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A Chief Kyle Adventure 

 
 

 “You’re sure I can’t talk you out of this, 
Mister Kyle?” 

The gleam in Kirk’s eyes belied the words. And 
Kyle could tell his captain, very nearly his former 
captain, at least for the next few months, didn’t 
mean them at all. “Aside from being the best 
transporter chief in the fleet, I’m pretty sure Mr. 
Scott relies on you more heavily than he says, at 
least to go by the annual evaluations he’s written for 
the last three years.” 

Those evaluations, only one of which the 
Captain had actually been on board for, had been a 
big part of why Kyle had been able to make the 
application, so while they were embarrassing on the 
one hand, on the other they were letting him take a 
big next step. “No, sir. I think this is probably the 
right thing for me.” Although he still couldn’t 
articulate why, exactly. 

“Very well then, Mr. Kyle.” Kirk held out his 
hand. 

It took Kyle two raised eyebrows and several 
seconds to accept it, and he found the grip firm and 
warm when he did. Breaking the handshake so he 
could step back and let Kyle step up onto the 
transporter platform, Kirk grinned. “I hope to see you 
back here when the training’s over, chief. Fair 
winds.” 

He felt his face get a little warm but didn’t let 
it stop him. “Thank you, sir.” It hurt, just a little 
twinge, to look at Johnson standing behind the 
transporter panel and looking just a little bit 
nervous. The man would be fine, Kyle decided. He 
ran the boards better than most and nearly as well 
as Kyle did himself. “Energize.” 

The transporter room slowly faded out around 
him as the device shifted him into a pattern of stored 



energy before sending him across a few kilometres of 
space to the training vessel that would deliver him to 
the Starfleet Officer Candidate School on Andor. 

* 
The USS John Smith was an older Nelson 

class scout, built a few years before Enterprise, but 
with fewer upgrades and refits in the time since. The 
corridors, mess hall, transporter room, and other 
areas looked more or less the same as in other ships 
built in the same era, just not quite as bright, or 
maybe a little dingier. That might have been just 
Kyle’s preconceptions rearing up, having come from 
one of the flagship cruisers of the fleet, because 
certainly the Smith wasn’t any less clean than the 
Enterprise, and wasn’t in any more need of fresh 
coat of paint. But he was smaller and older, and if he 
didn’t feel any less cramped inside, Kyle was 
somehow aware there were fewer bulkheads between 
him and the void. 

He had the freedom, more or less, of the ship, 
except for certain designated areas since he wasn’t 
crew, but Kyle got bored with being a passenger 
quickly. Even with access to the appropriate 
technical journals, as well as fleet updates and 
communications, he was used to having some kind 
of duty, somewhere on the Enterprise for at least 
eight hours every day. Stuck on board a ship, 
basically moving from one posting to the next, he 
couldn’t quite treat the trip like a vacation, and the 
Smith had less space overall for amenities than the 
Enterprise and a little less per crew member, so 
there really wasn’t a lot to do. 

Still, those first six days taught him several 
things, two of them broadening his world view a fair 
bit. 

First, he was a lot older than most of the other 
candidates already on board or the half dozen more 
the Smith picked up at a rendezvous with the Daring 
on the way, and the oldest by five years overall. 
Apparently, not many people stayed in the ranks 



long enough to make Chief before a request to 
transfer to OCS occurred to them. He kind of 
understood that. Moving to Ensign put you at the 
bottom of a brand new ladder. 

And second, Mr. Scott at his gruffest had 
absolutely nothing on Lieutenant Commander Mok, 
the Tellarite chief engineer of the Smith. Mok wasn’t 
the first Tellarite Kyle had met, but he was the first 
he’d ever wanted to ask a favor of, and that favor had 
simply been a tour of engineering on the ship. 

Mok answered with a snarl, an actual snarl. 
“Cadet, or Chief, or whatever I’m supposed to call 
you, don’t you think the chief engineer of a starship, 
even if only of an outdated little scout ship like this 
one, has better things to do than give tours of his 
workspace to whoever happens by?” He chuffed and 
Kyle felt the hot breath blow across his face. “Really. 
And you’re supposed to be officer material.” 

Thinking about how unfortunately little he 
knew about Tellarite manners and customs, he did 
at least remember that they’d raised abrasiveness 
and arguing to art forms. ‘Friendly’ disagreement was 
the social lubricant of Tellarite society. “The Smith 
may be old, sir, considering his age and long years of 
service. But I thought I might be paying a 
compliment to the being primarily responsible for the 
functionality of the vessel, not to mention the lack of 
rust and mold I’ve observed, clearly a product of 
properly scheduled and performed maintenance.” 
Kyle shrugged. “But I expect you’re correct, 
commander. You have better things to do. Sorry to 
have troubled you. Sir.” He started to turn around 
but turned back at the stuttered grumbling of 
Tellarite laughter. 

