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Previously…

Stardate 73591.7 

After the Dark Star crashes on Ka’Tula Prime, Erin Keller finds a small crystal in the grass high atop the mountains (“Rising Terrors”).

Stardate 73625.5 

Analysis of the crystal reveals that it is Iconian in origin.  Alan Christopher uses the crystal to gain access to the ancient Iconian ruins at Antha’nuel; he soon discovers that someone recently had access to the ruins—and manually shut down the Gateway inside (“Between Dark Places”).

Stardate 73631.3

Jayla Trinn seals the crystal inside a stasis chamber in the Starlight’s science lab (“Monarch on the Shore”).

Stardate 75205.4

While vacationing on Earth, Erin Keller purchases another crystal from a Rutanian merchant.  When Erin returns to the Starlight to compare crystals, Jayla Trinn discovers the first crystal has vanished without a trace (“Monarch on the Shore”).
Stardate 75331.4

A future incarnation of Kendall Johnson briefly appears on the Starlight’s bridge (“Twenty-Four Hours”).

Stardate 75488.2 

An unknown entity scans the second crystal (“The Sands of Time”).

Stardate 75489.8 

A mysterious tachyon field develops in the Yaraka Sector.  The future incarnation of Kendall Johnson returns to the Starlight, this time with news of a time traveling Iconian named Illidan.  The Starlight crew manages to destroy Illidan’s ship, but not before the Iconian can escape into the past (“The Sands of Time”).

Stardate 75847.1

An Iconian ship is expelled from a spatial anomaly and crashes on the desert world Dimovius (“Destinies of Flame and Sorrow”).

Stardate 76161.4 

Kendall Johnson realizes that Alan Christopher is the source of his many personal problems; he thusly decides to eliminate Christopher (“Retribution”).

Stardate 76204.3 

Alan Christopher and Talyere Rosat visit Dimovius to investigate the crash site.  While sorting through the wreckage, they come upon an Iconian by the name of Illidan.  He is captured (“Lost Worlds”).

Stardate 76478.3

The future incarnation of Kendall Johnson briefly appears on the Starlight yet again.  The incident inspires the present version of Kendall Johnson to intensify the development of his advanced temporal technology—but Christopher has Johnson relieved of duty shortly thereafter (“Nature of the Beast”).
Prologue

Phaser in hand, Kendall Johnson marched through a dimly lit corridor.  Lieutenant Bator followed closely behind, his heavy footfalls making a bit more noise than Johnson would have preferred.  This was supposed to be a clandestine operation, after all.  If they were found out, things could turn very unpleasant, very quickly.

Of course, Johnson could tell that things were already unpleasant.  The decking rumbled beneath his feet every few seconds; the lights would occasionally flicker, and on more than one occasion, sparks and debris dropped from the ceiling.  Thankfully, none of the debris even threatened Johnson or his team, because now was definitely not the time for an injury.

An Iconian by the name of Illidan was on the loose—and he wasn’t just rampaging through the darkened corridors of this ship… the man was on a dangerous quest through the very annals of time.  If successful, Illidan had the potential to change every last bit of the Milky Way’s history, and that simply could not be allowed to happen.

Unfortunately, time was not on Johnson’s side.  In a matter of minutes, a wall of flame and debris was destined to roar through these hallowed corridors. He knew not exactly when the fateful blow would come, but it had happened once before, and no doubt, it would happen again.  History might have been on the verge of destruction, but it hadn’t changed just yet…

“We have less than five minutes,” Bator whispered, gleaning the data from his tricorder.

Johnson would have preferred the Phobian keep his eyes on the lookout for Illidan—but he was in no mood to contest Bator’s decisions.  He just wanted to get this mission done and over with as quickly as possible.  “Any sign of Illidan?” asked Johnson, hoping his inquiry might nudge Bator back into the proper direction.

As they came upon a four-way intersection, Bator pressed his back to the wall and ran a more complete diagnostic of their surroundings.  The ship shuddered a few times in the interim, but Bator was undisturbed.  “I am detecting a bio-signature about thirty meters ahead,” he said, gesturing accordingly.  “It might be Illidan.”

Though time travel wasn’t even much of a consideration in this era, Johnson knew the Federation still possessed some degree of temporal technology.  And since the science lab was just up ahead, it made sense for Illidan to seek out its many wonders.  “That’s our destination,” he whispered.  “Have Commander Reinbold’s team meet us there…”

Bator immediately tapped his communicator to send word of their plans to Megan Reinbold, but he got no further than that—voices suddenly echoed in the corridor up ahead…

“Two security squads,” Bator whispered.  “One his headed for Illidan, the other is headed… directly for us.”

Johnson readied his phaser.  He didn’t really want to open fire on Starfleet officers, but in this instance, he didn’t have much of a choice.  He couldn’t afford to be detained by forces that knew absolutely nothing about the current situation, nor could he afford to waste time explaining that situation.  “We’re… we’re going to have to take them out.”

Bator nodded, and very quickly exchanged his tricorder for his weapon.  “Set your phaser to level three,” he stated.  “That should be sufficient to render the opposition unconscious long enough for us to reach Illidan.”

Johnson decreased his phaser setting to level three—but he made absolutely certain that he could restore the kill setting in a flash, because when it came to Illidan, a mere stun would be insufficient.  Even though he was the last of his kind, Illidan could not be allowed to live—he was simply too dangerous.  Johnson just hoped he could muster the courage to kill him…

If he even had the chance.

In the blink of an eye, a shadowy figure appeared in the smoke to Johnson’s left.  So quickly did this entity appear, he barely had chance to raise his weapon, let alone fire it.  Fearing it might be Illidan, Johnson tried to run, but his feet didn’t seem to get the message.  He simply stood and watched as his entire plan went down the drain…

“What is going on here?” demanded the man as he stepped through the smoke.  Johnson recognized him immediately—it was Alan Christopher…

Chapter One

Three Days Earlier…

The ceiling in Kendall Johnson’s quarters wasn’t really all too remarkable.  It was, for the most part, a dreadfully pale shade of gray—nothing particularly special about that—but for reasons unbeknownst to Kendall, the ceiling had somehow managed to hold his attention for the past several days.  He could only assume that his bed was more comfortable than he previously thought, because he really had no inclination to leave it.

No inclination… and no reason.

After being relieved of duty by Captain Christopher several days ago, Kendall quite literally had nothing to do.  For the past few months, much of his free time had been spent in the temporal science lab.  Since that was no longer an option to pass the many hours of the day, Kendall found himself just sitting in bed.

At first, he tried to read up on the latest paleontological news; there was usually a steady stream of unique finds on Earth, but that was apparently not the case in recent months.  Aside from a few pristine Propaleotherium skeletons, nothing of interest had been found—and so ended Kendall’s reading.

From that moment forward, he always planned to go running in the holodeck; it was great exercise, and he really did enjoy Neelar Drayge’s new program… But unfortunately, Kendall never got past the good intentions.

He just sat.

And sat.

And sat.

Until finally, several days later, his door chimed.

Kendall ignored it.  He didn’t know who dared to bother him, nor did he really care.  After so many days (he wasn’t even sure how much time had passed), he was starting to enjoy his endless solitude.  There were no status reports or responsibilities—nothing that could keep him away from his ceiling…

But the door chimed again.

And again.

Kendall clenched his jaw.  “Go away!”

There was a momentary pause, and Kendall thought his visitor might have actually decided to leave—but the very second the thought crossed his mind, the door chimed yet again.  And this time, it inspired a bit of action.  Kendall sighed, wearily rolled out of bed, and slowly headed toward the door.  “What?” he demanded.

The doors parted with a hiss, and Kendall glanced up to see Lucas Tompkins standing at the threshold.  “Hey,” he said, inviting himself inside.  He was utterly oblivious to Kendall’s mood.  “Just thought I’d swing by and see what’s going on…”

“Not much…” Kendall was hardly enthused at the prospect of conversation… but Lucas was his friend to some extent, and that had to count for something.  So he didn’t object to the visit or the conversation.

…Not that those objections would have made any difference.  Lucas seemed quite intent on talking, regardless of Kendall’s mood—and Kendall was appropriately suspicious, because Lucas was not one to simply drop by and have a conversation.

“So…” Lucas started to pace.  There were obviously thoughts running through his mind, but he didn’t quite know how to articulate them.  He probably didn’t even know what articulate meant.

Kendall forced a smile to his face.  His mental situation was the total opposite of Lucas’s; he simply didn’t have anything to say, and he didn’t really want to say anything in the first place.  “So…” he quietly repeated, holding onto the word for as long as humanly possible. 

“Heh…” Lucas wearily met Kendall’s grin as the conversation—or lack thereof—started to grow awkward.  

They had known each other for so long, there wasn’t really anything left to say; their every last conversation was little more than a rehash of some previous conversation about women or dinosaurs or something in between.  Their dialogue had grown so very stale and comfortable that there no way to simply ease into an uncomfortable conversation—and Kendall knew this was destined to be one of those difficult conversations, otherwise Lucas wouldn’t have shown up at all. 

And as the silence grew longer, Lucas finally gave in to the absurdity of the situation.  “This is ridiculous,” he said, laughing.

“It… it sure is,” Kendall promptly agreed.  But much to his chagrin, now that the absurdity of the situation had come to light, the conversation was about to turn into the darkness.

Gathering the courage to take that plunge, Lucas slowly circled Kendall until they finally stood side-by-side.  “I just want to know what the hell is going on with you,” he blurted out.  His eyes were fixed on the exit, undoubtedly a placed he’d much rather be.

Kendall shook his head.  “Nothing is going on with me,” he said… and technically, it was the truth.

