

There was no wordering why he hrad never hesrd of it. His company didn't
have any contracts to deliver or pick up freight that far out in the wilderness.
He didn't have any warp capable ships that would make such a run even economically
feasible,

Why it would take months even at Warp three just to traverse the blackness
of space to even reach Won Chanan Station and fleetyard.

He studied the communique further and was nearly abeut to close it when
it began to scroll a partial list of some of the items on the klock including
several decommissioned Starships.

Starships? Now that would be the way to travel. A journey to the edge
of the frontier would take only days instead of months. A starship cculd
travel at least Warp five 1in veloclty, more than 64 times the speed of light.
Light speed was 186,000 miles/sec or roughly Warp one.

He quickly made up his mind what he was going te de. A transport for
Won Chanan Statlon was leaving in the morning and it promised arrival in time
for the big sale, It still had statercoms available. It was a fair piece of
product placement to announce the flight on the same screen as the auctlion and

the man chuckled softly to himself.

It was good to know the wheels ¢f commerce were still turning even

way out in the middle of nowhere,
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He booked passage electronically and contacted his asgistant to inform
her that he'd be out of the office for several days to attend the sale and he
was leaving her in charge until he returned.

It was short notice, he had to admit and he was certain his unexpected
departure would cause something of a etir in his assistant but she was a
competitent woman who had been with the company since it's inception and had
often overseen operations even when he had been cut on his freighter making
interplanetary runs before the headaches of management and the influx of traffic
within the warehouse had left him flying the degk instead.

The asgistant wasn't home but the message was sent to her terminal at her
home in Berlin. By the time she could voice her complaints, he'd be well on his
way out to the fringes of Fedaration Space.

The man bundled up his briefcase, slipped on his jacket, turned out the 1light

and left his office. He had packing to do.

Space,
The Final Frontier.

These are the Voyages of the Starship Destination.

Her Mission: To Boldly go where no Starfleet

Vessel can go,

These are her stories.
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Destination Unknown

Chapter one

Flames rose from several consoles and the red alert klaxons were almost
deafening as the alien vessel landed another torpede hit on the already
wounded Starfleet vessel.

A Ferengi and a human commander struggled to douse the flames licking at
the bridge stations, the fire suppression system offline. They used hand held
extinguishers as they fought to keep up with the flames which belched acrid
smoke onto the bridge. The swell of scorched electronics and burnt wiring burned
their noses.

The bridge, lit now only by the red emergency lighting rocked with ancther
explosion against her weakening shields. A phaser hit sent sparks showering
down upon the bridge crew as they struggled to maintain their end cof the
battle.

They never expected anything like this. This was supposed to be a simple
survey mission, nothing else. Now they were trapped in the thres of a full on
weapons bettle against a better armed vessel. The crew was lucky the ship was
able to endure mest of the pounding she was taking. A lesser vessel might
have already succumbed to their superior adversary.

But this ship was different. ©She was built back when "Starfleet knew how
to build 'em," her captain used to may of his ship. Yes, she was older but her
engineer kept her in top shape and that was why Starfleet hadn't retfred her,
She eimply did one thing and did it well: scientific exploration. In the fleld,

it would have been hard to find her equal among the newer ships of the line.
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She was proving that now.

"Whoever they are they are packing quite a punch,” said Lieutenant
Cormander Sclon Agamas, the half Romulan, half Vulcan helmsman of the Miranda
Class 'Kensington Night', Federation Science Vessel, "We never even saw them
coming."

The tall thin commander worked his console feverishly tf‘ing to
manuever the wounded starship. His short, shiny black hair and large brown eyes
reflected the red warning lights on the console as systems systematically began
to fail,

The "Night"” as it was sometimes known by the crew, had been sent to study
the strange spacial properties of a region of unexplored space Kknown as the
Great Expanse. The ship's short range sensors had detected multiple derelict
ships on it's edge.

There must have been at least 50 or more of different sizes snd designs
just sitting there when the 'Night's' captain had ordered the scans.

Was this some kind of impromptu salvage yard or was scmething more going
on here?

The unprovoked attack seemed to answer that guestion.

-éggg of the derelicts were showing signs of battle damage while others
seemed to simply cling lifelessly and powerless to the black velvet curtain of
space.

The 'Night' was just concluding it's inital scans of the derelicts when a
ship hiding behind a massive freighter became all tco active.

Now weapons hot, it was pelting the science vessel with weapons akin to
photon torpedos and Romulan disruptors.

Eerie green tinged beams streaked from the bow of the vessel. The craft
somewhat resembled an Orion ship with a bulbous forward section, sleek body,
outstretched wings and inbeard warp nacelles. A bright vellow glow l1lluminated
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it's black hull.

Power off, the ship had been practically invisible against the blackness
of space.

"Tactical, increase power to the forward shields and arm photon torpedos.
Communications, has the ship returned any of our hails?" Captain Charles Chuck
said,

Chuck had graduated at the top of his clase in Starfleet Academy command
school and was obviously the pride of his parents. Why else would they name their
son virtunally the same name twice?

his

Chuck was a man in My late 503 and a lifetime Starfleet officer. He had
begun as an ensign working his way up the chain of command and was later promoted
to flrst officer of the Galaxy Class 'USS Risging Star," then captained by the
late Hiram Harrison. He fought alongside Captain Jean Luc Picard of the
'USS Enterprise' and several other noteables during the final Borg Invasion.

The Federation had suffered great losses in both planets and starships
at the hands of the Borg including the 'Rising Star.' The ship had been
enroute to the defense of the planet Deneva where she had been ambushed as she
she dropped out of warp. Three Borg cubes made shert work of the 'Riging
Star'.

It would be long before Deneva would ever be habitable again.

Chuck 1a§er drew station duty aboard McKinley Station in Earth's orbit
and Starfleet slowly rebuilt the fleet. Once enough ships had been constructed
that Starfleet felt they could resume exploration of the galaxy the United
Federation of Planets, under the leadership of then President Nanletta Bacco
began ordering the recommissioning of older mothballed ships that were still
serviceable for missions of exploration and scientific endeavors.

This left the newer, better armed and more powerful ships free for border
patrol and planetary defense against potential threats against the Federation
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from outside enemies,

The Miranda Class 'Kensington Night was headed for retirement but was
placed back in service by Fleet Admiral and Starfleet Commander in Chief of
Starfleet Operations Admiral Leonard James Akaar. Akaar recommended Chuck »
for the post as the 'Night's' captain temporarily until a more suitable command
came available,

Chuck's steel gray hair and mustache lended him an air of distinction.

He had grown to love his antigue ship and his 'temporary posting' had just
entered it's fifth vear.

All captains were prouwd of their ships and Chuck was no exception.,

He stared at the mazn viewscreen with his sky blue eyes strategizing the
ensuing battle. The Miranda Class vessel was outmatched and outgunned by it's
attackers,

"The vessel still continues to ignore our hails Captain," said Lieutenant
Nolog, the Ferengi communications officer who had returned from fighting fires
at another conscle. "What could they want and why are they firing on a Starfleet
vessel?"

