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For our future, that we continue to rise up.

Table of Contents

Dedication

Chapter 1 – Callisto

Chapter 2 – Svadilfari Station

Chapter 3 – Odintown, Callisto

Chapter 4 – Asgard Base, Callisto

Chapter 5 – Asgard Base, Callisto

Chapter 6 – Asgard Base, Callisto

COMMUNIQUE

Chapter 7 – Callisto

Chapter 8 – Asgard Base, Callisto

Chapter 9 – Asgard Base, Callisto

Chapter 10 – Callisto

COMMUNIQUE

COMMUNIQUE

Chapter 11 – Callisto

Chapter 12 – Asgard Base, Callisto

Chapter 13 – Rosalind Franklin

Chapter 14 – Rosalind Franklin, Svadilfari Station

Chapter 15 – Rosalind Franklin, En Route to Neptune

Chapter 16 – Rosalind Franklin, En Route to Neptune

Chapter 17 – Rosalind Franklin En Route to Neptune, Day 2

Chapter 18 – Rosalind Franklin, Eight Hours from Neptune Local Space

Acknowledgements

THE TITAN RUN UNIVERSE

A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 – Callisto

[image: ]


Svadilfari Station: the single largest object ever created by humanity.  The station served as the primary shipbuilding and maintenance facility for the BPOE.  As such it was a hive of perpetual activity.  It was clearly visible to someone standing on the surface of Callisto; not just as another point of light in the sky, but a sharp assembly of right angles and gleaming alloys.  An early observer of the station had remarked that it was as though someone had tossed an old Erector Set into the air and it had simply stayed there.

Ships of all sizes could be found at Svadilfari Station.  They were forever under construction, returning for maintenance, or departing for fresh adventure at all hours of the arbitrarily observed day.  Though humanity had long since colonized Venus, Luna, Mars, Ceres, and Callisto itself, millions of years of evolution still held sway.  This meant that Earth time remained the standard at all BPOE facilities, no matter what the sun was doing locally.

Though it consumed several cubic kilometers of space in the sky above Callisto, Svadilfari Station was still readily dwarfed by the gas giant world that dominated their local space.  Jupiter’s pull on the people inhabiting its gravity well was more than gravitational.  The swirling cloud bands that raced around the impossibly large globe would take a piece of your soul if you stared into them for too long; or so the old spacefarer’s legend said.

The first people to visit Jupiter came home different.  Jupiter was an alien world even to those who had orbited Venus and Mars.  The first BPOE teams to live on Callisto for extended duty were likewise changed by their experience.  Though intense radiation was later given as the explanation and advances in shielding saw the oddities abated, the legend remained.

The myths and mysteries of those early visitors were now just that; stories told to newcomers and tourists who had not or would never acclimate to the strangeness of this corner of the Solar System.  All of this was largely ignored by the army of technicians who worked on and around Svadilfari Station.  They had work to do.

One such team of technicians was hard at work refitting the BPOE Rosalind Franklin. The ship had been state of the art when she was launched eighteen years before. She was the second ship commanded by Captain Dalton Simmons, her only captain for those eighteen years.

The Rosalind Franklin was Simmons’ reward for his handling of the rescue of the crew of the Mining Vessel Krakken.  The Krakken had suffered catastrophic damage while on the return leg of a Titan Run.  This same mission ultimately saved the life of his husband, Dr. Hugh Saracen, and their marriage.  The discoveries made by Dr. Saracen about Titan led the BPOE to deploy the Rosalind Franklin on a permanent mission to study Titan and its sister moons.

The ship had therefore spent the majority of those eighteen years in orbit of Saturn. There the Rosalind Franklin served as the primary research platform and command post for the marked uptick in scientific activity at the ringed planet.  Dr. Saracen led the research efforts while Captain Simmons oversaw the entire mission.

The couple excelled in those roles, so much that the BPOE kept them on station. This opportunity allowed them to oversee the greatest addition to human knowledge since humans began living away from Earth. The work of the science teams stationed on the Rosalind Franklin and other visiting ships built a picture of the Titanic biosphere and led to additional discoveries under the ice of neighboring moon Enceladus. The Rosalind Franklin was now undergoing a much-needed refit. The captain and the scientist found themselves near the end of an extended stay at Asgard Base on Callisto.

The interminable mission briefing attended by Captain Grey and Commander Phillips was not the only activity of note on Callisto that day.  At that same moment Hugh Saracen and Dalton Simmons were engaged in an all too familiar conversation. As they conversed they strolled along a canal under the original dome of the civilian settlement that had become known as Odintown.

