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Captain’s log, stardate 51411.8: 

En route from Starbase 375 to Benzar, where we were going to attempt to deliver 

supplies to the resistance of the occupation, the Dauntless finds itself under attack by 

several Jem’Hadar attack ships. 

 

 

 “Helm, come about, course 255 mark 9.  Tactical, stand by on photon torpedoes,” Captain Peter J. Koester 

ordered. 

 “Torpedoes armed and ready in tubes one and two,” Lt Commander K’danz reported. 

 The Intrepid-class starship USS Dauntless maneuvered around to come in behind one of the Jem’Hadar 

vessels, narrowly avoiding a phaser beam from one of the other enemy ships attacking the Federation starship. 

 “Targeting scanner locked,” K’danz said. 

 “Fire!” 

 Two bright red photon torpedoes launched from the forward tubes of the Starfleet vessel.  The Jem’Hadar 

craft chose that moment to maneuver, and one of the torpedoes missed entirely while the second glanced off the 

attack ship’s warp nacelle, damaging but not destroying the ship. 

 “Damn!” Koester cursed.  “Load a spread of quantum torpedoes in the forward tubes and fire phasers at 

that damaged ship’s nacelle.  Maybe we can still do some damage!” 

 The Dauntless shook under the onslaught of the other two enemy vessels as they took advantage of the 

starship’s maneuver – trying to line up on the lead ship – to move into attack positions of their own. 

 “Truthfully, Skipper, I’m not sure how we’re going to get out of this one,” remarked Chief Pono Kyman 

from the mission ops console at the rear of the bridge. 
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 “Cap’n, th’ second Jem’Hadar ship has moved inta attack position,” reported Commander Ray Russell 

from ops.  “Shields down ta fo’ty three percent!” 

 “Lock aft weapons on target and fire!” 

 Immediately, two more photon torpedoes launched form the tubes on the aft neck of the Dauntless, 

followed by several bursts of phaser fire from various arrays on the nacelle pylons.  Both torpedoes struck the closer 

of the two trailing Jem’Hadar and pierced its shields, causing the ship to explode as the phaser fire hit, but not before 

the Jem’Hadar’s own weaponry had caused damage of its own.  Alarms sounded around the bridge. 

 “We just lost the aft shields!  We’re completely vulnerable,” warned K’danz. 

 “Skipper, we need to get out of here now!” warned Lt Commander Virgil Kane, the starship’s first and 

chief science officer. 



 We’ve got to get through to Benzar, Exec!” Koester countered.  “Without the emergency supplies we’re 

carrying, the resistance there will be wiped out long before the planet can be liberated.” 

 “The Benzites will be no better off if we’re destroyed,” Kane implored. 

 The first officer saw the momentary indecision on Koester’s face.  A moment later, that look was gone and 

Koester’s expression took on a look of determination. 

 “You’re right, Virg.  Helm, come about.  Set course for…” 

 “Cap’n!  Sensors are detectin’ a new ship in the vicinity!” 

 “If it’s Jem’Hadar reinforcements, we’ll never get ourselves out of this mess,” Kane remarked. 

 “Captain, Romulan warbird is decloaking; bearing 235 mark 5, range 50 kilometers!” reported K’danz. 

 “Romulan?  What in blazes are THEY doing here?” Koester wanted to know. 

 “More to the point, Skipper; what are their intentions?” Kane asked.  “The Romulans signed a non-

aggression pact with the Dominion before this war started.  Are they now allying with the Jem’Hadar?” 

 “I guess we’re about to find out,” Koester said before half-turning to address K’danz.  “Keep firing on the 

remaining Jem’Hadar.  Do NOT fire on the Romulan ship until we’re clear on what their intentions are.” 

 K’danz acknowledged the order and fired a new spread of quantum torpedoes at the attack ship 

maneuvering in front of the Dauntless, attempting to come back around and weaken the forward shields to the point 

of uselessness. 