Nolog was a typical Ferengi, short, rectangular head, heavy brow ridges
across his forehead and elephant 1ike ears. His orange irised eyes stared at

his captain intently.

Nolog had been aboard McKinley when Chuck was stationed there and when the
position opened aboard the 'Kensington Night' had applied and gotten the posting.
Before Chuck could speak, the raider banked their nimble craft at impossible

speeds and trajectory as he lined up for another sweeping pass,
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"Open ancther channel to the alien ship," Chuck ordered.

"Channel open Captain.”

"Alien vessel, this is Captain Charles Chuck of the Federation Science

Vessel 'Kensington Night." We are on a peaceful mission. If we have
upset you in some manner, we are sorry. Let's talk about this. There is no
need for further hostilities."

"No response captain. They however can hear us,™ Nolog said.

"Ck if this is how they wish to play it, fire phasers to disable only, I
want a piece of this guy to hang on my wall," Chuck said.

“"Aye sir, targeting engines," said Lieutenant Commander Gazara Nim, one
of five Andorians aboard and a woman. Nim had been among the =zurvivors of the
'Rising Star' and after a brief sabbatical on Andor had rejoined Starfleet.

Nim was tall and elegantly chiseled and shaped for an Andorian. Her snow
white hair hung loosely about her collar, jade green eyes and always active
antennae on her forehead painted a striking picture.

Her blue skin was the color of a cloudless Terran summer's day. She was
a fierce warrior and a formidable foe to anyone who'd cross phaser beams with
her. She was strikingly beauvtiful even by human standards.

The phasers missed their mark instead impacting hard on the port quarter
in a flare of bright red against their shields. It was not her marksmanship
that caused her to miss. The raider was surprisingly agile.

"Captain! They're losing power. I don't understand it. There shouldn't

have been any critical systems in the impact area," Nim sald.

"We disabled their main power systems,” Lieutenant Oni Asada said from the

Science station.
"Gift horse, Commander," Chuck said smiling.

"Sir?" Nim loocked puzzled but then she almost never understood human

euphemisms.
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The alien ship was indeed slowing, it's yellow nacellesz flickering.
It began listing harmlessly.

"Cease fire, all weapons. Maybe now they'll feel more like talking. I
want answers. Hail them!" Chuck ordered.

"Either they can't respond or they won't respond," Nolog said through his
jagged teeth.

"Prepare a tractor beam and assemble a boarding party," Chuck said,
"Security meet me in the transporter room, phasers on stun."

"Aye sir," came a reply over the intercom.

"Now maybe we can start to get some angwers around here," Chuck thought.

The lazy motion of the disabled ship ceased as the tractor beam locked on.
The 'Night' manuevered alongside. Chuck was turning away from the main screen to
leave the bridge bound for the transporter room when a flash on the screen snapped
his attention back.

"Captain, massive amount of energy building up over there," Nim began.

"Could it be a buildup to a warp core breach?" Chuck wanted to know. He
returned to the captain's chair.

“I don't think so, I've never seen anything like this,” Nim replied.

The Andorian was understandably worried having never expected to be drawn
into combat with anyone. While armed and reasonably quick for a vessel nearly a
century old, there were only so many upgrades a Miranda Class Starship's space
frame and systems would support.

The fact that the "Night" had held together as well as she had spoke volumes

for her engineers.

Largely a medified saucer shaped primary hull, the Miranda sported dual
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nacelles suspended from struts mounted on the ventral side of her hull., Photon
torpedo launchers were mounted on a strut at the aft end of the primary hull section.

"Cut power to the tractor beam and route full power to the shields, now!"
Chuck shouted.

"They're firing something at us," Nim shouted,

"Agamas, evasivel Fire phasers at the beam. Move us away. Best possible
speed, " Chuck said.

The 'Night was instantly struck by a low frequency beam of unknown type or
intent.

"Damage report," ordered Chuck.

Ship's engineer Reav Barum, a stocky Capellan, could be heard through the
ship's comm system. "“No apparent damage sir but the outer hull is beginning to
resonate. I've never seen the like,™

Vibrations of increasing intengity began to grow, radiating up from the

duranium deck plates. The 'Kensington Night' shuddered as the effect grew.

"Captain it appears to be a frequency resonance puise but I
don’t understand how it can be affecting us like this. I'm seeing
a systems-wide drain on all systems: propulsion, weapons and
shie%ds,“Nim reported. All around the bridge the remaining
operational control stations began to flicker wildly.

"Try to adjust our shield frequency harmonics to filter out
the e2ffect. What is happening to my ship Mr. Barum?"

"Unknown sir, I’m routing all available power to the shields,"
Reav said.
"Fire phasers, divert all power you can to the warp drive.

get us the hell away from that ship,"ordered Chuck.

Talburt 10



"Captain, the helm is unresponsive, "Agamas turned to face his
captain with his report. He threw up his hands into the air in a

show of his frustration. "It's no use sir, I can’t do anything

with it."

"Shields and weapons just went offline,"Nim added. “"wWhat kind
of weapon can do that?"

"No weapon we can fight. Move this ship Mr. Agamas. Thrusters,
impulse, rupture the outer hatcheg, anything. We need more
distance,™ Chuck said.

"The enemy ship is firing again. Targeting the bridge."

Captain Chuck didnt live long enough to give any further orders
as the explosion that rocked the bridge rocketaed him out of his
command chair and onto the hard deck plates. He was dead before

he even hit the floor.

Exposad electrical current spider webbed the bridge consoles.
The power surge rushed toward the engineer’s console and it
exploded in tha face of the man at the controls.

The bridge crew survivors dove out of the way as a foof
support section came crashing down from above their heads. The
navigation console exploded in a firey flash.

"We have to evacuate the bridge,"shouted Agamas through the
sparks and smoke. He was suddenly the senior officexr on board.

The ‘Night’ shuddered and groaned again as a piece of the
bulkhead ripped free of the subframe, microfractures formed on
the surrounding bulkheads.

"Weye venting atmospherel™informed Nim.
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"Everyons, letg go! Auxiliary control, NOW! ILet's sees if
we can salvage this fiasco," Agamas orderad.

Nolog, Nim, Oni and Agamas sprinted toward the turbolift
leaving behind the bodies of Chuck and the rest of the dead crew

men to the unforgiving vacuum of space.
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Chapter Two

-Passenger Liner "Onslaught"-

Thomas Wiloby sat on the sofa in his statesroom sipping
coffee and waiting.

Travel via space liner, he had been greested by a well
appointed stateroom with comfortable sitting area, marble floored
Greek style bathroom complete with carved columns, fountain and a
living garden.

