
1 

 

ORBITAL  

ELEMENTS 
THE NEWSLETTER OF THE USS KATHERINE JOHNSON 

STARDATE 1115.20 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

There was no citation attached to this award, which was presented to us  

at the Region 7 Virtual Conference, so we assume that it is for the general  

awesomeness of the Officers and Crew of the USS Katherine Johnson!  

WooHoo! 
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Away Missions 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

After our Commissioning  Ceremony, the excitement died down and we mostly communicated 

with Facebook chats..  

On September 26, an Away Team consisting of XO John and CMO Mo took a shuttle all the 

way to Pittsburgh for the USS Stella Pirata’s Anniversary Picnic and First Annual Western 

Summit.  In addition to most of the Stella Pirata’s crew and the Katherine Johnson contingent, 

members of the USS Solstice came and brought a very impressive “Science in Star Trek”     

exhibit.  They actually made a comet from dry ice and rock!  It was a lot of fun and a lot of effort 

for the crew of the Solstice to bring all their equipment and supplies, and to set it all up. 
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Our own Thor did a remote panel on Zoom on the “Many What-ifs of Star Trek” which proved to 

be very informative and entertaining.  Captain Maria did a great job of setting up the computers 

and viewing screens so that  people could view the Summit remotely and in-person. It was not 

an easy task, but she pulled it off! 

 

The USS Venture did a demonstration on Geocaching.  

Their discussion led to a mini-expedition where several 

people went looking for a Geocache in the park where we 

were having the picnic.  A member of the USS Stella Pirata 

actually found it! 

There was a lot of food and fun and good conversation. 

Congratulations to Maria and the crew of the Stella Pirata 

for making the day a huge success. 
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On Saturday, October 17th, we had a ship Zoom meeting.  We had XO John Lee, CO Tom,      

Maggie, Geoff, and Liz .  There was some discussion about the upcoming R7 Virtual Confer-

ence, and it was also noted that XO John and CMO Mo bought masks for the crew with the 

new USS KJ logo on them. This was our first foray into doing some swag.  The below pic 

shows one of our intrepid crewmembers modeling it!  Questions arose whether the image on a 

dark background was the best choice. Future endeavors will be to locate a swag site to       

produce on demand for minimal cost and minimal ordering.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

October 23 to 25 was the Region 7 Virtual Conference, which was apparently a big success. Of 

note was a Sociology in Star Trek panel, co-hosted by Thor (with Maria), on Saturday at 4PM, 

and an Outlander panel, co-hosted by Maggie, on Sunday at Noon.  

 

   Stellar Events 

 

Congratulations to Thor Halvorsen, who completed OTS and was promoted to 

Ensign. 

 

Congratulations to Geoffrey Burns, who is promoted to Chief Petty Officer. 

 

Congratulations to Trevor Blaner, who is now Petty Officer 3rd Class. 
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Little CO Guy Coffee Talk 

 

Hello, and Greetings! I do hope you all are 

keeping safe, even if Quarantine Fatigue is 

setting in. As we approach the Holiday Sea-

son, it was hoped that we could celebrate in 

person, but virtually and through social media 

still remain our connection. It is important to 

remember that what worked in March works 

still today: Wear a mask, wash your hands in 

warm water for 20 seconds, and social distance at least six feet. The 

sooner we can knock the curve back down, the sooner the re-lockdown 

can end. 

Thanks to XO John Lee for the very useful USS Katherine Johnson 

Face Masks. With the new logo, we will want to look at sites for on-

demand swag, like caps and T-shirts. If you have any suggestions for 

specific swag, let us know. 

I would like to thank all who contribute to the newsletter, be it articles, 

drawings,  columns, or shipfic. This is your creative outlet, and feel free 

to use it as your canvas. We have a newsletter exchange with other 

ships, and it allows them to see the versatility of the Katherine Johnson 

crew. 

We will need to make arrangements for another round of virtual binge 

watching to include "Lower Decks" and "Discovery", any and all tech-

nical assistance is greatly appreciated. 

As this year stumbles to its conclusion, I want to wish you peace. Be 

safe and stay safe! 
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To Journey Up Among the Stars 
By Thor Halvorsen 

 

  

 To string the heavens between fingertips, horizon to horizon, 

 To span in gaze the mirrorball of flickers & hues strewn in sky, 

 Distance seems to depths indescribable, spanning beyond perception. 

    

 To grasp that we are but a pin-dot’s speck, admittedly, blip, 

 Our Earth-centric construct & valuation seems foolish, narrow, 

 To grasp our mere existence being reduced so expertly, humbling, 

   

 To know in singular, twin breaths of identical coins this: 

 We thrive upon one singular globe, while hope is a twin in reach, 

 For surely, if we don’t learn to manage this one, our doom is neigh, 

 But the versatility & adaptability of nature does give hope, 

 The quarantine & reduction in activities of humanity did show, 

 The ability of healing of all the imbalance is capable, doable, 

   

 Waterways will filter & cleanse the pollution, trees clean the air, 

 We just merely have to give nature its chance, opportunity, 

 We have to find better ways to co-exist with nature, change so,  

 To rid ourselves of the colonistic attributes & fixations for good, 

 We have to change the predatory, greed-based mindset of ours, 

 Engage in sustainable energy means & sources, not fossils, oils, 

 We have to think long-term, working with the ecology around us, 

 To manage local resources, so that we aren’t leeching off others, 

 We have to make sure to preserve the local water cycles too, 

 Regenerative agriculture has to become the norm, not clearcutting, 

    

 The visionary ideals of Star Trek are ideal, but the push to realize, 

 The work that such cultural, societal changes that would be required, 

 The inclusive-based awareness & cultural relativity constructed, 

 The education of identity constructs being more accepting than late, 

 Where we assume, as a global community, racism has no place, period. 

 That all individuals are equal regardless of ANY factor or origin 

 It is a shift of galaxy-spanning undertaking and exploration, 

 And will require the attention to details that any trekkian would 

     

 There is hope, one person at a time, one generation at a time, 

 We can manifest the trekkian dreams, but we have to WANT it so, 

 Yes, that is the crux of any dreamer & journey that awaits…. 

 To the stars… that burn within all our spirits & skies, 

 May we all strive to one day bring it to pass, fruition indeed. 
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Mo’s CMO Moments 

By Chief Medical Officer  

Maureen Mehrtens Lee,  MS, BSN, RN 

 

“Follow the Science”.  In this day and age, it will get us much farther than the yellow brick road.  

But like following the yellow brick road, following the science is easy.  Anyone can do it!  Wear 

a mask.  Wash your hands.  Don’t hang out in large groups.  It can’t get easier than that!  And 

we’ve covered it before, you’re being kind and considerate when you wear a mask.  You are 

helping others and helping yourself.  Washing your hands is good basic hygiene. Your mama 

was right all along!  And while we all have COVID fatigue - we miss our family, our loved ones, 

and our friends - remember, we’ll miss them more if they’re gone forever.  While travel is not 

generally recommended at this time, should you find yourself on the road this   holiday season 

(without a transporter and biofilter), here are some suggestions to help you through: 

Check restrictions in the area where you are traveling. 

Don’t travel if you are sick, have recently been exposed to COVID-19 or are waiting on tests 
results to come back. 

