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Design for Conspiracy 
A Commander Scott Adventure 

 
 

“‘This isn’t a refit, Commander Scott, it’s a 
redesign.’ Oh, aye, it’s a redesign all right, that’s for 
sure.” Scotty stood in the middle of a vast open space 
that used to be his engineering room. “I cannae deny 
that. ‘First of the new Enterprise class of heavy 
cruisers. A tremendous number of upgrades. New, 
first generation systems, including the engines and 
the computer core. It’s going to be fastest, sharpest 
ship in the fleet. Mark my words.’ Och.” 

He looked around, visualizing where the warp 
core used to be. Control panels over there. Readouts 
over there. Coolant systems, power transfer conduits, 
every switch, button, and light he knew so well, all of 
it gone. “Oh, it’s a redesign all right. Admiral Nogura 
didn’t tell me what they were going to do to you, old 
girl, but I should have guessed before I signed on the 
line.” 

“Talking to yourself again, Commander?” 
Scotty turned around, a smile, a very 

deliberate one, lighting his face. “Aye, that I am.” The 
man standing in the doorway where there should be 
door to slide open reminded him very much of a 
certain Captain of say five years ago or so. Maybe 
six. Of course, this man was a Captain, and he 
would be the next Captain of the Enterprise, the first 
Captain of the new Enterprise. “You could call it a 
professional hazard, Sir. You’ll find a large number of 
career starship engineers doing it. A long tradition, I 
think.” 

Captain Willard Decker’s smile came easily, 
and the younger man stepped forward into the empty 
engineering room. Scotty liked the lad, though at 35 
years old he shouldn’t be calling him a lad even in 
the privacy of his own mind, but he found as he got 
older that anyone very much younger than he was 
seem to qualify as a child, or at least young. He tried 



not to think too closely about that, for he hadn’t felt 
the difference nearly so keenly between himself and 
the Captain when he’d first come aboard. The gap 
between himself and Decker was a little wider, 
though, and Scotty himself a little older than he’d 
been. 

Mentally chiding himself, he did think it might 
be a while yet before he could think of Decker has 
the captain. Better for that to happen sooner 
because, whatever the age difference, young Decker 
held the rank of captain, and he was Scott’s captain 
as of a few days ago. Still, he liked the lad so far, 
ready and willing to pitch in and do whatever was 
necessary to get Enterprise back up and running. 

“I've known a few engineers in my career, Mr. 
Scott, and more than one or two of them have been 
known to at least mutter under their breath. I won’t 
hold it against you, if you won’t hold my inexperience 
against me.” 

Genuine and sincere. Yes, Scotty liked the lad. 
“I’d hardly say inexperienced, Sir. It’s not your first 
command.” 

Decker shook his head. “No, it isn’t, but it will 
be my first command with more than 80 crew on 
board, and it’s definitely my first with Captain’s 
braids. A scout is not a heavy cruiser, and neither is 
a frigate. While the Dallas and the Axanar were both 
good ships, neither one of them is the Enterprise.” 

“No, sir, if you’ll be begging my pardon, 
neither is. But then, there’d be only one Enterprise. 
And one Dallas and one Axanar, to be fair.” Scotty 
straightened his back, determined that the new 
Enterprise would be every bit the Federation leading 
vessel the old Enterprise had been for her career. 
They were technically the same ship, even if they 
were tearing things out right down to the hull in 
some places. “Now, if you brought the updated 
engineering specs with you…?” 

* 
“Something isn’t right here.” 



Decker slid out from under the engineering 
panel, raising an eyebrow. Without the grin, it might 
almost have been a Vulcan expression. “Minimal 
power ship wide, life support barely adequate to keep 
the air fresh, pieces scattered across every available 
surface, and the new warp core three weeks late. I’m 
sorry, Mr. Scott, but is anything right here?” 

“Och, none of that, Captain.” Scotty glanced 
back down at the pad he held. “This isn’t muh first 
refit. The chaos an’ mess won’t start to get visibly 
orderly for six months yet.” He tapped the pad. “No, 
sir. It’s the design itself.” 

The grin disappeared. “I’ll admit there are a lot 
of new and somewhat untested systems, but the 
design committee was very thorough. You can read 
all of the reports and analyses if you have the 
inclination.” 

Not that Scotty hadn’t read absolutely every 
bit of documentation several times over at this point. 
“Ah, I think you’ve given it a good whack with the 
spanner, sir. A design committee.” 

