
Earth Year 2369 

A small Class-P planet in the Gamma Quadrant 

 

 The Vulcan scientists from the science vessel T’Khut had just completed their survey of the small planet, 

one of many the ship had surveyed in the weeks since they had passed through the recently-discovered Bajoran 

Wormhole.  The survey of this small world had been disappointing.  An ocean world with only a few small islands 

dotting its surface, the Vulcans were hoping some form of aquatic life may have evolved over the eons, but their 

survey indicated that – aside from some algae inhabiting the planet-wide ocean and fungus similar to Earth lichen 

growing on most of the rocks that barely crested the ocean’s waves – the planet was devoid of life-forms. 

 Packing their survey gear and piling it neatly together as they prepared to beam back to the T’Khut, none of 

the scientists noticed the purplish slime moving slowly toward the boxes of survey gear.  Neither did they notice the 

extra case when the transporter locked onto the scientists and their equipment and beamed them back aboard, their 

first mission in the Gamma Quadrant complete.  Their next stop, a brief visit to the Federation starbase Deep Space 

9 in the Bajoran system to make a report to the station’s commander and Trill chief science officer before dropping 

off some of their equipment at the Starfleet Corps of Engineers facility at the Antares Shipyard and the journey back 

to Vulcan. 

 

 

Space, the Final Frontier… 

These are the voyages of the starship Sarek! 

 

Star Trek: Sarek 
 

“Unmasked” by PJK 

An Untold Tale of the Starship Sarek 

 

 

 In 2369, the Starfleet crew of the newly-established Federation starbase in the Bajoran system, designated 

Deep Space 9, discovered the first known stable artificial wormhole, connecting Bajor with the Idran star system in 

the distant Gamma Quadrant 70,000 light years away.  Almost immediately Starfleet changed the mission 

parameters of the Galaxy-class starship USS Sarek – under construction at Fleetyards Vulcan to replace the lost USS 

Yamato – to become the first Federation starship designated specifically to explore the newly-opened quadrant of the 

galaxy during what was expected to be a decade-long mission of exploration. 

 In early 2370, after last-minute modifications to the basic Galaxy-class design were completed aboard the 

Sarek, the ship was turned over to the command of Captain Kalin Kale, his first officer Lt Commander Mickey 

Coster, and their second officer and chief engineer, Commander T’Veer.  The Sarek passed through the Bajoran 

Wormhole on stardate 47014.1, officially beginning its new mission. 

 Almost immediately, the mission parameters changed.  By the end of 2370, the Dominion – a feared power 

that controlled much of the Gamma Quadrant – made its presence known with the destruction of the USS Odyssey, 

the colony of New Bajor, and the subspace communications relay network Starfleet had been establishing in the 

quadrant.  Contact with the Sarek was lost for several weeks and many in Starfleet believed the starship had shared 

the same fate as the Odyssey, only to have the Sarek emerge from the wormhole relatively unscathed in the early 

weeks of 2371.  It was at this time that a new Assistant Chief Engineer – a former member of the Corps of Engineers 

who had participated in the last-minute redesign and upgrades to the Sarek before her launch – named Lt 

Commander V’Pier N’Vorda, a being capable of transforming himself into almost any object much like Deep Space 

9’s security chief Constable Odo, reported aboard.  After crew rotation and re-supply at DS9, the Sarek returned to 



the Gamma Quadrant to resume its mission, now wary of the threats made by Dominion representatives in the form 

of the Jem’Hadar and the Vorta. 

 In mid-2371, the Sarek was recalled to the Alpha Quadrant.  Captain Kale was promoted to a new 

assignment at Utopia Planitia, and for the next several months the Sarek was temporarily reassigned to patrol the 

Cardassian De-Militarized Zone – under the acting-command of Commander Coster – until stardate 48810.0, when 

Coster was also re-assigned and T’Veer was promoted to the rank of captain and commanding officer of the starship 

Sarek.  She quickly promoted N’Vorda to the rank of commander and the position of first officer before the Sarek 

traversed the wormhole once again to resume its mission of exploration of the Gamma Quadrant, this time 

accompanied by two modified runabouts, the Hudson and the Cocheco, acting as preliminary survey vessels to assist 

the Sarek in its mission. 

 Two and a half months later, with the Cocheco destroyed and the Hudson damaged beyond repair by the 

Jem’Hadar and open war between the Federation and the Klingon Empire declared in the Alpha Quadrant, Starfleet 

recalled the Sarek for the final time, its mission to explore the Gamma Quadrant cancelled. 

 

* * * * 

 

Stardate 49370 

Earth Year 2372 

 

 Commander V’Pier N’Vorda, the shape-shifting first officer of the Federation starship USS Sarek, sat in the 

command chair at the center of the bridge of the Galaxy-class starship.  It had been nearly two months since the 

Sarek had been recalled from its mission to explore the Gamma Quadrant.  Many of the starship’s original command 

crew had rotated off during the crew rotation at DS9 right after emerging from the wormhole, most notably the Chief 

of Operations Setton To’Lock Arbelo, Chief of Security Penji Fil, and Science Officer T’Ashara, all of whom had 

moved on to new assignments.  N’Vorda had used some of his influence to assure that most of the positions were 

filled with officers with which he was familiar from his time in the Corps of Engineers, including Lt Commander 

James Cusack as helmsman and Efrosian Lieutenant Cho’doon-Saast as Chief of Operations. 

 The Sarek had spent the last several weeks patrolling the Archanis sector.  While the fighting against the 

Klingons had calmed much since the initial attacks following the breaking of the Khitomer Accords, there were still 

occasional raids against Federation worlds and assets close to the border with the Empire, and the Sarek had been 

assigned to prevent any further attacks in the disputed region. 