 Suddenly a bright green disruptor beam shot past the Dauntless, striking the same Jem’Hadar vessel the 

Dauntless had just fired upon.  Almost immediately, the Dominion ship lost its own shields. 

 “I hate to say it, but thanks to that Romulan ship it looks like our odds have evened up significantly,” 

Koester remarked with a grin.  “Thank you, Commander, whoever you are,” he said to himself, addressing the newly 

arrived Romulan ship. 

 Working together, with the warbird protecting the Dauntless’ unshielded flank, both ships pounded away at 

the unrelenting Jem’Hadar.  But when the second of the three Dominion vessels was destroyed, the last Jem’Hadar 

attack ship attempted to flee.  The warbird quickly turned, pursuing the attack ship while continuing to fire a barrage 

of disruptors and torpedoes. 

 “That last Jem’Hadar is bugging out,” commented Chief Kyman.  “Why is the warbird continuing to 

engage them?” 

 “Maybe that Romulan commander doesn’t want to leave any survivors to report back to the Dominion?” 

suggested Commander Q, the assistant chief science officer.  “I noted the warbird has been jamming all 

communications frequencies since the moment they decloaked.” 

 “If word that a Romulan ship helped defend a Federation starship from Jem’Hadar attack ever reached 

Cardassia, it would destroy their non-aggression treaty,” K’danz remarked. 

 As the crew of the Dauntless watched on the viewscreen, the warbird closed on the attack ship.  However, 

even though the warbird was in an ideal attack position, there appeared to be a pause in weapons fire from the 

Romulan for several seconds. 

 “Helm, move us in alongside the warbird, but keep our good shields facing the Jem’Hadar.  If the Romulan 

commander doesn’t finish them off, I intend to,” Koester ordered. 

 The Dauntless began moving toward the two other departing vessels, but before the Starfleet ship could re-

engage, the warbird suddenly let loose with every available weapon to hit the Jem’Hadar.  The attack craft exploded 

in a bright ball of flame, which the Dauntless quickly maneuvered to avoid. 

 “Q, are the Romulans still jamming communications?” Koester asked as the Dauntless moved up alongside 

the D’deridex-class warbird and slowed. 

 “Yes, they…  Correction; the Romulans have ceased jamming subspace frequencies.” 

 “Good.  Mister Russell, I want to hail the Romulan commander and thank them for their assistance.” 

 “Hailin’ frequencies open.” 

 It took several seconds for a response from the Romulan ship, but eventually the viewscreen changed to the 

view of a familiar looking Romulan man sitting in his center seat. 



 “Commander T’K’Lon?  I must admit I’m surprised to see you, particularly under the present 

circumstances,” Koester said.  “On behalf of my entire crew, may I express my thanks for your intervention today.” 

 T’K’Lon looked at Koester through the viewscreen with an expression like he was looking at a 

malfunctioning and overflowing waste disposal unit and said, “I don’t want your thanks, Captain Koester.  I had 

nothing to do with your salvation.” 

 “But…?” Koester started to say.  “Your ship…” 

 “My ship was under the control of my first officer at the time we encountered your battle,” T’K’Lon 

explained.  “My first officer de-cloaked and engaged the Jem’Hadar ships without my authorization.  The Volantis is 

en route to Chin’toka to conduct negotiations with the Dominion, perhaps to bring the Romulan Star Empire into 

this war on the Dominion’s side.  Personally, had I been on the bridge at the time, I might have paused in my travels 

and watched your defeat for some amusement, but know this Captain; I would not have cared in the least had I 

watched the Dauntless be destroyed.” 

 “Who is your first officer?” Koester asked.  “I would then like to express my appreciation to them.” 

 “That is NOT going to happen,” T’K’Lon stated before concluding, “Volantis, out.”  A moment later the 

image blinked back to the view of space with the IRW Volantis alongside.  As the Dauntless crew watched, the 

warbird maneuvered around the much smaller starship and set course toward Cardassian territory before cloaking 

once again. 

 “What was that all about?” Koester asked in puzzlement. 