“I don’t think I understand, Mr. Scott.” 
“Scotty, Captain, if ye can.” 
“I’ve tried.” 
“Aye, sir, an’ sooner or later you’ll succeed, I 

hope, but the point o’ the matter is a committee is 
good at gettin’ things done by compromisin’ so that 
everyone gets some of what they want without 
anyone goin’ away empty handed. And that’s how 
this new design looks to be. A long series of trade-
offs so that everyone can get their favourite toys on 
board and still come in under budget.” He shook his 
head. “Take the phasers.” 

“Channeled through the engines. The increase 
in power and focus range is—” 

“Verra impressive, sir, but there isn’t a back 
up to either older style arrays or a separate channel 
through the impulse drive. If I have to take the mains 
offline, the ship loses three quarters of her offensive 
capability.” 



“Yes, but—” 
“And you know I’ll have to take the mains 

offline at some point, because no standard 
shakedown cruise is going to rattle all the kinks out 
of a brand new engine design.” He raised his own 
eyebrow and squinted the opposite eye. “Ye do ken 
that, don’t ye?” 

“I do, Mr. Scott, but—” 
“The navigation deflector array is a beautiful 

piece of work, but the power couplings connecting it 
into the main feeds have a safety margin of only four-
point-six percent. One little bump could compromise 
the whole system.” 

Decker frowned. “That is a little concerning, 
but—” 

Scott shook his head. “And the internal sensor 
array is supposed to provide blanket coverage across 
the whole ship so that a microbe couldn’t slip 
through, but someone obviously had their design 
time cut for other things because there are human-
sized gaps on every deck and the entire shuttle bay is 
supposed to be covered by two packages.” 

“I’m sure the intent was to—” 
“The water reclamation facility is compact, 

state of the art, and entirely adequate for a crew of 
four hundred an’ fifty, but if we ever have to pack the 
corridors for an evacuation of some poor, 
unfortunate station or colony, heavens forbid, the life 
support backups will steal—” 

Both of Decker’s hands came up. “All right, 
Scotty, I give up. There should have been a strong, 
central leadership, a guiding hand on a design team. 
Everything should not have been done by committee. 
But this design is what we’ve been given, and if we 
can make things work, the new Enterprise will be the 
pride of the fleet, even more than the old one. What 
do you want me to do?” 

Smiling, Scotty offered a hand to his new 
Captain, helping him up off the deck. “Well now, I 



might have a few ideas on that score, but we may 
have to enlist the aid of an Admiral or two.” 

Decker’s eyebrow went back up. “Kirk and 
Nogura?” 

“Aye, the very pair. One for each of us.” 
With a sigh, Decker shook his head. “Never 

come between an engineer and his ship, even if 
you’re the designer. I can get the appointment to sit 
in his office, but I’ll need a shopping list and help 
with the basic strategy.” 

“Aye sir, that I can certainly give you.” 
* 

The trip to Admiral Kirk’s office was more or 
less a waste of time, though Scotty was able to send 
a message to Kirk, and he got one back in relatively 
short order, terse as it was, coming via subspace 
from Andoria, wishing him luck with their girl, but 
unable to do much more than press his thumbs to 
orders freeing up whatever additional construction 
power the Enterprise might need. He’d be happy to 
prod some chairs as soon as he got back. 

Captain Decker had worse luck and came 
back in a foul mood after spending several hours in 
an outer office waiting for the Admiral to finish a 
briefing with the Federation Security Council. The 
meeting he’d had lasted less than two minutes before 
Nogura had dismissed him. “And I quote, ‘I don’t care 
how pretty it looks as long as long as you get the refit 
finished on time.’ Then he stomped away to his next 
meeting.” 

But Scotty grinned wide. “Ah, you’re looking at 
that all wrong, laddie. What Admiral Nogura gave 
you was a clear vote of confidence and tacit 
permission to make the Enterprise her full self by 
hook or by crook. And in that light, we can make 
these modifications work. Just a few wee changes 
and upgrades is all it will take.” 

Or so he thought until the hull rupture on 
deck 12. 

* 



“My lads and lassies have put everything back 
together again, sir, as near as possible. We’ve got the 
kit and caboodle analyzed, and what looks to be the 
culprit is a network of micro-fractures that came 
together all at once when we over-pressurized that 
section for the atmosphere test.” 

Decker frowned at the display. “Looks like. 
Micro-fractures. Over-pressurized.” He looked up, 
raising that same eyebrow. “You’re choosing your 
words very carefully, Mr. Scott. Do you have reason 
to suspect another cause?” 