 “I still think we should be assigned closer to Cardassian space,” N’Vorda remarked. 

 “That’s just because you still haven’t picked up that latinum you won at Quark’s before we had to leave 

Deep Space Nine,” the starship’s chief of security, Lt A-ZuRQuIL remarked over the horseshoe-shaped railing of 

the tactical console. 

 “No,” N’Vorda replied, not bothering to glance back at the tall Capellan warrior.  “I think our resources are 

wasted here.  We would be more useful patrolling the Badlands for Maquis sympathizers.” 

 “Given the choice between staring down the Klingons and hunting Federation citizens trying to throw off 

the yoke of Cardassian oppression, you choose to hunt down your fellow Federation citizens?” A-ZuRQuIL asked, 

his tone one of disgust.  But before N’Vorda could offer either explanation or answer, the conversation was 

interrupted by the officer sitting at ops. 

 “Commander,” said Lt Cho.  “We’re receiving a priority call for Captain T’Veer personally, from Starfleet 

Command Headquarters.” 

 N’Vorda touched the intercom on the arm of the command chair and said, “Captain, there’s a message 

coming in for you personally from HQ.” 

 “Pipe it in here, V’Pier,” T’Veer responded. 

 In the captain’s ready room, the half-Vulcan Captain T’Veer turned her attention away from an engineering 

report she had been reviewing and activated the monitor on her desktop.  The screen briefly flashed the logo of 

Starfleet Command before changing to that of Fleet Admiral Alynna Nechayev. 



 “What can I do for you, Fleet Admiral?” T’Veer asked. 

 “Captain T’Veer,” the admiral began.  “As I’m sure you are aware, the recent conflict with the Klingon 

Empire has put a severe strain on Starfleet resources.  As a result, we have had to – shall we say – shake up the 

hierarchy within the command structure.” 

 “Understandable, considering the circumstances,” T’Veer commented in her typical understated tone.  

“What does this… ‘shake-up…’ have to do with the Sarek and her crew?  We’ve been quite well shaken these past 

six months or so.” 

 “We are in need of a coordinator for the Beta Sector, and yours was one of the names Starfleet Command 

felt was qualified to perform that assignment,” Nechayev replied.  “You are to set course back to Earth immediately.  

Once the Sarek arrives in orbit, we will hold a short ceremony that will officially promote you to the flag rank of 

Rear Admiral and the position of Beta Sector Coordinator.” 

 In spite of her normal self control, T’Veer could not help letting some of her human emotion show through 

her Vulcan veneer.  With shock in her voice, she said, “Admiral, you do realize I was promoted to captain less than 

a year ago, do you not?  This would be like promoting a Starfleet Academy cadet to the position of starship 

commander!” 

 “I understand, and yes, this is a unique situation.  But Starfleet Command feels you are the best available 

qualified officer to fill this important position,” Nechayev replied.  “We’ll expect the Sarek back at Earth within the 

week.  Congratulations, Rear Admiral-Select.  Starfleet, out.” 

 T’Veer continued to sit in stunned silence as the monitor screen blinked back to the image of the Starfleet 

Command insignia before turning off.  Unconsciously she reached up with her right hand and touched the four metal 

pips attached to the turtleneck collar of her uniform before standing up and heading out onto the bridge. 

 “Mister N’Vorda, alter course.  We’re being recalled back to Earth,” she ordered her first officer. 

 “Aye, Captain,” N’Vorda responded, issuing the course change to the officer at the helm before looking 

back at his commanding officer.  “Why are we being recalled… again?” 

 “Because I’m being promoted… again,” T’Veer replied, a hint of humor in her voice.  “They’re making me 

coordinator of the Beta Sector.” 

 N’Vorda’s expression turned to one of worry.  “Does this mean you’re going to be leaving the ship?  And if 

so, who will be taking over as captain?” 

 “These are questions to which I do not have the answers, V’Pier,” the captain replied.  “I guess we will find 

out when we reach Earth.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several days later, the brief ceremony promoting T’Veer to Rear Admiral was held in the office of Fleet 

Admiral Nechayev inside the Admiralty building overlooking the Golden Gate.  It was a simple ceremony, 

witnessed only by the Sarek’s command staff and several members of Admiral Nechayev’s flag staff.  Dressed in 

her red and black dress uniform, T’Veer stood at attention as the admiral removed the four round pips from her dress 

uniform breast and replaced them with a gold-edged black rectangle with two gold circles in it, the insignia of a rear 

admiral.  Finally Nechayev stepped back and offered her hand to the half-Vulcan woman. 

 “Congratulations, Admiral.” 

 “Thank you, Fleet Admiral,” T’Veer replied.  “Though I must confess to having some misgivings.  There is 

much I do not know about my new assignment.  Will I be overseeing my sector from here in San Francisco, or will I 

be assuming my new post aboard a starbase or space station within the Beta Sector itself?” 

 “Neither,” Nechayev replied after signaling the stewards to start offering refreshments to those in 

attendance.  “You will choose a starship to carry your flag.  Your flagship will be your base of operations.” 

 “May I choose the Sarek to become my flagship?” T’Veer asked. 

 “That was our assumption,” Nechayev confirmed.  “Of course you would technically no longer be 

commanding officer of the ship.  We’re going to have to appoint a new captain.” 



 T’Veer looked over toward the members of her crew, some of whom had begun putting food from a small 

buffet onto plates or were talking about the ceremony they had just witnessed.  Her gaze focused on one particular 

officer standing off to one side, looking out the window at the Golden Gate Bridge in the distance; Commander 

V’Pier N’Vorda. 

