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Dedication
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When I finished Dark Storm, I just knew there had to be more to the story. Would the Nimitz fly again? Would the base and mining facility get refitted? What happened to the characters after the accident? While the story could have ended, those were all questions I asked myself. Fortunately, my Sister hounded me that I could always write another story. So I did. And Thanks to Gloria Fifield (see her eBooks on Smashwords as well), who helps me with my editing, I hope you enjoy the stories as much as I enjoyed writing them. Sadly, Gloria passed away before this book was completely finished with editing. I hope my readers will forgive me for any uncorrected mistakes I may still have.
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Introduction
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Follow the crew of UEEF Titan Moon Base and the USS Nimitz as they rebuild their lives after the station's accidents just months before. In Episode 2, meet Sarah Brandon and learn how she helped shape the Captain’s career. Episode 3 comes full circle with the crew's lives and careers, allowing for the next series in the UEEF with Beyond The Edge. I hope you enjoy the continuation of my first novel, Dark Storm – A Battle for Survival with - The Titan Saga: A Dark Storm Sequel.
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Dean Fifield

The Titan Saga:

A Dark Storm Sequel

––––––––
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Episode I - Nimitz

––––––––
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Captain’s log:

Earth date: February 21, 2316

Captain Richard Jamizen, U.S.S. Nimitz,

United Earth Exploration Force Commanding.