“Ha! No need for your weak human attempts 
at reverse psychology. You might just be less of a 
dunce than the other cadets who have tried to stick 
their heads in the door. Come and look around. And 
you can regale me as we walk with details of what it’s 



like to have served on the shining jewel of current 
technology that is the USS Enterprise.” 

Somehow, Kyle was completely unsurprised at 
the sarcasm attached to the phrasing. Or that Mok 
knew the ship he’d come from. 

* 
“Go ahead and take a sip. It’s not alcoholic, at 

least not very.” 
Squinting warily at the square glass, Kyle 

didn’t hesitate, much, before taking a sip. He didn’t, 
quite, gag, but it was not at all what he’d expected 
from a drink, even a Tellarite drink. The taste was 
something like dill pickles and Roquefort cheese put 
through a processor together and then watered down 
to a not-so viscous fluid, and if it wasn’t very 
alcoholic, he wasn’t sure he wanted to know what 
Commander Mok considered a real drink. 

The Tellarite, on the other hand, took a big 
gulp, a third of the glass at once, and followed that 
with a satisfied sigh. “So, why do you want the 
headaches of an officer’s rank?” 

Kyle covered his hesitation in answering the 
question by taking another sip of the drink. The taste 
wasn’t nearly as surprising the second time, 
although the combination was no less weird. “To be 
honest, Commander, I’ve been struggling to answer 
that myself. It didn’t occur to me until fairly recently. 
When you joined Starfleet, why you take the officer 
route?” 

“Ha! Turnabout is a fair game, I’ve heard more 
than one human say, or something like it. Think 
maybe you can try to find some interesting reason in 
my past? Disappointment, that. My parents, and 
most of the adults in my warren were, and probably 
still are, construction workers, always dedicated to 
building a more glorious Tellar. Hands in the ground 
or on the rocks and metal, building and sculpting. 
They didn’t, and probably still don’t, approve of off 
world careers. Joining Starfleet, answering the call to 
get more non-humans into the service, was an act of 



rebellion. Becoming an officer and serving most of 
my career on starships instead of planets, well that 
would just have been sweeter to my younger self. 
Perhaps I’m following the same dream on a different 
scale, a gear in the machine dedicated to building a 
more glorious Federation.” Mok shrugged and took 
another drink. “There are moments of regret to be 
sure, but while I love my job, and I strive to be good 
at it, that’s not a reason. And youthful rebellion 
probably isn’t a good one, either.” A quick snort of 
laughter. “Help you, did it?” 

Kyle had just wanted to see the stars and at 
the time didn’t have the patience, or the grades, to 
sit through the Academy. He tried to figure out why 
he might want to be an officer now, other than his 
commander thought he could, and should, and he 
wanted to see if Mister Scott was right. That wasn’t a 
good reason, either. “No, sir, not really. I’m certain 
my parents will approve, when I get around to telling 
them, but we don’t talk much and that’s as much a 
distance thing as anything else.” He took another 
sip, finding the taste beginning to grow on him. 
“Maybe I–” 

An alarm klaxon began, so like the one on 
Enterprise. Commander Mok lifted his glass and 
drained it. “Well, that would make playtime over. To 
work for real, I suppose.” 

Kyle, however, set his glass down. He stood at 
the same time. “Commander, I don’t have a duty 
station. Is there anything I can do to help?” 

Mok’s brow furrowed even more than its 
normal field of deep wrinkles. “Of course you don’t. 
You’re a passenger. Still, I have the feeling you might 
not be as completely useless as most of the others 
aboard. I’ll pair you with some young tech or 
engineer and call you a damage control team. We’ll 
see what happens.” 

“Yes, sir.” 
* 



Kyle was more nervous about this particular 
red alert than any he could remember being on the 
Enterprise for, at least after his first year or so 
aboard. It was easy just to decide that it was because 
he was on a different ship, one where he wasn’t 
familiar with the operation of the systems, crew, 
Captain, or what kind of condition the vessel was 
really in. That sounded a lot worse once he made the 
little list in his head. Ignoring the compliments he’d 
given to Lieutenant Commander Mok, because while 
everything he could see about the ship indicated it 
was well-maintained, it was still old, and hadn’t had 
nearly the same refit schedule as the Enterprise. 