When life was discovered to exist on Titan in 2318, Asgard Base was only an outpost with a tiny civilian contingent living under an adjoining dome.  After that discovery the BPOE accelerated their timetable and moved their headquarters from Mars to Callisto.  Asgard Base quickly grew from a small station to the nerve center of BPOE activity.  This transformation took only five years.

The original dome and landing zone had been expanded into a grid of interconnected structures.  New domes, additional landing zones, and surface-exposed maintenance facilities were built in quick order.  Likewise, the cozy civilian dome known for slightly better than mess hall food and a place to stretch one’s legs exploded. Families and other people who sensed the opportunity this all presented migrated en masse to Callisto.  A loose fan-shaped system of domes, civilian landing sites, and transit tubes had coalesced in rhythm with the growth on the BPOE side of the settlement. Somewhere in all that activity someone coined the named “Odintown,” and it stuck.

Mercifully for those who remembered, the original civilian done – now known as ‘Old Odintown’ – had remained unchanged.  Some of the restaurants had new names and better food, and the shops now displayed the latest fashions from Mars, but anyone who had been there before the population explosion would have told you that the most important thing had not changed. The vibe remained the same.

And so, it was strolling along the canal in the park in the center of Old Odintown that Hugh and Dalton discussed the most important item on their agenda: where were they going for dinner?

“I hear the place you and Gonzo went to back on Mars when you’d just been commissioned opened a location out in one of the newer domes,” Hugh suggested.

“That place only had one thing going for it,” Dalton replied vaguely as he felt sudden heat in his cheeks thinking back to those younger days.  He and his oldest friend Gonzo – now Admiral Gonzalo Rodriguez – had each played the role of eligible bachelor very well.  Those days were long behind both men.

Rodriguez and Simmons had risen through the ranks together.  While Dalton had made captain first, Gonzo had made his way to an Admiral’s rank and command of Svadilfari Station.  To Dalton, however, Gonzo would forever be his best friend who was more interested in tearing down a piece of equipment to see how he could improve it, not an administrator approving personnel requests and signing off on refit reports.

“And what was it that place had going for it?” Hugh prompted when his husband had fallen silent.  For his part Hugh knew fully well what Dalton and Gonzo had seen in that particular establishment.  Or more precisely, who.

“You know, it was so long ago, it’s hard to even remember,” Dalton evaded.

Hugh chuckled and leaned up to kiss Dalton’s cheek.

“Fair enough,” Hugh replied with a smile,” but the reviews on the IPNet do say the food is good. And I’ve never been there.”

“Let’s keep it in mind for the next time we find ourselves out in the newer domes, but we should find someplace here in Old Odintown tonight,” Dalton said, putting his arm around Hugh as they continued their stroll.

A moment later Dalton sighed heavily.

“Memories?” Hugh intuited as only a long-term partner could.

“Yeah, but not about anything to do with Gonzo,” Dalton clarified.  “I was just thinking back to our first extended stay here on Callisto. A lot has changed in twenty years. You’d think we would’ve noticed, given we’re only here once a year.”

“I know what you mean,” Hugh agreed. “They didn’t just add on, you know.”

“How do you mean?” Dalton inquired.

Hugh waved his free arm in the general direction of Asgard Base proper.

“That dome just to the right of the original base?” he specified.

“The Traffic Control Complex?” Dalton asked.

“The very same. Twenty years ago that was a tower outside the base proper.  It was a lot smaller and it managed all the traffic in Jupiter’s local space,” Hugh said, shaking his head in disbelief.

“What’s so funny about traffic control?” Dalton asked.

“Sorry.  I got lost in my own memories there for a moment.  Thinking about my first trip out here aboard the Krakken.  Captain Zhong decided she knew better than Traffic Control and buzzed Jupiter’s cloud tops conducting a slingshot maneuver.  Damn near clipped a mining bot and pissed off the folks in the tower,” Hugh reminisced.

“Oh yeah, I remember that.  The first time I boarded the Krakken – which you wouldn’t recall given your state at the time –,” Dalton began.

“In a medically induced coma,” Hugh interjected.

“The very same,” Dalton agreed.  “That first time I met Captain Zhong I had to use the pending fines against her as leverage to get her to see reason.”

Hugh laughed at this, nodding his head.  “That sounds like Captain Zhong,” he chuckled.

“But none of this addressed our original issue,” Hugh prompted again after a long comfortable silence.

“Yes, the dinner problem.  Somewhere close to the base so we don’t have a long walk home?” Dalton offered.