My ship has been stuck on this stinking rock since

the station’s reactor accident last Oct. I must say

though, Chief Tucker has come through in a big

way, as he has been able to scrounge most of the

parts needed to fix the engines, minus a couple of

updated flow regulators to upgrade them to a

higher performance rebuild. I am grateful for the

help, but I honestly can’t wait to get the Nimitz

back into space.

~~~
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Chapter 1
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Tucker and Reynolds finished up a long day of installing new parts in the engine room of the Nimitz.

“John, if you’re not busy, how would you like to grab a bite to eat?”

“Sounds great, Carly. I’m starving and I’ve got about an hour before the last shuttle for the evening heads back to the Station.”

Ordinarily, Tucker would just wait till he got back to the station, but the ship’s galley was really good. The head chef learned his profession so well that you would swear you were eating in a fine dining restaurant. They both put away their tools for the night, got out of their dirty overhauls, cleaned up, and headed to the galley. Tucker had been spending a lot of time on the Nimitz for the last month or so. His buddy's buddy really came through with ION engine parts that he and Reynolds just finished installing. Today was the last of the positive and negative grid plates. All they lacked were the flow regulators to ensure the even flow of ion particles.

“If Rocky can get those regulators this week, we could have them on the next supply ship, and this ol girl will be spaceworthy again.”

“You know, John, sometimes it feels like you can’t wait to get me off Titan.”

“Don’t be silly, Carly. I enjoy working with you.” That was the truth. Tucker did like working with her and almost wished she were part of his team. But they lived in two different worlds. Reynolds loved space and fixing things by the seat of her pants. Tucker was getting more reserved. He loved fixing things but was also enjoying the controlled confines of the station.

That was not to say he wouldn’t enjoy a little adventure from time to time, but only if he could come back home to Titan. He really felt at ease on Titan. Next month, he would even start to oversee the rebuild of the structure for reactor #1 and replace some of the old, stressed coolant pipes. Yup, he had enough things to still do here, so now, this was home.

The refinery, on the other hand ... was a mess. He was glad that the UEEF sent a series of construction teams to assess and replace the entire power structure. His team installed the new emergency shield generators that the Nimitz brought from Mars One Colony, but he didn’t want to deal with laser boring new conduit tunnels for proper power lines to be run. When that was done, they would install new permanent shield generators, none of those old laser projection ones. These would be like the stations, and they’d run on normal power grids.

The one good thing that came out of this was that the refractor system design that O’Connor and Samantha devised during the storm was sent back to the UEEF for study as a portable emergency shield system that could be deployed in the field. Or possibly deployed on a ship to cover a ruptured bulkhead in the hull. At least, something good will come out of that.

It was dinner time now, and after missing lunch, he was ready for food. “John, you know we have room on the ship if you need a place to crash when we’re putting in these long hours.”

“What do you mean, like stay here on the ship?”

“Well, it’s not like staying on the ship would be like being in the brig or anything, John, but you wouldn’t have to worry about shuttle schedules and such.”

“I know Carly, it’s just ... well, I like ... my own bed.” He needed to say something. Tucker couldn’t tell her that he could never stay now that Samantha was transferred back to the station’s care. Even as hungry as he was right now, he couldn’t wait to get back to see her.

While he didn’t know what that Martian fruit was, it sure was good with dinner. Dinner was exceptionally good tonight, which was normal. Maybe it was because ships got to go places and stock their supplies with real food, not the artificial stuff the UEEF sent them.

As much as it was also fun, sometimes catching up on old times with Reynolds. Tucker quickly finished his dinner, took his tray up to the recycling rack, and then came back to the table. He wanted to let Reynolds know that, for the next few days, while they were waiting for the flow regulators. He had some prep work to get ready for the rebuild of the reactor #1 chamber, so he wouldn’t be by during this time.

“If I didn’t know better, John, I’d say you’re still afraid to be alone with me, even after all these years.”

“Now Carly, whatever would give you that idea?”

“Maybe because you haven’t asked for my help on that one.”

Tucker did not want to bring it up, but the last time Reynolds was in there, she almost got methane poisoning, and he was reminded that he lost some good friends that day.

“You know, Carly, sometimes I just gotta spend some alone time with my boys.” Ok, crew, he thought, he had Ensign Thomas after all. “They sometimes get a little jealous if I don’t show them some love too now and then,” he laughed. Tucker turned toward the door until Reynolds got up and took her cloth napkin and rolled it up, and snapped Tucker across the butt.

Reynolds was giggling as loud as she could, and Tucker turned back quickly, pointing his I’m warning you finger at her, “Carly, you do that again, I will put you over my knee and paddle your ass!”

“Yeah, yeah, sounds like empty promises to me, John.”

“You’re lucky I gotta catch a shuttle, or so help me, Carly, I’d work you over like a day one Ensign!”

Tucker couldn’t help but burst out laughing at what he just said. “I’ll... I’ll... never mind! You’re hopeless, Carly,” was all he could get out. he was laughing so hard.

About that time, Captain Jamizen came in. “I am guessing this is a private thing here?”

“Naa, Captain, just Reynolds being Reynolds. Could I recommend a leash and a muzzle for her? Ok, gotta run, only ten minutes till the last shuttle,” and he turned back toward the door.

Jamizen looked at Reynolds, giggling all over the place, “Chief, anything I need to know about?” This only made Reynolds giggle harder.

“Nope, Captain, you’re safer that way.”

Jamizen decided that dinner could wait; he wasn’t sure what that was all about, but he wasn’t getting between them. Especially when the Chief was in one of her funny moods. They didn’t happen often, but when they did, you should stay clear.
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Chapter 2
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Brock was no longer confined to the Med-Bay, but he was not allowed back to duty yet either. Most of the crew was now used to him walking the hallways, and when they would greet him, he would do one of those finger resemblances of a salute and kind of nod his head to acknowledge them back politely. He was sitting in the officer’s mess instead of his quarters when Jonathan came in to get his dinner since he was working late tonight.

Brock knew, as did Jonathan if he just spoke slowly now, most of the time he would not stutter.

“Ssskipper ... good ... evening.”

“Hey Bob, how’s the relaxation coming?” Knowing the thing Brock wanted most was to be back at work. Until Coddle and Havelock gave their clearance, which would not be anytime soon, all he could do was relax.

“I’m ... bored ... Ssskipper.”

“I’m sure you are, it’s been what three, no, wow, it’s been four months now. Have you heard any news from UEEF HQ about your status?” Not that he wouldn’t know before Brock, but this kept him engaged and talking, which was one thing he still needed to work on.

“They’ve ... been havvving ... me do mmm... memory assssssessssments. Mmmaking sure ... my gggray ... matter ... is still working!”

It was a standard UEEF procedure with head trauma patients. The UEEF had a series of written, visual, and, unfortunately, voice tests that he had to pass before they would sign off on him coming back to active duty.

“Hey Bob, I was thinking, how about I take tomorrow off, I can get Captain Jamizen to loan us a shuttle, and you and I explore some of Titan?”

“Sssounds good ... Skipper, can I ... drive?” Brock knew that the answer would be no. You needed an active-duty ID chip to put in the control panel to engage the shuttle power.

“I might let ya take her for a spin around the block, as long as you don’t tell anyone!” Brock was pretty sure that he would not let him take her for a spin, but it was something to have a nice conversation about.

“You know ... Skipper ... I can’t bbbark out ... orddders yet, bbbut I’m still ... usefullll.”

“Of course you are, Bob! That’s why I’ve recommended that with your motor skills being as good as they are, and your memories intact, you be given at least limited duties.”

Brock was doing good. He had no trouble getting around or anything; his memory was good, and in fact, he even started remembering everything up to the point of the accident. The only other thing that was hard was that he got tired a little more easily than he used to. Jonathan left that out of all his reports. He felt it was only natural after the three operations he’d already been through. If HQ would just authorize some limited office duty, that would be the best recovery he could think of. Jonathan felt strong enough about it that he even asked Coddle and Doctor Havelock to evaluate him.

“Ssssski .... Ssskipper, thattt woudddd be ... grrrr ... grrreat!” Jonathan knew that he was getting excited as his stuttering was increasing.

“Hey Bob, let’s just still take this one day at a time.”

“Youuuuuu...’re tthhhe boss Ssskipperrr.”

This made Brock think about talking to Doctor Havelock again. She asked him if he would think about an experimental procedure she had worked on before coming back to fieldwork. Doctor Coddle thought it might be good, but it was strictly up to him. They both quietly finished the dinner, but Jonathan could see that sitting around was taking a toll on him. He wondered if he could get away with maybe just assigning Brock to take care of some things, like duty rosters, if he just didn’t tell anyone back on Earth. That would give him something to do without having the stress of having to talk a lot. Jonathan decided he would sleep on it and give it more thought in the morning.

“Bob, I’m going to turn in early tonight. Now that the Chief has the radios back up, I have some old emails from Sarah to go through.”

“Rrogerr that Skipper, I’ll ... see yyou tomorrr... row.”

~~~
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After Jonathan left, Brock decided to go see Doc Coddle. He needed more information on this new procedure that Doctor Havelock wanted to try.

Doctor Coddle was in his office as usual this time of night, but from the smell of it when Brock walked in, that was Martian coffee brewing.

“Hey ... doc! Ssomme... thing ... smells ggoood.”

Coddle came out of his office, seeing Brock standing in the lobby, “What can I do for you, X.O.?”

“Doc, Doc...tor Have...lock said ... that ... prooo...ced...ure.”

“Yes, to help you talk normally again. What about it?”

“Do you ... tthink ... it wwill worrrk?”

“That I don’t know, but I can tell you this, X.O., she is the top Neurosurgeon in the fleet. She literally wrote the book on Long-Term Space Travel on the Human Body. If she thinks it will, I bet you a hundred credits that it’ll work.”

“Do yyou ... think ... you could... tawlk ... to herr a...bout it for ... me?”

“I’ll be more than happy to X.O... Now about that smell, you’re not going to rat me out to your boss, are you?”

“Nnot if I ccan hhaave ... a cup too.”