 “May I offer a suggestion, Admiral?” T’Veer remarked. 

 

* * * * 

 

Stardate 50565 

Earth Year 2373 

 

 In the time since receiving his own fourth pip, Captain N’Vorda had shaken up the crew of the Sarek quite 

a bit, replacing nearly the entire command staff with the exception of Lt A-ZuRQuIL – whom he was unable to 

transfer and replace.  Of the original crew still serving aboard the Sarek, most noticed that Admiral T’Veer – who as 

chief engineer and later commanding officer of the starship had often spent her free time with friends among the 

crew either sharing drinks in Nine/Ten-Forward or participating in holodeck adventures – was spending more 

frequent periods of time sequestered in her office-quarters, apparently expending much of her time reviewing fleet 

disposition and logistics within the Beta Sector. 

 “Captain,” said Lt A-ZuRQuIL from his position at tactical.  “We’re receiving a priority message from 

Starfleet Command.” 

 “Again?” N’Vorda remarked, sounding bored. 

 “Yes, sir.  They have announced that the Cardassian government, now under the military leadership of a 

Gul named Dukat, has allied itself with the Dominion,” A-ZuRQuIL reported, prompting N’Vorda to sit up straight 

in the command chair.  “This means the Dominion now has a foothold in the Alpha Quadrant!” 

 “Yes,” the shape-shifting captain said, almost to himself.  “Yes, it does.”  A ripple, almost like what would 

be caused by a pebble disturbing the tranquil surface of a small pond, ran up the shape-shifter’s body before he 

turned his attention to the officer at the conn and said, “Kes, plot a course toward the DMZ.” 

 “Captain?” A-ZuRQuIL questioned.  “The Cardassian DMZ is outside our regular patrol sector.  Perhaps 

you should consult with Admiral T’Veer before you take us out of our assigned area?” 

 “Trust me, Lieutenant,” N’Vorda said, again not turning to look back at the Capellan man.  “I’ve discussed 

various strategies for events we could expect to occur, such as Klingon invasion of the core systems or attack by the 

Dominion.  This is just part of the prepared plan.” 

 “If you say so, Captain,” A-ZuRQuIL responded.  “It might be nice if the rest of the command staff were 

privy to these strategy sessions as well.  Particularly your chief tactical officer.” 

 “That’s what you get for missing staff meetings, Lieutenant,” N’Vorda replied with a smirk on his face. 

 “Courrrrse to the DMZ plotted and laid in, Captain,” reported Lt Kes. 

 “Very good.  Ahead warp five,” N’Vorda ordered.  Seconds later the Sarek entered warp with a thunderclap 

and flash of light. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Mind if I join you?” 

 Ship’s Counselor Ilayah looked up from the novel she had been reading from a padd.  The bald-headed 

woman continued to look up even further as she realized it had been the more than two meter tall Capellan security 

chief who had asked the question.  Surprised, as A-ZuRQuIL rarely spent his free time in the company of female 

members of the crew, she took several seconds before saying, “Not at all, Lieutenant.  Please sit down.” 

 A-ZuRQuIL placed a tray with food – mainly various kinds of roasted meats – on the table in the corner of 

the upper level of the Nine/Ten-Forward Lounge, then pulled out the chair across from the counselor and sat down, 

almost too large to comfortably sit in the seat. 



 “I hear we’re en route to the DMZ,” Ilayah remarked, trying to make small-talk.  “Any idea why we’re 

going there?” 

 “To tell you the truth, Counselor, no.  I don’t have any clue why we would be abandoning our assigned 

patrol and head toward Cardassian space.  And that’s part of what I wanted to talk to you about.”  A-ZuRQuIL then 

started eating the food on his plate while still carefully studying the counselor’s facial expressions. 

 “Abandoned?  You mean Starfleet didn’t order us to change missions?” 

 “Not that I’m aware of.  And the captain told me straight out that this was a contingency plan he and the 

Admiral discussed in private.”  A-ZuRQuIL paused for a minute to take another bite of his food and let what he said 

sink in.  He then added, “Have you seen much of the Admiral lately?  I think the last time I actually saw her out and 

about among the crew was more than three months ago.” 

 “I only met Admiral T’Veer briefly when I first reported aboard,” Counselor Ilayah admitted.  “I was told 

she’s an extremely private person who prefers not to be disturbed unless required.” 

 “I’ve served with T’Veer for almost three years now.  She may be half-Vulcan, but private is not one of the 

words I would normally use to describe her,” A-ZuRQuIL remarked, his fork-full of roasted poultry hanging in mid-

air above his plate.  “Who told you that?” 

 “Captain N’Vorda,” Ilayah replied, confirming the security chief’s suspicions. 

 “There’s something more going on here than we’re seeing,” A-ZuRQuIL remarked.  “I need to go do some 

checking.” 

 “If you need my help, let me know, Lieutenant,” Ilayah said. 

 “Thank you, Counselor.  I may need your help, but not right away.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several days later, four members of the crew had gathered in the quarters of Lieutenant Ron Giacobbe, the 

starship’s current chief engineer, under the pretense of playing cards.  Like numerous members of the crew, 

Giacobbe had arrived aboard the Sarek at the same time as Captain N’Vorda – during the crew rotation at DS9 in 

early-2371, just after the Dominion had revealed itself – and had been likewise promoted early due to the quickly 

shifting command structure of the starship over the course of the last year. 

 “You do realize; this sounds dangerously like mutiny?” Counselor Ilayah stated as she unconsciously 

shuffled the cards she was holding in her hands over and over. 