Wear a mask in public.  Stay 6 feet away from others. 

Consider getting a flu shot before you leave. 

If your family is meeting indoors, try to limit gatherings to fewer than 10 people. 

Open windows, or meet outside if possible. 

Wash hands before and after meals, and anytime food is served. 

Bring hand sanitizer (at least 60% alcohol content) and use it frequently. 

Hostesses, disinfect commonly touched surfaces frequently. 

Keep six feet from others as much as possible. 

Try to avoid going in and out of the kitchen while food is being cooked/served. 

Use single serve portions where possible, like salad dressings and condiments,  

Use disposables as much as possible: plates, utensils, cups. 

If everyone is sharing food, have one person serve everyone to avoid everyone touching the 
same utensils. 

Consider wearing masks if there are guests in high risk categories present. 

Masks should cover the nose and mouth, be secured under your chin, and fit snugly against 
your face.  

You should store your mask while you are eating.  Store clean masks in paper bags.  Store 
wet or dirty masks in plastic bags until they can be laundered. 

Be sure to label your bags to avoid accidentally picking up the wrong mask! 

 

Happy Holidays to you and yours! 

LLAP! 



8 

Fanfic Character Profiles 

Compiled by CMDR John Lee 

We’ve been doing a fair amount of Fanfic in our newsletters, and it seems to be taking off!  

There has been some confusion about who is actually on the ship as themselves, and who is 

someone else, so we were asked to submit Character Profiles which different authors writing 

about the ship can use to make sure they “get you right.”  So without further ado, and in no 

particular order, here is what was submitted: 

FANFIC CHARACTER PROFILES   

Name(s): Thomas, or Tom. AKA "Little Guy" Restivo 

Rank: VADM 

RACE: Human.... pretty much 

Planet Of Birth: Earth 

Gender: Male 

AGE: fiftysomething 

Height: 5'4" 

Weight: 140 lbs 

Eyes: Blue 

Hair: Black, and balding 

Distinguishing Features: Wears a brown fedora and floral Tiki shirt, frequently seen 

holding a cup of coffee. Tendency to ramble about previous experiences in Fleet. 

Unusual Physical Characteristics: Little Guy. Latent but slight empathic. Sensitivity to       

temporal abnormalities and phenomenon, with an aversion to chroniton particles,    

especially in high and concentrated quantities. 

Special Skills: High aptitude for mathematics and linguistics. Talented in Bajoran and 

Klingon culinary arts. Proficiency in Klingon language, customs, and culture.  Perspi-

cuity and characteristics of a good listener. Skilled pilot for starship and shuttle. 

Trained Skills: Communications, Computer Subsystems, Records Research,         

Command Training. Also skilled in covert operations. 

Notes: Served in the Starfleet Rangers with a rank of 1st Lt. Assigned to Starfleet 

Academy for  four years, following recovery from a classified mission during the     

Dominion War. 

Chronology: 

2365 - Joins USS Christa McAuliffe as an Enlisted Crewman, Records Department. 
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FANFIC CHARACTER PROFILES  (Tom Restivo) cont’d 

2366 - Graduates from Officer's Training School and Officer's Command College, ENS    

Restivo is assigned as Chief of Communications for the USS McAuliffe. 

2368 - Assigned to Starfleet Rangers, with a rank of 1st Lieutenant, courtesy of Colo-

nel Cheryl Walker, serving with distinction preventing the assassination of the Fleet 

Admiral    following "The Ranger Incident". 

2369 - Serves concurrently as Communication Chief for the Seventh Fleet, Planning 

Board Member for the newly created Fifteenth Fleet. 

2370 - CMDR Restivo declined the position of Vice-Chief in Command of the Fifteenth 

Fleet for assignment to the USS IDIC, in preparation of a shakedown cruise with the 

newly built USS Highlander, launched from the Okana Shipyards on Bajor on SD 

47246.6. He served as First Officer and Chief of Communications under CMDR Jaem 

Cheiryl, whom he joined with, on SD 47027.4, in a Bajoran/STARFLEET ceremony wit-

nessed by many in the Seventh Fleet. Upon arriving at Bajor for assignment and on 

honeymoon, he and Jaem were swept up in events surrounding the Circle Incident. 

USS Highlander started its shakedown cruise on SD 47838.3 

2371 - USS Highlander launched on commissioned on SD 48983.5, under the com-

mand of CAPT Jaem. 

2372 - USS Highlander refitted and relaunched on SD 49882.2, under the command of 

CAPT T'Rell. CMDR Restivo continued to serve as First Officer and Chief of Communi-

cations. Released from bond following now-CMDR Jaem's return to her native Bajor. 

Continued to serve as Communications Chief of the Seventh Fleet, promoted to Depu-

ty Chief of Staff, then Chief of Staff for the Seventh Fleet. 

2373 - Promoted to CAPT. Temporary assignment to Starfleet Academy as Special As-

sistant to the Commandant. 

2374 - Following the destruction of the Seventh Fleet in the Tyra system, during the 

first months of the Dominion War, and the subsequent Battle of Tarsus III, USS High-

lander pulls into Space Station Puller for repairs, with its crew and the 761st  Marine 

Strike Group, the "Roughnecks", assigned to perform joint operations with the USS 

Rutledge and the 911th Marine Strike Group, the "Mighty Ducks". 

2375 - After a classified mission, reassigned to Starfleet Academy as Deputy Vice 

Commandant of Administrative Services.  

2376 - Promotion to Fleet Captain. 

2377 - Promotion to Commodore. 

 



10 

FANFIC CHARACTER PROFILES  (Tom Restivo) cont’d 

 

2378 - Upon promotion to Rear Admiral, requested voluntary withdrawal of assign-

ments at Starfleet Academy and with the Seventh Fleet, and transfer to the USS        

Jurassic, Operations Department. 

2379 - Transfer to the USS Rutledge upon its recommissioning as Operations Officer. 

2385 - Martian Judgement Day. Transfer to the USS Richthofen as Navigation Officer. 

2391 - Promotion to Vice Admiral. 

2399 - Decommissioning of the USS Richthofen. Assignment to the USS Katherine 

Johnson as Captain and Commanding Officer. 

******************* 

CHARACTER PROFILE: For Liz Gorman’s alter ego 

Name(s): Kendaari Elraan 

Rank: Lt. Commander 

Position on Ship: Counselor 

Race (i.e., human, Romulan, etc.): Betazoid 

Planet Of Birth: Betazed / Cyndriel in our native tongue 

Gender: Female 

Age (in Earth Years): Approx. 45 

Height: 1.8 meters 

Weight: 100 kilos  [Hey I can dream] 

Eyes: Black 

Hair: Dark red, long, worn back in braid or under headband. 

Distinguishing Features: Deep voice, faint scars on hands and arms, thick and         

expressive eyebrows. Does not wear Starfleet uniform unless absolutely necessary. 

Often wearing jewelry with a spiral design as a sign of her religious devotion. 

Special Skills: Telepathy/empathy, animal handling, wooden staff combat. Priestess of 

ancient Betazed faith. Extra sensitive palate. 

Trained Skills: Psychiatry, field medicine, field veterinary medicine, diplomacy,         

sociology, anthropology, theology. 
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FANFIC CHARACTER PROFILES (Liz Gorman) cont’d 

Hobbies: Galactic cuisine, history, ancient music, xenozoology. 