Unfortunately, Lucas didn’t buy it for a second.  “You practically assaulted the Captain,” he quietly reminded.  “Something’s got to be bothering you…”

Actually, Captain Christopher was the problem, but Kendall knew he couldn’t say as much.  That would ruin his whole plan—and so came the darkness.  As much as it pained him to do so, Kendall Johnson was going to have to lie to his best friend.  Thus, he swallowed his last few shreds of dignity… and journeyed forth into the dark.  “It’s… it’s just been a long couple of weeks,” he said, testing the waters.  “I’ve been putting in a lot of hours in the temporal science lab, and I guess things… they just got out of control.”

It wasn’t really as hard as Kendall had anticipated… maybe because there was just enough truth in there to somehow fool his conscience?

 It was certainly enough to fool Lucas.  With his desire to get out of the uncomfortable conversation growing stronger by the moment, he seemed to find Kendall’s every last word completely plausible.  And of course, he didn’t really have any reason to doubt Kendall’s word in the first place.  “Well… just make sure it doesn’t happen again.”

“It won’t,” Kendall lied.  He actually managed to crack a faint smile as he did so.  The dark abyss wasn’t nearly as bad as it had initially seemed…

Talyere Rosat was sore.  It wasn’t often the Overseer dwelled upon about his physical condition, but he was willing to make an exception in this one instance.   Talyere wasn’t sore because of some extended physical workout—in fact, he was in fairly good shape.  The source of Talyere’s mire was something else entirely…

Hoping to learn more about the mythical world known as Rebena Te Ra—the planet key to finding the Elorg homeworld—Talyere decided to make use of a resource that he had previously failed to consider.

For the past several months, Talyere had been pouring over the data recovered from the Iconian ship that crashed on Dimovius; much of the information had been helpful, but… the Iconians were a cryptic people, and not everything made sense.  For a long while, Talyere had been content to set aside the anomalous data—but after nearly four months, there was still no sign of Rebena Te Ra.  Clearly, he couldn’t continue working with half of the data—and Talyere thusly decided to take his information to an expert.

He approached Illidan.

To the best of Talyere’s limited knowledge, Illidan was in command of the ship that crashed into Dimovius last year.  After being apprehended by Starfleet, Illidan was transferred to Starbase 23 for debriefing… and he had been there ever since.  Talyere hadn’t been able to figure out why the debriefing was so lengthy until he finally met with Illidan—and Illidan’s clawed fist.

“He suffers from some sort of dementia,” Talyere quietly explained to Captain Matthew Harrison as they wandered through the station’s marketplace.  Since the fall of the Romulan Empire, Starbase 23 had lost a lot of its strategic value—but it was very quickly earning a reputation as a reputable place of business.  There were aliens of every thinkable species milling about the marketplace, all of them assembled to exchange goods and services.

Captain Harrison, however, was on a different sort of mission.  The Columbia had apparently been assigned the unenviable task of transporting Illidan to Earth for further questioning.  “I understand Illidan managed to escape from his cell on several occasions,” said Harrison, carefully weaving through a crowd of Andorians.

“Indeed,” Talyere readily confirmed.  The memory of Illidan’s most recent escapade was still fresh in his mind.  “That is when he elected to introduce me to his fist—a most unpleasant experience, I might add.”

“I can imagine,” said Harrison.  “I assume this means you were unable to learn about Rebena Te Ra?”

A faint smile curved Talyere’s lips upward.  Harrison’s sentiment was a considerable understatement.  “The only thing I learned during my visit, Captain, is that the old hatreds still remain.  After two hundred thousand years, the Iconians are still upset about the war…  Though my people did exterminate the Iconian population; Illidan certainly has reason to be upset.”

Harrison arched a curious brow.  “Are you suggesting Illidan is two hundred thousand years old?”

Talyere provided Harrison with a faint shrug as they approached the turbolift.  “Admittedly, we know very little about the Iconians.  It is believed they are a long-lived species, but nobody knows the extent of their longevity.”

The turbolift doors parted, and a pair of Bajorans promptly darted into the marketplace.  When they were gone, Talyere stepped into the lift alongside Harrison and ordered it to level ninety-four.  The lift quickly set into motion, and the conversation resumed.

“During the Great War, Elorg scientists had few opportunities to study the Iconians,” Talyere continued.”  Because they frequently used their gateway technology to attack us, we rarely saw our adversary; the Elorg Archives indicate our cities and ships were almost always eliminated before the military had a chance to respond.”

“But both species managed to live in unison on Rebena Te Ra?” asked Harrison.  “How is that possible?”

Talyere raised a dismissive hand.  “It is still myth,” he reminded.  “I have yet to supply evidence proving the world actually existed.  Illidan could be an integral part of that evidence, but it is doubtful he will cooperate.”

“Because of the old hatreds?” proffered Harrison.

 “That,” Talyere confirmed as the turbolift chugged to a halt, “and his dementia.  Illidan is not a well man, as we shall soon discover…”

• • •

It was bright.  As his heavy eyelids parted, Illidan immediately became aware of this excessive illumination.  He knew not the circumstances that called forth such a harsh lighting scheme—in retrospect, he could not recall much of anything—but one thing was certain…  Illidan knew he was definitely not aboard his vessel.

He was in a room of some sort, and as his eyes slowly adjusted to the illumination, its many details became apparent.  It was a small, rectangular room with stark gray walls and no windows.  There was no door—just a door-sized opening that appeared to be blocked by a forcefield—and the furnishings were sparse, little more than two uncomfortable bunks and food slot.  Though he could not be entirely certain, Illidan suspected he was in a holding cell.

To the best of Illidan’s limited knowledge, he had not committed any crimes.  He was far from perfect, but he did not believe any of his infractions warranted such confinement—but as he glimpsed the few shadowy figures wandering on the other side of the forcefield, Illidan slowly began to suspect that his crime might have something to do with his lineage.

There was an Elorg Overseer standing nearby.  Illidan could vaguely recall meeting with the man earlier; the incident ended badly for the Overseer.  There were also several other uniformed aliens standing near the Elorg; they were allegedly from a species known as Human.  Illidan was not at all familiar with them… he only knew that they asked more questions than they should have.

 The Overseer immediately approached, though having learned his lesson from their previous encounter, he stopped a good meter from the forcefield—and seemed content to stay there.  Illidan, however, wanted to make certain the wretch feared for his life, and he quickly sent the Overseer an icy glare.

To Illidan’s chagrin, the Elorg—his name might have been Talyere—appeared unfazed.  He simply shrugged aside the malevolent glare and asked, “What is the last thing you remember?”

There was very little force behind the inquiry—no impetus for Illidan to reply—so he said nothing.  Not that it mattered; the haze that clouded Illidan’s mind kept him from recalling things past.  It was possible he sustained some sort of injury when his vessel crashed, but… that was mere speculation.  Illidan knew it was equally possible his mind had been poisoned in an Elorg interrogation chamber.  Whatever the case, Illidan refused to answer the Overseer’s question.

Unfazed by Illidan’s silence, Talyere continued to speak.  “Due to your unfortunate outburst during my last visit, Starfleet has deemed it necessary to relocate you to a more secure facility on Earth.”

Earth.  Illidan was not at all familiar with the place.  It must have been one of the Elorg Bloc’s more recent conquests…  Whatever the case, Illidan had no desire to visit.  He had been a prisoner long enough.  “I will not comply,” he hissed.

The Overseer shook his head.  “You have no choice.”

“Do I?” A devious smile crept across Illidan’s face—and he gently touched his scaly hand to the forcefield that kept him imprisoned.

 The field instantly shimmered blue, and intense waves of electric energy surged through Illidan’s body, forcefully willing him back into his cell.  A lesser man might have retreated, but Illidan ignored the electric blue tendrils burning his hands—and with all his might, he shoved his arm through the field.

There was no turning back now.

Wave after wave, the potent energy surged through Illidan’s tingling body.  His hearts were pounding like manic war drums, and his blood felt like it was about to boil.  He could barely see through the crackling tendrils of energy whipping around his body, but Illidan did not allow that to stop him.

Using the vast energies pervading his body, Illidan focused his thoughts and shoved himself through the burning forcefield.  The pain was excruciating beyond words, and as he stepped through to the other side, Illidan noted that most of his flesh had burned away in the process.  He was blackened and charred, and oozing thick green blood all over the deck…  But not even that was enough to stop him.  He could already feel his exoskeleton beginning to regenerate; in a matter of hours he would be restored to normal…

…And dozens of light years away.

The humans very quickly raised their weapons and pointed them at Illidan.  “A futile maneuver,” he said, laughing…  He was far beyond those petty labors.

But the humans were oblivious—and beams of orange light streaked from their useless weapons.  Ignoring the onslaught, Illidan clenched his fists, summoned the vast energies swirling within his body, and uttered some guttural incantation that whisked him away in a glittering flash of green light.

Chapter Two

Several hours later, Harrison and Talyere were seated with Alan Christopher and his senior staff in the conference room off the Starlight’s bridge.  “Illidan is most likely on his way here,” Harrison bluntly stated, deciding it best not to dwell upon pleasantries—as Christopher was undoubtedly wont to do. 

Much as Harrison anticipated, the sentiment grabbed Christopher’s attention.  “What makes you say that?” he asked.

“Before Illidan left Starbase 23, he teleported himself to a remote science lab aboard the station and downloaded nearly two gigaquads of information,” said Harrison.

“What sort of information?” asked Erin Keller.  She was seated near the head of the table with Christopher and Lucas Tompkins.

“Historical information,” Talyere crisply replied.  “I am told the Federation made a conscious effort to restrict Illidan’s access to the computer during his incarceration.  It was impossible to know how he might react to news of Iconia’s destruction—but considering his temperament, one could hypothesize that he would react… unfavorably, for lack of a better term.”

It took only a few moments for Captain Christopher to connect the dots.  “The Starlight has some of the most advanced temporal technology known to exist—and if Illidan manages to acquire that technology, he could use it to change history…”

“Not only that,” Talyere promptly continued, “the Starlight also has a val’aak… an ancient artifact used by the Iconians to control their gateway technology.”