 “We’re not trying to take over the ship,” A-ZuRQuIL assured the Deltan woman.  “We’re only trying to 

confirm that we’re still operating under Starfleet orders and authority.  Something about our current mission just 

doesn’t seem right, especially considering the reports I’ve been hearing about a massive build-up of Dominion 

forces in Cardassian space.” 

 “What!?” exclaimed Lt Commander Tim Marple, the starship’s Chief Science Officer.  “When did this start 

happening?” 

 “According to reports out of DS9, the Dominion has been sending a convoy of warships through the 

Bajoran Wormhole every week for the last five weeks.  It’s alarming Captain Sisko and his senior staff to the point 

they are considering mining the entrance of the wormhole to prevent any more ships from coming or going.” 

 “How are they going to do that?” Marple asked.  “Any ship approaching the mine field could simply 

detonate the mines from a distance and pass safely through.” 

 A-ZuRQuIL leaned across the table and quietly said, “Word I’m hearing is that they’re developing a self-

replicating mine that can be hidden under cloak.” 

 “If we’re not planning mutiny here,” Ilayah said, “what is our plan?  What are we here conspiring to 

actually do?  Do you think, with the build-up of Dominion forces in Cardassian space, that Captain N’Vorda would 

take it upon himself to launch a pre-emptive strike against them?  Wouldn’t that just draw the rest of the Federation 

into the war with the Dominion we’ve been trying to avoid?” 



 “I’m not sure,” A-ZuRQuIL replied.  “I have the feeling what that shape-shifter has in mind is something 

more nefarious than launching a pre-emptive attack on the Dominion.  I’m sorry to admit this, but I’ve never really 

trusted him or how quickly he has risen in rank aboard this ship.” 

 “Are you accusing the Captain of being one of the Dominion Founders?” Marple asked, amazed. 

 “I don’t know.  He’s always denied being one of them since they revealed themselves a couple of years 

ago.  And on the few occasions when I have seen him in his liquid state, he is a different color than Constable Odo 

and the Founders are reported to be, more a deep-purple color than their golden-orange.  But he’s still a Changeling 

of some sort.  Perhaps a close cousin to the Founders, whatever his origin?  And…”  A-ZuRQuIL paused for a 

second, as if trying to properly word what he was trying to say so as not to cross a line he did not yet wish to cross.  

“And he’s been acting very suspicious lately, since word of the Dominion advancement reached us.  I just don’t 

have a good feeling about what is going on.” 

 “What should we do about it?” Giacobbe asked. 

 “I’m going to make some discrete inquiries,” A-ZuRQuIL responded.  “And in the meantime, I think we 

should prepare for every contingency, including determining who among the crew are loyal to the captain and who 

are loyal to Starfleet and the Federation.  We need to know who we can trust if this situation goes badly.” 

 “I still say this sounds dangerously like mutiny,” Counselor Ilayah reiterated. 

 “Is it mutiny to be prepared to defend your ship against all threats?” Marple asked, looking intently at the 

Deltan woman.  “We just want to be sure of what is going on here.” 

 “I suppose,” Ilayah agreed reluctantly. 

 

* * * * 

 

 On stardate 50975.5, the Bajoran Provisional Government signed a non-aggression treaty with the 

Dominion.  Soon afterward, Starfleet activated a minefield blocking the entrance of the Bajoran Wormhole to 

prevent any further Dominion reinforcements from entering the Alpha Quadrant before abandoning Deep Space 9 

into the hands of the Dominion.  Occupation of the space station by Dominion forces would continue for the next 

five months until the events of Operation Return. 

 Meanwhile, aboard the USS Sarek, the attitude of several members of the starship’s crew did not match the 

general malaise of the rest of Starfleet.  Maintaining its position along the now-former DMZ where it extended 

furthest into Federation space near the Sheva system, two dozen light years from the front lines of battle where the 

Cardassian and Dominion warships probed for weaknesses along the Starfleet and Klingon defenses.  It appeared to 

many aboard the Sarek that the lone starship was looking for a place where the Dominion defenders could be out-

flanked, but wondered what a single ship could do against the hundreds of Dominion vessels held in reserve near 

Cardassia Prime. 

 Lt A-ZuRQuIL walked into main engineering on deck 36, stopping at the master system’s display and 

jotting some figures into the padd he was carrying before moving on into the chief engineer’s office, the semi-

circular room that overlooked the warp core and dilithium intermix chamber. 

 “Lieutenant,” A-ZuRQuIL greeted Giacobbe. 

 “Lieutenant,” the chief engineer responded with a nod. 

 “”I’m checking on the status of those modifications you reported were under way during yesterday’s 

morning brief,” the Capellan officer explained, glancing at the other on-duty engineer monitoring displays nearby. 

 “I was able to find the diagrams I was looking for,” Giacobbe remarked.  “Fortunately we had the files in 

the library computer.  I started putting together the projector unit during the evening shift.” 

 “Will we have the modifications installed in time?” 

 “As long as I’m not interrupted by an attack on the ship by the Dominion or Cardassians, I should have the 

work finished by 1800 tonight.  But I had to bring Ensign Dolp in on the project to help me.” 

 A-ZuRQuIL’s expression looked concerned.  “Is Ensign Dolp… qualified to perform such work?” he 

asked. 

 “The Ensign is Bajoran.  He’s… highly qualified for the work I’ve had him doing.” 



 “Very well.  I trust your judgment on this matter.”  A-ZuRQuIL turned and started heading back out of 

engineering when, to his surprise, Captain N’Vorda and Lt Commander Cusack – the starship’s recently appointed 

executive officer – walked in, passing the master situation monitor.  “Good morning, Captain… Commander.  What 

brings you to engineering?” 