History/Back:  Youngest of four, father a doctor (and first cousin of one Lwuxana Troi) 

mother a leading agricultural scientist. Older sister a doctor, older brother a scientist, 

twin brother recently appointed the youngest male magistrate in Cyndriel history.  

Raised on Mom’s research farm. During early teen years, started religious training at 

Temple of Gallanta the Infinite One.  Stayed at Temple during Dominion/Cardassian 

Occupation to complete training and help people in need. Entered Starfleet Academy 

later in life. 

[See the story on the Ewoks for previous service] After the Richtofen was decommis-

sioned, Lt. Cmdr. Elraan followed Admiral Restivo and a good chunk of the crew to the 

newly commissioned USS Katherine Johnson.  The ship computer image of Mrs. 

Johnson provides her with fascinating interactions.  CMO Mehrtens and Mac are her 

best friends on the ship, but there’s a certain fair-haired Vulcan in Engineering that 

seems to catch Kendaari’s eye as well...she’ll have to pray on that.  Hope he likes 

chocolate. 

Kendaari uses her religious training in her therapy work by listening to people first. 

She lets that guide her patients to the best therapy for them; whether by  talking 

through problems, acting through situations on the Holosuite, praying through them if 

necessary, medication, or a combination of methods. But she knows in space, and on 

a small ship, the answers won’t always be perfect. “Understanding isn’t easy, but it is 

necessary.” 

Wickett and Wockett, her Ewok charges, help out on the ship as best they can, or are 

allowed to be. Wickett has a knack for engineering and Wockett fancies himself a chef.  

All the ship’s pets are welcome to Counselor Elraan’s office to act as therapy animals. 

Her pet Sehlat Pooh is more than happy to play with them. 

As to how I picture Kendaari: Either actress Camryn Manheim or WWE wrestler Nia 

Jax.  Maybe a mix of the two. 
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CHARACTER PROFILE: 

Name(s):  John A. Lee  (Sometimes answers to Alvin— he was named after a sailor 

who was stationed in San Franciso and who was on the Battleship Oregon during the 

Spanish– American War) 

Rank:  Commander 

Position on Ship: Executive Officer / Communications Chief 

Race: Human 

Planet of Birth: Earth 

Gender: Male 

Age (in Earth Years):  65 years / 459 years, depending on your perspective 

Height:  5’11” 

Weight: 180 

Eyes: Brown 

Hair: Mostly gray (used to be brown) 

Distinguishing Features:  

Special Skills:  Piloting- everything from 20th Century aircraft to present day Shuttles.  

Worked in Law Enforcement and can handle weapons, as well as himself in a fight. 

Trained Skills: Communications, Bridge-certified, Passed Officer Training School,    

Officer Command College.   

Hobbies: Builds models, plays drums, and flies aircraft, although mostly on              

holodecks. Listens to old 1960s and 1970s music on a specially re-created 70s vintage 

stereo component system. 

History / Backstory: 

The history has been fleshed out in previous fanfic, but essentially Commander Lee 

was born in the 1940s on Earth, learned to fly airplanes and helicopters in the United 

States Air Force.  He served in the Vietnam War as a rescue helicopter pilot.  He      

suffered from PTSD for many years. He stayed in the Air Force Reserve, but became a 

helicopter pilot for the California Highway Patrol. 
      

In 2001, on September 10, he was flying at night, investigating a report of UFOs. He 

was shot down by an enemy spacecraft that was on a time-travel mission to disrupt 

the history of the planet. He survived the crash in a deserted dockyard area of San 

Francisco, and discovered a Star Fleet ship’s crew fighting with an alien race. He    

aided the mission by killing the two aliens who were about to kill a Ship Captain, then 

accidentally got beamed aboard her ship, and transported in time to 2390. 
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FANFIC CHARACTER PROFILES (John Lee) cont’d 

After extensive debriefing and indoctrination into present-day life, Commander Lee 

joined Starfleet. He spent some time teaching history at Starfleet Academy after     

graduating himself in an accelerated program. He met Lt. Cmdr Maureen “Mo” 

Mehrtens while dating “online” and they got married. She was assigned to the USS 

Richthofen, an Entente-class Dreadnought as a Medical Officer. She got him assigned 

to the ship and he served as Communications Chief for several years.  
    

In 2399, Commander Lee and several friends aboard the Richthofen decided upon a 

“minor mutiny” and through the help of Admiral Tom Restivo (who pulled more 

strings than a standard harp has) got their own ship- albeit, a small Oberth-class ship 

that was in danger of being scrapped after several refits.  He became Executive Officer 

and Second-in-Command. The Richthofen was decommissioned and most of the crew 

went to another ship called the USS Banneker. 
    

Trivia:  He received only standard self-defense training while working in the military 

and law enforcement, but studied with another Airman while overseas named Chuck 

Norris, so he handles himself in a fight pretty well, although he’s never worked in    

Security. 
     

Has a special ability to cut through BS and to rely on common sense. Thoughts and 

feelings are not easily read by races (such as Betazoid) who have telepathic abilities. 

This may be attributed to the effects of time travel, but no one is sure. 
     

Sometimes carries a 9mm pistol instead of a phaser because he’s convinced it’s a   

better weapon.   
    

Gets annoyed when people try to use him to verify facts and figures from the time he 

lived in.  The one exception he tolerates is Admiral Restivo, who has an affinity for 60s 

and 70s-era movies and music. Usually brushes off questions and says “You know 

what they say about the 60s– if you remember it, then you really didn’t live through it.” 
    

Hardly goes anywhere without his dog, Sissy, (who was also beamed aboard that   

fateful night) even on away missions where people are decidedly not pet-friendly. 
     

Hates bullies and never backs down from them, even when he’s greatly outnumbered. 
     

Says he married Mo so he would have friends (because everyone likes her so much!).  

Has very few friends on board, because most people consider him sort of a misplace-

in-time oddity, but he is fiercely loyal to those who know him well and treat him with 

respect.  Occasionally still has PTSD episodes, although he controls it better than he 

used to. 
    

Seems to have the closest relationship with the Katherine Johnson Computer Avatar, 

maybe because he was alive when she was alive.  He calls her “Dear” and compli-

ments her on her choice of clothes and jewelry, something that no one else seems to 

notice.  Everyone else on board seems to be more formal with her. 
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Fanfic Character Profile  

Name(s): Elspeth "Mac" MacKenzie 

 
Rank: Enlisted (NCO) 
  
Position on Ship: Engineering. 
 
Race (i.e., human, Romulan, etc.): Human 
 
Planet Of Birth: Earth (city of Edinburgh; shipyards) 
 
Gender: Female 
 
Age (in Earth Years): 35 
 
Height: 5' 9" 
 
Weight: 145 lbs 
 
Eyes: Hazel-Brown 
 
Hair: Chestnut 
 
Distinguishing Features: Tattoo on left upper arm, with a row of vertical lines. Mac 

jokes and says they are "confirmed kills --each line equals one ship." The crew 

*hopes* Mac is joking; with her,  you never know. 

 

Special Skills: Martial artist, picked up from (it's rumored) possible stint in Starfleet  

Intelligence or even (again, it's rumored) Section 31; skilled with weapons, whether 

phasers, swords or daggers. 