Knowing he would get more on the next resupply transport, it was a small price to pay. “Come on back, I’ll pour you a cup,” and they both headed back to the doctor's private office.

~~~
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Chapter 3
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Samantha had had her cast off now for just under a month, but she still needed her cane to get around. She invited Tucker over tonight and knew he would be there at any time now. She wanted to talk to him about her feelings. He was always so sweet and nice when he visited with her that she could never find the right time to talk to him about them.

Tonight was going to be different. She would find the courage. It wasn’t that she didn’t like his company, or that he wouldn’t do things for her. To be honest, he was everything she wanted in a man. He was extremely polite with her, never pushy, and he even strived to get along with her smart-ass brother.

She’d told him she loved him that night during the accident. She needed to search her feelings and some time alone to figure things out. Samantha never told a man other than her father and stepfather that she loved them. It was truly bothering her that she didn’t know if it was real or if it was because she thought she was going to die that night.

One thing she did know was that she liked him very much. She enjoyed their time together and really enjoyed the date they shared before the accident. But was this love? And then, there was Carly. Tucker was no saint on the station. He’d been with many women since he got stationed there. That didn’t bother her. It was actually funny that she could embarrass him at any time over it.

Carly was a mysterious woman from his past, and she could see the way the woman looked at him every time they worked together around the station. Samantha knew John and Carly dated back in engineering school, but was she here trying to take him back? Would John leave and go back to her? If Samantha truly did love John and he didn’t love her back, she would be finished here. The door chime rang, and she suddenly got weak in the knees and not from the leg that was still healing. Somehow, she managed to get up and answer the door.

“John, come in, come in, please.”

“Hey Samantha, sorry I’m later than I planned, but I had dinner on the Nimitz with Carly before coming back to the station.” Tucker started to tell her how they were almost done with the new engine parts. Samantha’s face went pale, and she walked over to her couch and sat down. It almost looked like she was about to cry. Tucker quickly followed her and sat down in the chair across from her.

“Sam, did I do something wrong? Tell me.”

“No, John, you’ve done nothing wrong.”

Tucker was now very confused, “Then what is it? I must have done something bad.” He didn’t know what it was that set her off, but he was willing to take the blame for it. “Samantha, you seemed fine when you opened the door, so I must have done something.”

“No, John, it’s just been an emotional day for me, that’s all.” She thought to herself, I need to find that courage I had five minutes ago.

“Well, what can I do to help? Name it, I’ll do anything.”

“That's the problem, John, I don’t know. I don’t know how I feel about you; I don’t know how I feel about us, I don’t know how to feel about her ...”

“Her? What do you mean? I’m trying to understand, but I’m a man here. I need help to understand women’s feelings.”

“No, John, you don’t. You’re a lot smarter than you want people to know. You can read me like a book and know me better than I know myself. Do you realize that before that accident, the only other men I had ever said I love you to were my biological father and my stepfather? How could I tell you that? We’ve had one date, ONE John! How could I possibly love someone after just one date? Then there’s your old girlfriend. I don’t even know where to start with her.”

“Whoa, hold on there, Samantha ... my old girlfriend? What does Carly have to do with us? And she’s not my girlfriend anymore.”

“Nothing, John, everything ... I don’t know. But you seem to want to spend a lot of time with her. I mean, I shouldn’t be jealous, it’s not like we’re going out or anything.”

“Not going out? Samantha! I really thought we had something going on here. Am I mistaken?”

“Yes, John, I mean ... No, I mean, I ... don’t know.”

“Samantha, it’s not like you didn’t know that I had previous girlfriends before you. I mean, should I get jealous if a guy that you’ve slept with comes on the station and talks to you?”

“Someone I’ve slept with, John? You haven’t a clue! Hell John, I’m a virgin! I have never been to bed with anyone. I bet you don’t even realize, after our date, when you kissed me, how close I was to asking you to come inside and spend the night. So, forgive me if my emotions are running high right now! My mind says, even as wrecked as I am, to ask you to stay right now. But then, how would I feel in the morning? John, I like you a lot, really a lot, but I have no idea what I am doing or how I feel. Part of me wants to sleep with you just so Carly this and Carly that would get the picture to go get her own man and leave you alone.”

There, it was said, and there would be no take-backs on it now. At this point, Samantha couldn’t hold the tears back. Would John now jump at the chance to finally get her into bed, or would he just walk out, not wanting anything more to do with such a crazy woman? Would she be just another notch in the belt of the mighty Chief John Tucker, ladies’ man?

Tucker moved to the couch right beside her and picked up her hand. “Samantha, there is nothing between me and Carly. We’re friends and at the moment, colleagues. As soon as I get her engines working, she will be going back to her world in space on the Nimitz. The only one that matters to me right now is you! I don’t know what more I can say about it. Is what we have love? Hell, I don’t know. But I do know I want to find out. I want us to have a chance. Samantha, I don’t know if I know what love is either, but we’re good together and I know that for a fact.”

“I’m not saying we’re not, John, I simply need some time alone to sort things out. I like you, John, honest I do, but I need to figure things out before I can move forward.”

“Are you saying you don’t want to see me anymore?”

Samantha’s face was solid tears now. She wasn’t lying; she did like him and was hoping that things would work themselves out. “John, at least for a little while, yes.”

Tucker didn’t know how to respond. He wanted to just go somewhere and destroy the first thing he saw. “I take it then, you want me to leave?”

“Yes, John. If you want me as much as you say you do, please, just give me some space right now.”

Tucker got up from the couch and started to walk to the door. As the door opened, he stopped and turned back to her, “This is what you want?”

“No, it’s not what I want, but it’s what I need right now, John.”

Tucker walked out and didn’t look back this time. He was hurt, and right now the only thing he knew that would help ease any pain was at Bennie’s.
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Chapter 4
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One good thing about the reactor accident, a few people received some early promotions. One of them, Ensign Thomas, was now Lieutenant Thomas. And to celebrate, Lieutenant Evans was taking Thomas and former Ensign Randolph to Bennies for drinks. Of course, Evans reminded them quickly that he was still a superior officer, which Thomas quickly chimed in.

“More like a superior jerk sometimes, Danny!”

This did not sit well with him, but he could see that she was just merely joking around and let it go. Randolph, however, raised his glass, “Lt., we don’t always see eye to eye, but these last couple of months you have shown me a side of yourself which, to be honest, I didn’t think you had. You reacted well under extreme pressure, never lost your cool during the crisis, and never looked back. Lieutenant, it’s a pleasure working with someone as dedicated as you.”

Normally, Evans would have just accepted the compliment, but he had already had a few drinks in him, “Scott, you showed that you have the balls to work with me! You’re still a smartass, but you don’t have to suck up anymore; you got promoted.” This, of course, made Thomas giggle in her usual flirtatious way.

“Speak for yourself, Danny, I for one want to see him sucking up even more!” This made all three of them start laughing, almost to the point of spitting out their drinks.

It was about that time that Thomas saw Tucker steaming in and sitting down at the bar. He didn’t look like he was in a good mood, and he didn’t think it was a good idea to invite him over to celebrate her promotion. After watching him slam down two drinks, one right after the other, she pointed him out to Evans, “Danny, I wonder what’s going on?” By the time Evans focused on him, he was already downing shot number five.

Bennie had known Tucker since he came on board the station. Like all good bartenders, he knew his customers well. Tucker seemed different tonight, but he decided that he wasn’t going to pry too deeply. “Hey, Tuck, you know those are going to leave a hell of a mark come morning, right?”

Tucker just sat there with a blank stare and ordered another one. Bennie wasn’t sure serving him another was a good idea, but Tucker had always been good, so he trusted him and quickly poured a sixth shot. “Anything you want to talk about, Tuck?”

Tucker just kept staring straight ahead with that blank stare. He put the drink down and then reached into his pocket to pull out some credits to pay the bill, when Bennie covered his hand, “It’s on the house, my friend.” That almost made Tucker smile, sad but still a bit of a smile as he got up and walked out. Thomas quickly went up to the bar,

“Hey Bennie, what was that about with the Chief?”

“Damn Jennet, I wish I knew. He never said a word other than hit me.”

“I hope he’s ok, but can I get another round for our table, please, Bennie?”

Thomas went back to the table. Evans was curious now, “Jennet, what was all that about with the Chief?” “I don’t know. Bennie said he never even said a word. I hope he’s ok.”

Evans started thinking I wonder if he and Sammy had a fight? He knew she’d been moody the last week or so. His relationship with the Chief wasn’t the greatest, or at least that's what he thought, so he didn’t want to get involved. During the accident, Tucker showed him that he truly did care for his sister, and that was good enough for him. Then again, with Sammy, if they fought and she was hurting, how would he reconcile by not forgiving the Chief? After all, it was thanks to Tucker’s and Chief Reynolds’ recommendations to the captain that Samantha would be made acting Refinery Chief until a full review could be done by the mining company. He decided he would pay a visit to his sister tomorrow. But for now, a round of drinks just showed up, and he was off tomorrow, so he could party the rest of the night.