That was certainly news to Harrison.  “I thought the artifact vanished,” he said, turning to Christopher for confirmation.

“It did,” said Christopher, nodding.  “But Erin found another gem while we were visiting Barbados last year…  We decided to keep that one a secret.”  His curious gaze summarily wandered back to Talyere.

A cryptic grin crossed the Overseer’s face.  “Elorg vessels are able to detect even the most obscure pieces of Iconian technology,” he said.  “The Aldaris detected the artifact when it rendezvoused with the Starlight in the Pretorian Cluster several months ago.”

Keller frowned.  “Why didn’t you say anything?” she asked.

Talyere provided a cryptic shrug.  “The artifact’s existence was intended to remain secret, was it not?”

“It was,” Keller conceded, arching a curious brow.  She was understandably skeptical, but considering the circumstances, she didn’t bother to push for a more concrete answer.  They had other things to worry about.

A brilliant flash of white light suddenly flared in the distant cosmos—and even though his back was facing the window, Harrison could see the ashen beams of light flooding the room.  The harsh illumination lingered for only a moment longer, and then everything returned to normal.

It was then that Harrison came about, peering into glittering starfield in search of the light source.  It didn’t take him very long to spot some sort of vessel looming in the distance.  “It is not very large, whatever it is…”

“It’s a freighter,” said Jayla Trinn without so much as an ounce of doubt in her voice.  The Trill just seemed to know.

“How can you be certain?” asked Harrison.

She shrugged.  “I just am.”

“That is Illidan’s ship,” Talyere concluded just moments later.

How these conclusions were being reached remained a mystery to Harrison—and until he saw some concrete evidence, he refused to accept these conclusions as anything more than theory.

Much to Harrison’s chagrin, Captain Christopher seemed more than willing to go along with Trinn and Talyere.  “If that is Illidan’s junker, then where did he get it?  I mean, I’m reasonably certain the man didn’t just go out and buy that thing.”

“He undoubtedly stole it after vacating Starbase 23,” Talyere stated.  “After purloining the database, Illidan allegedly vanished into thin air.  According to the Elorg Archives, a highly skilled Iconian could teleport a considerable distance—so it is possible Illidan commandeered a vessel en route to the starbase.”

“…Then we’re already in deep shit,” Keller abruptly interjected.

Christopher glanced up at her.  “Why do you say that?”

It wasn’t every day Stephanie Kerrigan visited the temporal science lab.  In fact, she tended to avoid the place if at all possible.  Temporal mechanics simply was not her forte—and since Kendall Johnson was the consummate expert, he tended to take care of everything… But unfortunately, Johnson got himself relieved of duty, which meant Kerrigan had no choice but the visit the lab to make sure everything was in working order.

And it was.

As she circled the large workstation in the center of the lab, there didn’t appear to be anything wrong.  All of the temporal systems were functioning normally; sensors didn’t show anything out of the ordinary…  And Kerrigan was satisfied that her visit was complete.  She indolently tapped the computer workstation, turned on her heel and…

…Came face-to-face with a very large, very ghastly alien.  His skin was a deathly shade of pale blue, and contrasted considerably with the fiery green eyes burning beneath his eternally furrowed brow.  He had long, nymph-like ears, and the grotesque, bony protrusion running the length of his nose burrowed deep into the pentagon-shaped plate on his forehead.

For a split second, Kerrigan was frozen in place.  She had never seen such an alien before, and his obviously unpleasant demeanor exuded an aura that just slowed her mental processes to a crawl.  She didn’t know what to make of the alien…

But as his booted feet crept forward, Kerrigan suspected he was not an invited guest—and she slapped her communicator.  “Intruder alert!” she frantically called.  “I need a security team to the temporal science lab ri—”

The alien’s clawed fist suddenly drilled into Kerrigan’s skull—she didn’t even see it coming.  Bones cracked, and a considerable jolt of pain surged through her body… Her vision blurred, and within moments, Kerrigan crumbled onto the deck.

Thinking Kerrigan no longer posed a threat, the bulky alien immediately stepped over her body with hopes of accessing the computer—but his actions were met with failure.  The temporal systems were encrypted…

And this displeased the alien.  He uttered a few guttural curses as his meaty fingers pounded on the controls, but Kerrigan knew there was no way he could gain access to the computer—at least not in a timely fashion.

Desperately trying to ignore the waves of pain thundering in her mind, Kerrigan climbed onto her hands and knees and slowly crawled around the large workstation.  At this point in time, a phaser would have been infinitely more useful to her, but… she didn’t think the alien intruder would let her go and get one—so she she’d just have to be resourceful.

Situated on the underside of the workstation, opposite the alien, Kerrigan peeled away a small covering to reveal a bio-neural gel pack, several isolinear chips, and the primary ODN relay feeding into the temporal core.  With resources like that, Kerrigan knew that it wouldn’t take very much imagination for her to be resourceful.

She hastily pulled three of the isolinear chips from their respective slots and then, using the small keypad beside the gel pack, redirected some additional power to the control interface…

Meanwhile, the alien continued to peck away at the controls, and he was having more success than Kerrigan had anticipated—he already disabled the first encryption layer, and was well on his way to disabling the second.  Kerrigan was determined to make sure he wouldn’t have chance to access the third.

With the power grid temporarily realigned, Kerrigan replaced only two of the isolinear chips.  Without their third companion, they would be unable to sustain the additional power for very long and…

Tendrils of blazing white energy suddenly erupted from the control interface.  Arcing across the workstation, they very quickly wrapped themselves around the alien at the controls.  He merely grunted as the power surged through his body—he was virtually unfazed by the electrical assault, and continued to operate the controls…

And Kerrigan was amazed.  That amount of energy would have been more than enough to kill three or four humans.  “Time for plan-B,” she thusly whispered.

Plan-B was a bit more drastic; it involved removing the bio-neural gel pack, and running like hell. And while Kerrigan was entirely confident that the plan would work, she was much less confident about what would subsequently happen to the temporal science lab.  Without a gel pack to power its systems…  Kerrigan sighed.  “Well, I just hope Kendall backed up his data…”

And on that note, she reached into the alcove, disconnected the ODN relay, and then yanked the gel pack from the wall.  Sparks sputtered from the connectors, the ODN relay began to sizzle, and the alien intruder became very disgruntled as his workstation went dead.

Clutching the gel pack close to he chest, Kerrigan scrambled to her feet and sprinted for the exit as fast as her feet would take her—and as the doors slid open, she could hear the alien’s heavy footsteps looming close behind.

“I command you to STOP!” His deep, sonorous voice pervaded the entire corridor—but Kerrigan ignored the order…

She didn’t know exactly where she was headed with the gel pack, but one thing was certain, she needed to get away from the alien.  “Where the hell is security?” she muttered as she raced through the junction nearest the science lab…

And then, in an incredible act of divine intervention, Kerrigan suddenly heard dozens of forcefields zap into place around her.  She skittered to a halt, dropped the gel pack on the ground, and came about to face her intruder.

He was closer than she had imagined.  In fact, had the forcefields not appeared, Kerrigan suspected she wouldn’t have made it much further, because the alien was only five or six meters away… and he was pissed.

His angry fists were clenched, and those fiery green eyes were burning with a cold hatred, the likes of which Kerrigan had never before encountered.  He just stood in the middle of the corridor, seething.  “You have made a terminal error, Human.”

Kerrigan didn’t say anything.  She didn’t know what she—or humanity—did to earn this alien’s scorn, but she wasn’t going to risk angering him further with her comments.  Like the alien, she just stood in her little cell, waiting for security to come to her rescue.

She didn’t have to wait for very long.  Just seconds later, Kerrigan heard the forcefield behind her zap away; Lieutenant Bator appeared at her side a few moments after that, his phaser drawn and pointed directly at the alien.

Though Bator’s gesture was certainly a serious one, the alien merely chuckled at the sight.  “You cannot harm me so easily,” he hissed.

And while Kerrigan was inclined to believe the intruder, Bator didn’t even flinch.  He stepped closer to the forcefield ahead.  “You are surrounded,” said the Phobian.  “Your vessel has been seized, Illidan.  You have nowhere to run, nowhere to hide.  I would strongly suggest you surrender.  Now…”

Illidan, unfortunately, did not take well to the suggestion.  “I do not take orders from you, Phobian.”  He stepped closer to his side of the forcefield.  “Release me, and I will allow you to live.”

Bator shook his head.  “I cannot do that.”

Malevolence glinted in Illidan’s fiery green eyes.  “Then you shall die.”  And on that ominous note, the lights flickered, the deck rumbled, and the walls started to ripple…

Kerrigan took several deliberate steps backward.  She knew not what was about to happen, but this Illidan creature left her with the distinct feeling that it was not going to be pleasant.  “I think we should retreat,” she whispered to Bator.

Staring down the agitated Illidan, Bator shook his head.  “He cannot be allowed to escape.”

The deck jolted again as Illidan clenched his massive fists.  Crimson embers fluttered down from the ceiling and one-by-one, the forcefields keeping the Iconian in place began to flit away.  In that singular moment, Kerrigan suddenly agreed that Illidan could not be allowed to leave the ship—but she wasn’t about to die fighting an obviously superior force.  “At the very least, we should fall back to deck—”

Illidan exploded.

Giant shafts of verdant light surged from within the Iconian’s body, spreading through the darkened corridor like a plague.  The walls cracked and then buckled as an acrid haze filled the clammy air—but Illidan was not dead.  If anything, he was more alive than ever, and as his booted foot slammed onto the decking, everyone on the ship knew it.

His phaser set to maximum, Bator took aim upon the beast and opened fire.  Ragged beams of orange light streaked across the corridor, but they proved to be no match for the angered Illidan.  His bluish skin, thick like chain mail, absorbed each and every blow; Illidan had become an impregnable fortress of flesh and blood.