 

Trained Skills: Mechanic; synthetic repair and assembly; code-breaking; forced entry. 

 

Hobbies: Poker; gambling in general; grifting; exploring; archaeology and anthropolo-

gy; enjoys reading the history of militaristic societies such as ancient China and  

Japan of Earth; Klingon; Romulan Star Empire; collecting swords and daggers and  

being able to use them. 

                                                                                                                                               

History/Backstory/Past Missions/Past Assignments:  Mac was born on a freighter 

when it was dry-docked  in space in the vicinity of Edinburgh, Scotland, and spent                                              

most of her years there. Not much is known  about her past; very secretive, she tends                                        

to let things slip only on a need to know basis ("and you don't  need to know").         
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Fanfic Character Profile: Elspeth "Mac" MacKenzie (cont’d) 

Appeared on the USS Rutledge about the same time as Capt (VADM) Tom Restivo.                                                 

She has rescued him from many a jam (and vice versa). Even Tom doesn't really know 

if she actually *went* to Starfleet; he suspects that she "knows someone" high                                               

up (or has something on someone high up), and so, appears in the Starfleet database.                                                                 

Whatever the truth, Mac is fiercely loyal to her friends and not someone you would 

want as an enemy. Besides Tom, her closest friends are the Counselor Elraan        

Kendaari, her young friend the joined half-Trill, half-Betazoid Ensign Liadzee (“Zee”)                                                                                                                           

Miliag-Rixx, Dr. Ohara, and Dr. Ohara's cousin, the perpetually elusive Yumi Tanaka                                             

(formerly of the USS Richthofen and now on the KJ, but whereabouts unknown...it is 

believed,  since she is rumored to work for Starfleet Intelligence, that Tanaka is deeply                                    

embedded within the Orion Syndicate). Mac is the one most people ask, when they 

need to get a message to Tanaka, but Mac will not divulge her whereabouts.  "If I 

thought you actually knew where she was, I'd have to kill you." No one has, so far, 

been brave  enough to press Mac further.                                                                                                                                                                                                                     



16 

 

Fanfic Character Profile  

 
Name(s):  Liadzee (“Zee”) Miliag-Rixx  (alter ego of Maggie Restivo) 
 
Rank: Ensign  
  
Position on Ship: Communications Officer 
 
Race (i.e., human, Romulan, etc.): Half-Betazoid, Half-Trill 
 
Planet Of Birth: Betazed 
 
Gender: Female 
 
Age (in Earth Years): 23 
 
Height: 5' 5” 
 
Weight: 125 lbs. 
 
Eyes: Black 
 
Hair: Dark Brown with Red Highlights 
 
Distinguishing Features: The black eyes of the Betazoid, which can mesmerize; the 

Trill spots which line the side of Ensign Miliag-Rixx's face, neck, and go down the 

length of her body; a slightly upturned nose which “scrunches” when she is            

perplexed or feeling mischievous, and has quite the effect on some members of both 

sexes..indeed, can enthrall at least one Deity in the Multiverse, or, as it is called on 

Federation navigational charts, “The (Godsdamned) Loki System.”. 

 

Special Skills: A Telepath and Empath due to her half-Betazoid side, Ensign Miliag-

Rixx is able to read people quite well...see into their minds and emotions. However, 

due to her own past, she does not like to do this, and refrains as much as possible. 

She has become highly skilled at blocking anything or anyone she does not wish to 

read, as a result, but it has made her rather closed off to most people. She is able to 

break most codes, and is highly skilled at languages, being fluent in several Earth  

languages, including the Dead languages, Betazed language, and the Trill language. 

She can also understand Klingon, Vulcan,  Romulan, Cardassian, and the Bajoran   

languages as well. Lately, she has been learning to speak Orion, under the tutelage of 

her friend, Elspeth “Mac” Mackenzie. Starfleet Intelligence, as well as Section 31, have 

been trying to recruit her ever since she graduated from Starfleet Academy, due to her 

strange affinity for the language of machines, as well....for further information, see 

History section. It should also be noted that Ensign Miliag-Rixx can also call on the 

many and varied skills of her symbiont, Miliag, as she is a newly joined Trill. 
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Fanfic Character Profile (cont’d) 

Trained Skills: Communications. Skilled translator of alien languages, dead lan-

guages, and synthetic languages. Some mechanical skills, acquired under the tutelage 

of Elspeth Mackenzie, who vouched for her when she decided to enter Starfleet, even 

though she had huge gaps in her record and no knowledge of where she had been, for 

years...though, thanks to the Tal Shiaar, she was taken from where she was being held 

and returned to Betazed, to the arms of her loving family. (See History.) 

 

Hobbies: History, literature, plays, music (she is quite skilled on the Vulcan Lyre, and 

playing it is  soothing to her when she has one of her bad days, according to Ship's 

Counselor Elraan Kendaari), writing poetry and lyrics, archaeology, anthropology, and 

lately, temporal anomalies (she recently returned from a trip to the Loki System, as it 

is called). 

 

History/Backstory/Past Missions/Past Assignments:  Ensign Liadzee (“Zee”) Miliag-

Rixx is of mixed Betazoid and Trill parentage, her mother being a member of the Rixx 

family on Betazed, and a person of powerful telepathic abilities. Ensign Miliag-Rixx 

was tested, and she is even more powerful; her mother attributes that to her human 

grandmother on the maternal side, a powerful Wiccan Medium & Witch. Miliag-Rixx's 

abilities began to surface when she was 11 and just entering puberty; it is thought 

that, somehow, the Borg became aware of this and decided to assimilate her, due to 

her mix of Human, Betazoid and Trill genetics. Her father is a renowned scientist on 

Trill and a Member of both the Trill Science Ministry and the Trill Symbiosis Commis-

sion. Controversy erupted within the Commission a year ago, due to the gaps in Miliag

-Rixx's history and her young age to become a joined Trill....it was only due to her fa-

ther's persistance (some say, bribery of certain Commission officials) that she was 

able to become joined, even with these strikes against her. Due to Miliag-Rixx being 

an “X-B” (held by the Borg for years, from about age 12 to 16), she is prone to anxiety, 

panic attacks and depression from time to time, and her empathic and telepathic abili-

ties make this even harder for her; it is, however, noted by the Counselor that her 

symbiont has a calming effect on her, when she can be reminded to tune in to her.  

She has huge areas of memory loss, though her friend Elspeth Mackenzie has assured 

Radm Restivo that she will be taking Ensign Miliag-Rixx to see the Counselor as often 

as possible, since this first interview went so well. She has performed well on past 

missions, with her abilities as a translator being invaluable in first contact situations; 

recently, she has returned from an exploratory mission to the Loki System, where she 

claims, according to Counselor Elraan Kendaari, to have met several aliens who claim 

to be Gods....and one, in fact, was quite smitten with Miliag-Rixx, the Counselor re-

ports. “He said He'd find her again, if it took Him Eternity,” laughed the Counselor. 

“Humpf! We shall see.”                                                   
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 Fanfic Vol. 5: Waited on the Thunder 
By VADM Thomas Restivo 

 

Next time,  he thought to himself, I'm taking the transporter. 