“That certainly narrows it down some, but not by much.  What are you in the mood for?” Hugh asked.

“Hmmm... I guess I could go for –,” Dalton said slowly but was unable to complete his thought; he was interrupted by the vibration of his screen.

Pulling the device free, he noted the identity of the person requesting a circuit.

“I wonder what Gonzo wants,” Dalton mused.  He offered Hugh an apologetic glance as he opened the circuit.

“Admiral Rodriguez, always a pleasure,” Dalton said in greeting.  Open formality irked his old friend, which gave Dalton great joy.

“Cut the rank shit, Dalton,” Gonzo replied, only partially teasing with his stern tone.

“Sorry, Gonzo,” Dalton relented.  “What’s up?”

“You’re coming over for dinner,” the admiral stated plainly.

“Is that an order, sir?” Dalton replied officially.

As Gonzo opened his mouth to admonish Dalton further, Dalton cut him off, saying “Sorry, sorry.  When were you thinking?”

Dalton held the screen away from his face in time to see Gonzo cooling down.  A genuine smile spread across the admiral’s face.

“Three weeks from tonight.  Twenty-hundred hours, and make sure that too smart for his own good husband of yours joins you,” he replied, now openly grinning.

“Aye aye, sir, see you then,” Dalton replied with a wink.  Dalton then closed the circuit before Gonzo could say anything else.

“I heard that tone,” Hugh observed a beat later.  “I wonder what I did?”

“Probably one of your custom lab wiring jobs caused his techs some grief when they were refitting the ship, or maybe something to do with the experiments you left running when we docked for refits,” Dalton mused.

“Hey, you signed off on every one of those enhancements, and Commander Grey –,” Hugh began.

“– That’s Captain Grey these days,” Dalton reminded him.

“At the time Celia was Commander Grey, and anyway she oversaw every circuit patch and line of custom code herself.  And those upgrades improved our monitoring efficiency by seventeen percent.  As for my experiments...” Hugh shot back.

“I’m sure Gonzo was just having some of his own fun at our expense,” Dalton offered in an attempt to defuse the situation before it became an issue that would impact their visit.  “So that’s dinner solved for three weeks in the future.  Where are we going tonight?”
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Chapter 2 – Svadilfari Station
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It was one week before his dinner date with Admiral Rodriguez. Dalton had just boarded the Rosalind Franklin.  The ship herself was presently in her berth at Svadilfari Station, but Dalton had orders to take her out of her berth; they were to test some of the upgrades that had been installed.  It was also an opportunity for him to test his new XO – Lieutenant Commander Beckett Harrison. 

“The ride up in the launch was uneventful,” Dalton said to his screen.  The captain was en route to the Rosalind Franklin’s Control Deck via a direct lift from the Launch Bay.

Hugh’s face looked back at him as if expecting more.

“Ensign Krishnan was piloting,” Dalton added knowingly.

“Ensign Krishnan is one of the better pilots we have on the crew,” Hugh countered, unsure at what his husband was getting at.

“Hugh, my love.  I’m almost to the Control Deck; what’d you want to ask me?” Dalton prompted.

“Oh, right.  Only that I left some experiments running when we pulled into Svadilfari   Station, and could you not be overly rough on the ship during this particular test flight?” Hugh requested sweetly.

“You do know they cut all power to overhaul the generators weeks ago, and the grav plating was offline for days after that so they could move heavy components around?” Dalton replied, concerned that Hugh’s experiments might have been ruined.

“Oh, I knew all that was going to happen,” Hugh countered evenly.

“Then how did you...” Dalton began to reply.

“I strapped a small generator to a grav box and bolted the whole thing to a workbench,” Hugh explained, beaming at his own ingenuity.

Dalton’s free hand touched his forehead.  The captain groaned as the lift hatch opened on the Control Deck.  Simmons straightened his coverall and cleared his throat.

Looking at his screen he said, “I’ll do my best to not wreck your experiment.  I love you, I have to go, and we’ll review BPOE drydock protocols when I get home.”

“Aye aye, captain,” Hugh replied with just a whisper of lasciviousness.  “I love you, too,” he added before closing the circuit.

Captain Simmons sighed and pocketed his screen.  He stepped forward onto the Control Deck and took in the familiar sight. Officers were manning the Environmental, Pilot, Navigation, and Executive Officer’s consoles.  They each stood and turned to face him.

From his position at the other side of the deck, Lieutenant Commander Harrison called out “Captain on deck!”