~~~
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Partying all night was the last thing on Jonathan’s mind. The last resupply ship brought sixty-two new personnel to the station, and he had a long night of reviewing personnel files. Due to performance during the crisis, UEEF HQ gave out six promotions and seventeen accommodations. One of which was for Captain Jamizen’s devotion to duty and life during the rescue. Doctor Havelock and Coddle each received a citation, and the highest UEEF civilian award, “The Cross of Merit,” for Miss Samantha Evans. He thought that Lieutenant Evans might like to present that to his sister, as well as Captain Jamizen, to present Doctor Havelock with her award. There were still a couple of promotions left to award. One was tricky, as the UEEF saw fit to promote Chief Tucker from Lieutenant Commander to Commander, as well as the Distinguished Honors Accommodation.

It was not a promotion that Tucker would be expecting, especially being he had never gone to Command School. But for all his part in saving the station and aiding the Nimitz’s crew, the UEEF waived the requirement. Jonathan felt that all this should wait at least a couple more weeks, as he knew it would probably cause depression to set in with Brock if he was not allowed to come back to work yet. On the bright side, Brock would be promoted to Commander whenever he returned to active duty. One way or another, he would find a way to get Brock back involved.

About that time, Jonathan’s comms went off in his quarters, “Ops to Captain Brandon, Ops to Captain Brandon, come in please.”

Jonathan went over to his desk and unlocked his console. “This is Brandon. Go ahead.”

“Captain, we just received a coded Captain's Priority Message. Shall I route it to your console?”

“Yes, please, security code Beta Beta 1 Alpha 2”

“Roger, Sir, the message will be routed momentarily.”

Jonathan closed the comm and started to wonder, Encoded Captain's Priority? Would this be his request to put Bob back on active duty, even if it was only limited duty? After about fifteen seconds, the message started to print out on his screen.

****************************************
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Headquarters

United Earth Exploration Force

Earth Date: Feb 21, 2316

Office of Personnel Management;

In reference to: Request for Change of Status of:

Lieutenant Commander Robert Brock, from

injured to Active Duty, has been APPROVED, in

accordance with the limitations stated in Change

Request 2271583-12, dated Feb 10, 2316

Angela Dwight

Admiral

Personnel Resources, Commanding

United Earth Exploration Force

****************************************
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“Well, I’ll be dammed! Finally, some good news. So much for taking tomorrow off,” said Jonathan out loud. He would now need to set up a meeting with Captain Jamizen and Brock for the morning to go over duties and responsibilities for Brock on limited duty. That should make Jamizen happy to get rid of duty rosters and other mundane things that didn’t require command presence. But tomorrow was another day, and he was going to just send a quick message back to his wife and go to bed.
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Chapter 5
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Tucker came into work early; he needed to make sure his environmental suit was ready for opening the reactor room. He looked like hell, but then he didn’t sleep last night, and on top of the six shots he slammed the night before, he was hungover. He just came out of the supply room when Thomas came in.

“Hey, Chief, you don’t look so hot, you, ok?”

“Oh, hey Thomas.”

Thomas could see he was not in his usual joking manner, and promotion or no promotion, she knew enough not to push it. “Hey, Lieutenant, I’m going to need for you to suit up as well, we’re going into reactor core room #1.”