 “I don’t think I’ll ever understand Romulans,” Kane said.  “First they’re our adversaries, then the next 

moment they’re our allies, then a minute later they’re our adversaries again.” 

 “Perhaps we should simply be grateful we survived?” Q suggested from her post at the science console. 

 “Q is right,” Koester agreed.  He then pressed the intercom on the arm of his chair and said, “Bridge to 

engineering.  Jeff, I need those aft shields repaired as soon as possible.” 

 “Working on it,” Lt Commander Jeffery Bloom, the emotional Vulcan chief engineer responded. 

 “Helm, resume course toward Benzar.  And hope we avoid any more Jem’Hadar patrols before we get 

there.  We have supplies that need to reach the resistance as soon as possible.  Ahead warp 8!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Aboard the IRW Volantis, Commander T’K’Lon stormed into his first officer’s quarters.  He did not knock 

nor press the chime, the door simply opening for the warbird’s commander. 

 “What was going through your head, Sub-Commander?” T’K’Lon demanded to know from his first officer.  

“The non-aggression pact our Empire signed with the Dominion is fragile.  The slightest incident could bring the 

entire war down on top of us!” 

 “I thought you wanted to be in this war, Commander?” Sub-Commander T’Lees asked.  “Is that not why 

we are heading to Chin’toka?” 

 “I want to enter this war, if the Empire decides that we should fight, on the winning side.  The Dominion is 

strong.  They will eventually defeat both the Federation and the Klingon Empire, and our rightful place in the Alpha 

Quadrant will be secure.  Your coming to the aide of the Dauntless today could have seriously jeopardized the 

negotiations we are about to enter.  Fortunately you had the sense to block all subspace frequencies when you 

attacked, or we could already be finding ourselves subject to a new declaration of war by the Dominion.” 

 “Captain Koester and his crew were outnumbered three to one!” T’Lees said.  “I couldn’t simply stand by 

and…” 

 “That is exactly what you could have done, Sub-Commander,” T’K’Lon scolded.  “I must say, T’Lees, 

your recent aberrant behavior in regards to the Federation, and this one starship in particular, is beginning to concern 

me.” 

 “Perhaps my past involvement with the Federation have given me a different perspective than your own, 

Commander?” 



 “You were a spy, T’Lees!  You were not supposed to become emotionally invested in their culture and 

values.  You were a tool simply to be used to advance the objectives of the Empire!”  T’K’Lon looked hard at 

T’Lees for nearly half a minute before he seemed to visibly calm down.  “It’s not just for myself I speak.  What of 

your young son?” 

 “He has just entered the Academy on Romulus,” T’Lees replied, a slight look of worry appearing on her 

face. 

 “Making his first steps toward becoming an officer in the Praetor’s fleet, like his mother.  What would 

become of P’Tor if you were to be removed from your position in shame?” 

 “I fear to imagine,” T’Lees admitted. 

 “Then keep this in mind, Sub-Commander,” T’K’Lon warned.  “If your unusual and aberrant behavior 

continues – particularly in regards to a certain Federation starship – I will have you transferred off my ship in 

disgrace.” 

 T’Lees paused for a moment, looking introspective.  T’K’Lon turned to head back out the door when, to his 

surprise, the Sub-Commander suddenly stood up at formal attention. 

 “Commander, I formally request transfer off the Volantis.” 

 T’K’Lon slowly turned back to face his first officer, unsure he had heard her correctly. 

 “What…?” he asked. 

 “I am formally requesting a transfer away from the Volantis.  I have friends among the admirals.  Perhaps 

with my past experience and my honorable service aboard the Volantis to this point, I can eventually work myself 

into command of a warbird of my own.” 

 The look of shock on T’K’Lon’s face was gradually replaced by a tight-lipped smile. 

 “Consider it done, Sub-Commander.  As soon as we return home following this mission, I’m sure you’ll be 

on your way to command a warbird of your own.”  Then, chuckling quietly, T’K’Lon walked out of the quarters and 

back toward his bridge, already considering who he could request as his new first officer. 

 

The End 

 