Both his bedroom and sitting area sported large curving
transparent aluminum windows which offered spectacular vistas
into open space and the ever changing night.

The bedroom featurad a large comfortable bed, dresser, comm
relay and a small computer station. A sidection of actual paper
books linaed a small bookcase ajong one wall.

Of course the rest of the liner wasn’'t bad either.

The“Onslaught'featured no less than four holodecks, a recent
installation; a well appointed shopping area, gourmet restaurants,
gym with saunas, and two large swimming pools. Together with
various bars and dance clubs, the liner outfitted all the
recreational nesds a passenger could want.

Each stateroom also contained a replicator capable of making
everything from coffee to a new set of clothes. Tom had carried
a small bag containing an antique portable computer and several
articles of clothing, however with replicators it was hardly
necessary for anyone to travel with anything more than the clothes
on their backs. Better safe than sorry, howaver.

Some destinations didn’t even require that. After all he
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wasn’' t anticipating a long stay anyway.
Federation salvage auctions did not happen all that often and
usually not this far out as Wan Chanan Station and Shipyards.
Perhaps it was a sense of adventure that had drawn him out
here. Perhaps it was that he had suffered a great Joss in both
profit and equipment when one of his best Antares class freighters
had been destroyed in a recent ion storm near the Mutara Nebula.
For whatever reason he was tired of forever being stuck
behind a desk with profit and loss projections, payroll, invoices,
permits and bills as his constant companions. He had managers
and accountants who could handle those things. v
"That is what they are paid to do after all,"he mused.
Tom knew he needed to esarn more money to replace his fleet
of aging ships. Better ships meant better money and batter money,
better ships. The best paying cargo runs were out along the frontier
and he was not sure his current flzet could stand the pounding.
Sometimes he almost wished he had completed Starfleat
Academy and i;z:gtan officer like his father, but then he would
have had diplomacy, politics and orders to contend with sapping
the joy of exploration out of him.
But out here, out here he could actuwally get his hands dirty,
grime underneath his finger nails and perhaps a sore muscle or

two to remind him he was still truly alive., He was king of his
domain, a captain of industry.

He wanted his own ship, something bettexr than his old freighter
and the means to go where and when he chose all while making a
suitable living. He mused that he would make a fairly good

Ferengi if it wasnt for all those damn Rules of Acquisition which
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are drilled into each school boys head since birth back on
Ferenginar.

He also didnt look the part of a Ferengi., At five foot
aleven inches he was a striking figure with his warm hazel ayes
and light brown hair which he wore partad on the right side of his
rounded cranium.

But here, he could be both admiral and captain, boss and
amployee,

"Sorry dad I know you do not understand or accept my ééééﬁggﬁ'
he thought to himself., ™I can still make a difference."

The tinkling tones from the iiners intercom were more
soothing to him than any tri-tone bosuns whistle could ever be.

"Attention passengers, this is your captain speaking. We
are on approach to Won Chanan Station and expect to be docking
in approximately ten minutes, Those going ashores are reminded to
please not forget any personal items you brought aboard. We will
once more remind you when it is time to disembark.

Points on this stop you might find interesting are the Won
Chanan History Museum and the Azure Sea coast. The museum on
Won Chana II is open with tours available daily.

While on Won Chanan Station they offer exceilent dining and
shopping at the Won Chana Proper as well as rousing night life
and you will find the Won Chanan people to be warm and gracious.
They are truly an inviting pezopie.

As for all of us on'Onslaught! we hope you had a pleasant

journey and will fly with us again socon."
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"Buch a nice man,” Tom Jaughed.

The emerald sphere of Won Chana II glowad in the morning
light like the jewel it resembled. The nearsr the "Onslaught"
drew to the planet the more defined its geography becama. Large
land masses and crystal blue oceans began to emerge, even billowy
white clouds gave the planet a peaceful, inviting look.

Tom hoped there would be time to spend a few days there
before flyin#) whatever vessel he hoped to purchase home.

The Federation styled station orbited into vieaw as the
“Onslaught®banked to starboard to enter the approach vector for
docking. Tom could feel the forward momentum decreasing as the
massive liner shifted into position nearing the docking port.

Tom couldnt make out the shipyard from his vantage point but
knew it had to be there somewhere in orbit.

"Attention passengers, YOnslaught#is making her final
approach to Won Chanan Station. You may begin to procead to the
airlock at this time. Once more we thank you for journeying with
us and have a pleasant day.

Those remaining aboard, we will be prceeding to our next
destinations: Bajor, Cardassia and Qo’nes. We wil resume your
journeys after a brief refueling and resuppiying. We 4hank you
for you patience."

Friendly to the Jlast. Tom could ses why the ship was so
popular. All the comforts of home away from home. He wondersad
what kind of home he@d be flying out of here.

The line was already forming as passengers began to filter
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their way through the airlock doors and down the enclosed
gangway.

He could see Won Chana II still spinning from the transparent
aluminum domed gang plank leading from the liner into the
reception area of the station. Excited voices and tha sound of
feet echoed through the narrow passage way spanning several
meters.

The “Onslaught%}purser was helping some female passengers
ﬁrangle some suitcases onto an antigrav sled and nodded in
acknowliedgement to Tom as_pe passed. He look almost nonverbally

P RCEING
said, "Thank you for pakeding lightly."
"Today starts a new life for me," Tom spoke only to himsalf.

"Look out galaxy, here comes Thomas Wiloby, Captain of Industry,
_ Won Chanan Station-

Tom stepped off the gangway of the hyper transport
YOnslaught¥ 32;: a secret grin on his face. Who ever heard of a
space linar name&‘Onslaught?“ It was such a valiant name for such
a sluggish and clumsy vessel no matter how well appointed shes had
been. The name would have better suited a starship or at the
very Jleast, a Bird of Prey.

The oversized egg-shaped construction of the hull with struts
extending roughly amidship on which were attached dual warp nacelies
of an octangonal shaped diameter, thes sides glowing a warm orange
hue. They looked every bit as if their installation had besn an
after thought.

It was because they had been.
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Though the Won Chananf had been a warp capable race for 200
years, the %Onslaught® had only just been upgraded from a Cryo-
sleeper ship to modern staterooms.

The older turbo-dyne enginas were upgraded to modern warp
nacelles. Without them a journey outside the Won Chanan system
would have taken many years to ferry Tom from Earth to the
Station above Won Chana II.

Warp five had been the maximum velocity *Onslaught" could
achieve without tearing the massive ship to shreds. Anything
more powerful was simply incompatibie with the ship’s size and
mass.

A smaller private craft or one of his own freighters could
have been utilized for the trip, however faster privatesr vessals
were not big on comfort. He chose comfort for this voyage.

Tom approached the counter at the antrance to the airlock
as it opened into the station. The human ensign spoka to Tom.

“8ir' welcoms to Won Chanan Station. We extend our hand of
friendship to you and hope you have a pleasant stay.”