Before he took command of the Katherine Johnson, it was years since that Tom  

Restivo had been aboard an Oberth-Class science vessel, and even then, it was only 

in the primary hull of the Thagard as he visited for Regional debriefings with the  

Seventh Fleet while serving on the Highlander. He winced in pain as he aggravated 

an old war wound in his right leg while foolishly trying to climb and jostle through   

Jefferies Tube going from the Primary Hull down to the Secondary Hull to the lower 

decks, rather than use the site-to-site intraship transporter between hulls. 

He gingerly made his way to the nearest turbolift for further local lower deck access 

and announced his destination. "It's definitely not the McAuliffe," he mumbled to him-

self. The Katherine Johnson had been upgraded to Sagan Sub-Class decades be-

fore in a previous retrofit, and bore no resemblance to any two-hulled science vessel 

he was acquainted with. He had asked for an upgrade to shielding and sensors    

during the shakedown, as well as acquiring the Delta-Class Dorothy Vaughan for any 

mobile defensive capabilities. 

But the Engineering Chief asked for a trade-off. And, for a time, there was much   

discussion and debate. But, in the end, the Captain capitulated on the concession 

and, with the help of the Stella Pirata and with the acquisition of a large-scale replica-

tor, what was promised came to fruition. 

As the turbolift halted and the doors opened, in the distance down the corridor, he 

could hear the distinctive guitar licks of Eddie Van Halen from the group's debut    

album, coupled with the crashing of pins and the cacophony of cheers. And as he got 

closer, he could smell pepperoni and mushrooms on cheese pizza. 

The doors opened, and Tom saw a bowling alley with multiple lanes, all fully utilized 

by off-duty members of the Engineering and Science Divisions, and a self-serve   

pizza oven in the back, with a jukebox blaring out tunes quite familiar with the        

occasional ships' gatherings. 

"Captain!" "Little Guy!" "Tom!" "Admiral on deck!" "Hide your beer!" "So, THERE you 

are!" The responses from the crowd were fast and furious. 

Tom took a look around, taking in the ambiance. "Okay, I'm convinced. You can have 

your bowling alley, Chief." 

The Engineering Chief looked back at the Captain and replied, "Oh, thank goodness. 

I was afraid we were going to have to retrofit it back to a deuterium tankage bay." 

The retort was followed by a scattering of approving laughter.  
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 Waited on the Thunder (cont’d) 

Tom shook his head in amazement. "I... I still don't know how you pull it off." 

"We're Engineers," responded the Chief. "We know how to make stuff happen." 

"And life, uh, finds a way." 

"Uh, what?" 

"Never mind. A fly on the wall once told me that." 

The Science Chief came back to the crowd of onlookers after another strike. "This is 

much better than a holodeck. It's all physical, even if it's replicated in parts." 

"And we got a nice high-end replicator in the process," replied another engineer.  

"I'm glad John and Mo brought it back on the Mary Jackson. I guess I owe Captain 

Maria a thank you gift in return. But what can we give a ship that can get anything?" 

"Fireball, non-replicated?" Tom nodded back, "Always appropriate." 

"Captain, get a pair of shoes and come join us." Little Guy shook his head. "I just 

wanted to come down to see it in person," as he hobbled over to the jukebox. 

"Computer, Huey Lewis." No response. "Jukebox, Huey Lewis?" 

"No, Captain, it's mechanical and push button." It was "Mac" MacKenzie, an          

Engineering specialist that Tom had known since their days on the Rutledge. She 

pressed a few buttons and, as the outro of the previous song faded, the distinctive 

rhythmic intro of "Heart of Rock and Roll" emerged. 

"Thanks, Mac, and, hey, it's got Billy Joel. You know me well." 

"Actually, Sir," she confessed, " that was for the crew. We did get you Blues Broth-

ers, though." 

"Ah, I see. Do you have beer down here, or is that also mechanical?" 

"It's on tap and in bottles," Mac indicated the portable fridge to one side with a bottle 

opener on the wall. Tom opened it and found a variety of brands. "Sam Adams     

Oktoberfest." 

"That came from the XO," Mac replied, as she poured herself a Stella Artois on tap. 

He figured when you got down here, it would be waiting." 

Tom and Mac sat in the back seats of the bowling alley, watching the activity and re-

actions of the bowlers. "McAuliffan. Very McAuliffan," commended Little Guy. "The 

Tiki would approve." 

Mac turned to Tom and said, "The Old Lady looked good at the Commissioning    

Celebration, didn't she?" 
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 Waited on the Thunder (cont’d) 

Little Guy was taken by surprise by the sudden change in topics. "Old Lady?" 

"Yeah, from the Rutledge," Mac confirmed.  "I was talking with her and showing her 

around. She was having a great time." 

Little Guy frowned a bit. "I didn't even know she was on board at the time." 

Mac shrugged. "I didn't know you didn't know. Maybe she thought you were busy 

with all that brass, she didn't want to be bothered. I dunno." In the background, the 

jukebox segued from "Love Shack" to "Don't Stop Believing". A ping was heard near 

the oven, and someone yelled out, "Pickup for rings and fries!" 

Mac took a swig from her mug. "Did the Old Lady give you that thing that she wanted 

to give you?" 

Tom finished his bottle and burped reflexively. "Small box? Yeah. Got it." 

"That's good. I think she was going to give it to me to give to you, but then I told here 

about the ship avatar and then called her up for the Old Lady." Mac paused in 

thought. "You notice that Katherine interacts differently with everything and every-

one, when she gets called up." 

"Yeah, I've noticed that. I think with me, I'm the CO, and she seems to be there to 

remind me that I'm in charge of this whole ball of wax. Just a reinforcement of what I 

know, what I should know." 

"Yeah, well, with me, when I called her up..." Mac hesitated in trying to elaborate. "I 

don't know, but with Katherine, it seems she knows more about me than I usually let 

others know, and she knows that I know that she knows, and.... and... I dunno." All 

Mac could do is shrug. "Whatever." 

As the song from Journey was reaching its coda with the guitar riffs, Tom noticed the 

room and environment start to meld and change, as if he was in a holodeck program.  

The fireworks of pins crashing was supplemented by phaser and photon torpedo fire, 

and he found himself at the navigation console of the USS Richthofen, with Captain 

Ceili Sutalun calling down to Engineering and telling them to push the engines to   

beyond the max thresholds. At a station in the back of the bridge, the Iotian XO was 

calling out proximity distances in his thick native accent as the Richthofen hurled   

toward a blue and white planet, a phalanx of Romulan Warbirds firing continuously at 

the Richthofen. Suddenly, in the somewhat nebulous vision, Little Guy saw the object 

of the pursuit on the viewscreen: a small ship, almost Delta-Class sized, hurling 

down to the planet at ramming speed. Tom could make out orders for a tractor beam 

and for photon torpedoes, then his stomach turned as the Richthofen torqued violent-

ly away from the planet. With cries of "Got 'em!" and "Shields up, full power!", Little  
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Guy realized that it was him, as Navigation Officer, breaking and turning the ship like 

a Boston driver in a rotary. He could feel his innards turn into chucky salsa during the 

maneuver, and as the vision started to fade, he heard two more commands: 

"Impact!" and "Shockwave!" 

When everything cleared up, back to the here and now of the bowling alley, Tom 

whispered, "But that never happened." 

