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Story By Jason K. Hauck

Based on “Star Trek” by Gene Roddenberry
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Old Calendar Date:

2239 Hours 

Wednesday

April 9 2381

Location: 

Lykara Shipyards

(Lykara III / Hell’s-Gate Station)
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Hayden-Class Medium Range Scout

Images by Borg Man. 
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Captain’s Personal Log:

Lieutenant Commander Amber Mackey, 

Commanding Officer, U.S.S. Ecclesiastes, reporting. 

Stardate: 58878.58
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It hadn’t been by choice that I’d been picked for this assignment. I’d made it clear that I wanted a posting on a small ship (but I’d meant a Nova-Class or one of the restored Loknar-Class vessels near Deneb.) I was being sent to the frontier to keep an eye on the last known position of The Borg, of all bloody things. The posting came at the worst possible time, just after I’d broken-up with another fling that I’d decided wasn’t husband material.

It had been several years since my last brush with the Borg. Thankfully they’d ignored my ship and crew, in favor of a bigger prize – a Dominion task force several parsecs ahead. I’d been in emergency command of a ship that had become entangled in a Dominion-Borg conflict and lost several of its command crew. The U.S.S. Beijing tried to warn starfleet while trying to delay the inevitable. 

I was with a Corps of Engineers’ vessel, the U.S.S. Tiananmen, an Interceptor-Class starship, attempting to get everyone calm and back to focusing on restoring essential systems or abandoning ship. Thankfully the Beijing hadn’t been a vessel with families, just a small Constitution-Class variant. Starfleet Command had decided it was best to stand back and study which one would successfully come out of the conflict intact. They’d make further decisions about a Gamma Quadrant exodus for non-essential personnel and civillians, only after accumulating sufficient information about both parties.    

The U.S.S. Ecclesiastes, a Hayden-Class scout was supposed to be the next generation Oberth-Class with the slenderest possible tactical profile, in the event we found ourselves in the right place at exactly the wrong moment. I’d been in emergency command of several starships by this point in my job, despite most of them having been severely short-lived.  This would be my first semi-permanent assignment with a total skeleton crew of thirty three officers and crew, and an irrascible E.M.H.  

My friends call me “Mac”. I’m 32 years old,  Five feet and eleven inches tall, 140 lbs, Average To Athletic Build, with Dirty Blond Hair and Blue Eyes.  The only one who still calls me ‘Amber’ is my mother, and only when she’s mad at me.  My Dad started calling me ‘Mac’ when I was about twelve years old and it stuck. 

I have this one guy on the back burner though he’s a bit of a dreamer. A frat boy with a phaser - oh joy. Lieutenant Commander (or “Major”, depending on which C.O. you talk to) Jason Hauck, with Starfleet’s Merchant Marines.  He & I have served together in the past as he supplies me with parts, weapons, and technicians for minor repair jobs and special operations missions that don’t require an entire spacedock. 

[image: image10.jpg]



Pandora-Class

Technical Support Tender

U.S.S. Monarch

FMS 25118

Image by Kaden
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                     Lieutenant Commander Jason Hauck              Bridge – U.S.S. Monarch

Jason and his crew fly a Pandora-Class technical support tender that often gets delegated to the same crisis assignments that I get. He’s flown into the path of some battles to save my ass more than once. The ships I’m assigned to, tend to fly off the usual shipping lanes and that means running into people that don’t want you knowing what they’re upto. I’ve ended-up bandaged and bruised in sickbay with my own private orderly tending to me, but, I sense it makes him feel needed. 

Who am I to argue? 