A Nelson class scout, the USS John Smith had 
been in service a solid ten years longer, and his last 
major refit, according to the onboard records, had 
been while Captain April still commanded the 
Enterprise. Kyle strongly suspected there was 
nothing wrong with the Smith other than just being 
older technology, but he’d gotten so used to 
something close to top of the line that Kyle noticed 
every whine of the inertial compensators, felt a little 
lurch in his belly every time the Smith made an 
evasive maneuver. One time, steadying himself, he 
felt a ripple through the bulkhead under his fingers 
that could only be the ship’s phasers firing. 

The conclusion was hard to miss. Somehow, 
not much more than a day out from Andor, a forty-
year-old scout ship had found a battle to fight. 

The ship shuddered in a way Kyle really didn’t 
like and a different alarm started underneath the 
standard red alert klaxon. An unidentified voice 
followed, probably the communications officer on the 
bridge. “Hull breach detected on Deck 3, Section 6.” 

Kyle already had both hands wrapped around 
the antigrav toolbox ready to push forward when the 
wild-eyed young ensign he’d been assigned to 
stiffened. “That’s us!” 

The layout of the Smith’s saucer section, his 
only section, really, was very similar to that of the 



Enterprise, with Engineering and the shuttle deck 
taking up what would have been additional crew, 
recreation, and maintenance facilities on decks six 
through thirteen. But with far less than half the crew 
of a heavy cruiser, the ship needed less than half of 
all of those. Still, they were well above the 
Engineering levels so it wasn’t hard to count sections 
and move in the right direction, aft. Plus, Kyle could 
read the symbols at every junction, which he 
remembered even if Ensign Saunders, looking back 
and forth as the moved for the first junction, didn’t 
seem to at the moment. Adrenaline and youth, Kyle 
thought. The lad couldn’t be that far out of the 
Academy himself. 

The atmosphere alarm got louder the closer 
they got to Section Six, and Kyle slapped an 
evacuation alert when they got close enough that it 
started to get too loud for his liking. If Ensign 
Saunders noticed the change in the timbre of the 
alarm, he didn’t react and just kept racing forward. 

“Tricorder, sir?” Hull breaches could be 
unpleasant, and he started to worry that they might 
be moving too fast through the corridors to notice the 
escape of atmosphere if the inner hull had been 
cracked, too. 

Saunders skidded to a stop and whipped up 
the instrument. “Thank you, Chief.” It began to whir 
almost immediately. “Local environmental control 
room. Next left, and to the end of the corridor. 
Atmosphere leak confirmed.” 

It didn’t take very many steps to get there, but 
as the door came into view, Saunders didn’t slow, 
shouting an engineering override to get the door open 
and reach the source of the problem faster. 

Kyle didn’t have the chance to shout a 
warning before the fireball blew out into the corridor. 
He did manage to dive to one side, giving Saunders a 
small push to the other. 

It wasn’t enough for Saunders, and Kyle 
bounced off the corridor wall, the right side of his 



head striking it and the left side hitting the floor a 
second later. His vision vibrated and the alarm 
klaxons warbled in his ears. He tried to shout, but 
thought the words came out closer to a whisper. 
“Fire suppression.” 

Not loud enough for the emergency systems to 
pick out his voice and connect him to the bridge or 
engineering, though, if the Smith had the upgrade 
available, but being louder didn’t help when he tried. 
He dragged himself up the wall and along it to reach 
the nearest comm panel which seemed farther away 
than it was. “Chief Kyle to Engineering. There’s a fire 
in environmental control, Deck 3, Section 6.” He 
gasped, the air still hot around him even if the fire 
had pulled back to enjoy only the oxygen spilling into 
the room. 

Commander Mok’s voice barrelled from the 
speaker. “Kyle? What’s going on? Where’s 
Saunders?” 

Kyle shook his head, trying unsuccessfully to 
clear it. “He, we.” He coughed twice, shaking his 
head to clear his vision. “He’s unconscious, sir. 
Caught in an explosion when the door opened.” 
Smoke, acrid and dark, began to build up on the 
ceiling. “Fire suppression systems are offline here, 
sir. Can you shut down the control system and seal 
off the section?” 

“That will trap the two of you with the fire!” 
Nothing like a worried officer to state the 

obvious. “Yes, sir. But it will protect the ship. I’ll do 
an override to get the doors closed again, but if 
there’s still air going into that room the fire can’t go 
out, and it will spread.” He grinned, though he knew 
Mok couldn’t see him. “If it works, you can let us 
out, no problem. If it doesn’t, I know a trick or two. 
Sir.” 

“Ack. I suppose you would. Power to 
Environmental Control, Deck 3, Section 6 systems is 
shut down. Sealing the section now.” 