Tom Jeanad toward the blonda, female ansign.,

"They make you say that to everyone dont they?"

He cupped his hand beside his mouth as if trying to conceal
the fact he was speaking.

“Jes, if I had a strip of latinum for everytime Iﬁh said it
in the past month alone I could own half of the quadrant. I wish
theyd Jet me use my own grestings but..." Tom joined her in
unison as he knew exactly what she was going to say.

"Orders are orders." The two of them shared a bréif laugh

bafore the ensign spoke again.



"Would your visit be business or pleasure?®

"Mostly business but I do hope to have a little fun while I'm here too."

"Just for you I'll spare the rest of my speech, There are some pretty
¢good bars, restanrants and clubs here. I assume you're here for the salvage
auction. It starts in two hemrs."

She returned to her splel.

"May the stars shine upon you always. It's a Won Chanan proverb. I
have to say it too," she cringed.

"I bet visitors eat it up," Tom smiled.

"You'd be surprised," she said.

"Perhaps I'll see you around the station," Tom said.

"Perhape," she sgmiled as Tom turned away from her counter. It was true
she wouldn't mind seeing this man again.

The starport was bustling with aliens from all over the galaxy, the
Federation and even a few specles he had never seen before. Tom knew by the
interest this salvage auction had drawn the bidding would be fierce and he was
in for some pretty stiff competition for the various wares on the block.

He carried his pouch of Won Chanan data credits, one of the currencies
of choice here next to Qold-pressed latinum in this sector of Federation
space, in his front pants pocket, a careful hand was placed over the opening
to discourage any would be pick pockets. Even a protected space like a
Federation Starbase had it's share of quick fingered oppertunists.

He had chosen to wear black trousers and boots with a blue and yellow
horizontal striped shirt, He was a good loocking man of 35 with an athletic

build,
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He walked with an air of confidence all the while taking in the scenes
going on all arcund him.

A small primate looking man-thing or whatever with a tiny elephant-like
trunk appendage for a nose motioned him over to a kiosk he was standing
beside,

Wiloby crossed the filow of auction attendees approaching the furry
little man.

He was about a meter tall covered with thick, plush black coat which
gave off a silent purpleish tint, orange face and friendly looking orange
primate eyes.

When the gray jumpsuilt wearing man spoke, his voice was unlike anything
Tom had been prepared to hear. It took a moment for the universal translator
Tom wore on his belt to change the shrill screeching sounds over to Federation
standard language.

"Here for auction, are you now?" he asked.

He probably knew that anyway based on the recent volume of traffic aboard
the station and why Tom had come on this day of all days and was only being
polite.,

"That's right," Tom said. Friendly and inquisitive, Tom agreed.

He was barefoot as if anything other than a pair of five fingered humanoid
gloves would have sufficed as shoes anyway. The furry man was of a species Tom
had never seen as so many here were,

‘I gotta get out more,' he mused,

Tom thought it 1mpolite to inguire of his species in polite conversation.

He made a mental note to inquire about it in the Federation database w

aboard whatever vessel he purchased.
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"You need program. Can't bid without program. Not know what sells when,"
the little furry man said in his broken words. "Program free, not much here is.
Here. you take,"

The furry little man handed a padd to Tom who briefly tabbed through the
menu. He locked up to see the furry man was standing there smiling at him
waiting patiently for the human to glance at the data and descriptions of the
various lots to be sold. Tom realized he was being rude by standing there and
not spesking to the furry man,

The furry little man peointed down the station's receiving plaza to another
kiosk, this one 1it in neon. A sign above the kiosk simply read "Tours" and
Tom had almost dismissed it as being a tourist oriented enterprise like a
shuttle to Won Chana II or something which it was also. After a moment, the
little man spoke.

"Book tour. See vessels for sale. There are many. One data credit for
tour. Still bargain."

Tom agreed the price did seem fair as he nodded his head. He thanked the
furry little man and walked toward the lighted kiosk.

"Good luck human," Mr. Furry called from the counter. Tom noticed it was
not as busy as he expected.

He also realized that the furry man's 'Good Luck' could be taken several
ways.

Good luck surviving the tour or good luck in the auction? Was this
secretly a soclal commentary on the piloting skills of the shuttle plilots

arcund here?
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He noticed a single individual behind the counter studying a computer

terminal.

"Excuse me, when is your next tour to see the auction vessels?" Tom asked
of the attractive yet very purple girl behind the counter.

She wore the unmistakable black and gold uniform of a Starfleet ensign
and was shapely in all the right places: athletic in body, ample rounded
breasts, a tight tushi, and silken hair the color of night, Her face was soft
and feminine, perfectly proportioned nose, pointed chin and gentle eyes the
same stunning color as her skin.

The woman loocked up at him.

"For you cutie, anytime you're ready to go. I have my shuttlecraft
waiting at the airlock. One data credit please."

Charming and to the point, Tom thought and not bad to look at as well. He
was definitely attracted to this woman but business before pleasure., He was
hoping for the pleasure too.

Tom wondered if the woman had been flirting with him or was just really
good at her job. He followed the shapely grape-colored pilot toward the
airlock where sure enough waited a small personnel shuttle. It was not
Federation in design.

The pair boarded the small wedge shaped craft and the plum colored pilot
took her seat at the helm motioning for her male companion to the seat beside
her.

"Shuttlecraft 'Elirium' to Won Chanan Control," she said.

S0 this vessel was called the 'Elirium.’ Tom thought the name sounded
vaguely familiar as if he'd heard it before somewhere but he just couldn’'t
place it.

"Go ahead 'Elirium' this is Won Chanan Control," came & male voice from

the comm channel.

Talburt 22



"Request permission to disembark, one passenger aboard to inspect auction
mothball fleet."

"Request granted 'Elirium.' Launch vector has been relayed to your NAV
computerx. Please maintain a speed not to exceed 1/4 impulse. We are releasing
the docking clamps. You are free to navigate,"

"Acknowledged 'Elirium' is engaging thrusters, increasing speed to 1/4
impulse once clear of the space dock."

And, she's professional too, thought Tom.

"Acknowledged 'Elirium.' Enjoy you sightseeing trip. Won Chanan Control,
out,"”

The pilot tapped the thruster controls on the console manuevering the
emall craft out into the star-studded 'sky' before her. As the station slowly
shrank behind them, she increased to 1/4 impulse.

'I'll have to remember to do all this once I pilot my own ship,' Tom
thought.

"Qur travel time to the dry deck facilities will be five minutes. 5it
back and relax. May I offer you something to eat of drink while you wait?

The replicator is to the right and offers a selection of both known Federation
and,
recipes selections from several nonaligned worlds."

'Beautiful, considerate and professional. Is there nothing this woman
isn't?' Tom wondered.

"Yes, thank you," Tom sald turning in his seat to face the replicator.
"Raktajino, hot."