And retreat was suddenly a viable option.  Bator immediately lowered his weapon and came about to face Kerrigan, one frantic word falling from his parting lips:  “Run!”

She immediately complied, desperate to distance herself from Illidan—but Kerrigan found her efforts were too little, too late.  The enraged Iconian expelled a roar so very loud it seemed to rattled Kerrigan’s very soul, and despite her furious thrust through the bowels of deck eleven, she didn’t seem to be getting anywhere at all…

And that was when Illidan struck.  The Iconian paused at the center of the junction where Kerrigan had stood with Bator just moments ago, extended his arms in some grandiose fashion, and unleashed his fury.

Massive waves of verdant energy immediately pulsated through the corridor, ripping apart walls and tearing down the ceiling in a flurry of glittering green light.  Giant bulkheads seemed to crumble and implode like simple twigs as walls of roiling crimson flame razed the deck to the ground.

Kerrigan desperately tried to get away from the raging pestilence, but there was little that she could do—and as the burning contents of deck ten began to drop from the ceiling, she realized there was no escape.  Moments later, everything went dark…

And Stephanie Kerrigan was dead.

As the flames died down, Illidan could sense there were security officers lingering nearby.  In fact, he was confident the Phobian somehow managed to escape his fiery wrath—but so extensive was the damage to deck eleven, it was unlikely the Humans could penetrate the debris…  Illidan was free to do his work.

The Human female had apparently taken the components necessary to operate the workstation in the temporal science lab—and he had neither the time nor the energy to search the ship for a replacement.  As such, direct access to the temporal systems was most likely out of the question—but there were still plenty of other components in that lab worthy of Illidan’s attention.

He quickly went to retrieve them.

Chapter Three

Alan Christopher stared blankly at the damage reports on his desk, and tried once more to wrap his mind around the data before him…

The science lab was destroyed; temporal science took heavy damage…

Five people died, including Stephanie Kerrigan.

Twenty-four were wounded.

Twelve were still missing.

The numbers were staggering—and after all the losses in recent years, the numbers were almost becoming too painful to bear.  Christopher haphazardly tossed aside the dreaded padd and expelled a long, weary sigh.  “The battle wasn’t even won…” he muttered—and slowly turned to the stars for answers.

The stars always seemed to help Christopher put things into perspective.  Their fires burned in the depths of space long before he was born—and would continue to do so long after his death.  Ultimately, the Starlight’s brief encounter with Illidan would have little impact upon the vast enormity of the galaxy.  Life would go on—for all but those five unfortunate souls…  Those deaths could not be allowed to go unpunished; Illidan had to be stopped, now more than ever…

“Status report.”  Several seconds later, Christopher emerged on the bridge, calm and collected as ever.  Now was not the time to show weakness; that would just be giving Illidan another advantage.  For the time being, it was best to simply focus on business as usual.

Neelar Drayge tapped a few commands into the helm, and then turned his full attention to the Captain.  “We are holding position,” he said,  “however, there is no sign of Illidan on sensors…”

No sign of Illidan.

Oddly enough, Illidan’s ship remained on the viewscreen.  The tiny, rusted junker sat beside the much larger Columbia, both of them holding position alongside the Starlight.

“We don’t know where the bastard went,” grumbled Lucas Tompkins, “but he took some of our temporal technology with him…”  

“…He also nabbed the val’aak,” Keller promptly continued, her deft fingers still pecking away at the operations console.  “The artifact vanished shortly after he did.”

“And we have absolutely no idea where the man went…” Christopher wrapped his hands around the metallic rail hugging the command chair; it seemed to help ease the tension, if only for a moment.  “We’ve been completely outclassed by this Iconian…”

Looming over the nearby mission operations console, Talyere quietly cleared his throat.  “I apologize, Captain.  While the Archives briefly mentioned the Iconians’ impressive abilities, they did not extrapolate in great detail…  I suspect that might have been because so few of my people managed to survive such encounters.  Either way, it was no excuse for my lack of preparations.” 

Christopher raised a dismissive hand.  “It’s okay, Talyere.  We all make mistakes… Besides, I don’t think any of us could have been prepared for such a thorough beating.”

The Elorg nodded.  “Point taken.”

“So now what are we going to do?” Neelar Drayge politely inquired.  “Obviously we can’t track Illidan’s freighter…”

“Heh…” Tompkins shook his head.  “I don’t think that was his ship,” he said, gesturing toward the viewscreen.  “It was probably a decoy.”

“Space is big; there are plenty of hiding spots,” added Erin Keller.  “The real ship was probably hidden in a nearby nebula or something, just waiting for Illidan to make his move.”

“So now he stole two crappy freighters in a matter of hours?” asked Christopher.  “Busy man.”

“But why go after freighters?” asked Drayge.  “He could have destroyed the Starlight if he wanted to.  I would imagine he could have commandeered something more impressive than a small freighter.”

“Freighters typically have very small crews,” Talyere promptly stated.  “Illidan could dispose of them with ease.  Had he gone after a larger target, he would have had to content with the entire crew…  and while Iconians are powerful, they are not invincible.  Illidan could have been killed.”

“So he has another freighter,” Christopher surmised.  He was still skeptical, but there was just enough logic in Talyere’s reasoning for him to accept the two-freighter theory.  “How do we find it?”

“A temporal probe,” Keller crisply replied.  “When we encountered Illidan last year, his ship was drifting back through time.  We can assume the very same thing is going to happen this time.”

Which meant they were going to need Kendall Johnson.  He was the only one capable of sorting through this vast temporal minefield… but unfortunately, Christopher wasn’t too keen on letting him do that.  “I’m not sure I want Kendall to do this.  I don’t know if I trust him after his little display in the science lab a few days ago…”

“Agreed,” said Talyere, quickly falling into agreement with Christopher.  “Lieutenant Johnson is an unstable element.  I do not believe him capable of carrying out such a delicate operation.”

Christopher’s gaze slowly crept over to Erin Keller—but she was already shaking her head.  “I haven’t worked on any of Kendall’s projects since the temporal probe.  I could probably familiarize myself with his newer data, but it could take weeks to do that.”  She sighed.  “We don’t have that kind of time, Alan.”

The clock was indeed ticking, but Christopher knew not how much time they had left.  Despite his reservations, he knew that Johnson was their only hope…

“Want me to talk to him?” asked Tompkins.

“No.”  Christopher shook his head.  “I’ll do it…”

• • •

When the door chimed, Kendall Johnson instinctively knew that Alan Christopher had come to visit.   He had been waiting many months for this conversation to finally arrive, and now that it was nearly at hand, Johnson had to admit, he wasn’t nearly as enthused about it as he had once been.  Becoming the oracle of ages no longer served his interests…

Like it or not, Kendall knew that he was destined to become that oracle.  His every last decision gradually pointed him in that general direction, until finally, the threads of fate wove his destiny into its intricate tapestry… and that future version of Kendall Johnson appeared on the Starlight’s bridge all those months ago.  It could not be avoided…

It was time for Kendall Johnson to face his destiny.

Gathering whatever courage he had left, Kendall rolled away from his bed’s inviting warmth, and stepped into the living room where his fate would unfold.  He stood for a long moment, simply peering into the doorway… In the back of his mind, he suspected he could somehow manage to change his fate by refusing to go on this mission—but common sense insisted the maneuvers would prove useless.

Heart thundering in his chest, Kendall approached both the door and his fate.  “Enter…”

Moments later, Captain Alan Christopher stepped inside.  He didn’t waste any time with pleasantries or waste time lingering on the incident in the science lab.  He simple strode over to Kendall’s side and drove the conversation straight to the point:  “You know why I’m here…”

Kendall nodded, peering directly into Christopher’s blazing blue eyes.

Christopher returned the gaze with one of his own.  “It goes against my better judgment,” he continued, “but I’m going to place you back on duty, and assign you to this mission…”

Though the sentiment was undoubtedly meant to be stern, Kendall found it somewhat humorous.  After all, he was the only person on the Starlight qualified for this mission… yet that somehow went against Christopher’s better judgment?  What a fool.  He should have been begging Kendall to go…

Evidently, that was the last thing on Christopher’s mind.  As he waited for Kendall to utter some sort of response, his over-inflated ego finally entered the room… And it somehow managed to glimpse the slightest bit of contempt in Kendall’s glare.  “Do you have a problem with me, Kendall?”

Kendall shrugged.  “I don’t know,” he said.  “Do I?  You… you seem to know everything else.  In fact, you seem to think the entire universe revolves around your bloated head.”

“I’ll take that as a yes.”  Obviously growing somewhat angry, Christopher swiftly turned on his heel and started to pace.  “Tell me, Kendall, what did I do to earn your scorn?  I mean, if I did something that offended you, I profusely apologize…” And he thusly came about to see Kendall’s response.

Unfortunately, Kendall didn’t even know where to begin.  So long was the list of offenses, it would take eons to get through the whole thing—but as he sifted through the list, Kendall very quickly realized that Erin Keller was at the top of the list.

The wretched Christopher stole away Erin and her affection all those years ago, and subsequently denied Kendall the blissful life of peace and quite that he had always dreamed of.  It was perhaps the single greatest offense one could possibly commit…

Kendall sighed, his eyes narrowing to angry slits.  “There aren’t enough words in the universe to describe the atrocities you have committed, Captain.”

His eyes went wide.  “What are you talking about?”

But Kendall wasn’t about to explain it to the Captain.  The man could barely understand the alphabet, let alone a problem as complex as the one involving the delicate Erin Keller.  Then again, perhaps it was best he didn’t understand… If his ego deflated, there was definitely a possibility it would implode into a black hole.  Thus, Kendall shrugged aside the question.

Unfortunately, Christopher wouldn’t let it go.  “You are walking a very, very fine line, Kendall… Take a few more steps, and you’ll never set foot in that temporal science lab of yours again.”

Kendall arched a curious brow.  “What?”