 “I need to speak to Mister Giacobbe about some modifications,” N’Vorda answered before moving toward 

the engineer’s office.  A-ZuRQuIL watched the two senior officers turn into the office, a small drop of sweat 

trickling down the side of the Capellan’s face, before quickly headed toward a nearby turbolift. 

 “Ron,” N’Vorda said as he walked into the engineer’s office, nearly startling Giacobbe as he deactivated 

the monitor on his control console. 

 “Yes, Captain?” the engineer responded, looking up at N’Vorda and Cusack. 

 “Long range sensors indicate we may have an opportunity to attack the Dominion staging ground at 

Cuellar.  I was wondering if the Romulan cloaking device we have was still functional?” 

 Giacobbe looked out the curved window of his office, past the warp core, at the non-descript metal box 

with Romulan script on it that was bolted to the deck at the far aft end of engineering. 

 “That thing hasn’t really worked properly since the Sarek was attacked by the Qualen,” Giacobbe said. 

 “What would it take for you to fix it and get it functioning again?” Cusack asked. 

 “Two Romulan technicians and a large infusion of luck?” Giacobbe replied, only half-joking. 

 “We’re going to be the only starship involved in this attack,” N’Vorda remarked.  “I would much rather we 

do it under cloak, especially since we were able to fire torpedoes while cloaked.  It would make this whole operation 

a lot easier.” 

 Giacobbe called up the hand-drawn schematics that T’Veer, the starship’s chief engineer at the time the 

cloaking device had been ‘acquired,’ had compiled in an effort to keep the cloak functional.  “When do you plan on 

carrying out this attack?” 

 “Within 48 hours,” N’Vorda replied, a wide smile on his fake lips. 

 Giacobbe sighed before adding, “I’ll see what I can do, Captain.” 

 “Good.  Mission briefing for the senior staff at 1830 this evening.” 

 “I’ll be there,” Giacobbe nodded before watching N’Vorda and Cusack leave, then exhaled loudly before 

turning and looking once again at the cloaking device. 

 

* * * * 

 

Stardate 51015.1 

At the Very Edge of Cardassian Territory 

 

 “No Dominion patrols within two light years in any direction,” Lt Cho reported from ops. 

 “That will change soon enough,” N’Vorda remarked.  “Mister Giacobbe, is my little surprise ready?” 

 Giacobbe exchanged a look silently with Lt A-ZuRQuIL before finally responding to the captain, “I 

haven’t had the time to properly test it out, but I believe it will work.  At least for a short period.” 

 “I guess it will have to do,” N’Vorda said, his voice somewhat angry as he looked back over the rail at the 

chief engineer.  He then turned to face forward again, saying, “Mister Kes, plot a course toward the Dominion 

Staging Area at Cuellar.” 

 After saying a silent prayer to her feline deities, Lt(JG) P’rn Kes entered the necessary calculations into the 

navigation computer.  A moment later she reported, “Courrrrse plotted and laid in, sirrrr.” 

 His so-called eyes still staring straight ahead at the main viewer, N’Vorda again addressed the starship’s 

chief engineer.  “Mister Giacobbe, activate the cloak.” 

 “Activating cloaking device,” Giacobbe acknowledged as he pressed the control on the aft engineering 

console.  Almost immediately the lights on the bridge dimmed to half their normal brightness.  Giacobbe started to 

smile until the lights flickered, returned to normal, then dimmed to half again. 

 “What’s happening?” asked Cusack, who was sitting in the seat directly to N’Vorda’s right. 



 “The cloaking device is experiencing power fluctuations.  The balance on the EPS tap that supplies the 

cloak must be a little off,” Giacobbe replied before activating the intercom on his console.  “Bridge to engineering.  

Re-balance the EPS power tap on branch 36-J.” 

 “Lieutenant, that monstrosity of a contraption is draining a higher amount of power than your calculations 

had predicted.  We’re going to need to bleed off the fusion generators in order to keep this thing functioning 

anywhere close to its original design parameters,” the engineer on duty in main engineering reported. 

 “Remember, that cloak was built for a Romulan scout ship, not an entire Galaxy-class starship,” Giacobbe 

reminded.  “The field needs to be over-extended in order to work.” 

 Giacobbe looked up at the ceiling of the bridge, where the lights flickered again before settling at half-

power.  Giacobbe then stepped closer to the tactical railing and said, “Captain, with your permission, I think I’m 

going to need to nursemaid the cloaking device personally.” 

 “Very well,” N’Vorda said dismissively before saying, “Helm, ahead warp three.” 

 As Kes took the starship to warp, crossing the border into Cardassian space, Giacobbe activated the 

intercom once again and said, “Bridge to engineering.  Transfer all primary control functions back to main 

engineering.”  In response, most of the bridge engineering console went dark, its functions now being handled on 

deck 36.  But before heading toward the turbolift, he said to A-ZuRQuIL, “Lieutenant, if we have an emergency…”  

Giacobbe glanced quickly toward the three seats of the command arena.  “Activate this control.”  He then pointed 

out one of the few control functions still lit on the engineering console. 

 “Understood,” A-ZuRQuIL replied before Giacobbe disappeared into the nearby turbolift. 

 Several hours later, the Sarek slunk toward the Dominion staging area.  Sensor readings revealed three 

Cardassian Galor-class warships, five Jem’Hadar attack ships, and seven larger Jem’Hadar battle cruisers in orbit 

over the planetoid, with indications of weapons and Ketracel-white supplies stockpiled in the partial underground 

facility on the surface. 