'Raktajino eh? I 1like this man already,' the pilot thought,

In a shaft of shimmering light a mug of steaming Klingon coffee materialized
steam rising from the rim. Turning in his seat to face the forward viewing

port, he glanced left to find the ensign smiling back at him before bringing
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the steaming mug to his 1ips.

ﬁjp are you here from Earth or one of the colony worlds?"

Obviously the ensign was fishing for information or was she just being
a charming hostess? Charming. 2dd that to the list.

"I'm here on business." He saw no reason not to be forthceming. “Earth,
yes. I'm Tom, Tom Wiloby and you are?"

"Engign Tari Vallatin, liasion officer and pilot, currently assigned here
at the Port Authority Mr. Wiloby."

"Tom, please call me Tom."

She hesitated.

*Oh what the hell, you only live once, at least my species does,‘ she mused,

"Thank you, Tom. Are you looking for a vessel for business or pleasure?
We have a selection of crafts of several configurations both personal and
commercial., A)l vessels have been inspected and are certifled space worthy,
although as it pertains to former military or starships the weaponry has been
remcved and other defensive systems downgraded to meet Starfleet standards
governing perscnal privateer vessels."

'Am I talking too much? Come on Tari just relax. So what he's cute.

You've met cute guys before. Why should this one be any different?' she

breathed.

"T own an interstellar freight operatien and 1 am looking for an escort
ship for my fleet of freighters," Tom replied.

"Oh, an entrepreneur. A privateer eh?"

Tari almost clasped a hand over her mouth.

'Shut up Tari. He's going to think you're a weirdo.'

She was almost in a panic in her thoughts and she didn't know why.
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'Is she blushing? She's turning violet. No, I've carried the purple
jokes a bit to far. I need to stop. Why do I feel nervous around her?
Sure, she's perfect in every way and I'm deeply attracted to her but why
am I having trouble talking to her?' Tom wondered in his head.

'Oh my Gods! Am I blushing?' Tari shifted in her seat. 'Back to
business,*

"We have several vessels that would serve well in the capacity including
several decommissioned Federation starships: Constitution, Miranda, and
Constellation classes. One name you might recognize: 'USS Stargazer.' A
Ferengi junk dealer brought it in. He also brought in a Constitution Class
which he swears is the 'USS Enterprise-A,' but according to Starfleet records,
that ship was destroyed at the planet Chal. He is under investigation as we
suspect he is trying to pass off the ship as the coriginal to try te drive
up the price," Vallatin said.

"That's illegal in the Federation I thought,” Tom said.

"In 'most’ of the Federation it is but not here. We still observe local
laws on such dealings. Quant, that's his name, follows the old Ferengi
proverb that says 'A fool and his money are soon parted.'"

Tom suspected the saying came from somewhere other than Ferenginar but
he wasn't about to dispute the ensign.

"Can I interest you in a new freighter? We have some of Vulcan design
that have been recently restored.”

She is good, thought Tom. He indeed did need a freighter to replace the
one he loet to an ion storm and to replace some of his aging fleet. His intent
had been to remove much of the interior of a Federation ship and convert the

reclaimed space to cargo space.
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"No just the escort class ships. I need to get back to the auction. It
will start scon,"

"Bf course," Vallatin said not looking up from her flight controls.

'She's angry with me,' he thought. 'I had hoped she'A share a late meal
with me after the auction., That iz if she is unattached and agreeable to the
idea.’

If not, perhaps one of the bars on board the station has a holosuite
running an Orion slave girl program. Naw, why go green when I can go purple,
right?*

Feeling the tensgion building between the ensign and Tom,Vallatin spoke.,

"The answer is yes. You were going to ask me about it right?"

"Could she be empathic too? Can you read my thoughts?'

She turned back toward him as the shuttle sailed past those Vulcan
freighters.

Tom had not even noticed their approach to the line of ships hanging
onto their moorings in space by low level tractor beanms.

*Does she know I suspect she's angry with me?'

"Agk?" Tom said nervously. "Ask about what?"

Tari decided to take the lead.

"The auction ends at 1900 hours. I'll just be ending my duty shift at
the kicsk. Yes, I'd love to have dinner with you," Vallatin said. "Meet
me there."

"I hear they serve a mean Rigellian pressed steak at Quanticos," Tom
sald.

Tari decided to make light of his statement to lighten the mood.

"Well, considering that the Rigellian beast devil is a humanoid-eating
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predator, I'd say it could get a little mean."”

'Witty. I am amazed," Tom thought as he laughed out loud.

"Del Quantico and I are 'friends,'" Vallatin said.

Tom suspected they were/had been more than 'friends® but he let the
subject drop.

Tonight he was going to have dinner with a beautiful woman who continued
to amuse and amaze him. He was not going to let something like a former
relationship get between him and her as he learned more about her. Besides,
it really was such a minor thing wasn't it?

'This will really get him going,' thought Vallatin still playing her
flirtatious game and perhaps trying to elicit jealousy in Tom. It was working.

"Ok here we go. Scoutships: Klingon, Cardassian, Vulcan, Federation,
Andorian, Ferengl ... too small right?"

L7 | bit, yeah," Tom said with a frown,

'S0, I have gotten to him,' she thought. "6k moving on to starships.

We have an O'berth Class here with a new warp coily A Miranda Class with
enhanced structural integrity fields and tractor beams, could be a good tug
boat. There's the 'Stargazer,' Captain Jean Luc Picard of the 'Enterprise’
once commanded her., It is small and underpowered, a bit overworked but
durable, Quant is almost as proud of it as this."

Before them lay a row of Constitution Class starships. All had their
original tubular warp nacelles replaced with upgraded versions, their registry
names and numbers burned off their dirty white hulls except one. This one
didn't show suffering from years of stellar corrosion and scarring on the hull
plates. It appeared to be factory showroom fresh,

"And here's the ruse."”

Talburt 27



Vallatin manuevered the 'Elirium' in for a closer look. It passed over
the rim of the saucer section and larger than 1ife 'USS Enterprise*' NCC 1701-2
in the distinctive Federation font was freshly painted on the primary hull.

"There's no way that's the Enterprise?" Tom asked.

"Absolutely notl™

It was an elaborate copy, no doubt about it. Quant had spent large sums
of latinum to create and exact replica of the legendary starship right down to
a perfect reproduction of the bronze name plate that adorned every starship
bridge wall.

"And here we have a pair of Klingon battlecruisers., They are D5 models,
ugly but they could be used for you purposes. They are not the most fuel
efficient vessels and of course their cloaking devices were removed by the
Klingons for security reasons.™

"Of coursze," said Tom.

"I have to get you back to you auction so ycu can get me later," Tari
winked.

'Did I just say that??

"Changing course., Won Chanan Control, shuttlecraft 'Elirium' on retuxn
vector to airlock."