“You are way out of line,” Christopher replied, his voice incredibly stern.  “If you don’t adjust your attitude in the next five seconds, you’re going to be sitting the brig awaiting a court marshal…”

Kendall hadn’t anticipated this particular tactic.  “You can’t do that!” he exclaimed.

Christopher frowned.  “Don’t tempt me…”

And Kendall immediately paused; he wasn’t about to tempt the man, because there was very little he could accomplish from the brig—and even less in the penal settlement in New Zealand.  He had to stay on Christopher’s good side until it was absolutely necessary…

So Kendall’s attitude adjusted accordingly.  “I’m sorry,” he lied, though he tried his best to make it sound authentic.  “I… I… I guess I was just a little upset about being relieved of duty, that’s all.”

But at that point, Christopher was so utterly suspicious that he didn’t readily accept the excuse.  He just stepped aside to give Kendall access to the exit.  “Good hunting…”

It was time for a test.  It had taken many hours for Illidan to install his new temporal technology… and while it had the unfortunate side-affect of sending him back through time, it still had the potential to be a very powerful tool.  He just had to make certain the tool was up to the task.

While he had access to the computer aboard the Federation ship, Illidan had detected two val’aak artifacts that seemed conspicuously out of place—and while he managed to retrieve the first before vacating that wretched ship, the second artifact remained at large.

Though as luck would have it, the second artifact was aboard the Starlight as well—it simply existed several years into the past…  It was a perfect target for Illidan’s new technology.  Thus, he very quickly punched the desired coordinates into the control interface, and then let the computer work its magic. 

Unfortunately, the computer did not appear to be up to the task.  It chugged and chugged as it tried to retrieve the artifact from the Starlight’s past… processing the data at an agonizingly slow pace.  Gradually, a faint outline of the little crimson artifact began to coalesce into a solid object… but each time it seemed like it was about to solidify, the entire artifact phased back into the past.

Illidan groaned, suddenly wishing he had endeavored to commandeer a vessel with a bit more processing power; sparks suddenly began to shoot from the myriad control stations, and Illidan could already some sort of tachyon surge forming on sensors.  It seemed his simple test was about to turn into a massive failure…

With both the science lab and the temporal science lab out of commission on the Starlight, Johnson had no choice but to set up a makeshift lab aboard the Columbia.  The facilities there weren’t as advanced as those aboard the Starlight, but with a few modifications (and a few additions from the Starlight’s lab), it was almost comparable.  

“Using the data from your temporal probe, we have been able to track Illidan’s movement through the space/time continuum,” Megan Reinbold said from her side of the workstation.  She pointed to a nondescript region of space that Johnson immediately recognized as the Yaraka Sector.  “He’ll pass through this part of space in less than an hour.”

Events were unfolding just as Kendall had anticipated.  “When he enters that sector, his ship should begin to malfunction,” he stated.  “That will cause a tachyon minefield to form, and briefly disable the Starlight.”

Standing between Reinbold and Johnson was Commander Ian Meade.  He wasn’t much of a scientist, but so great was his interest in temporal mechanics that he had insisted on being present for this historic event.  Unfortunately, he seemed more than a little puzzled by it.  “This minefield formed last year, right?”

“Right,” confirmed Reinbold.  “Because Illidan’s ship is not compatible with the technology his stole from the Starlight, his ship is just drifting through time.”

“When he drifts through the Yaraka Sector, it will be around stardate 75489,” Johnson promptly continued.  “Coincidentally, the Starlight will be in that same region of space when the minefield develops…”

There was still a slight haze in Meade’s eyes, but he understood enough of the conversation to take a gander at their next step.  “We can probably contact the Starlight and have them destroy Illidan’s ship…”

“That’s exactly what we’re going to do,” Reinbold confirmed, her fingers stick dancing over the controls.  “Unfortunately, the temporal matrix is having a hard time locking onto the Starlight’s coordinates.”

That was a problem Johnson had considered for quite awhile.  The timelines could be fickle, and something as obscure as the Starlight wasn’t going to be a prominent feature in every sensor sweep.  “We’ll need to find a temporal node,” he said.  “Something that stands out in that time frame…”

“Like that Iconian artifact?” suggested Meade.

Johnson had been thinking more along the lines of the temporal minefield itself, but the artifact would do nicely, especially because it was inside the ship.  “That… that will suffice…”

Stardate 75488.2; June 28, 2398
Stephanie Kerrigan was suddenly thrust away from her musings by a sensor alert.  It was an odd-sounding alarm—definitely not something she was familiar with.  Instead of the standard chirps or bleeps, this sounded a bit dire, like a muted version of the alarm indicative of a warp core breach.  Knowing that the warp core was fully intact (the ship wasn’t vibrating), Kerrigan set aside Megan Reinbold’s report on the Sra’xa’diin and started to wander the lab in search of the mystery alarm.

It sounded like it was coming from the corner of the lab, very near the entrance to Johnson’s office.  To the best of Kerrigan’s extensive knowledge, there was nothing over there to cause such a ruckus, but as she approached the vicinity, it was obvious that something had indeed managed to trip a sensor alarm on the workstation nearest Johnson’s office.

Kerrigan quickly muted the alarm and then delved into the controls, her deft fingers dancing over the interface—only to receive an error message: ACCESS DENIED.  She immediately slapped her communicator.  “Kerrigan to Johnson…  We have a problem.”
Stardate 76511.4; July 06, 2399
“I’ve got a lock on the artifact,” said Reinbold just a scant moment later.  There was a definite sense of excitement in her voice—and with good reason.  They were about to make history.

“The temporal matrix is aligned,” Johnson subsequently gleaned from the sensors.  “Chronometric beacons are stable, temporal deflectors are online… It looks like we’re ready to make the transfer.”

All three of them glanced at the temporal transporter pad situated in the far corner of the lab.  At a glance, it looked exactly like any other transporter… and it could certainly be used in that function.  Just not today.

Johnson knew that he had to be the one to step into the past.  Obviously, because he had done it before… but also because this project had been his labor of love for nearly four years—he deserved to be the first one through the door…

And with each nervous step he took toward the little platform, Johnson realized he became one step closer to fulfilling his other plan.  This was a duel victory…

If it worked.

Johnson quickly strapped a chronometric beacon around his biceps, grabbed a tricorder, and then stepped onto the platform.  “Energize when ready…”

Stardate 76478.3;  June 24, 2399
“I’m detecting a massive tachyon surge,” Erin Keller exclaimed, watching intently as the entity blossomed on the operation console.

“Where?”  Alan Christopher was looking to the viewscreen in hopes of seeing the formation of a temporal phenomenon near the Darsaean freighter—but he was in for quite a surprise.

A faint azure light suddenly rippled in front of the helm.  It gently distorted its surroundings before a shaft of blazing white light ripped through the very fabric of space, spewing tiny shards of glowing light into the air.  Moments later, Kendall Johnson emerged from the distortion.  Slightly confused, he glanced around the bridge for a moment, conferred with the sleek black tricorder in his hand, and then slapped his communicator:  “Johnson to Meade—we’ve only gone back a few weeks… stardate 76478.4.”

“That’s it?” came the static-filled on the other side of the conversation.  “I’ll realign the matrix and try again…”

And as quickly as he appeared, Kendall Johnson disappeared in the same glittering shaft of white light.

Surprised as he was by the sudden temporal confusion, Alan was hardly confused by the event.  “This has something to do with that future incarnation of Kendall we encountered last year in the Yaraka Sector.”

“I’d say that sounds about right,” Erin crisply replied.

Stardate 75331.4; May 02, 2398
While the temporal transporter beam looked reasonably similar to its more conventional counterpart, Kendall Johnson had to admit, the ride wasn’t nearly as pleasant.  After spending only a few seconds inside the glittering azure beam, Kendall was already beginning to feel a bit nauseous… His thoughts were becoming somewhat distorted and as he rematerialized on the Starlight’s bridge for a second time, the room was definitely starting to spin.

After taking in his surroundings, Kendall shook his head, hoping to rid himself of the ill feelings…  But to no avail.  Something wasn’t quite right; apparently time travel wasn’t as agreeable with the human body as he had anticipated.

“Lieutenant.”  Matthew Harrison slowly rose from his chair, no doubt curious about Kendall’s sudden appearance…

But Kendall had no choice but to ignore the Commander.  Not only was his mental state a bit groggy, he didn’t feel like violating the temporal prime directive just yet.  “Johnson to Meade,” he said, tapping his communicator.  “This isn’t it, either…”

“Damn,” came Meade’s static-filled voice.  “I’ll realign the matrix and try again.”

And as quickly as he appeared, Kendall Johnson disappeared in the same shaft of white light…

Matthew Harrison blinked.  “What was that all about?” he inquired, not bothering to hide the utter confusion in his voice.

Keller shook her head, equally perplexed by the situation.  “I have absolutely no idea,” she proclaimed.  

Stardate 75491.9;  June 28, 2399
“Trust me, Matthew, you’ll love it,” said Christopher, grinning widely as he spoke of some sort of pedantic video game.

Again, Harrison considered the proposal, but before he could even begin to assemble some sort of answer, a faint azure light began to ripple in front of the helm.  And while the phenomenon was completely new to Christopher, Harrison looked on with a glimmer of recognition upon his face.  “So that’s what he spoke of…”

Christopher frowned.  “Who?”

“Lieutenant Johnson.”  Harrison swiftly rose from his seat at Christopher’s side and approached the swirling temporal distortion at the helm.  “If you recall, a few months ago, a Lieutenant Johnson from the future materialized on the bridge…”

As the distortion threw glimmering shards of light into the air, a faint humanoid outline shimmered into the maelstrom.  As the moments passed, the figure grew more defined, until ultimately, Kendall Johnson stood on the bridge.

“You are here about the tachyon bursts,” said Harrison knowingly.

This trip through the temporal transporter proved just as rough as the previous two, but Johnson could already feel his nausea beginning to dissipate.  He was still more than a little disoriented, but… he could function well enough to complete his mission.  “And it only took three tries,” he mused.  “Not bad.”