Kyle didn’t breathe easier, but he felt a little 
better and started to think about how he was going 
to fix things as he watched the smoke boil along the 
ceiling, spilling farther afield. The local atmosphere 
scrubbers were going to have to work hard, whatever 
of them were still functional. 

He shouldn’t be able to, but he swore, 
underneath the alarm and the fire, that he could 
hear the hiss of escaping air. Imagination, it had to 
be, but he had to assume the possibility was real, 
too. He tried to remember what else was near here 
based on his insufficient familiarity with the altered 
deck plans. 

Kyle straightened, shaking his head, and 
looked a few feet across and down the corridor at 
Saunders. The young officer in the charred 
engineering uniform was clearly breathing. Injured, 
probably, and a little crispy around the edges, but 
still alive, and Kyle’s first duty had to be to the Smith 
right now. Whether or not there was an atmosphere 
breach, there was still a fire, and fires on a starship 
were not a good thing. 

Pushing against the wall, he took a few steps 
towards the burning room, temperature rising each 
step he moved ahead, and then ship tilted, whatever 
maneuver being executed momentarily overloading 
the Smith’s inertial compensators. Kyle lost his 
footing, fell, and started a slide towards the fire. 

He grabbed at the floor, trying to arrest his 
progress toward the flames, but the best he could 
manage was to change his direction, flopping over 
and slamming into the wall just ahead of Saunders. 
He slid down the tilted corridor and stopped himself 
with both feet pressed against the wall a metre to the 
left of the doorway. A moment later, the tool kit 
slammed into the wall beside him, an explosion of 
circuit boards and tools scattering across the hall in 
all directions. 

Allowing himself a single acrid breath before 
trying to stand up, Kyle decided it was a bonus that 



at least he was where he wanted to get to. Well, 
wanted was a strong word. It was also a bonus that 
Saunders hadn’t crashed into him during the slide, 
but the Ensign hadn’t had any momentum when the 
ship moved, so had only slid about half as far. 

From the engineering debris around him, he 
grabbed medium-sized laser torch, apparently 
undamaged, and pulled himself up to lean against 
the wall just as the ship began to right itself. Feeling 
the heat, he inched closer to the door and tried to 
judge where he should begin the cut. Without the 
time to consult the computer, or ships blueprints, or 
his unconscious officer, he made the assumption 
that the base layout of the designs would be the 
same as those on Enterprise. Older, probably, but 
the wall circuitry configuration should be close, at 
least. 

The heat built quickly along the right side of 
his body, searing his face enough to make him feel 
like broiled lobster while he worked, and Kyle was 
fairly sure he broke whatever the record might be for 
cutting a 20-centimeter squared hole in the wall. 
Finished, he gave it a quick punch and lost the 
chunk of wall as it dropped down inside. Extra 
maintenance to get it out, but that would come later 
and he’d rather save the time now. 

He couldn’t help but smile. Lo and behold, 
most of the circuitry for the local system controls 
were right where he’d cut. Kyle reached in with both 
hands, flipped a pair of manual switches, and the 
door slid closed, followed immediately by the 
emergency bulkhead. 

Staggering back down the hall, he knelt beside 
his partner. Strong pulse, regular breathing, no 
obvious fractures or significant injuries. Hopefully, 
he’d just been knocked cold by the wall. With deep 
sigh, Kyle rose and took a few careful steps to the 
comm panel. “Kyle to Engineering.” 

Commander Mok answered in only a few 
seconds and with surprisingly little growl in his 



voice. “Still a little busy here, Mr. Kyle. I assume you 
have the fire under control.” 

“Contained, but not necessarily out, sir.” He 
looked at the scattered tools and considered the rest 
of his task list. “I’m not one hundred percent sure it’s 
safe to unseal the section yet, not until I can get the 
fire suppression system back online, but I think we’ll 
probably be fine until things calm down. Ensign 
Saunders could probably do with a med check, 
though.” 

“I’ll pass the word. Do what you can. 
Engineering out.” 

Kyle looked at the hole he’d cut and began to 
consider where he needed to cut the next one. He 
tried to remember if he’d felt the phasers fire since 
closing the door, but could only decide the ship was 
more stable, and he’d take that for now. 

* 
A trio of senior officers gathered around Kyle, 

two standing back while the third, a woman twice his 
age in a blue uniform, focused on the medical 
readouts while running a scanner over his chest. 
“Keep breathing deeply, Chief.” After a moment, she 
nodded. “A little smoke inhalation, and a good 
sunburn on one side of your face, and a couple of 
bumps but no concussion for you. No real damage 
done. Take it easy for a few days and try to avoid 
heavy exercise for about a week. Your lungs will clear 
out nicely on their own.” 