 “Stand by to drop cloak,” N’Vorda ordered, to the shock of Lieutenants Kes and A-ZuRQuIL. 

 “Arrrre you insane, Captain?” Kes asked, partially turning in the helm seat.  “We can firrrre weapons while 

we rrrremain cloaked.  Why drrrrop ourrrr only prrrrotection and announce ourrrrselves to the galaxy?” 

 “You’re relieved, Mister Kes,” N’Vorda ordered.  Kes looked at Cho in the ops seat, her sharp-toothed 

mouth agape, unsure if she had just heard the captain correctly.  The Efrosian officer merely shrugged. 

 “But… Captain…?” she started to stammer. 

 “I said you’re relieved!” N’Vorda exclaimed before pointing at the helm and saying, “Commander Cusack, 

take the helm.” 

 “Aye, Captain,” Cusack said as he got up from his regular seat and approached the helm.  “I relieve you , 

Lieutenant.” 

 Kes looked up at Cusack for a second before finally pushing the console away and standing up, walking 

away with her tail literally between her legs, her head held low as she entered the turbolift and disappeared.  Cusack 

sat down in the helm seat, pulled the console back over his lap, and started entering commands into the controls. 

 “Shall I arm torpedo tubes, Captain?” A-ZuRQuIL suggested, reminding N’Vorda that the Capellan was 

still there. 

 “No.  I want to drop our cloak first before we attack,” N’Vorda briefly explained.  “Stand by to drop 

cloak.” 

 “Standing by,” A-ZuRQuIL replied resignedly. 

 “Drop cloak.” 

 Several thousand meters from where the Dominion ships quietly orbited, space waivered for a moment 

before a Federation Galaxy-class starship became visible.  Immediately alarms sounded throughout the Dominion 

fleet and in the surface facility on the planetoid. 

 “Open hailing frequencies,” N’Vorda ordered. 

 “Hailing frequency open,” Cho confirmed as A-ZuRQuIL subtly stepped back toward the half-darkened 

engineering console. 



 “Dominion fleet, this is V’Pier N’Vorda.  On behalf of my fellow Founders, I present you with this gift, 

one of Starfleet’s most advanced starships.” 

 The main viewer changed to the image of a humanoid male with spiky black hair and narrow pointed ears, 

a Vorta – one of the Dominion’s diplomats and middle-managers. 

 “Founder, we are so pleased to make contact with you once again,” the Vorta said, his voice sounding 

infinitely pleased.  “When we no longer received word from you after your starship was withdrawn from the Gamma 

Quadrant, we feared the worst.” 

 “I had things under control and bided my time,” N’Vorda assured.  “There was never any doubt I would 

eventually come home, once I was in a position to strike the Federation a fatal blow.  With the information and 

intelligence we glean from this starship, this war will soon be ended and the Federation and Klingon Empire will be 

under the heel of the Dominion for the next thousand…” 

 N’Vorda was suddenly cut off as the viewer went blank.  A moment later the lighting dimmed to half-

power again. 

 “What is going on?  Why did we cloak?” N’Vorda demanded to know angrily. 

 “I don’t know,” Cho replied.  “I have no control from my ops console.” 

 “Helm is likewise locked out,” Cusack reported. 

 “I knew I should have gone with my first instinct and dealt with the crew before we entered Cardassian 

space,” N’Vorda mumbled as he started to head to the nearby turbolift.  “We’ll see who is on control of this 

starship…” 

 N’Vorda suddenly hit the closed doors of the turbolift hard, having expected they would open.  Stumbling 

backward, he tried again, but the doors still refused to budge.  The shape-shifter exchanged looks with Cho and 

Cusack before heading to the upper level, but the turbolift doors there likewise refused to open.  In turn he tried the 

doors to the briefing lounge, the emergency turbolift directly to the battle bridge, and even the head.  None would 

open. 

 “V’Pier, my console is indicating we’re firing torpedoes at the Dominion and Cardassian ships!” Cho 

reported. 

 “They must have control of the battle bridge,” N’Vorda spat.  “It appears, gentlemen, that we have traitors 

aboard this ship.” 

 “Oh, we have traitors aboard alright,” A-ZuRQuIL said, his arms crossed and a wide smile on his face.  

“But they’re all trapped here on the bridge.  Not down below.” 

 “We’ll see which of us is trapped,” N’Vorda said, approaching the lower turbolift doors again and 

extending his arm toward the thin line separating them.  “You forget I’m not a Solid.  I can go anywhere I desire 

to…” 

 A look of puzzlement crossed N’Vorda’s face as he gazed at his unchanged hand.  He shook his hand, but it 

still remained a human-looking five-fingered hand.  The expression of puzzlement quickly changed to one of shock 

before turning to fear. 

 “What’s going on?  What has happened to me?” 

 “Let’s just say you’re not going anywhere,” A-ZuRQuIL remarked before looking at Cho and Cusack as 

well.  “Any of us.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The Dominion staging area had turned to chaos.  Having established communications with the missing 

Founder, the Dominion fleet had resumed normal status.  It came as a complete surprise to the Cardassians, Vorta, 

and Jem’Hadar when the stolen Federation starship has cloaked again, and even more of a shock when photon 

torpedoes appeared out of nowhere; first striking the supply depot on the planetoid’s surface and causing it to 

detonate all its stored weapons, wiping out a six month supply of Ketracel-white in the process, before turning on 

the various warships in orbit, destroying three and severely damaging five others. 