“Three?” asked Christopher.  “This is only the second time…”

Johnson raised a dismissive hand.  “You’ll be seeing me again in a few weeks.”  Well, it was more like months, but… his hazy mind was having trouble keeping the fact straight.  “This time travel stuff… it’s um… still experimental, I guess.”  He tapped a short succession of commands into the chronometric beacon attached to his arm and then approached Harrison at the helm.  “What is the exact date?”

The first officer glanced down at the helm.  “Stardate 75491.9,” he gleaned from the chronometer.

“So it’s been about… um… thirty-one hours since the first tachyon burst,” Johnson quickly surmised.  “We… we still have plenty of time.”

“To do what?” asked Christopher, folding his arms upon his chest.

Johnson took in a nervous lungful of air.  “This… this is going to take a lot of explaining,” he said.

“Then perhaps we should sit down.”  Christopher’s eyes immediately darted toward the conference lounge adjacent to the bridge.  “This temporal mechanics… stuff makes my head spin, and I’d rather be seated in a comfy chair—and in private—when I pass out.”

Johnson nodded his consent, and without further ado, made his way for the lounge.  Harrison swiftly followed in his footsteps, but Christopher lingered on the bridge a moment longer.  “Christopher to Keller,” he said, tapping his communicator.  “Meet me in the conference lounge… in one minute.  Bring everyone else involved in the artifact investigation with you.”

Chapter Four

Stardate 75489.9; June 28, 2398
The summons didn’t exactly seem urgent, but Erin Keller could tell there was something in Alan’s voice that meant business.  And with her curiosity piqued, Erin quickly gathered her companions and made her way to the conference lounge on deck one—though she missed the one-minute deadline by almost ninety seconds.  It was the turbolift’s fault, of course.

But the deadline was the last thing on Keller’s mind when she set foot into the conference lounge.  In fact, she had to do a double-take, just to make certain that her vision hadn’t failed her yet again—two Kendalls!?  Eager to hear this particular story, she dispensed with her usual pleasantries and seated herself at the table with the others.

“You all know our guest,” said Christopher, gesturing to the second manifestation of Kendall.  “He has apparently traveled all the way from the future to make my head implode.”

“It doesn’t,” said Johnson evenly.  He found it somewhat difficult to maintain the pleasant banter, but he couldn’t afford to tip his hand this early in the game; if Christopher suspected something was amiss sooner than he was supposed to, Johnson knew his delicate plans would be made even more difficult in the future.  “As of stardate 76534, your head is still intact.”

“That’s good to hear,” said Christopher.

“So what’s up with these tachyon bursts?” asked Keller.

Future Kendall pulled in a deep lungful of air as he prepared to recount the situation.  “Well…  about a year from now—stardate 76502.4, to be exact—a man by the name of Illidan is going to use some experimental temporal technology to steal your mystery artifact from the science lab—the seco… first—FIRST—artifact… uh… the one that’s already been stolen as far as you’re concerned…”

Christopher’s eyes were already starting to glaze over.  “If the artifact is already stolen… wait, I don’t want to know.”

And Johnson didn’t really want to explain it.  “Anyway,” he promptly continued, “as you may have suspected, the artifact is indeed Iconian in origin.”

Jayla Trinn nodded her agreement.  “When we brought the artifact to Antha’nuel two years ago, it granted us entry to the gateway inside the structure.  We had always suspected it to be Iconian, but never had any concrete evidence.”

Johnson sighed.  “You’ll get plenty of evidence in the coming year,” he wearily replied.  That was a definite hint for his fellow shipmates, but he didn’t dare go much further than that.   “Now… I can’t fully explain all of the details at the moment—but… um, well, Illidan is up to no good.”

“What does this have to do with the tachyon bursts?” asked Lucas Tompkins.

“Illidan has retrofitted his starship with a temporal matrix.  Unfortunately, it’s barely compatible with his ship, and is causing massive tachyon surges to pulse throughout the space-time continuum.  As a result… his ship has… um… become unstuck from time.  Not even a chronometric beacon can keep him in one place anymore.”

“So he is basically just drifting through time,” Tompkins surmised.

“Exactly,” said the future Johnson.

“And he’s about the drift through the Yaraka Sector,” said the present Johnson.  “That’s why you’re here.”

The future Johnson nodded agreeably.  “In less than six hours, Illidan’s ship is going to intersect with your timeline.  Your mission is simple:  you have to stop him.”

That immediately raised a red flag in Keller’s mind.  “If he’s drifting backward through time, he’s only going intersect with us for a blink of an eye.  We’ll never be able to stop him in that amount of time!”

“Can’t you do anything from the future?” asked Harrison.  “At least provide some assistance?”

The future Johnson shook his head.  “As I said, time travel highly is experimental.  We can barely send one person through time, let alone an armada to fight Illidan.”

“So how do you expect us to defeat him?” asked Christopher.

“You don’t have to defeat him,” said the future Johnson.  “Leave that to me.  All you have to do is disable his ship…” His gaze slowly turned to the present incarnation of Kendall.  “I’m sure you have some ideas—and don’t worry about them failing… because if they do, I’ll… I’ll just come back and try again.”

Illidan thought his plan had been perfect.  It certainly worked well in its initial stages, when he was forced to combat the wretched minions of the Federation… but now that his fate—and the fate of Iconia—was left to an unstable piece of temporal technology, things were not going so smoothly.

Dozens of ship systems were failing, massive tachyon bursts were flooding into space, and the test subject… that damned artifact… it vaporized before Illidan was able to retrieve it from the time stream.  It each moment that passed, it seemed less and less likely that Illidan would actually be able to reach his target destination…

He would have to improvise, and manually send himself back through the annals of time.  It was very hazardous, considering the technology, but it was the only way he could save Iconia from destruction—and he had to save Iconia.  The Elorg could not be allowed to prevail in this timeframe, or any previous one.

But then the decking began to shudder—and a great tendril of temporal energy surged through his equipment…  Shards of blazing white light sparkled in the hazy atmosphere—and it was then that Illidan realized he was under attack.  Sensor readings were sketchy thanks to the constant tachyon bombardment, but there was definitely a ship out there, and it was on the offensive.

“That should not be,” muttered Illidan.  Given his ship’s state of flux, he shouldn’t have been susceptible to an attack!  But the deck rumbled yet again—and there was little doubt that it was indeed an attack…  His anger growing, Illidan pounded on the sensor controls until finally, he saw the wretched ship that dared assault him…

The Starlight hung in the void of space, the light of the distant Yaraka star casting ominous shadows upon the starship.  But the placid scene lasted only a moment, for a mere second later all hell was unleashed.  Dozens of golden torpedoes streaked through the cosmos, exploding in a grandiose fashion as they reached the extent of their range—but one torpedo didn’t quite make it that far…

Something stopped this particular torpedo dead in its tracks, and instead of exploding with its brethren in the distance, it crashed into the hull of a dark, ominous starship.

Tendrils of ashen energy crackled around Illidan’s vessel, which cartwheeled through the cosmos trailing great plumes of fire.  The torpedo had carved a massive breach into the smoldering hull, bringing about a definite end to Illidan’s journey.

Stardate 76511.7; July 06, 2399
“The Starlight was successful,” said Megan Reinbold, watching intently as data from the temporal probe scrolled across her workstation.  “Illidan’s ship was disabled. It’s done traveling through time…”

“And so is he,” said Kendall Johnson.  He was still a little disoriented, and very exhausted—but those concerns were all secondary when compared to the threat still posed by Illidan.  He glanced down at his side of the workstation.  “But he’s probably not dead.  When his ship exploded, the chronometric disturbances most likely sent him to another place in the timeline—and that’s where he’s going to stay until we capture him.”

With a few quick keystrokes, Reinbold adjusted the temporal probe.  “I’m detecting an anomaly on Ka’Tula Prime,” she said.  “Stardate 73591.”

That sounded about right—but Kendall knew that Illidan wasn’t going to make his capture an easy one, and he certainly wasn’t going to be able to go alone.  Unfortunately, Kendall’s list of possible companions was rather short.  He turned to Reinbold.  “We’re… we’re going to need brains and brawn to take out Illidan.”

“Well… I’ve got brains,” she mused.  “I would suggest we take Talyere and Bator along for the brawn; they’re both formidable warriors, and Talyere knows more about the Iconians than anyone else.”

Admittedly, Talyere was the last person that Kendall wanted to take on this mission, but Megan had a valid point—and he would be remiss in his duties if he didn’t take along the Overseer.  “Have both of them beam over here,” Kendall reluctantly ordered before shifting his attention to Ian Meade.  “You’re going to operate the controls; if you need assistance don’t hesitate to contact Commander Keller.”

“Yes sir,” replied Meade.

Stardate 73591.7; August 04, 2396
Desperate to avoid capture, Illidan stormed through the rocky trail atop the Farhelian Mountains.  Ka’Tula Prime wasn’t quite Iconia, but it would have to suffice.  The Iconians had an installation somewhere on this wretched hole—and using the temporal energies within his body, he could command the val’aak to take him back to Iconia.  But it wasn’t going to be easy.

 He clenched his angry jaw.  “The cursed Federation will pay,” he hissed, rampantly charging through a knoll of browning conifers.

A phaser beam suddenly streaked over his shoulder.  Illidan glanced back to see three of the Federation’s vile henchmen in hot pursuit.  They wanted both him and the artifact—but in order to retrieve it, they would have pry it out of his cold, dead fist.

“The ruins of Antha’nuel are not far from here,” said Talyere as he led the way through the rocky mountain pass.  “It is likely Illidan will use the gateway therein to make his escape.”

“This is turning into a wild goose chase,” Megan Reinbold crisply noted.  “In theory, Illidan could have us running through those gateways indefinitely.”