"Roger 'Elirium' we have yon on our sensors.™

In the darkness out beyond the Klingon D5's Tom spotted a dark shape.
Curious, he pointed to it.

"What's that?"

Tari crane@ her neck to see what Tom was looking at.

"That isn't part of the auction. We need to get back."

"No wait. 1I'd like to take a look."

Frustrated, Vallatin reversed course.
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"'Elirium' to dockmaster. Changing course to fly by the 'Destination.'"
"!'Destination' is not part of the auction items, ensign."

"I know but my passenger wants to see her and he did pay his admission
fee. What could it hurt?!

"Roger ‘'Elirium' return to vector when ready."

"'*Elirium' out."

'Destination’, so it does have a name after all. As the shuttle neared the
dark mass the blackness began to take on a distinct shape.

"Starfleet hasn't installed lighting out here like it did with the other
ships so we're going to have to improvise. I hope you don't mind," Tari said.

"gb right ahead," Tom said.

Vallatin switched on the shuttle's bright landing lights and the shape
revealed a Constitutien Class starship. NCC 1789,

"As I said this isn't part of the auction. Tom Wiloby, meet the 'USS
Destination.' I'm only casually familiar with the ship but I'1l1l tell you
what I know.

It is the joke of the station. The ship was among the final Constitution
Classes in the 1700 registry series. 5She was built at Utopia Planetia
shipyards, Mars. She was named the 'Destinatioen'. There lies the joke."

"I thought there were only 13 original Constitution Classes in the
original series, I've never heard of this one," Tom said.

Tari wondered how Tom knew that.

'‘He must have done his homework,' she decided. 'There must be more to
Mr. Wiloby than his good looks,!

"Anyway the way the joke goes is 'The only destination this ship was

destined for was the Federation scrap heap.® Federation engineers spent
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years trying to find out why she never flew. Starfleet chose to delete the
:Destination' from the official record and she's drifted from yard to yard
ever since. We even had one of our fommer enaineers spend time on it. It
drove him crazy. He started to question his ability as a Starfleet engineer,
became an alcoholic, and eventually resigned his commission. It really is a
very sad tale, isn't it?" Tari said.

"What was this engineer's name?"

"Scott Montayne. He was a great engineer but this one always eluded
him. He began to slowly crack under the pressure."

"50 where is Mr. Montayne now?" Tom said not entilrely expecting a response,
Tom wondered if the entire subject might still be a sticking polnt among those
who know and remember Montayne and perhaps dreshing up out memories might not
be the wisest course of action, but Tom was dying to know the end of the story.

"He's still here. He never left the station. Go to any spaceport bar on
the station. He'll be the one with hls head in a drink in the corner.”

"BPut how does he make a 1living? Surely someone has to pay for his room and
board. His drinks alone must cost someone something." Tom said.

"He tinkers around, repairs replicators, small stuff really. It keeps
him in quarters and drink well enough," Tari said.

"and they never found out what's wrong with her?"

"No, never. Starfleet gave unp trying years ago. ©She was so far out of
date with the latest technology that she was deemed not worth the effort to
spend time and resources on her any further. Montayne did all his work on
her entirely on his own dime and his own time. It was sheer coincidence that
tDastination' was allowed to remain here as long as she has been. She's
finally been scheduled for demolition after the auction ends. The Akira
Class 'USS Rainmaker' is on her way to torpedo her as part of a simulated
wargames exercise. NOW, if you are finished talking about ghosts from the

past you have an auction t¢6 attend.”



She avoided saying, narrowly, 'And me to attend after the auction.'

She reversed course once more, increasing speed to 4% impulse and headed
back to the station. Tom thought it was a waste to allew the "Destination®
to die never knowing the thrill of racing through space at warp speed and
he wished he could do something to stay her execution.

He needed a functional starship not someone's headache. But, he still
felt it was a shame. Her's was a technology from a different era and she had
been left behind.

He wondered what it would have been like to command her, to feel her
power radiating up from the deck plates, see the stars streaming by and walk
he antiquated corridors.

He also wondered why his heart went out to this ship. He'd attached
human feeling to a piece of defunct machinery that Starfleet had done their
best to erase from history. His mind remained fixed on the 'Destination’
and he didn't even notice when 'Elirium' docked at the station. Tari had to
break Tom out of his trance.

"Mr. Wiloby are you ok? We've docked, you can go to the auction now.”

"I was just thinking about the ‘'Destination®," he gaid. "She's out there
all alene and doesn't have anyone to care for her,"

"You realize she's only a ship, right? She doesn't have feelings and she's
been 'out there all alone her entire existance with no one to care about her.®
I wouldn't worry about the 'Destination'. It's better this way. I admit
captains do feel a certain way about their ships but remember 'Destination' isn't
yours. She'll finally get to be useful this way."

"You're right of course but part of me wishes she was mine,'" Tom frowned
as he stood up and left the 'Elirium'.

'‘Maybe there is another way,' Tari thought.
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Chapter Three

- Kensington Night, Auxiliary Control -

"Ck people talk to me," Agamas said.

The remaining bridge crew stormed through the door at a sprint and
assumed their stations. Consoles sparked to 1ife as soon as the officers
were seated at their control stations trying toc assess the damage to their
ship and the possibility of getting it and themselves the hell outta here.

"Weapons and shields offline, main power is out, we are on battery
power only. Hull breaches on the bridge, decks 4-7, power out decks eight
and nine. Warp engines are offline ..." Solon interrupted Gazara Nim's
report midsentence.

"Ok, I think I get it. Any good news?"

"We are still alive sir,” Gazara said.

Solon then realized his inner Romulan had taken over and he was coming
off as a bit gruff. Solon, because of his mixed parentage was always warring
between his Romulan and his Vulcan halves. Which side won was often a SR
surprise even to him.

"I'm sorry Lt, Commander for my tone. Is anything working?"

"Sengors are still active, communications are functioning barely, the
alien ship has stopped firing at us." Gazara breathed a sigh of relief.

‘At last, something I can work with,' thought Solon but hef wasn't
sure exactly what he'd do with that information.

"Auxiliary Control to Engineering. Commander Barum, status report on
main power and the warp drive."

Silence followed his request.
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"Reav this 1s Agamas, status report?"

'This can't be good.'

"Engineering agf', Engign Nimer, sir."

'Nimer?' thought Agamas. Ensign Nimer was the engineer's mate aboard
the 'Kensington Night'. He was essentially Commander Reav Barum's assistant.
If Nimer was answering the comm Reav must be up to his armpits in work down
there.

"Ensign, where is Commander Barum? I need a status report on the warp
drive,"

A pause., Definitely not a gecod sign.

'What was Nimer trying net to say?' thought Solon.

"Sir, I'm ... sorry sir. So s-sorry. Commander Barum is dead.”

If Solon had not already been seated at the helm he 1ikely would have
fallen down. His friend, Reav Barum was dead and Solon wished he had been
wrong when he suspected something was amiss in the engine room,

"How did it happen?" Solon swallowed a lump that had formed in his
throat.