Mac turned to Tom, who had gotten a refill of her Stella. "You okay, Captain?" 

Tom took a deep breath. "I just wanted to visit a bit. I'll be off. Good seeing you, Mac. 

Have fun." And with that, he saw himself out with an Irish Goodbye. 

Good to his word, he proceeded to the intra-ship transporter. "Sickbay." 

As he materialized, the hobbling Little Guy discovered that the transporter worked a 

little too efficiently, as he found himself inside Sickbay itself, rather than at the doors, 

scattering the startled Security Cats to various parts of the room. He saw CMO Mo 

Lee coming to him, pushing a crash cart instinctively to the Captain. 

"Ah hurt mah knee," Tom said in a faux Ancient West twang, as he climbed onto a 

biobed in the back of the Sickbay. 

"Looks like more than your knee, Captain," CMO Mo replied, as she scanned his 

right leg with her instrumentation. "You're going to need full tissue and bone rehabili-

tation. Your sinews are shot."  

"It's a old war wound, Mo, and I just aggravated it again." 

"Must have been nasty," she replied, as she got out a tissue regenerative cast and 

placed it on his leg. "This may take a while, Tom, and you may feel twinges as the 

muscles reconstitute." 

"Ah, ah, ah...." Little Guy grimaced, as he felt multiple cramps as the device worked 

its therapeutic process. "Okay, Mo. I admit. I admit. I ate all the Frusen Glädjé." 

"Huh? Oh, okay. What were you doing when it happened, Tom?" 

"Well, I was heading down to the secondary aft to the bowling alley...." 

"...and you hurt yourself while bowling...." 

"....no, I hadn't gotten to the bowling alley yet..." 

"So, how did aggravate it?" 

"By climbing down through the tubes and shafts from the primary to the secondary."  

"Well, that was stupid. Why didn't you use the intra-ship transporter?" 
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Because, my dear CMO," Tom proclaimed, "your Captain is an idiot." 

Mo sighed and shook her head as she checked the readings on the cast. "You 

should be ready by the next shift. I'll let John know you may be late, just in case. Just 

lie down and we'll check on you in a couple of hours." 

"You have any old MAD Magazines while I wait, Mo?" 

The CMO handed him a PADD. "Find something in the library, and relax." And with 

that, she left the Little Guy alone while she went into the main area. One of Security 

Cats climbed on the biobed, meowed, and curled next to Tom, purring with the rhyth-

mic pulses of the cast. 

Tom started to use the PADD to compile his monthly status report to Fleet HQ, then 

paused. That never did happen on the Richthofen, he thought, Besides, Helm is the 

one who drives the ship, not Nav. "Katherine..." 

The avatar appeared, taking a disapproving glance over to the cast. "Captain." 

The Captain sighed, "Yes, I'm an idiot. That's been well established. Anyway, I'm  

curious. Check the ship's sensor logs. Tell me, have there been any detection of high 

levels of chronitons, unusual amounts of temporal energy, quantum fissures, any-

thing of that type of temporal phenomenon detected in the past hour or so?" 

The avatar shook her head. "No, Captain. There are no anomalities of that nature 

which have been detected." 

Okay, that's freaking weird. Tom was in deep thought as he looked back at the      

avatar. "Katherine, expand the ship's sensors, calibrating for temporal abnormali-

ties."  

"Yes, Captain. Will that be all?" 

"Just one more thing. Are counseling sessions still covered for classified missions?" 

"I believe Starfleet Intelligence would give you a current and accurate answer, de-

pending on the subject matter." 

"I know Starfleet; even after all these years, there still is no intelligence. Okay, then, 

is the Two Fleet Admirals Requirement still in effect? Past included, of course." 

She paused. "Guidance is forthcoming, but not available." 

"Damnity damn." Tom made a disgusted sound. "Maybe I should get out the crow-

bar." 

"I'm sorry, Captain? I'm not sure what you mean." 
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"History of Katherine Johnson herself. She worked with stupid, idiotic, narrow-

minded, social rules while trying to get her job done. She had to go half a mile just to 

take a crap because the bathroom in her own building was restricted by race. Her 

supervisor found out, got a crowbar, and knocked the sign down...." 

"Captain, that was a false legend," the avatar corrected. "The historical Katherine 

Johnson... just ignored the sign and did her business. She didn't say anything about 

it to anyone." 

"I stand, er, lie corrected, thank you. Yes, let me know if the sensors pick up any-

thing. I have paperwork to do. And a lot to ponder. Thank you, Katherine." 

She pushed her glasses back, nodded in acknowledgement, and vanished.  

Tom stared back at the PADD and sighed, then looked up towards the ceiling. "I 

know, Admiral Dave. This never happened when you were in command. Tiki help 

me." And with that, the Captain started on his report. 

N C C             5 3 8 4 8 
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Fanfic Vol. 6: Counselor’s View 
By LCDR Liz Gorman 

 

After the briefing from the Captain, it was time for the officers to find their quarters.     

Counselor Kendaari Elraan knew the crew was looking forward to getting used to the new 

ship.  She certainly was, as were her furry companions.  “Come on guys, we need to get 

you settled.”  The two Ewoks saluted Admiral Restivo and followed her out of the ready 

room while she carried the travel case with a sleeping Sehlat. “It’s almost time for the  

evening benediction. I want to be sure The Infinite One helps guide our new ship on the 

proper course.” 

 

“I thought Navigation does that.” one Ewok said. 

   

“You knew what she meant, Wickett.”  

 

The two little furry beings giggled.  “Hey Counselor Lady do you know what we’ll be doing 

on this ship?” Elraan paused as they all reached a doorway. “Are we home?” 

  

“We’re home here. Computer—Mrs. Johnson, please open the door.” Whoosh and the 

Counselor and her furry family stepped into their quarters.  “Oh this is nice. Room for all of 

us, even a niche for my praying.” 

  

“It was selected for your needs in mind, Kendaari.” The computer responded, and a holo-

gram of ship namesake Katherine Johnson appeared. “Welcome aboard.” 

 

“Thank you, Mrs. Johnson. This is Wockett, and Wickett, and this little sleepy one” as she 

opened the case, “is Pooh.” Kendaari picked up a small golden Sehlat and set him down. 

Pooh blinked and waved to the hologram before joining his Ewok friends.  “When do my 

appointments start?” 

 

“Not till 0930 tomorrow, but you do have a briefing with the CMO at 0830.” 

 

“Thank you Mrs. Johnson. I’ll set reminders on the PADD so I won’t have to bother you   

directly.” 

  

“Counselor, I’m a computer simulation, not a person. I can’t be bothered.” The simulation 

vanished, and Kendaari smiled to herself. I need to remember that, the computer can’t be 

bothered. First I need to find my ritual items and make sure the boys have something to do. 

  

As Wickett studied an engineering manual and Wockett and Pooh looked through old    

recipes, Kendaari laid out all her ritual items: prisms, sand from Betazed, her staff, and a  
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 Counselor’s View (cont’d) 

  

spiral sculpture.  It was time for evening benedictions.  She changed into the holy robes 

and and dimmed the lights around the items, then focused a beam of light through the 

prisms, to defract the light.  She sat down before the items and started. 