“Understood, commander. Thank you. Um—” 
She smiled at him. “You’re wondering how 

Ensign Saunders is. Light concussion and a few first-
degree burns. He’ll be fine.” 

“Thank you, Doctor.” 
She smiled and stepped away, leaving just two 

officers in attendance, the chief engineer and the 
Smith’s captain, Commander Maran, a rather dour 
looking middle-aged Andorian, heavier set than any 
other he’d met before now. Maran smiled just a little, 
and Kyle saw the muscles bunch in his jaw as if the 



expression was a little unfamiliar. “Good work, Chief, 
and I have added a note to your file saying so. My 
expectation is that you will continue to do good work 
as an officer.” 

Trying to straighten, he smiled, trying to make 
eye contact with the Andorian. “Yes sir. Thank you, 
sir.” 

Maran shook his head and the smiled became 
a little more natural. “No, Mr. Kyle. Thank you. I 
might be short an Ensign otherwise, not to mention 
most of a deck of my starship. The Smith maybe little 
older, and little slower, but he’s a good ship, and he 
certainly gave better than he got with a certain batch 
of Nausican Pirates. I’d hate to lose him, even part of 
him, or any member of his crew.” 

Smiling, Kyle nodded but not to vigorously to 
avoid feeling his brain slosh back and forth inside 
his head. “Agreed, sir. I haven’t been here long, but 
I’m more than happy to have the Smith around me.” 
He hadn’t asked how much of a battle it had been 
with the Nausicans. The ship had certainly been 
knocked around a bit, but no one had seen fit to 
share with a passenger just how much actual 
damage there had been. He suspected there was 
more than Commander Mok let on, and the skipper 
certainly wouldn’t tell him. 

“Of course. Get healthy, cadet.” Maran’s 
antenna twitched. “That is, Chief. Although 
technically…” His voice trailed off and he frowned a 
bit to himself. “You won’t likely have much free time 
while at the OCS but do try to see the northern ice 
caves if you can.” 

“I will, sir.” 
Which left only Lieutenant Commander Mok 

once the Andorian turned away. “Don’t let it go to 
your head, but you’ve left more of an impression on 
the Commander than some of the crew do.” 

“Thank you, sir. I think.” 
Mok’s considerable brow furrowed. “Yes, you 

do. And that’s why I think you’ll make an adequate 



ship’s engineer at some point. Not that you should 
limit your choices if there are other options you 
might want to explore. A brain is the most important 
thing, and you appear to be able to keep yours 
working in adverse circumstances.” 

If he didn’t know better, Kyle would have 
called that a compliment. From a Tellarite, the best 
he could say is that it was a statement of Mok’s 
perceived reality. Which more or less made it a 
compliment as far as Kyle was concerned. “Thank 
you, sir.” 

Mok chuffed. “And if I don’t hear you say 
something other than, ‘Thank you, sir,’ the next time 
you open your mouth, I’ll take back the marginal 
recommendation I’ve attached to your file.” 

“Wouldn’t dream of it, sir.” Kyle bit the inside 
of his cheek to bury the smile. Beady eyes stared into 
his for several long seconds, and Kyle knew the best 
thing he could do was stare back, giving no ground 
at all. After a few seconds, he raised an eyebrow. 

With a snort, Mok gave him a quick wave to 
get down off the diagnostic bed. “Well then, let’s go. I 
can justify being off duty a little longer. There isn’t 
that much cleanup left, and in spite of the occasional 
word from our good doctor that concussions and 
alcohol don’t mix, you apparently don’t have one 
anyway, so I think you should finish your beer.” 

Beer? Dill pickles and blue cheese put 
through a blender, and Commander Mok had the gall 
to call the liquid beer? Of course, it wasn’t that bad, 
was it? At least, he’d found he could sip it. “I’d be 
happy to, sir.” 

Mok’s words about other options to explore 
sunk in as Kyle slid off the diagnostic bed. That 
might be something to think about when OCS was 
over. 
  



Thanks for reading “OCS Bound”. I hope you enjoyed 
the story. 
 
If you like Star Trek TOS fanfic, and particularly if 
you liked this one, I do have other works in various 
stages of completion. I enjoy working with the 
supporting and background characters from the 
series, using the Big Three in smaller roles, although 
I have managed a novel-length story, Fractured 
Unity, where Captain Kirk features prominently, but 
everyone has something to do. 
 
Live long and prosper. 
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