Scotty shook his head. “No, sir. I mean it’s 
only luck, some of it bad, that the Enterprise has 
gone into battle more times than I care to count. 
She’s been rocked, bashed, shot at, grabbed, thrown 
through time, and practically crashed into several 
suns. She’s taken a beating, to be sure, but we 
spend a lot of time on care and maintenance. It is 
hard to believe these fractures would come together 
to break the through the hull, just because we 
happened to pump a wee bit of extra air into deck 
twelve. The puzzle fits together, but it doesna quite 
make sense to me, sir.” 

“What are you suggesting then, Mr. Scott.?” 
Scotty wanted to hint at sabotage of some 

kind, even though it didn’t make any sense. Three 
standard atmospheres of pressure, a simple over-
pressurization on a deck by deck basis, was designed 
to show up tiny air leaks, not break the ship. He 
didn’t believe a teensy bit of extra pressure could 
possibly have had that effect, so he wanted to shout 
sabotage, look for a saboteur, someone who didn’t 
belong, someone who had a reason to bear a grudge 
against Enterprise. There were plenty enough of 
those, and to be sure, but why something so small, 
why not wait until she was nearly ready to launch 
and arrange a far more catastrophic failure. It didn’t 
make any sense. “No, sir, but I’ll stake my reputation 
as an engineer that this isn’t some simple accident 
from a few microscopic cracks.” 



“I see.” The younger man’s face softened as he 
sighed. “Until you choose different words then, Mr. 
Scott, I will accept this report. I don’t seem to have 
any other choice. Until and unless you bring me 
other evidence, that is.” 

Decker was a good lad. Perhaps little too by 
the book, but willing to listen. And Scotty liked the 
second part of that in his captains. A few minor 
crises, and he’d likely get over the first. “Aye, sir.” 

* 
When the first of the new model shuttlecraft 

dropped three metres to deck under full gravity, 
cracking an impulse nacelle and making everyone on 
board glad the shuttle deck was open space, the 
blame fell on a manufacturing flaw in the primary 
gyroscopic stabilizer. 

Scotty snorted when he read that report. Any 
flaw of that magnitude should’ve shown up in any 
and all of the inspections that were supposed to have 
happened before the shuttle was even put together, 
much less after, and certainly long before anyone 
tried to get it into space. 

But when the new tractor array shorted out all 
at once, blowing the starboard power coupling and 
sending an entire construction team of six to the star 
dock sick bay for shock and concussion injuries, that 
made up his mind, and Scotty started digging. 

* 
“It’s a strong accusation, Mr. Scott.” 
Patiently waiting for Decker to finish reading 

the report, Scott stood at parade rest in front of the 
desk, keenly aware of the information he’d put in 
front of his commanding officer. “Aye, sir. But I’ll be 
standing by it, I think.” 

“Are you sure you want to use the word 
‘sabotage’ so much?” 

In truth, Commander Montgomery Scott 
wasn’t completely convinced sabotage was even the 
right word. He did know that it was an attention-
grabbing word, and this needed all of the attention 



he could get focused on it. ‘Negligence’ wouldn’t cut 
it for sending up red flags, even if he attached the 
word ‘criminal’ to it every time, and he’d used both of 
those, too. Far and above the danger his beloved 
Enterprise had been put in, any future officers and 
crew of the finest ship ever built would share that 
danger. And his construction teams were 
shouldering too much danger as it was. He couldn’t 
stand for either. “I am, sir.” 

“Very well then.” Decker nodded. He looked up 
at Scott, eye contact strong and with no hesitation 
pressed his thumb to the tablet. “You have my 
official endorsement.” 

Scott’s eyebrows leapt for his forehead. “Sir, ye 
cannae—” 

Smiling now, Decker shook his head. “Don’t 
‘ye cannae’ me, Scotty. Do you think I want my 
Enterprise turned into a flying deathtrap any more 
than you do?” He smiled again. “Besides, you’re 
clearly willing to risk a huge black mark on your 
record and potential reassignment for rocking the 
boat too much on a major project. I more than trust 
your work, so if I don’t have your back, I’d have a 
hard time calling myself Captain, now wouldn’t I?” 

Flushing, but still a little alarmed, Scott tried 
to pull his composure back. “Aye, I can see your 
point, but simply passing it on would have been 
enough, sir. By endorsing it, you’ve opened yourself 
to the same black mark and reassignment I have.” 

“Maybe so, but if Starfleet is willing to let 
something of this magnitude slide, maybe I need 
reassignment. I somehow don’t think that’s going to 
happen, even if we have to stand on Admiral 
Nogura’s carpet for a while.” 

