Wing Commander: The Chosen Path

by Joshua Dworkin

Confederation News Brief: January 30th, 2656 (2656.030)


Ninth Fleet Pushes Enemy Back


After sweeping through the Enigma Sector over the past four months, the Confederation 9th fleet, under the command of Rear Admiral Geoffrey Tolwyn and spearheaded by the carrier TCS Tiger’s Claw (CV-07) has finally driven the Kilrathi from the last human system in Enigma, the Enigma system itself. The current whereabouts of the fleet are classified for security measures but Confed HQ has assured the public that the war is going well. The Tiger’s Claw has become somewhat of a legend in the past two years. The forces of the carrier drove the enemy from the Vega sector in mid 2654 by destroying the key Kilrathi installation in the Venice system and managed to avenge the attacks upon the Goddard colony and the Firreka system in 2655. The ship is commanded by Captain Gregory Thorn and the commander of its fighter squadron is soon to be general Peter Halcyon. The Claw is slated to return to Trojan IV Shipyards in the Trojan system next month so that the valiant carrier can be repaired and overhauled and its crew get some much needed shore leave.


New Carrier Christened


It was a momentous occasion today at Sirius Prime’s shipyards as a one hundred year old bottle of champagne swung down to christen the hull of the Confederation’s mightiest warship yet, the aptly named TCS Confederation (CVSX-64). The first in a new line of massive carriers, these behemoths are the heaviest armed to date with a massive wing of over one hundred fighters and numerous antimatter cannons. The vessel is also equipped with a “Phase Transit Cannon” rumored to be able to destroy a ship in one shot. The Confederation is scheduled to come online in mid 2657 with her sister-ship, the TCS Concordia (CVS-65), named after the super-cruiser lost over Vega Prime last month, in 2660. Concordia’s hull is roughly 20% complete. The third of the class, the TCS Alliance (CVS-66), has just been announced and will be complete hopefully by 2662 according to Rear Admiral Sarah Jandison, head of Confed R&D.

KIS Hha’ifra, Prince Thrakhath’s Flagship 

K’thihrak Mang System, 2656.031. 1740 Hours



The heir to the throne of Kilrah paced the alcove above the hangar deck, looking on as the technicians prepared his newest assets for a most important mission. Three Strakha stealth fighters, the newest and in the prince’s opinion, deadliest weapons. The technicians scrambled around the deck, fueling and arming the torpedoes of these new craft. 



But is was not the weapons or the fuel that Thrakhath was concerned with, it was the reliability of the most important characteristic of these ships, their cloaking devices. Able to make the fighters invisible to the naked eye except when firing, they were a leap ahead of terran technology. The devices were effective but had been experiencing technical difficulties in service. 



So infuriated had the prince been with the problems that he killed the previous leader of the technical team by setting him adrift in a shuttle and remotely depressurizing it. “There is no room for failure or incompetence” the prince thought. 



He focused his attention at the three pilots coming from the far side of the hangar. One of them was his cousin, Khasra. His rebellious attitudes had rubbed more than one noble lord the wrong way and it was only through certain unfortunate “accidents” placed by the Prince that Khasra had not been gutted by an assassin. He gave a crisp salute to his cousin, who lazily returned it and stepped into the cockpit of one of the Strakha. The canopies closed securely around the three pilots and the engines of the ships came to life. A klaxon sounded and Thrakhath looked on as the ships sailed out of the bay and into space.



The Prince watched as the fighters vanished. “Today is a great day for Kilrah” he whispered. For these fighters were on their way to a target of importance to the prince, one that had shamed him and cost the life of his father. He turned towards the deck. “The apes shall not live for another day. We will take our vengeance!” he announced to the technicians and pilots below him. “Let this day show the destruction of that ape ship that has eluded and shamed us for so long. Let death come to the humans on the  TCS Tiger’s Claw!” The deck burst into applause and roars. 

Kilrathi Stealth Fighter, Fang 1

1751 Hours



Khasra Redclaw flipped the toggle on his fighters  cloaking device. At once his squadron mates did the same, their boxy craft vanishing into the void.  He maneuvered into position with his fellow warriors, the only reference being the superimposed graphic of the two ships projected onto his viewport. 



The warriors did not speak through open channels, for fear of discovery, instead text was sent in tight band transmissions displayed on their VDU’s. Khasra read his orders from the Hha’ifra. They showed the exact position of the terran carrier according to a recent scout that sighted the ship. He toggled the tactical display switch and was briefly stunned as the unit sparked. “Damn fools in maintenance, never check equipment” he grumbled. He performed a system check. Everything appeared functional so he decided not to inform his squadron of what he thought as a minor glitch.



But, unknown to Khasra, it was not a minor glitch. One of the data lines leading to the tactical unit had part of its insulation stripped away, most likely due to poor installation. The exposed wire was now rubbing against the circuit for the “Backup tactical functions” If this switch was toggled when the wire was making contact, the resulting short circuit would cause the tactical console to explode in Khasra’s face. 



Khasra banked his fighter towards the nav point, causing the stripped wire to swing clear. He pulls down the storage panel above his head to remove the ceremonial Surka’ Maya that a Kilrathi warrior drank before a mission. He was blinded as a large quantity of dust fell into his mouth. Khasra began to cough.



*In the “Real” WC timeline, Khasra holds in the cough. However, in this reality, he coughs, causing his hand to tap the control stick.”



He swings his arm to cover his mouth, tapping the control stick and causing the damaged wire to swing back in contact with the circuit board. After sending the message, “For Kilrah” to his comrades, he rests back in his seat. He glances towards the tactical console and wonders. , “ Should I engage the backup system? The Prince would be most displeased if his cousin and most trusted pilot could not destroy his target because of a glitch.”



He toggles the switch and the resulting spark from the wire causes the console to explode, showering his face with glass and sparks. He cries out in agony and thrashes his arm around. He knocks the stick to the side causing his fighter to collide with his wingman. The last thing Khasra saw was a bright flash as his torpedoes explode, vaporizing him and both his wingman into tiny particles.

TCS Austin CC-17, Admiral Tolwyn’s Flagship

Auxiliary Communications Room, 1803 Hours



Captain Zach “Jazz” Colson leaned back in his chair. “Any second now” he though as he checked the time. The reports would start filtering in that the gallant carrier TCS Tiger’s Claw was destroyed mysteriously. His revenge on the scum that let his brother die at Goddard would soon be complete.  His attention was drawn to a incoming transmission.



“Alpha Leader to Claw, request landing.” It was the voice of Lieutenant Colonel Christopher Blair. Zach despised him above all others on that ship. He was hailed as a great hero. Zach was about to make sure that he would become a traitor. 



“No one will be there Chris, the Claw is gone!” he laughed. He then became horrified as he heard the voice of the Claw’s comm officer clearing him in. “This is impossible! The cats have screwed up again. It doesn’t matter” he whispered, “I’ll get the bastards in the end and I will be known as a hero to the Kilrathi empire! Relish on your nice little ship Blair, you’ll soon pay.”