“T’lisha ketanna, T’lisha gedolah…” Kendaari started chanting.  “Gallanta, Infinite One,   

Before the Beginning,  After the End, Bringer of the Understanding...bless this ship and all 

who are in it.” Her finger traced spirals in the sand pile. “Guide all of us to the best way to 

understand each other and to seek the best path to finding the Infinite.  Look after all those 

who joined You in the Infinite too soon and who wait for us one day.”  For a moment, the 

thoughts of everyone on the ship were silent in her head as she prayed. Then the familiar 

hum returned as she finished. “As you wish it, Infinite One.” She stood up.  “Lights back 

on.”   

  

“Well. That was interesting.” A strange male voice startled her.  Kendaari grabbed her staff 

and turned around.  Two men were facing her.  One was tall and lean, the other also tall 

but broadly built.   

 

“How did you get onboard without alerting Security?!” Kendaari shouted. “What are you 

and what do you want?” 

 

“She said ‘what’, brother, did you notice? She must be smart.” The thin one smiled. “I am 

Loki, this is my brother Thor. We are...how would you say...friends...of a future patient of 

yours.” 

 

“Friends of a patient?”  Kendaari held her staff up, still ready to strike, as the Ewoks came 

in to look.  “What do you mean?” The one named Thor noticed the Ewoks and smiled at 

them. 

 

“Loki, look! The little furry men Lwuxanna told me about!  She told me so much about you, 

Kendaari!”  And before she could do anything, he wrapped his arms around her in a huge 

hug. “She was a lovely lady, your Aunt Luxie.  It must run in the family.” 

 

Kendaari felt all sorts of strange things in this big blond man’s arms, none of them familiar, 

but most of them good.  Infinite one help me... 
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Fanfic Vol. 7: An Engineering Grunt’s View 
By MCPO Maggie Restivo 

 

Engineering CPO Elspeth “Mac” Mackenzie left the bowling alley not long after the Captain 

did, deciding to head to her friend's quarters and drag her to the Counselor's office, if she 

had to. The kid's damned dithering had gone on long enough, in Mac's view, and some-

thing had to be done. Ensign Miliag-Rixx's nightmares had been going on for awhile now, 

ever since the two of them had come back from their recent shore leave. “Dammit. How 

was I to know those two blasted Gods from Asgard would be hanging out in the same     

hotel, and that Loki would take such a liking to Zee? Ever since He shook her 

hand....and....” Mac shook her head. “Telepaths. Good thing I'm not a hugger, or I'd be in 

big trouble around their lot.” Arriving at Miliag-Rixx's door, she pondered her next move. As 

she did so, the door whooshed open, and her friend nearly knocked her over. 

“Mac! I'm sorry, I didn't see you there, and—“ the younger woman said, a flustered          

expression on her face, which quickly turned to a combination of mirth and worry. “Wow. 

You   didn't spill any of your beer, did you? Because that'd be—“ 

“A damned waste,” Mac replied, and grinned at the half-Trill, half-Betazoid Communica-

tions officer. “So, tell me...just where are you in such a hurry to get to?” 

“The bowling alley. I was going to meet you there. I just finished my shift, and I wanted to 

relax and have some fun.” 

“Zee....you don't even know how to bowl,” Mac pointed out. “The last time I tried to teach 

you, you ended up tripping over your own feet, and hitting the Captain in the knee with your 

ball! Not only did you probably aggravate his old war injury, you narrowly missed being 

court-martialed!” 

Zee rolled her eyes, knowing that her friend was joking. At least about the court-martial. 

The Captain had limped for a few days afterwards...and poor Zee had been so afraid of his 

wrath, she had hidden out in sickbay, claiming illness, until CMO Mehrtens had seen 

through her ruse, and sent her back to her duties, with a “Oh, for pete's sake, the Captain 

won't bite!” adding to herself, “If he did, your Mac would rake him over the coals, CO or no 

CO.” Laughing, the CMO shook her head and Mac had loved hearing the story from her 

friend Daari afterwards. Speaking of the Counselor...Zee swallowed, remembering a threat 

Mac had made, when she had told her of her nightmares following their return from shore 

leave. “We are going there, right? To the bowling alley?” 

Mac nodded as she hustled Zee onto the lift and then said the deck floor she wanted to get 

off at. Zee started, knowing that the bowling alley was not on this particular deck. 

“You tricked me!” the half-Trill pouted, her nose scrunching in a way that was so adorable, 

Mac wanted to kiss her...but refrained. This one was off-limits. Too vulnerable to be a roll in  
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the hay, as most of Mac's relationships were....and Mac was as yet uncertain as to the 

younger woman's inclinations...so friendship was all that she allowed in this case.  

“I did not 'trick' you. I merely neglected to tell you where we were going.” 

“Well, where is—oh, no. No. No no no no no NO!” sputtered Zee as she found herself and 

Mac standing in front of the Counselor's quarters.  

“Yes, yes, YES,” Mac replied, firmly. “Sorry, kiddo, but I promised Daari I would take you, 

and the Captain is also adamant that I take you. He told me that you have been practically 

falling asleep at your station, when you aren't as jittery as 2 pots of coffee. He is concerned 

that whatever is going on with you is affecting your duties as an officer of communications, 

and that isn't good. Besides, he told me that even Katherine is concerned!” Mac          

shuddered, as the avatar of Katherine Johnson unnerved her in a way that few could. “If an 

avatar notices? Something is really off with you, kiddo.” 

The door suddenly whooshed open as Mac was pushing Zee towards it, and, with a final 

push, Zee found herself plunging forward into the room, only to see the Counselor in the 

arms of a big, burly man with close-cropped reddish hair, and she slammed into the hand-

some backside of a tall, leanly muscled man with long, lustrous black hair.  

“Oh, pardon me!” Zee stammered, and then backed up, right into Mac, who, at that point, 

did spill her beer, or at least, some of it.  

“Godsdamn it, Zee!”  

“Thank you for the acknowledgement, Mac. Nice to see you again!” a low, melodious voice 

sounded in her ear, and she turned. “LOKI???? Ohh....damn. What are you two doing 

here? I haven't seen you since we got back from shore leave, and Zee started to have 

these horrible dreams....” 

“Since I touched her, is what you are thinking,” Loki murmured. “I know why she is having 

nightmares, and I am afraid I am partly to blame....” 

“Mac, I am glad to see that you have brought my newest patient to me,” said Counselor 

Elraan, finally having (rather reluctantly) extricated herself from Thor's arms. “I am interest-

ed in what kind of nightmares you are having, Ensign Miliag-Rixx. If you come into my    

private office, we can get started...”  

Zee sent a pleading look Mac's way, which Mac proceeded to ignore as she took a swig of 

her now nearly empty beer bottle. “Damn. Mostly gone.” She looked up and nodded at Zee. 

“It's for your own good, and it's....Captain's orders. GO!” 

“Very well....but you'll pay for this, Mac, I swear you will....” muttered Zee, as she turned to 

follow the Counselor. “I've been on many hazardous missions, and I've....learned....things.. 
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....many ways to hurt you....” Pouting, she spun on her heel, while faintly wondering why 

that very handsome dark haired man looked so familiar. 

“Pfft,” Mac replied, grinning, as she knew her friend was only joking. “Hold my beer. Or, 

hold what's left of it!” 