“But that would not do him any good,” Talyere replied, stepping over a small boulder that had fallen from the rocky hillside.  “While the Iconians could travel through space without starships, they never developed technology that allowed them to travel through time.”

Lingering toward the back of the group, Johnson tried not to say very much.  The last thing he wanted was a confrontation with Talyere—because unlike his previous confrontations with Christopher, Johnson knew that he couldn’t bring himself to insult the Overseer.  Still, Johnson would not hesitate to share his thoughts when he knew that were relevant—and this was one of those moments.  “I’ve… I’ve noticed that Illidan has used his body to collect energy—he used the phaser beams aboard the Starlight to destroy deck eleven; he used the forcefield aboard Starbase 23 to make his escape…  If he collected temporal energy from his ship’s destruction…”

“Then he could theoretically use that to propel himself through time when he reaches the gateway,” Reinbold quickly realized.  “We’ve got to stop him.”

Upon hearing the news, Bator quickened his pace.  Illidan was just a few hundred meters up ahead—and the Phobian was determined to make the kill.  “We will stop him,” he insisted.

In the distance, Illidan suddenly heard the roar of an engine.  Had the Federation managed to mobilize an aerial fleet this soon?  No, he quickly decided.  Their temporal technology was not that advanced…  This engine was from… Illidan glanced toward the deep blue sky and saw a small Federation craft hurtling toward the mountain.

“It’s the Dark Star!” called one of the Federation officers to Illidan’s aft.

The tiny craft veered awkwardly as it plummeted toward its doom.  The vessel was clearly out of control—and if it did not move quickly, Illidan knew he would be killed if he did not get out of its way.  Unwilling to hand victory to the Federation, he clutched the artifact in his hand and—fell to the ground, stunned by the phaser beam slicing into his back.

“You vile wretches!” he hissed, making haste to scramble back to his feet. 

Bator was tempted to go and launch an all-out assault on Illidan.  After their previous encounter on deck eleven, he was more than ready for the challenge—but even before he could think about completing his trek up the hillside, the Phobian felt a hand fall upon his shoulder.

“Bator,” said Reinbold, “we can’t go after him just yet… If we do that, we risk being spotted by Alan and Erin—and if they see us, we’ll have contaminated the timeline.”

“But the timeline is already contaminated,” he protested.  As far as Bator was concerned, the timeline got soiled the moment they set foot on Ka’Tula Prime.

Reinbold shook her head.  “Well, we’re not going to contaminate it any further…”

The dying vessel—the Dark Star—drew nearer with each second that passed.  Knowing he now stood very little chance of escaping the blast on foot, Illidan summoned the dark energies within his angry body and blinked away to the relative safety of a distant conifer grove.  From the cover of his forested hideout, Illidan could still see the Federation forces seeking him—but unwilling to contaminate the timeline, they slowly scurried back down the mountainside to rethink their vile plans.

With an incredible roar, the manic Dark Star skittered over a large rock, throwing the vessel onto its side and into the air amidst a massive cloud of roiling dust.  As one of the warp nacelles broke away from the hull and crashed to the ground, the other belched out a considerable amount of pasty blue drive plasma before bursting into flames.

After cutting through some underbrush and a few more rocks and trees, the smoldering hulk that was once the Dark Star finally came to rest in its rocky grave.

Illidan watched intently as two additional Federation henchmen crawled from the wreckage.  Given the frantic looks upon their faces, they were in no mood to hunt him; in fact, they likely knew nothing of his existence.  

Seconds later, an immensely powerful explosion rocked the entire mountain, spewing a mushroom cloud of flames and debris out in every conceivable direction.  The tiny craft was reduced to little more than a pile of smoldering ash, and its inhabitants now sat huddled behind a large rock at the edge of the mountain pass.  The two chatted for a while before one of them—an ugly female—pulled something from the grass…  A val’aak artifact…

His artifact.

Slowly, he clenched his empty fist and cursed.  “It begins…” he muttered, now realizing that the artifact now held in that woman’s hand was the very same one he had vaporized not long ago—the very same artifact that cause his ship to malfunction.  It was a vicious cycle, and regardless of the outcome, Illidan knew that it was beyond his ability to control. 

But now that the artifact was gone, matters were complicated even more.  Illidan knew that he could walk over there, kill the woman, and take back the artifact—but he also knew that if he killed that woman, the Phobian and his cronies would return with a vengeance.  

He had to reach Antha’nuel.  And he had to do it quickly.  Thus, he mustered the remainder of his dark energies, and spirited himself away to the ancient ruins.

Antha’nuel was a fairly modest structure.  Gentle beams of golden sunlight cast a faint glow upon the large, circular workstation in the center of the room.  From there, Illidan suspected he could control almost every aspect of the ruin, from its impressive tactical array, to the massive gateway that loomed on the far side of the room.

Eager to get started, Illidan climbed the short flight of stairs leading to the massive workstation, brushed aside the thick layer of dust clinging to the interface, and…

He didn’t do a thing—because he wasn’t alone.  Somehow, the Federation forces managed to gain access to the facility.  He suspected their temporal technologies somehow granted them access, but it mattered not…  because all four of the pathetic wretches now stood beside Illidan, just waiting for him to make that one wrong move—and with his dark energies nearly depleted, there was very little he could do to stop them.

But they didn’t need to know that.  Illidan smiled.  “I can destroy this ruin, and all of you along with it should I choose to do so…”

The sentiment seemed to give them a moment’s pause—even if they suspected Illidan’s powers had gone dormant, they had no way to be certain… and they had to react accordingly.  They backed away.

It was just the reaction Illidan had been hoping for—and he immediately exploited his new advantage, however fleeting.  It took but a few short keystrokes to activate the gateway, and in the blink of an eye, the massive, wall-sized portal came to life…

Vulcan.

Talon IV.

Celdrin V.

Starbase 23.

The Warbird Tirex.

Had this been any other day, Illidan could have stood in observation of the gateway’s many destinations for hours, just waiting for the most opportune moment to step into the portal—but this was not any other day, and Illidan’s choices were few.

Summoning the very last shards of energy inside his body, Illidan reduced the gateway control station to rubble.  It wasn’t a very intricate maneuver—the console merely imploded—but it was more than enough to keep anyone else from using the gateway…  He wasn’t about to be followed.

Without even looking to see where he was going, Illidan stormed up the short flight of stairs leading to the gateway, and leapt into the portal for worlds unknown.

Unknown to Illidan, at least.

The moment the Iconian passed through the gateway, the image froze.  Kendall Johnson didn’t know if that was supposed to happen or not, but… it left him and his companions a very good view of a corridor that was obviously Starfleet in its design.  Curious, Kendall pulled the tricorder from his belt for a further analysis.  “That’s the USS Titan,” he said after a moment.

“Apparently Illidan still had some temporal energy left inside him,” mused Reinbold.  “As I recall, the Titan was destroyed years ago…”

“It was,” confirmed Bator.

Since they were obviously headed even deeper into the past, Kendall wanted an exact date—and his tricorder was more than happy to oblige.  “The gateway leads to stardate 58702,” he said.  “That’s during the Romulan War.”

“The Battle of Naxos Minor,” Bator readily confirmed.  “The Titan and seven other starships were ambushed by an unknown number of Romulan Warbirds; the incident should provide a sufficient distraction for us to retrieve Illidan.”

Johnson peered into the gateway.  He wasn’t particularly fond of raging battles, but… he had no choice.  Illidan at long last reached the end of the line, and it was finally time to reel him in.  Johnson expelled a nervous sigh…. “Let’s go.”

Chapter Five

Stardate 58702.6; September 14, 2381
Phaser in hand, Kendall Johnson marched through a dimly lit corridor aboard the USS Titan.  Lieutenant Bator followed closely behind, his heavy footfalls making a bit more noise than Johnson would have preferred.  This was supposed to be a clandestine operation, after all.  If they were found out, things could turn very unpleasant, very quickly.

Of course, Johnson could tell that things were already unpleasant.  The decking rumbled beneath his feet every few seconds; the lights would occasionally flicker, and on more than one occasion, sparks and debris dropped from the ceiling.  Thankfully, none of the debris even threatened Johnson or his team, because now was definitely not the time for an injury.

Unfortunately, time was not on Johnson’s side.  The Battle of Naxos Minor was one of the pivotal engagements during the Romulan War, and while Federation forces did indeed prevail, the Titan sustained heavy damage during the conflict.  Dozens of people were killed, hundreds more injured… even Captain Riker reportedly got a scrape or two…

And in a matter of minutes, a wall of flame and debris was destined to roar through these hallowed corridors. Johnson knew not exactly when the fateful blow would come, but it had happened once before, and no doubt, it would happen again.  History might have been on the verge of destruction, but it hadn’t changed just yet…

“We have less than five minutes,” Bator whispered, gleaning the data from his tricorder.

Johnson would have preferred the Phobian keep his eyes on the lookout for Illidan—but he was in no mood to contest Bator’s decisions.  He just wanted to get this mission done and over with as quickly as possible.  “Any sign of Illidan?” asked Johnson, hoping his inquiry might nudge Bator back into the proper direction.

As they came upon a four-way intersection, Bator pressed his back to the wall and ran a more complete diagnostic of their surroundings.  The ship shuddered a few times in the interim, but Bator was undisturbed.  “I am detecting a bio-signature about thirty meters ahead,” he said, gesturing accordingly.  “It might be Illidan.”

Though time travel wasn’t even much of a consideration in this era, Johnson knew the Federation still possessed some degree of temporal technology.  And since the science lab was just up ahead, it made sense for Illidan to seek out its many wonders.  “That’s our destination,” he whispered.  “Have Commander Reinbold’s team meet us there…”

Bator immediately tapped his communicator to send word of their plans to Megan Reinbold, but he got no further than that—voices suddenly echoed in the corridor up ahead…

“Two security squads,” Bator whispered.  “One his headed for Illidan, the other is headed… directly for us.”