 P’rn Kes had been equally as surprised a few moments earlier to find one of A-ZuRQuIL’s security guards 

waiting for her where her turbolift had stopped, escorting the Caitian directly to the battle bridge where she found 

Commander Marple sitting at the helm, Counselor Ilayah manning ops, and another of A-ZuRQuIL’s staff manning 

the auxiliary tactical post.  She immediately realized what was going on. 

 “Wherrrre do you need me?” she asked. 

 “As I’m sure you could guess,” Marple remarked.  “We’re not exactly experts at the positions we’re filling.  

We could use someone to coordinate everything.” 

 “What do you mean, coorrrrdinate…?” Kes started to ask. 

 “Take the center seat!” Marple implored. 

 Kes looked at the command chair in the center of the battle bridge, then exchanged a look with Counselor 

Ilayah, who smiled gently.  Pulling together her resolve, Kes finally sat in the command chair and said to the acting-

tactical officer, “Mister Jones, arm all torpedo bays.  And restore our cloak.” 

 “Aye… Captain,” Lt Jones replied as he complied with the orders.  Seconds later the Sarek disappeared 

under cloak again and started firing weapons. 

 “Misterrrr Marrrrple, plot a courrrrse out of herrrre,” Kes ordered.  “I’m fairrrrly positive the Dominion 

knew we werrrre coming herrrre, and arrrre prrrrobably awarrrre of the courrrrse we took to get herrrre, so take us 

out on courrrrse 010 marrrrk 9.” 

 “Course plotted and entered… I  think,” the science officer replied.  “Entering warp.” 

 Seconds later, the Sarek left a devastated Dominion supply depot behind. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Twenty four hours later, the Sarek crossed the front lines and docked at Starbase 375, headquarters of 

Admiral William Ross, who was overseeing the defense of the Kalandra Sector after the loss of the Bajor Sector to 

the Dominion. 

 A turbolift containing Admiral Ross, Lieutenant Giacobbe, an officer from Starfleet Intelligence, and three 

security guards – heavily armed – rose through the decks and stopped just outside the bridge module.  Giacobbe 

tapped his combadge and announced, “We’re on deck one.  Deactivate the seal on the forward turbolift doors.” 

 The group in the turbolift could hear a slight hiss just before the doors parted.  As they strode onto the 

bridge, they found Cho and Cusack still sitting at ops and conn respectively, their hands lifted weakly in the air.  

Two guards pulled them out of their seats and proceeded to cuff them.  Meanwhile Ross and Giacobbe walked over 

to the command arena, where A-ZuRQuIL sat comfortably in what would normally be the ship’s counselor’s chair, 

while sitting across from him in the first officer’s seat was what looked like a badly burned and decomposing 

corpse. 

 “Are you alright, Quil?” Giacobbe asked. 

 “I’m a little hungry, a lot thirsty, but otherwise I’m fine,” the Capellan man replied, accepting the 

engineer’s hand to stand up. 

 “With your permission, Admiral, I’m going to take the Lieutenant to Nine/Ten-Forward for a well deserved 

meal,” Giacobbe asked.  Ross nodded, and the two Sarek officers made their way back to the open turbolift.  The 

admiral then turned his attention on the corpse-like object in the other seat. 

 “It took some of our best analysis people to do it, but we finally determined your entire Starfleet record and 

past history were faked.”  N’Vorda’s eyes, the only part of him still capable of movement, slowly shifted to look up 

at the admiral.  “You weren’t born in the Miraden system.  You never attended Starfleet Academy.  You were never 

assigned to the engineering department of the USS Tai-Shan.  The first actual, real record we could find for you 

occurred at the Corps of Engineer’s facility at the Antares Shipyard five years ago.  Yet somehow you managed to 

place yourself into a position where you rose to the command of a Federation starship in just those five short years.” 

 “I’m going to enjoy learning everything you know, Changeling,” the Starfleet Intelligence officer said 

unpleasantly. 



 “H… How…?” N’Vorda managed to croak from between parched lips, flakes falling off his barely-

humanoid face. 

 Ross looked around the bridge as he said, “Some of your crew began to suspect you, in spite of how 

carefully you tried to hide your true agenda.  Your engineer even managed to build and install a quantum stasis field 

on the bridge right under your artificial nose.  It keeps shape-shifters like you from being able to alter your 

biomolecular structure.  Quite effective too, though very limited in its uses, since it requires a great deal of power to 

operate and you have to be within ten meters of the emitter for it to be effective.”  Ross then turned his attention on 

N’Vorda’s companions.  “As for you two; both of you really are who you appear to be.  How could you become 

traitors to the Federation like you did?” 

 “We’re not the traitors, Admiral, you are!” Cusack said.  “V’Pier told us that if war broke out between the 

Federation and the Dominion, it would cost the lives of millions – perhaps billions – of Federation citizens and lead 

to the Federation being totally crushed out of existence.  But he told us that if we were to turn the Sarek and all the 

knowledge and intelligence it represented over to the Dominion, it would quash the war before it had really begun.  

All those you have condemned to death would have a chance to live, and the Federation would survive as an entity.” 

 “And you believed him?  The Dominion’s intent is to crush the Federation out of existence one way or 

another,” Ross rebuked.  “If what you had conspired had come to pass, we would have none of the freedoms we 

currently enjoy under the heel of the Dominion and their Founders.”  Ross then looked at the security guards and 

ordered, “Put them in the brig aboard the starbase.  They’ll have to face court-martial and then punishment.”  Cho 

and Cusack exchanged looks of fear before the guards pushed them toward the turbolift. 

 “May I take charge of my prisoner, Admiral?” the intelligence officer asked. 