'Do I really need to know the answer?' he asked himself. 'Reav is dead
and now so may be all the rest of us.’

"Ensign, who is in command down there?"

'What the hell had happened during that last salvo?'

"Hig console sir, exploded it d4id. Instant dead he was," Nimer said.
"In command I am."

The news hit Solon like a phaser blast. It wasn't that he didn't trust
the ensign to handle to post but his friend had seen them through werse
scrapes in the past and always lived to tell the tale. Maybe this time Reav's

luck finelly ran out.
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Barum dead, an ensign engineer commanding engineering and the 'Kensington
Night' can't even move away from the enemy vessel that disabled her?

'This just keeps getting better.'

"Warp core fused, consoles exploded, dilithium crystals shattered. I'm
not sure fix I can," Nimer lamented, "Space dock we need."

Now was not the best time to state the obvious.

"Ensign that won't be possible. Start analysing the damage done to
the other systems. Focus on impulse engines and defenses. Get me something
that works or we are all dead."

There it was in plain Federation Standard. Why sugar coat it? The
sltuation was grave there was no doubt about it.

'We can't just sit here defenseless and powerless. Once those batteries
go it's going to get cold and dark really fast, that is if that ship out there
lets us live long enough,' he thought.

"What's the allen ship doing? It's just sitting out there watching us.
Why don't they board us or finish us off. Surely they know we're defenseless,”
Gazara Nim said.

"You saw that graveyard of ships, vessels damaged but not destroyed.

They want the ship. They are not in a hurry to claim it. I'd bet my
pointed ears that if we could examine those ships we'd find their crews died
of oxygen deprivation or froze to death.™

"That's horrible! Those poor people out there, How utterly barbaric.
They're just going to wait until life support fails and then come take
whatever they want?" Gazara szaid.

"Logic clearly tells me that may be exactly the type of allens we're

dealing with," Solon said.

Talburt 34



No one spoke for several minutes until Lt. Nolog broke the silence,

"Commander, reports coming in from all over the ship. Doctor Anto N'Waa
reports sickbay is filling up fast with wounded. Report 55 dead, 14 wounded,
minor cuts and abrasions on most of the crew and some plasma burns. Lt.

Oni Asada is helping with the wounded. Multiple hull breaches., Several
emergency force fields are in place, some offline; 21 survivers are relocating
to undamaged sections of the ship," Nolog said.

"Nimer are you listening to the internal comm traffic?®

"Sir, yes," Nimer saild.

"Shut down power and atmosphere to the damaged sections, Nolog inform
the crew to remain in the protective sections of the ship. The batteries
won't laat long if we can't regain main power. Nim, launch the log buoy.
Nolog send out a distress signal."”

'Did I cover it all Captain Chuck? I'm trying to do what you would do.'
He tapped the intercom button.

"This is Captain Agamas. I need the ranking officers to the ..."

Solon followed Starfleet protocol. Whenever the ranking bridge officers
in command became unable to perform their duties though illness or death, the
nearest highest ranking officer must assume command as acting captain,

That job fell to Selen. His intercom message was interrupted.

"Captain, the alien ship is moving away at impulse. They've gone to
warp. They're gone sir," Nim said.

'This buys us a little time,' Captain Agamas thought.

"Ranking officers, all sectlions except medical to Auxiliary Control

Room for a briefing, now," Agamas said. "we have to think of a way out of
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this mess,"

Talburt

'before we all die,' he omitted saying.

"Agamas outl"
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Chapter Four

-- Federation Auction, Won Chanan Station--

The auditorium was packed with buyers. Some had cowe to buy, others to
watch their items sell and some just to watch as a spectator. All of them
however were hotly interested in the collection of classic Starfleet vessels.

Tom sat in his seat. The multi leveled auditorium was lined in theatre
style pull down seating in curving rows set up in ascending tiers as one left
the main floor and walked into the crowd. The deep red velvet seats were
soft and inviting to Tom and he settled comfortably as near the rather large
viewscreen on the stage as he could find a vacant seat.

His program told him that during the course of the next few hours that
photographs and other information about the items presented for auction
would be paraded across the screen.

He reached into the pocket in the seat back in front of him and retrieved
the padd contained inside.

This silent auction required purchasers to log in with the ID code they
were issued at the door, the padd linked to the viewscreen. Bids were
registered electronically with each bidder's number placed on the screen.
Once bildding closed, the winner's purchase would be recorded on the padd
and the buyer would pay out as he/she/it left the auction. Data credits
or gold pressed latinum accepted. It was all very clvilized.

Tom sat near the aisle as the curving rows cffered everyone a good view
of the stage. A Ferengicgsulwaltzing up and sat down beside him.

"Good day hew-mon," he said with a big toothy grin. Tom exchanged

pleasantries with the man.
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"Here to buy a starship, perhaps? The auction has many but there are twe
that are my favorites," the Ferengi szaid.

Tom nodded confirming that he was indeed interested in a ship.

"I hear they have the 'USS Enterprise~A', not destroyed at the planet
Chal as the nasty rumors claim, but recently recovered adrift and restored.
Very expensive but worth the price in latinum to own James T. Kirk's ship.
Very rare," the Ferengi said. "But I have forgotten my manners hew-mon. I
am Del Quantico, restauranteur, entrepreneur and starship enthusiast and more."

'Se this is the famous Del Quantico that Tari spoke about,' Tom thought.
'He's a good salesman. Let's see what he has to say.'

"Tom Wilcoby," he said holding back certain details. He stretched out
his hand to the Ferengl who grasped it with a firm handshake. "I'm told
the Rigellian pressed steak at you restaurant is quite exqulsite. I'm dining
there after the auction.”

"My restaurant? I am flattered that you have heard of my little place,"
Quantico smiled and straightened his jacket lapels. "I will set aside our
very best cut for you Mr. Wiloby."

"Make that two Mr. Quantice. 1I'11 be having a guest for dinner," Tom
said.

"Why of course and call me Del. Everyone does."

"Thank you Del."

Del's suit was orange with streaks of reds, golds, greens and blues woven
into the cloth. It was something only a Ferengi could wear and still look
quasi-respectable. His large lobed ears set off his head like megaphones.
This was no doubt a man well respected or well feared amongst his peers on

Ferenginar where large lobes were an indicator of a Ferengi's business prowess.
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Del looked as if he could buy out the entire auction single handedly and still
turn a profit in resale.

Tom baited Del.

"I didn't have designs on such a grand scale as the 'Enterprisze.’

I lost a ship last year and have been scouting for a replacement. Lost a
bit of money also."

"Lost profits are always cause for alarm," the Ferengi seemed undiscouraged
but rather more determined. "Ah but then of course you are a fellow privateer.
5till, think of the prestige though. No pirate would dare attack the legendary
'Enterprise'., Yeou are in business, no doubt. What type of business, if I may
be so bold?"