“Sure, Chief, I just thought you wanted Bradley on this one.”

Tucker flew off the handle, “Are you an engineer or not, Lieutenant?”

Thomas had never seen him act this way. He had never been disrespectful, not even when joking around.

“Yes, Chief, give me five to get all my gear!” True to her word, in five minutes she was suited up and had her diag kit strapped to her back.

“Lieutenant, I’m sorry, I should never have spoken to you like that. You are very much an engineer and a valued member of this team. It would not be the same without you.” Tucker reached out to give her a friendly hug. “Sorry, I just had a very bad night last night.”

“Well, I figured that, Chief, the way you were slamming those shots, you had us all worried.”

“Us? Who all was there?”

“Me, Danny, and Scott Randolph. Danny took us for drinks to celebrate our promotions.”

The thought of everyone seeing him in the mood he was in last night only made him feel worse. He wasn’t sure what to say now other than “Let’s go see what we’re up against.”

~~~
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Most of the B Levels now had power restored with the secondary reactor, all except B10. Tucker still had a couple of portable generators working the hallways, doors, and lights. He had to completely sever this section until the main conduits were in place from the access lift explosion. That section was still under repair by the UEEF structural engineers. Before leaving B9, Tucker made sure they each had good seals on their helmets, as the core room still had some sort of structural failure, which was why Reynolds and O’Connor could see methane gas escaping from the outside of the structure.

“Thomas, make sure you seal the emergency doors after we’re in so as not to let a backfill of methane into the upper levels.”

“Roger that, Chief, sealing the doors now.”

It was like the old historical pictures they would see of the foggy London streets. Except there was no noises. It was deadly quiet. With the earlier work they did in the last month, Tucker’s team managed to get some extra lighting put in the room so they could see better.

Bradley and O’Connor reported that they thought they’d seen a separation in a couple of the floor panels above the crawl spaces under the core center. This was where Tucker wanted to check first. The good thing was, with the reactor off, the pumping station was off to this area as well. They didn’t have to deal with any liquid compromising their suits, but there was still methane coming in from wherever the rupture was. Oxygen-wise, they were still limited to four-hour shifts.

“Thomas, let’s get these two floor cross-sections pulled up so we can inspect underneath.”

“Okay, Chief.” Thomas grabbed a couple of floor hooks from the maintenance rack, one for each of them, and they started to pull up the first cross-section. He could see right away there was cloudiness in the crawl space.

“This has to be the right place,” explained Tucker. “A crack in the flooring somewhere would be the only reason for there to be methane still in here.”

“So, Chief, it’s not any of my business, but did you and Samantha have a fight?”

“You’re right, it’s not your business, but I’m sure your boyfriend will be telling you soon enough. Yes ... no! Heck, I don’t know what we had. I just know she said she needed time and space and asked me to leave. I just can’t figure her out, and right now, working keeps my mind off her.”

“My boyfriend, Chief? Do you think Danny had something to do with this? I assure you, Chief, he’s happy that you’re dating Samantha.”

“No, Thomas, I didn’t mean he had anything to do with it. Simply just that sooner or later, they will talk. Heck, maybe she’ll tell him what the heck is going on.”

Tucker got down into the crawl space after making sure there was no liquid, nothing that he could see.

“Thomas, I’m going to work my way over to the adjoining section and see what I can see. See if you can work the next panel up on the third cross-section. It must be somewhere between here and there.”

“Roger that, Chief.”

Tucker didn’t have to crawl too far; after about three meters, he could see the crack, but not in the flooring; it was in the wall itself. He activated his helmet camera and took some pictures to analyze back in the office. About the time Thomas uncovered the floor cross-section nearest the wall, Tucker’s helmet popped up.

“I think we found our leak,” as he crawled out at the opening and stood back up, he told Thomas, “Let’s leave the flooring up so when we come back, we don’t have to pull it back up again.”

“Sounds good to me, Chief.” Thomas decided she had already had enough of this room. Without the reactor or the pumping station on, there was no noise, no vibration under her feet. There was nothing but complete silence. There was so much silence that she didn’t realize it until now, but she could hear herself breathing. She was also imagining that she could hear her own heartbeat. She just wanted out of the room.
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As they made their way back up to the engineering office, Tucker looked at Thomas, “And I fully expect that my love life is not part of your drinking stories!”

“Understood, Chief. We were just concerned for you. I have never seen you so down and out before.”

“Jennet ... she could be the one.”

“The one Chief?”

“The one I would ask to marry me.”

“Wow, Chief, I never realized you were that serious about her. You were always ... sorry to say it, Chief, but you were always the ladies’ man. Date a few times and move on.”

“I don’t know Jennet, there is something about her that’s different, different in a very good way.”

About that time, he realized he was addressing Thomas by her first name again. “Aw, man, sorry, Lieutenant, didn’t mean to get personal with the first name thing again.”

“It’s okay, Chief. I realize you are my boss, but being in the service, I forget I have a first name sometimes. I kind of like it.”

“Well, Thomas, don’t get used to it.”
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Chapter 6
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Jonathan and Brock were sitting in his office when Captain Jamizen arrived. “Richard, come in, please, have a seat.” Jonathan had already briefed Jamizen when setting up the meeting, but they left Brock out of the loop until they could get together this morning.

“Bob, as you know, Captain Jamizen has been filling in for you while you recover and, of course, while his ship was being repaired. But we both wanted to meet with you this morning, to let you know ...” Brock started to get worried and thought the UEEF had decided to medically retire him, that he was out for good, when he heard “approved!”

“Whoa, what’s ... Ssskipper?”

Jonathan handed him the communication he received last night, and all he needed to see in it was “Active Duty, has been approved,” to realize he wasn’t being retired.

“You ... mean I’m bback to wworrk?”