 “I want him interrogated aboard the starbase before you take him back to Starfleet Command,” Ross said.  

“Do you have the transport vessel we discussed?” 

 “Right here, Admiral.”  The Intel officer produced a silver metal box the size of a jewelry case.  He touched 

one side of it with a magnetic key and it popped open. 

 “This is a stasis box, Changeling,” the Intel officer said to N’Vorda.  “Once you are inside it will be 

hermetically sealed and you will be placed in stasis for your journey.  When the quantum stasis field is turned off, 

you will immediately revert to your liquid state and enter this box.”  The officer then glanced at the remaining 

security guard, who carried a Klingon disruptor rifle in his hands.  “Failure to comply will result in your immediate 

destruction.  Do you understand?” 

 N’Vorda slowly blinked his eyes, indicating his understanding.  As Admiral Ross moved up to the 

engineering console and the security guard moved to a position where he could keep his weapon trained on N’Vorda 

without risking harm to either the Admiral or Intel officer, the Intel officer placed the stasis box on the deck near 

N’Vorda’s flaking feet.  He then nodded toward Ross, who deactivated the stasis field. 

 With a sigh that sounded like utter relief, N’Vorda immediately liquefied, the humanoid-shaped pile of gel 

quickly bending forward and pouring into the box on the deck.  Once all of N’Vorda was contained in the box, the 

Intel officer leaned down and closed it, removing the magnetic key from its side. 

 “He is safely stored, Admiral.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Stardate 51283.2 

 

 Captain Horga’hn Sehente’, the newly appointed commanding officer of the starship USS Sarek NCC-

72075, sat behind the desk in his ready room with his new first officer, Commander Peter Josephson, and the ship’s 

chief medical officer, Dr. David Patch. 

 “We still need to find a replacement for Lieutenant A-ZuRQuIL,” Captain Sehente’ said to his first officer.  

“Especially if we’re going to be joining the fleet designated for the new offensive planned in the (Sector) sector.” 

 “I have several potential candidates in mind for the position,” Josephson assured.  “They all come highly 

recommended by Admiral Henry.”  The first officer slid a padd across the desk containing the records and fitness 



reports of the top five choices to replace A-ZuRQuIL as chief of security after the Capellan warrior had requested an 

immediate transfer off the Sarek following N’Vorda’s capture and incarceration. 

 “Good.  I’ll review these after my shift,” Sehente’ said, then turned his attention toward Patch.  “Now, 

Doctor, what is it you wanted to discuss with me?” 

 “I’m afraid the report I have received concerning Admiral T’Veer’s condition is not promising,” Dr. Patch 

said.  “The mixture of chemicals that the Changeling had her drugged up with for months seriously damaged some 

of her vital organs, including her heart and lungs.  It also prematurely triggered pon-farr in her.  I surmise N’Vorda 

was hoping that if he could make the Admiral’s death look like natural causes, he could talk his way into the Sector 

Coordinator position as well, but the Dominion’s capture of the Bajor Sector caused him to accelerate his plans.  As 

a result, Starfleet Medical has transferred her to Vulcan in the hopes that perhaps if she has the opportunity to mate, 

it will aid in her recovery.  But I wanted you to be aware; it is unlikely Admiral T’Veer will ever return to…” 

 “Brrrridge to Captain Sehente’,” said the purring voice of Lieutenant Kes over the intercom. 

 “Go ahead, Lieutenant,” Sehente’ replied after holding up his hand to pause the doctor’s report. 

 “We’ve just rrrreceived an urrrrgent message frrrrom Admirrrral Rrrross.  It concerrrrns Capt… I mean, it 

concerrrrns the Changeling N’Vorrrrda.” 

 Sehente’ looked at his first officer with an expression of concern on his face. 

 “What’s the message, Lieutenant?” 

 “The prrrrisoners werrrre being trrrransported to Earrrrth aboard the starrrrship Valley Forrrrge when they 

encounterrrred what they descrrrribe as a highly unique Orrrrion Wanderrrrerrrr-class blockade rrrrunnerrrr.  The 

Orrrrion ship was equipped with some sorrrrt of phased cloaking system and literrrrally passed rrrright thrrrrough 

the Valley Forrrrge’s hull in the vicinity of the ship’s brrrrig.” 

 Sehente’ already had a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach.  “Don’t tell me…!” 

 “When the crrrrew went to check on the prrrrisonerrrrs, all thrrrree werrrre gone.  It was like they had been 

beamed out by the phased ship as it passed thrrrrough.” 

 “N’Vorda, Cusack, and Cho have all escaped Starfleet custody?!?” Sehente’ asked, outraged. 

 “Not exactly, Captain,” Kes replied.  “The Valley Forrrrge gave purrrrsuit, but lost contact with the 

cloaked vessel.  Howeverrrr, about a light yearrrr away they came acrrrross the bodies of Commanderrrr Cusack and 

Lieutenant Cho floating in open space.” 

 “Just floating there?” Sehente’ asked, shocked. 

 “Yes, sirrrr.  It appearrrred they had been beamed out into open space in nothing but the uniforrrrms they 

werrrre wearrrring at the time.” 

 “Understood.  Anything further, Lieutenant?” the captain asked. 

 “Negative, sirrrr.  Message ends.” 

 “Very well.  Thank you, Lieutenant,” Sehente’ said before deactivating the intercom. 

 “What does this mean?” Josephson asked the captain. 

Sehente’, who had been fully briefed on the history of the Sarek and her crew when appointed command, 

sighed heavily and replied, “It means I don’t think this is the last we will see of V’Pier N’Vorda.” 

 

The End 