Nodding. “Aye, we may at that.” He grinned 
suddenly. “Did you notice, sir?” 

“Notice what, Mr. Scott?” 
“You called me Scotty, sir. First time, I think.” 
Chuckling, Decker stood. “You’re probably 

right.” 



“An’ then I almost lost it while ye were making 
fun of muh accent.” 

“Hardly making fun… Scotty, but your brogue 
gets more than a bit thicker when you’re, let’s say, 
moved to strong emotion.” 

“Aye, Captain. There’s no denying that.” 
* 

“Commander Montgomery Scott, Chief 
Engineer NCC-1701, USS Enterprise.” 

Scotty came to attention, his back straighter 
than he would have thought possible after crawling 
through Jeffries tubes for weeks. “Aye.” 

“Captain Willard Decker, commander NCC-
1701, USS Enterprise.” 

Beside Scotty, the captain seemed more 
relaxed when he should be just as tense as his chief 
engineer. Decker didn’t straighten any more than he 
already was, which was fairly straight, Scott had to 
admit. “Yes.” 

The Andorian commander barely looked up. 
Scotty thought the choice of blue uniform a bit 
unfortunate, though it did have the effect of making 
his gold operations insignia stand out very well. “The 
Admiral will see you now. Please enter.” 

If anything, Scotty tried to straighten his back 
even more as he marched behind Decker into Fleet 
Admiral Nogura’s inner office. He’d met the Admiral 
several times before, all in a less official setting, and 
the small man had seemed pleasant enough, but 
given the report that he had provided, and which the 
captain had endorsed, and given the rather tersely 
worded summons the two of them had received to 
report immediately to the admiral’s office less than a 
standard day later, he had a strong suspicion that 
this setting would be far more official. 

And possibly more disciplinary. 
When they entered, the Admiral seemed to be 

scanning several separate screens of data and 
reports at the same time. He didn’t immediately look 
up as the two came to a halt in front of his desk, and 



Scotty felt a trickle of sweat in the small of his back. 
What a morning to have skipped his shave. When 
Nogura did finally raise his gaze, he seemed to have 
eyes only for the captain. 

And they weren’t good eyes. 
 “Decker, what the name of the Imperial 

Klingon concubines are you playing at?” 
“Playing at, sir? Absolutely nothing, sir.” 
“And now you’re playing word games with 

standard then.” 
“I’m sure I don’t know what you mean, sir. 
“Innocent then, are you? No wrongdoing 

whatsoever, and after I told you to do whatever it 
took to get the Enterprise refit done on schedule. 
Carte blanche, more or less. You could have 
requested extra labour, resources, even time if you 
wanted to. Add an extra shift. Have crews working 
around the clock. Just get it done.” He stabbed a 
finger into the middle screen so hard Scotty worried 
it might crack. “And this is what you repay me with!” 

Decker, so far as Scotty could tell, kept his 
eyes straight ahead, fixed to some imaginary point on 
the bulkhead. He stayed so well at attention, Scotty 
couldn’t tell for certain if the man were breathing. “I 
appreciate the vote of confidence, sir. I am doing 
everything possible to keep the refit on track, in spite 
of the various difficulties we appear to be having.” 

“Various difficulties. That’s how you want to 
summarize the most damning report ever written?” 
Nogura stood and leaned over the desk, palms 
pressed to either side of said damning report, clearly 
the report Scotty had written. He inhaled for what 
seemed likely to be a storm of words. 

Making up his mind that the captain couldn’t 
go down for his own handiwork, Scotty cleared his 
throat. “Beggin’ the Admiral’s pardon, but if I might 
say a wee thing.” Ah, young Decker had the right of 
it. He felt the brogue growing stronger by the word. 
Which might be a good thing. He needed the strength 
right now. 



The gaze Nogura turned on him made Scotty 
wish for a set of personal shields between them. “A 
wee thing is it, Mr. Scott? You’re going to tell me this 
is all your doing, aren’t you? That you gathered all 
the data on your own and on your own time, as if 
you have any of that right now, without express 
orders to do so. Does that sound familiar?” 

He tried to straighten a little more. “Aye, sir. 
Somethin’ o’ the sort, sir.” 

Nodding, the Admiral’s hands pressed harder 
on the desk as he leaned even farther forward. “That 
not being nearly enough, you then summarized it 
with a series of recommendations designed to make 
everyone who touched the redesign project look like 
idiots, to make all of the suppliers look incompetent 
at best or like thieves at worst, and that Starfleet 
wasn’t paying attention during the entire process. 
Am I summarizing things more or less to your 
satisfaction, Commander?” 