“Yes, Bob! They allowed me, with restrictions, now mind you, to put you back on active duty. Now, this means you still don’t have Command duties yet. But Richard and I talked it over, and starting tomorrow, you will assume the role of overseeing the duty rosters. You will be taking some of the paperwork, filling out, and or approving requisitions, and a few other duties that will be outlined in your active-duty status change orders.”

“Thank ... you, Sirs! I wwon’tt let ... you ddowwn.”

“We know you won’t, Bob. So, enjoy your day off. You start at 07:00 hours tomorrow morning. You’re dismissed.”

“Yyess Sir Ssskipper!”

After Brock left the office, Jamizen got up and closed the door. “Jonathan, are you sure about this? I know he is an exceptional officer, but is he ready to come back?”

“Well, there’s only one way to find out. As long as we can keep him busy and not put him into any command decisions, I think he will surprise you.”

“Again, Jonathan, it’s your station, and of course, I’ll help him wherever I can.”

“Help, yes, but we must make sure that he’s able to function on his own, limitedly, of course. Otherwise, command will never allow him to come back. He’s too fine an officer to lose.”

“I hope you're right, Jonathan. But speaking of fine officers, are you sure you can’t reassign Chief Tucker to my ship? Between him and Reynolds, how could I ever go wrong?” as he laughed out loud.

“You know, I was going to ask you the same thing of Reynolds.”

That made Jamizen laugh, “Trust me, you would send her back in one week with her attitude.”

“Well, Tucker can be a handful as well. Speaking of ships, how are the repairs to the Nimitz coming?”

“Not too bad, almost all the dings and dents have been pounded out, and the new engine parts are installed, thanks to Chief Tucker. It looks like we’re just waiting on updated flow regulators, and she’ll be ready for her first flight test.”

“ION engines, how did Tucker ever find parts for them anymore? Wait, never mind! With Tucker, I’m not sure I want to know. He probably gave away half of my station for them!” said Jonathan jokingly.

“Well, whatever it costs, my crew thanks you and your team for all the help. I heard it was you who talked command into not scraping the ol’ girl. She’s old, but I’m really fond of her now.”

“Trust me, I know that feeling, Richard. I remember my first command all too well. If I weren’t so close to retirement, I would probably still be out there flying around.”

“Speaking of ‘retirement?’ How long do you have left?”

“Twelve more months and I go home. Maybe I’ll get the chance to take my wife on a real honeymoon.”

Jamizen was young for being a captain; he’d only been in the service for twelve years so far. He couldn’t think about retirement. But he knew he did not want a desk job like a Station Commander. “Well, Jonathan, I must get back to the Nimitz and see what the knuckleheaded Chief Engineer of mine is up to. Have anything else for me before I run?”

“No, I think we’re good. I was thinking of maybe taking the rest of the day off. Might even ask to borrow one of your shuttles and do some exploring.”

“Okay. Well, just have Ops give me a shout, and we can work something out.” Jamizen then got back up, gave Jonathan a quick salute, and left the office.
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Chapter 7
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With the last crew update of sixty-two new personnel, one of whom was filling the position of Station Counselor, Lieutenant Angela Baker. Lieutenant Baker was part of the new study by the UEEF after the accident, for coping with long-term isolation and crisis stress management. The idea was that after a crisis, or you lose a friend, to give service members an outlet to aid them outside of the command structure.

Angela was still desperately trying to get set up in the most relaxing way to make her patients as relaxed and comfortable for talking as possible. She finished tidying up and decided to go to the mess hall for some fresh coffee. As she sat there drinking her coffee and reading a station roster, Samantha came in and sat down across from her.

“You’re Angela Baker, right?”

“Yes, I am, and you are?”

Samantha wasn’t sure she wanted to give her name, at least not yet, but she knew that she had to start somewhere: “My name is Samantha, Samantha Evans.”

“Yes, Samantha, I believe you’re the civilian who was injured at the refinery?”

“Yes, that’s me. My understanding is that you can help with stress and help people cope?”

“Well, that’s the easy way to say it, but yes. Is there something, in particular, you think you need help with, Samantha?”

“This is all confidential, right, doctor?”

“Yes, but please call me Angela. I find that if we remove the title and stay on a personal basis, it is usually easier to help with whatever is on your mind.”

“I’ve never seen a shrink before, so not sure how to start.”

“Well, Samantha, that in itself is a start. But I would like you not to think of me as a shrink. Yes, I am a psychologist, but I prefer to think of myself as more of a helping hand. I am not here to solve your problems or fix your past issues. I am here to help you find your answer within yourself. Many times, people already know the answers they are looking for, and just need a little nudge to let them know it’s okay and assist them in discovering whatever it is they need.”

“Angela, I’m afraid with me you might need more than a nudge, more like a kick in the ass, I’m sorry, a kick in the butt.”

Angela started to laugh, but just a little; she didn’t want Samantha to think she was laughing at her, “Samantha, that’s quite alright, sometimes we all need a kick in the ass. But the good thing is, whatever the issue, I’m here to help in any way I can. You do not have to travel this road by yourself. Samantha, I was just about to head back to my office. It’s a mess because I’m still unpacking, but if you like, you could come too.”

“Let me think about it, Angela. This is a big step for me.”

“Okay, my door is open anytime, day or night. Do you prefer Sam or Samantha?”

“It all depends, normally I like my full name, but my little brother likes to call me Sammy, and then John, my ... friend who seems to like to forget and calls me Sam. For now, I think I want to stick with Samantha.”

“Well, then, Samantha, it is. It’s been a pleasure talking to you, and please remember, I really am here to help. Not to just write crazy reports or anything else.” Lieutenant Baker then excused herself, got up, and headed back to her office. Samantha was close to saying wait up, I’m coming with you, but as the doctor left, her brother came in to get a bite to eat.

“Sammy, Sammy, Sammy, how’s it going this morning?” He sat down with a fairly full tray of food.

“Danny, you are certainly in a good mood this morning.”

“Well, what can I say? I took the newly promoted Lieutenants out for drinks last night. Let’s just say we had a great time. I’m on rotation today, so life is just grand.”

“Good for you, Danny! I bet it’s easier with Jennet now that she’s a Lieutenant as well. So, when’s the wedding?”