If only it was the 'Enterprise', the legendary ship of Captain James T.
Kirk and not a carbon copy. It was, however, a very wel) done copy. Tom had
to give props to Del.

'Ok Mr. Quantico, I'll bite,' Tom thought.

"I'm in interstellar shipping, import/export, contract, that sort of
thing. I own 'Classic Federation Carriers'," Tom said proudly,

And he was proud. He had started with only one tired Antares class
freighter and a slew of partners. He clawed his way into the business world
one job at a time. His first ship was bruised and battered but still in
service.

It was unnamed, carried only a designation number: Freighter 6523.

"I too am into import/export from time to time."

‘More like smuggling,' Tom guessed.

"I'm not familiar with that company hew-mon but of course I don't get out

as much as I used to."
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'For a Ferengi, he must not have that good of connections. Perhaps
we are still toc small to be on the map?' he thought.

"I'm not surprised Del. We don't typically get out this far. I'm
looking to change that and open new markets. I'm tired of being chained
to my desk when the real business of my business is out here," Tom said,

The Ferengi seemed impressed and enchanted with Tom's statement.

"A most enterprising,” Del laughed. "Pardon the pun, yocung man you
are Tom." Tom chuckled at the man’s humor and thanked him for the
compliment.

"I saw the 'Stargazer' out there too."

"Ah yes, the 'Stargazer.' Constellation Class. Once commanded by
Captain Jean Luc Pilcard of the'Enterprise: Another big ticket item,”
Quantico said.

Something about Quantico struck Tom as peculiar.

First, Del Quantico didn't sound like a Ferengli name. Hadn't Tari
called him 'Quant'? That 4id sound like a Ferengi name, so did Del.
Could he possibly be covering a checkered past or possibly a striped one
by using an assumed name?

'Striped past,' thought Tom. 'Kind of like his suit!' Tom wondered
if perhaps Del had once worn a striped suit of another type.

"I'm needing something along the lines of a Constitution Class ship,
something I could modify with larger cargo helds. It would be shameful to
alter a historical relic like 'Stargazer' or ‘Enterprise',” Tom said with
a stralght face. He was stlll playing along.

"How very true hew-mon;yaui resale values would go right out the
airlock," Del said. "Perhaps one of the other vessels of lesser renown

would be a more likely choice as a working starship? I assume you
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have the necessary crew to pilet such a vessel?"

"I do indeed, only not with me at the moment. I'd have to send to
Earth for them. Obviously I wouldn't need the emtire 430 an@ actual
starship of that size used to carry since I wouldn't need all the scilence
and research personnel, Otherwige my profits would be eaten up in wages,
supplies and fuel consumption., After all business ‘'is' about profit."

"I couldn't have said it better. Profit is always foremost. I jlike you
hew-mon, you seem to have the lobes for business. If it would help, I could
lease you a crew, just until you got back to you home port for a modest fee.
Perhaps we can do some business together? 1 do imports to Earth quite
frequently, you know," Quant said.

'Yep, Quant 1is certainly a business man.'

"Actually I thought I might stay around awhile, make a few contacts in
this sector, cultivate some business while the shipyard made the modifications
I require. Perhaps I might even have a load aboard when I make the return
trip to port. 1Isn't there a Rule of Acquisition about 'Striking while the
iron is hot?'"

"Something quite similar, yes,"” Quantico said. The Ferengi seemed to
be growing weary of trying to sell Tom a bill of goods. He shifted nervously
in his seat.

A rustling sound to Tom's right distracted him momentarily and he caught
a glimpse of a flicKer of light out of the corner of his eye. He turned
his attention from the Ferengi to see a large, roughly humanoid shaped entity

pasaing down the aisie.

It's ;ridescent long flowing robes reflected rainbow-colored light

like a prism and reached nearly to the floor disguising most of it's form.
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The whispy gauze like fabric seemed light and airy.

Tom noticed that below the hem of the robe, what he'd expected to
find wasn't there. The entity had no feet, at least none that touched
the floor or even in view, It didn't even really walk, it justssort of
glistened past,

Tom turned toward Del to inquire about it's specles if he knew it but
#l1 he found was an empty chair. Tom hadn't even been aware of his
departure.

"Off to greener pastures. eh Del?” Tom said to himself., It was exactly
what Tom would have done if pPlaced in Del's position. He had been trying to
pawn off his ships to a buyer that was clearly disinterested hoping to find
someone who didn't know the truth about the ships.

Tom wondered if he looked the 'bumpkin' Del had tried to take him for?

Activity on the stage caught Tom's attention. The viewscreen introduced
the first lot. It contained medical and other tricorders which Tom purchaged.

Later came some replicators, engineering tools and out of style uniforms.
Once more Tom bought the lot.

A pair of blocky Starfleet shuttlecraft followed and Tom won that auction
too. At least he could tow one and fly the other home if necessary. The trip
would take awhile but perhaps he could catch up to one of his faster freighters
in the shipping lanes and hitch a ride. He decided to avoid negativity. He
was going to get a starship.

The auction wore on for several hours selling everything from biomemedic
gel to self sealing stembelts. At last several in the crowd began to tire
and leave. Shortly after, Tom bought a crate of phasers, flip communicators

and their necessary power packs.

Del Quanticc never returned to his seat, but Tom believed he was probably
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in the crowd watching somewhere. Surely he wanted to see hisg ships sell.

The auction took a 20 minute recess so the patrons could refresh
themselves or relieve themselves, whichever they needed most. Snacks and
drinks were sold in the lobby from various different worlds. Tom had
sampled a drink called Tranva from the First Federation. The tiny bald
woman smiled at him when he had his first taste and liked it.

Tom remained in his seat feeling no need to use the facilities and though
he was starting to get hungry, he knew he had dinner coming up with Tari after
the auction so he'd soon be satisfied. His thoughts drifted back to Del
assuming he#® was somewhere working the crowd toward his ships.

-- Receiving Plaza --

'Ok Tari, that's just about got it," she thought.

Tari sat in her kiosk's computer terminal doing a very naughty thing. She
finished keying in the final sequence of commands that would allow her to tap
into the auction's security camera feeds so she could watch the ship auction.

She didn't feel she was doing anything illegal, she simply couldn't leave
her desk in spite of the late hour. No one was booking tours to anywhere and
few were even milling about the deserted plaza. And besides, she reasoned,
she had a good relationship with the station commander should her actions
come under scrutiny.

A group of camera angles divided her screen into sections. She scanned
the audience locking for what she sought. One camera was focussed directly
on the viewscreen, what would normally have been center stage. She saved
that one and continued her search. Then she found him. Tom Wiloby was
staring at his padd unaware he was being spied upon.

Tari enlarged Jjust the twe images so she could see when Tom bid and what

he was bidding on.
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