Johnson readied his phaser.  He didn’t really want to open fire on Starfleet officers, but in this instance, he didn’t have much of a choice.  He couldn’t afford to be detained by forces that knew absolutely nothing about the current situation, nor could he afford to waste time explaining that situation.  “We’re… we’re going to have to take them out.”

Bator nodded, and very quickly exchanged his tricorder for his weapon.  “Set your phaser to level three,” he stated.  “That should be sufficient to render the opposition unconscious long enough for us to reach Illidan.”

Johnson decreased his phaser setting to level three—but he made absolutely certain that he could restore the kill setting in a flash, because when it came to Illidan, a mere stun would be insufficient.  Even though he was the last of his kind, Illidan could not be allowed to live—he was simply too dangerous.  Johnson just hoped he could muster the courage to kill him…

If he even had the chance.

In the blink of an eye, a shadowy figure appeared in the smoke to Johnson’s left.  So quickly did this entity appear, he barely had chance to raise his weapon, let alone fire it.  Fearing it might be Illidan, Johnson tried to run, but his feet didn’t seem to get the message.  He simply stood and watched as his entire plan went down the drain…

“What is going on here?” demanded the man as he stepped through the smoke.  Johnson recognized him immediately—it was Alan Christopher…  But what was he doing aboard the Titan?

It was then that Johnson noticed the pips on Christopher’s uniform—he was merely a Lieutenant… Apparently spent some time on the Titan earlier in his career…  And in the back of his mind, a little voice was telling Johnson that this was his chance to strike.  This was his chance to eliminate Alan Christopher once and for all!  The death could be blamed on Romulans or friendly fire or…

Bator suddenly took the initiative.  In one quick maneuver, he slammed his clenched fist into Christopher’s jaw and easily knocked the lowly Lieutenant to the deck.  “Illidan awaits,” he grumbled a scant moment later.

That little voice in the back of Johnson’s mind still thought it was a good idea to rid the universe of Alan Christopher, but Johnson knew that Bator was right.  They couldn’t afford to waste time with Christopher when Illidan was on the verge of escaping yet again…

The security forces up ahead—undoubtedly a part of the Titan’s crew—had already begun to open fire on Illidan.  This was no doubt, good news for Illidan, but it had the potential to spell doom for everybody else.  Johnson could already see the walls beginning to ripple with Illidan’s dark energies.  It a matter of moments, the entire ship would be in danger, because Johnson highly doubted Illidan would be content to make his exit a discreet one…

Thus, with Bator at his side, Johnson stormed through the hazy corridor and joined in the assault on Illidan.  The Titan’s crew had done little to subdue the Iconian… and given their almost constant barrage of phaser fire, it was only a matter of time before Illidan exploded into the massive energy being that destroyed most of deck eleven on the Starlight.  That could not be allowed to happen…

But Johnson was left with the lingering feeling that it was going to happen, anyway.  After all, this very section of the Titan was destined to sustain a great deal of damage; it was entirely possible the Romulans were not at all responsible for that damage.

There were only three of the Titan’s security officers left on the battlefield, and as he trudged through the debris on the floor, Johnson watched helplessly as Illidan effortlessly killed two of them.  It took little more than a blast of his ethereal dark energy to fell them…  Scared out of his mind, the remaining security officer fled the scene—though Illidan refused to let him go so easily… and just moments later, the third and final guard was dead…

The sight immediately gave Johnson a moment’s pause.  He feared that he, too, would be killed if they drew any nearer—but Bator had no such reservations, and he hastily charged Illidan, barreling into the Iconian’s chest at full speed…  They both of them crashed into the deck in flurry of fists.

Mustering his strength and courage, Johnson forced himself into the fray.  Bator was indeed powerful, but he could not hold off Illidan indefinitely.  Unfortunately, Johnson didn’t know what he could do to help.  He didn’t stand a chance against Illidan…  But he had to do something.

Bator quickly recovered after toppling Illidan.  He rolled a good meter or two past the Iconian, and then scrambled back to his feet, ready for the second round.  Illidan, being much bulkier, was not nearly as agile… and was thusly unprepared for Bator’s second assault.  Without so much as an ounce of hesitation, the Phobian drove his booted foot into the Iconian’s skull.

Illidan’s head immediately smashed into the deck with a considerable thud.  A thick green blood oozed from the numerous wounds on his face and skull, but he was virtually unfazed by the assault—and now that he had his wits about him, Illidan was through with his beating.  Despite Bator’s continued assault, Illidan climbed back to his feet and drove his clawed fist right into the Phobian’s skull.

A loud crack filled the air, and Bator staggered back a few steps as rivulets of crimson blood cascaded down the side of his face.  Without any hesitation, Illidan clenched his fists—now crackling with dark energies—and released a massive wave of energy into the air.

The lights flickered out of existence as the deck jolted beneath Johnson’s feet.  He stumbled forward a few steps and then fell to the deck just a few meters from Illidan’s booted feet.  Johnson considered staying put for a moment—he suspected that playing dead just might save his life—but as Illidan summoned another wave of potent energy, Johnson realized that staying put would likely spell his doom.

At the opposite end of the corridor, Talyere and Reinbold finally arrived—and while Reinbold kept her distance, Talyere headed straight for Illidan.  “If you value you life, I would suggest you surrender!  You might be able to teleport yourself away from this ship, but the temporal technology in this era is negligible.  There is no way you can restore Iconia it its former self…”

Illidan chuckled.  “Why should I believe you?”

“Because I speak the truth,” replied Talyere.

Illidan’s verdant eyes narrowed to angry slits.  Clearly, he didn’t believe anything Talyere said could possibly constitute the truth—and he thusly sent a giant streamer of verdant energy across the corridor.  The gangly tendril arced across the corridor and slammed both Talyere and Reinbold into the deck…

And Kendall Johnson was suddenly alone.

Illidan knew this, and as he turned on his heel, it was the Iconian’s malevolent thoughts just seemed to hang in the acrid, smoke-filled air—and they whispered into Johnson’s ear the notion that his death would be forthcoming…

“You have caused me much trouble, Human,” sneered the Iconian.  He stepped closer to Johnson, fists aglow with the verdant light that would undoubtedly spell Johnson’s doom.  But he didn’t make any effort to kill Johnson.

At least not yet.

Desperate to distance himself from the Iconian, Johnson slowly crept backward…

Illidan followed.  “I’m not done speaking to you, Human…”

Johnson’s pulse was thundering in his chest; his stomach was twisted into dozens of nervous knots, and there was a raw lump just sitting in his throat.  And he had to have a conversation with the man determined to destroy two hundred thousand years of history.  “What… what do you want?”

Illidan paused.  “I want you.”

“What?”

The Iconian clenched his massive jaw.  “You are the one who created this temporal technology.  I will spare your life if you agree to send me back in time—and then you will be free to eliminate your other problem…”

“What other problem?”

“Don’t play stupid.”  Illidan sighed.  “I downloaded a great deal of information from Starbase 23.  I know of your dispute with Captain Christopher…  And if you send me back to my time, you will be free to eliminate him.”

It was tempting, but Johnson knew there was no guarantee that he would even exist in Illidan’s new timeline.  There was no way he could possibly accept those terms.  Thus…  Johnson very quickly plucked a hefty piece of conduit from the debris littered on the deck, and drove it into Illidan’s chest.

The Iconian expelled a massive, ear-piercing scream as the razor-sharp conduit pierced his thick flesh.  Clutching the profusely bleeding wound, Illidan fell to his knees.  He peered up at Johnson and parted his lips to utter some final words… but before he had a chance to speak, a blazing white light swirled around Illidan’s massive body—and he thusly vanished into thin air.  Johnson instinctively knew the Iconian would not be coming back.

 Relieved, he tapped his communicator.  “Johnson to Meade… Mission accomplished.”

CAPTAIN’S LOG, STARDATE 76517.9:  Thanks to Kendall Johnson and his temporal technology, Illidan has been destroyed.  While damage to the timeline was nominal, the Starlight and its crew are still undergoing repairs, both physically and mentally.  A memorial service for Commander Kerrigan and the other fallen crewmembers is slated for tomorrow night…

As he finished his log entry, Alan Christopher wasn’t entirely pleased.  While it was undoubtedly an accurate record of what had happened, it just didn’t seem right.  He couldn’t quite place his finger on it; perhaps it was too open ended?  Or maybe it was something else entirely…

Well, whatever it was, Christopher wasn’t going to dwell upon it.  He still had plenty of other things to tend to… including the headache that had been bothering him since the start of this whole temporal fiasco.  He hated temporal mechanics with a passion.

He also wanted to grab something to eat.  Considering all of the death and destruction on deck eleven, Christopher hadn’t had much of an appetite for lunch—but now that dinner was rolling around, he was feeling a little bit better.  After all, Illidan was destroyed, and every person missing on deck eleven was found—alive.  So the death toll stood at five…  It was still far too many, but… it could have been a lot worse.

But before Christopher’s mind could wander too far, the door suddenly chimed, bring him back to reality.  “Come in,” he said, trying his best to sound pleasant.

The doors slid apart with a hiss, and much to Christopher’s surprise, Kendall Johnson stood at the threshold.  “Captain,” he politely greeted as he stepped inside.

“Kendall…” He actually managed to crack a smile.  “Good work.  I’m glad to see that my better judgment was wrong…”

But Kendall didn’t say much of anything in response.  He just seemed linger near the doorway, lost in his thought…  Maybe he was still disoriented from his jaunt through time? 

Slightly concerned, Christopher pushed himself away from his desk.  “Is everything okay, Kendall?”

But Johnson’s blank gaze remained.

“Kendall?”

Still nothing.  Something was definitely amiss, and curious to find out what that might be, Christopher took a few steps closer—but then, out of nowhere, Johnson pulled a phaser from… somewhere, pointed it at Christopher and…

To Be Continued…
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