“Whoa there, sister of mine! Whoever said anything about wedding plans?”

“Stop! Don’t worry, Danny,” she laughed, “I’m just teasing you. But I must admit, I haven’t seen you this happy in a long time now.”

“Okay, you got me there, Sammy. I’ve been with Jennet longer than anyone else now. But don’t go buying a new dress just yet.” This made Samantha cringe a little, thinking about how she bought a new dress for her date with John.

“What’s the matter, Sammy?”

“John and I had a ... well, I guess you would call it a fight, but it was more me than him.”

“What did he do?”

“Nothing, he did absolutely nothing wrong. It was all me, and now I think I may have ruined whatever chance we had together.” Thinking about what she may have just lost brought tears to her eyes. “Danny, I gotta go ... I’ll see you later,” as she got up and hurried out of the mess hall.
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Chapter 8
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Reynolds was looking over her engine room and noticed how quiet it was with Tucker back on the station. She looked at the specs of the new engine parts they installed. She figured that, while it would be in an inefficient manner, the old flow regulators could work to at least get them off the ground.

She wanted to talk it over with Tucker yesterday, but thought he was trying to distance himself from her. Carly decided that at least for today, she would concentrate on the Nimitz. Her love life would come second. This would give her time to finish going over other systems being repaired. Without being on a mission, she was able to take systems down, even the shield generators, now that the refinery had its shields in place. She could get the ship into top condition and show command that they made the right decision to rebuild instead of scrapping her.

Okay, Reynolds thought, let’s start with Cargo Bay-6, the Airlock popped open during the run through the asteroid field when the shield generators were down. She picked up her toolkit and headed that way. When she got there, her team was setting up new cargo racks. “Tommy, wanna give me a hand fixing the airlock doors?”

“Sure, Chief, but didn’t Chief Tucker already put a new actuator lock in the door last week?”

“You’re right, Tommy, he did, ... have we fixed Bulkhead 203-27b-2?”

“Umm, I think so, Chief. Chief Tucker and O’Connor were working on it a couple of days ago.”

“Right, right ... he did. Are the Anti-Gravity plates in Cargo Bay-1 still out?”

“I’m not sure, Chief, Chief Tucker sent one of his guys to check it out two weeks ago as well.”

“Okay, thanks. Carry on.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”
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Reynolds couldn’t help but feel this was no longer her ship and decided to go back to her quarters. She could oversee her crew working on minor things, but except for the flow regulators, all the other major repairs were already completed by Tucker's crews.

Once she got to her quarters. She took off her uniform jacket and dropped it on the floor. Walking towards her rack, she kicked one boot off, then another. The thought of this not being her ship anymore was very depressing. She poured herself a quick drink, but while sitting on her bed, she stared into the glass and then threw it against her wall. How could she let this happen? This was her ship, not his! She worked hard to keep it going and knew every nut and bolt in her.

Reynolds closed her eyes to think. How was she going to right this? Instead of righting anything, Reynolds fell asleep, and not a restful sleep. She started dreaming of something she had not thought of in twenty years.
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<graduation>

“I would like to congratulate the graduating class of 2294. May they ever hold true to their values and keep the fleet rolling!”

Her dream was of the day that she and Tucker graduated from Engineering School. After dinner and drinks ... lots of drinks, the dream reminded her of the night Tucker surprised her after going outside for a walk. He had stolen, although he said borrowed, a school shuttle and wanted to take her for a ride.

“John, you naughty boy, you!” she told him as they stepped inside.

“Where to John, are you taking me to the stars?”

“Better than that, Carly, just watch.” Tucker started up the shuttle as he was doing a low fly over Lake Michigan.”

“John, isn’t the moonlight so pretty the way the reflection ripples across the water?”

“If you think that’s pretty, watch this.” Tucker slowed the shuttle down before what Reynolds thought was just skimming the water until he submerged the shuttle in the lake.

“John, what are you doing?” Almost panicking, until she remembered that the shuttles were not only airtight for space travel, they were also watertight. “Oh my God, John, this is beautiful.”

Tucker took the shuttle to a depth of about fifty meters and set the controls to hover.

“John Tucker! You naughty boy, what are you doing?”

As Tucker got out of his seat, he pulled an ice chest out from behind his seat with a chilled bottle of champagne. “I thought you might like a little alone time to celebrate graduation.”

“Come’ere, you naughty boy!” She took a glass in one hand and his uniform collar in the other. And before long, their lips were locked together. Even in a dream, she could feel the touch of his hand on her breasts. She could feel the warmth of his lips and mouth as they rushed to undo each other's uniforms. The rush of excitement and the effect it had on her body. As they finally got each other’s uniforms off, Reynolds backed up a couple of steps.

“So Johnny boy, you like what you see?”

Tucker could only mutter, “Oh hell yeah!” Reynolds sat back on one of the passenger benches, with one foot propped up on the bench and the other on the floor, letting Tucker view her entire body. “If you like what you see, why are you standing over there?” Tucker dropped to his knees right in front of her and leaned over. He started to kiss her breasts.

Reynolds suddenly woke up. Whoa, it was just a dream, she thought. She was still in her quarters, but it felt so real; she thought real because it actually happened. A dream or real, she suddenly found herself extremely aroused. Why? She was sure John wanted to be only friends. What was in the past should probably stay in the past. Still, she had to wonder, deep down, did she still want him, or if it had just been that long since she had a fling with anyone? Only one way to find out.
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Jamizen was in his observation room when the communication came in.

****************************************
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Headquarters

United Earth Exploration Force

Earth Date: Feb 22, 2316

Office of Property Management;

Property parts requisition 17328-43D

Approved: ION Flow Regulators Part #74B1411-

D1A;

Quantity: 2 each.

Parts should arrive on the next transport to Titan.

Benjamin Sterim

Captain

Property Resources:

United Earth Exploration Force, Commanding