“Well, now, Admiral, I dinnae think ye could 
say—” 

“That will do, Mr. Scott. Anything you’re about 
to say will only prove to me that you served with Jim 
Kirk for far too long.” Nogura sucked a deep breath 
in through his nose and let it out slowly before 
pushing up off the desk and dropping into his chair. 
“The problem isn’t so much that you’re right. The 
design committee couldn’t agree on anything, so it 
compromised on everything. Half of the suppliers are 
on the take, skipping inspections or providing 
substandard equipment. And the Starfleet inspection 
process was rushed because the refit is supposed to 
be done in a paltry twelve months.” 

“Twelve?” That number shook Decker out of 
attention. “Sir, we’ve been working on a timeline of 
sixteen, by you—” 

Nogura’s lip curled. “Yes, by my direct order, 
and I knew it wasn’t enough under standard 
conditions. I had hoped the gentle push I gave you 
would lead you to requisition more construction crew 



and materials. I had hoped Mr. Scott’s expertise 
would show up the vast majority of the design issues 
and that his reputation as a miracle worker would be 
well utilized in solving them. I had hoped you could 
manage this in eighteen months from start to finish 
so that perhaps Starfleet wouldn’t look completely 
incompetent in the process.” He sighed. “But your 
report, Mr. Scott, while completely valid and entirely 
too accurate, has made it official, especially when 
tied up with the nice little bow your endorsement 
gives it, Mr. Decker. Not only do I have to do 
something about it, but I’m going to spend far too 
much time over the next few days reminding far too 
many people that they actually have to do their jobs 
rather than just occupy their chairs. I should ask 
now if the two of you have anything else to add.” 

“No, sir.” 
“No, sir.” 
Nogura nodded. “Well then, gentlemen, I 

suggest you have a seat. Much like the reward for 
not doing your work, the reward for good work is 
more work, just with fewer kicks in the backside. I 
don’t know if I can call that report of yours good 
work, Mr. Scott, but the two of you are going to have 
a lot more work to do over the next little while.” 

* 
Scotty said nothing about the meeting. In fact, 

he said nothing at all until the two of them were 
safely in the shuttle pod that would take them back 
to the Enterprise. He’d also volunteered to pilot the 
pod so that they’d be able to have a confidential 
conversation if the captain so desired. 

And the captain did. Flopping down in the 
copilot’s spot, Decker exhaled loudly. “That went 
well, wouldn’t you say, Scotty?” 

He considered is words carefully. “Aye, I 
suppose ye could say that.” 

“A little brogue and a little reticence. What 
would you say then, given your capacity as chief 



engineer and chief designer in charge of the 
redesigned redesign?” 

Steering the pod towards the drydock holding 
his beloved ship, where even now there would be 
work crews doing things that would have to be 
redone. “I would say that half of what’s been done 
will have to be torn out and started over, sir. I’d also 
say that after having sat waiting for three months for 
the design team to finish compromisin’ and then 
waiting nine more on deconstruction and 
reconstruction that isna worth a damn, the new 18-
month timeline we’ve just agreed to isna possible, 
but yes, somehow we’ll get it done.” He kept his face 
straight. “Further, I’d say that there’s a large bottle of 
scotch hidden in what’s left o’ my quarters which the 
two of us need to drink in its fullest right after you’ve 
given all of the construction crews a three-day pass.” 

“That seems very generous of me.” 
“Aye, sir, it may seem that way at first blush, 

but we’re going to need that long to sleep off the 
hangover and then come up with a plan to actually 
get us on track and make the Enterprise the flagship 
she’s supposed to be at the end of the build. Your 
crews will take the news of their newfound job 
security better after a long weekend.” 

“If we skip the scotch, we’ll miss the hangover 
and be a day ahead.” 

Shaking his head, Scotty made a small course 
correction to bring the pod straight in towards the 
new engines. Those, at least, they’d keep. Pretty 
enough, he supposed, but he still wasn’t sure he like 
the new streamlined look. “Aye, you’d think so, but I 
can assure you that’s not the case. Perhaps I can 
even scare up some Vulcan logic in my defense.” 

Decker laughed. “No need, Mr. Scott. Like so 
many other things, I’m more than willing to take 
your word for it. I’ll give the order as soon as we’re 
aboard. Just get us to the ship in one piece is all I 
ask.” 

“Aye, sir. That I can most certainly do.”  



Thanks for reading “Design for Conspiracy”. I enjoyed writing 
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