“Please. Allow me,” said Loki, and with a wave of His finger, the bottle was miraculously 

refilled. “I believe you were drinking Stella Artois?” He winked. “Not your favorite, I believe 

that is Sam Adams, of any variety, but you did seem to like the Stella very much, from the 

way you shouted, 'STELLA!!!' at the hotel bar the last time we saw each other.” 

Mac contemplated the handsome Asgardian and His brother. “So....what brings you fellas 

to our neck of the woods?” 

Thor grinned. “A woman.”  

Mac threw her head back and laughed. “I should have guessed. So, Thor, who are you 

'bedding' now?” 

Thor grinned even more, and shook His head, while Loki sputtered, “Shhh! Shhh!!” 

“Oh, it's not me who wants this particular woman...I am very happy with Lwaxana Troi at 

the moment, even though she's a bit long in the tooth, as you Mortals say....” 

“Bite your tongue,” Mac snorted, “You 'older than dirt' deity, you!  So...if it's not you, then...” 

Thor turned and looked to Mac's right side. “Why, Loki is the one who is....oh, how shall I 

put it? He is not simply wanting to bed this particular woman...He is...besotted with her.” 

Mac shook her head at the strange, ancient words these gods could use. “I'm afraid I don't 

have my thesaurus with me,” she said, rolling her eyes, “Or my universal translator. In  

English, please.” 

“My fool of a brother is implying that I have fallen in love with someone on this ship,” Loki 

explained, while glaring at Thor, “and I most certainly have not!”  

At that instant, a crying Zee ran out of the Counselor's office, and, as she ran up to Mac, 

the engineering noncom noted the expression on Loki's face, which had turned from out-

raged disdain into  one of tender concern and outright adoration, to judge by the way his 

blue eyes were shining.  

“Is there anything I can do?” He asked, as Zee attempted to control herself. 

“No....no...I just want to go...to get out of here! I don't want to talk about that time in my life, 

I want to just get on with things....who cares if I can't remember huge chunks of time in my 

life???  It's not affecting my job....” Zee found herself staring at the handsome man with the 

shining blue eyes and hair that looked so soft, she wanted to run her fingers through it……. 
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but why she felt that way, she could not say...and why did he look so damn famil—

“LOKI???? I—we met you on shore leave...at that hotel....what are you doing here???”  

“I had to see you again,” Loki murmured, taking her hand again, and then dropping it     

suddenly, His face somber. He looked up at Mac, and at the Counselor. “If I may speak to 

you, Mac, and to your Counselor Elraan....alone?” 

“What is it?” asked Counselor Elraan, when the three of them were alone in her office. “I 

remember now, Mac, you told me you met these two men when you and Zee were on 

shore leave together....and...yes,” she said, her face becoming as somber as Loki's, “they 

are most definitely deities, and also, most definitely telepaths. At least, this one is. So, Loki 

of Asgard, what has you looking so upset?” 

“You are going to treat Ensign Miliag-Rixx?” 

“Yes....not that it is any of your concern, Loki. Deity or not, I do not discuss my patients with 

anyone. Even Mac, here, a friend of mine of many years. My duties to my patients forbid 

me to divulge anything they may say to me in confidence...however,” she added, seeing 

how Loki's face fell, “I can see that you are truly upset, so I would gladly hear any thoughts 

you may have.”  

“Far be it from me to tell you how to do your job, Counselor, but...” 

“You are going to do just that.” replied Daari, dryly. 

“Do not push her. Let her tell you as much...or as little...as she wishes, when she wishes. If 

you can...just give her some meditations to do, to calm herself, or some sleeping aids, if 

she is able to take them without harm. If you know I am a telepath—and I am, on a level 

which you cannot begin to comprehend—then you know I know what those memories of 

hers are....how she was tortured by the Borg....what they did to her, to make her their own 

telepath, their own empath.” Loki's expression was tortured, by what He had seen, as He 

had held her hand, however briefly. “I am warning you. If you push her to remember, before 

she is ready to heal??? She may, quite literally, go insane.”  

As Mac and Daari absorbed what Loki was telling them, a loud squeal came from the other 

room. “You pinched my bum! You creep! I heard the rumors about you, Lt. Bouchard, but I 

figured you would bite me!”  

Mac rolled her eyes. “Dammit, Jules...can't you keep your hands to yourself—“ and started 

towards her friend, but Loki had already reached them. With a roar, He launched Himself at 

the medical officer and threw him across the room. “Leave. Her. ALONE!!!”  

Bouchard landed with a thud, half stunned. “I swear to you, Ensign—I just brushed against 

you. By accident! Mon Dieu! I swear it!”   
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Loki stood above him. “I am a God, and you will swear it to me, NOW,” and here His voice 

became deadly quiet with cold rage, “and I will know if you are telling the truth.”  

Mac nodded. “Don't lie, Jules. I can vouch for Him. He is a God,” and she gestured now 

towards Thor, “as is He...and you will not like what He can do to you....if you lie to Him.” 

Remembering something, she grinned, wryly. “Although, I dunno....you might look rather 

cute, as a tribble. I'll see if I can convince Him to turn you into that, rather than, oh, I      

dunno....a frog?” She grinned even wider when Thor winced at that, recalling the times His 

brother had used His sorcery on Him.  

“Yeah....you really won't like Loki when He's angry...” stated Thor, in mock solemnity, His 

eyes twinkling. 

“What is He, anyway?” stammered Bouchard. “A member of...the Q Continuum??” 

Loki snarled, and Thor roared with laughter. “Oho, now you have really angered Him! In-

sulting Him by thinking Him a Q??” 

“Mewling, rank AMATEURS!!!” roared Loki, who now appeared so angry that Thor pulled 

Him back, and Zee put her hand on His arm.  

“It's all right, Loki. It's all right. No harm done, and I...” Zee sighed. “I believe him.” 

The Asgardian immediately softened. “You are sure? I will leave him be, if that is your 

wish.” 

“Yes. Please, do not harm him.” 

“Very well,” Loki said, nodding curtly. “You are lucky, sir, that she spoke up for you....” He 

said, and then leaned in, His voice deadly soft, “but if I ever hear that you have bothered or 

harmed her, in any way....and I will know....you can be assured that I will return to deal with 

you....and you will not like the result.”  

The two Asgardians then bowed to Daari, Mac and Zee, and took their leave, promising 

Mac they would return at a later date, “for a much longer visit, I hope,” said Thor, “But right 

now?” He cocked His head, listening. “Brother, I do believe Father wishes to yell—er, I 

mean, speak with you.” Loki rolled His eyes, and they left, but not before Loki bent over 

Zee's hand, and kissed it. “Until we meet again...and, if you should need me sooner?” He 

nodded towards Mac. “She will know how to reach me. Take care, sweet girl,” said Loki to 

Zee, in a way that made her toes curl.  

Mac smiled at the way Zee was reacting to Loki, blushing in confusion. “Who knew that 

even a Trill's spots could blush?” Daari laughed, and then nodded in agreement as Mac 

opined solemnly, “I may not know much about relationships...but I do know this much....that 

GOD is head over heels in love with a MORTAL WOMAN....and, I believe that Zee is this 

close to falling in love with HIM, as well.”  

     

******************************* 
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