“As you were, people,” Simmons said, secretly grateful that they had chosen to ignore their audience to the end of his conversation with Hugh.  It was nothing most of them had not already heard in their time serving aboard the Rosalind Franklin.

The captain crossed to the center of the Control Deck.  He stood in front of his chair and offered the XO a nod of recognition.  Commander Harrison responded in kind, nodding gently to not dislodge the earpiece he wore.  Simmons then took a moment to ensure he had the attention of his crew.  As always, he did.

“Admiral Rodriguez has informed me that our ship is ready for a test flight.  Let’s see if he’s correct.  XO, clear us for departure,” Simmons announced with an air of skeptical optimism.

“Aye, captain.  Clearing for departure,” the XO repeated.

“Jupiter Local, this is the Rosalind Franklin berthed at Svadilfari Station requesting a vector through local traffic en route to free navigation –,” Harrison began, pausing mid-request to offer his captain a questioning glance.

“Take us just outside the gravity well, whatever vector they have for us,” Simmons replied to the unasked question.

“Repeat, a vector through local traffic en route to free navigation beyond the gravity well, first available vector,” the XO finished into the communications pickup at his station.  He listened to the verbal reply from Traffic Control and noted the receipt of data from them.  “Roger Control, vector received.  Rosalind Franklin out.  Nav, prepare to receive vector data from my console.”

“Aye, XO, vector received,” the navigator confirmed.  She worked her own console for a quick moment before swiping her right hand across the surface.  The completed flight plan appeared on the pilot’s console at the navigator’s right.

“Helm has vector data,” navigation confirmed.

“Aye, flight path locked in,” the pilot agreed.

“Make it an easy one-g acceleration, helm,” Simmons stated as he took his seat.

The pilot confirmed the order and made the final updates to his console.  He sat ready to execute.

“Take us out, XO,” Simmons ordered.

Harrison stood, saying, “Aye, captain.  Helm, clear moorings.  Initiating point-two g initial forward acceleration out of dry dock.”

The pilot echoed the order as he executed his orders.  He confirmed success of each step as the main display offered a view of the area in front of the ship.

“We are clear of the array,” he announced.

“Very good. Bring us to our assigned vector and initiate designated acceleration,” the XO replied evenly.

“Bearing is true, generators supplying one-g acceleration,” the pilot stated, providing a small flourish as he executed the final command.

Simmons chuckled softly.  “Save it for the flight out to Saturn, helm.  This is just a test run around the neighborhood to ensure that the admiral’s teams are good to their word,” he admonished gently.

“Aye, captain.  Stowing the flourish,” the pilot responded.  “Heading is good, reading one-g acceleration,” he reported matter-of-factly a few moments later.

“Confirmed,” the navigation officer added after reviewing her own console.

“Very good.  Steady as she goes,” the captain said as he stood.  He crossed the Control Deck to the XO’s station.

Lieutenant Commander Harrison turned to face him; he opened his mouth to speak before his eyes lost focus and he stared into the middle distance.  His hand moved to his earpiece.  “Propulsion reports generators operating at expected increases in efficiency,” he reported to the captain after acknowledging the report.  He then added, “What can I do for you, captain?”

“Just checking in, commander. Looks like you’re covering two duty stations on this cruise,” Simmons observed, indicating the earpiece and the layout of the XO’s console.

“Actually, three duty stations, sir: Communications, Tracking, and my own,” he replied automatically before realizing how he had sounded.

Simmons smiled and patted his XO on the shoulder.  “We’ll work on your delegation skills once we’re underway for real,” he said.

Harrison once again began to reply, this time interrupted by the startling clatter of the collision alarm.

“Report!” Simmons barked as he strode back to his chair.  Glancing up at the main display, one of Jupiter’s smaller moons grew distressingly larger as the seconds rolled by.

“Helm –,” he called out warily.

“Adjusting course,” the pilot replied as he manipulated his console feverishly.  The Rosalind Franklin veered quickly to starboard and briefly accelerated to three-g to escape the moon’s own gravitational pull.

“Where the hell did that moon come from?” Simmons demanded when they were clear.  “Open a comms circuit to Traffic Control,” he added sharply.  He was certain someone had given them a bad vector.

“Captain,” the navigation officer called out.

“Go ahead, Nav,” Simmons prompted.

“The issue appears to be in our navigation subsystem. I’m running a troubleshooting script against the unit presently,” she reported, her eyes locked on her console.

“What makes you think it was the Nav subsystem?” Harrison queried.

The navigation officer turned in her chair to
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