****************************************
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“Yes!” He thought, finally, we can get off this rock. Again, not that he had anything against Jonathan or his station, but he was a ship’s captain, and his ship should be in space, not grounded on a moon orbiting Saturn. The duty was easy right now, but he wanted to be in space.

Jamizen rushed to engineering, but no one had seen Reynolds in a couple of hours now. He went to check her quarters. When he rang the door chime, it opened up. Reynolds looked like she was just caught making out as a kid and trying to put her clothes back on, so the parents didn’t see anything.

“Am I interrupting some ... thing?”

“No, Captain, not at all.” Actually, yes, you are, please go away, Sir, she thought. “How can I help you, Sir?”

“Well, I thought you would like to know your requisition for parts was approved, and the flow regulators should be here on the next transport.”

“What requisition? I didn’t submit anything.” Jamizen handed her the communication, and as she read it, “Property parts requisition 17328-43D

Approved: ION Flow Regulators Part #74B1411-D1A; quantity 2 each.”

“Sir, I didn’t submit this.”

“Well, someone did on your behalf, but either way, the Nimitz is going back to space pretty soon,” said Jamizen.

After hearing that, Reynolds looked depressed again. She felt like she was losing her ship.

“Chief, what’s wrong? I thought you would be excited about this?”

“Um ... yeah, I mean yes, Sir, I am very excited.”

“You could have fooled me,” Jamizen said out loud as he realized she had something or someone else on her mind and decided to come up with an excuse to leave her alone. “Okay, I’m needed back on the bridge,” he told her as he stepped back out of her quarters.

Wow, he thought, I had never seen her like this before.

Reynolds was now conflicted; she could not wait to get her ship back into space and leave and never come back, but she also decided she wanted Tucker as well. She quickly put on some civilian clothes and headed for the shuttle bays. She was going to the station to talk to Tucker. She needed to know if what she was feeling was real. By the time she made it to the station, it was almost 18:00hrs, and she knew right where to find him. Bennie’s!
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As she walked in, Bennie caught her out of the corner of his eye. “Hey, Carly. What’s up?” Reynolds made her way over to the bar and inquired if Tucker had been in tonight. “No, not yet, at least,” replied Bennie. “Want your usual?”

“Sure, Bennie, sure.”

Reynolds paid for the drink and started to move over to the table where Tucker always sat. It was still early, so she figured she’d sit a while to see if he showed up. Sure enough, after about an hour, Tucker walked in and went straight to the bar. She could see him talking to and Bennie pointing towards her, and for a moment, it looked like he was going to turn around and leave. Instead, he grabbed a drink from the bar and walked in her direction. Then pulled up a chair and sat down next to her.

“Hey Carly, how was your day?”

“Well, I tried to fix the airlock doors in Cargo Bay-6, and you had already done it. I tried to fix the anti-gravity plating in Cargo Bay-1; you already did it. I actually couldn’t find anything that you hadn’t already fixed. So, my day was quiet.”

“Sorry, Carly, I didn’t know my helping out would be a problem.”

“It wasn’t John; it just wasn’t a good day for me. I’m sorry if I am taking it out on you.” This was not how I wanted this conversation to go, she thought.

“It’s okay, same here, Carly. Let’s just say I had a bad night last night and it carried over into today.”

Okay, Carly, pull your shit together, she thought. “John, you would not believe the dream I had today.”

“Let me guess, a tall, dark, and handsome man swept you off your feet?”

“Well, actually yes! I dreamed about our date after graduation.”

Tucker started to blush; he wasn’t sure how to respond. “It was a great time, but dang, Carly, that was twenty years ago. What made you dream of it now?”

“To be truthful, I don’t know. Like I said, it was a bad day. I went to my quarters to lie down, and it just happened.”

Tucker noticed the low-cut top she was wearing. He liked what he saw, but something wasn’t right.

“John, your part request came through today. Jamizen said the regulators will be here on the next transport.”

“My request? I never sent a request.”

“Someone did, John, I just assumed it was you, but anyways, the supply ship will be here next week, and I thought ... maybe ...” she reached out to take his hand, with a seductive smile, “maybe?”

Neither of them noticed Samantha come in, and saw Reynolds holding John’s hand. She quickly turned around before anyone saw her and left. But what Samantha missed was Tucker pulling his hand back, looking at Reynolds, and telling her he had to go.

“Well, at least finish your drink, John.”

“Why? It’s just water. Look, I don’t want to be rude, but I just need to be alone right now.” he smiled at her and got up and left.

Reynolds didn’t know what to think; she put herself out there, and he didn’t even blink at it. Has he moved on? She thought she had, at least until this trip to Titan. Should I just forget about him or try again? All she knew right now was that she needed to clear her head. The one thing that would do that was sitting across the station next to the refinery. She had her ship, and right now, even if the ship didn’t need her, she needed it.
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Chapter 9
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It was late when Reynolds got back to the ship. She decided to have a few more drinks at Bennie’s before leaving, which was now turning out to be a few too many. Being that the ship was still landed on an ice rock, only skeleton crews were on duty this late.

She went to engineering, where she thought she would feel more comfortable, and as expected, just one ensign was on duty to watch things and call her if anything was needed. She decided to relieve him for the night so she could have engineering all to herself, even if just to sit there. She needed engineering, and it used to be, engineering needed her.

As she sat at the control console, the alcohol was taking full effect on her mind as well as her body, and she could not help but think about her dream earlier in the day when the captain interrupted her and how real it felt. Before long, without even realizing what she was doing, she found her top completely unbuttoned, and one of her hands massaging her breasts.

Reynolds was normally a headstrong woman who felt masturbation was something overrated and unnecessary, but after her dream and several drinks too many, her defenses were down. She didn’t care at this point; she needed to release this tension; she wanted to feel that dream again. But what if someone walked in? What if security, while making their rounds, decided to check in on
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