
Captain’s log, stardate 53496.7: 

In response to several reported sightings of Romulan warships on the Federation side of 

the Neutral Zone, the Dauntless has been assigned to patrol in the vicinity of the Romeo 

Outposts. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out 

 

 

 Commodore Peter J. Koester, commanding officer of the Sovereign-class starship USS Dauntless, sat back 

in his command chair, sipping a cup of coffee while reviewing a report his first officer, Captain Virgil Dylan Kane, 

had presented to him. 

 “There have been at least six independent sightings of Romulan ships inside Federation space in the last 

five weeks,” the Commodore said.  “If they’re trying to be sneaky, they’re not doing a very good job of it.” 

 “Perhaps it’s a newly promoted commander who isn’t quite ready for the position he’s been placed in?” 

Kane suggested.  “The Romulans lost quite a few of their more experienced ship commanders during the latter half 

of the war.” 

 “So did Starfleet and the Klingon Defense Force,” Koester pointed out.  “But you might be right, Exec.  

After all, considering the cooperation that existed between the Romulan fleet and the Klingons and Starfleet during 

the latter months of the war, why would the Romulans be risking starting a new war by sending their ships across 

the Neutral Zone like this?  This may be some half-hearted attempt at a spy mission by some newly promoted 

commanding officer who’s going to use the old ‘my navigation system malfunctioned’ excuse again.” 

 “Either way, we need to let them know we know they’ve been on our side of…” 

 “Captain,” interrupted Starfleet Marine Corps Captain Sean McIntyre from the tactical console on the 

starboard side of the bridge.  “We’re receiving a transmission from the colony on Draken IV.  They’re reporting 

sighting a Romulan vessel in their system.” 

 Koester looked at Kane and said, “Make that seven sightings in five weeks.  Mister Fry…” 

 “Sir?” Lt Commander Kevin Fry, the starship’s chief helmsman responded. 

 “Distance to the Draken system and ETA if we go to warp 9?” 

 Fry entered the computations into his console, quickly replying, “Distance is less than three light years.  

Estimate time of arrival in system at warp 9: 13.5 hours.” 

 “Set course for the Draken system.  And let’s bump it up a notch or two.  Ahead warp 9.9,” Koester 

ordered. 

 “Course plotted and laid in.  Accelerating to warp 9.9.  Revised ETA; 8.4 hours,” Fry reported. 
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 Several hours later, the Dauntless was closing on the Draken star system, a system containing six planets –

the fourth hosting a Federation colony – located right along the edge of the Romulan Neutral Zone. 

 Commodore Koester emerged from his ready room and walked over to the command chair, where Captain 

Kane sat. 



 “I’ve been thinking about this situation, Skipper,” Kane remarked.  “What if there’s been more than one 

Romulan ship being sighted?  We could be warping directly into a trap of some kind.” 

 “I thought of that, Virg,” Koester replied.  “I’ve contacted Task Force Bravo, the nearest Starfleet battle 

group.  They’re standing by in case we run into trouble.” 

 “But Task Force Bravo is at least three days away.  If we run into a wing of warbirds, we could be in a lot 

of trouble real fast with no one backing us up for a while.” 

 “I have to believe the Romulans are not looking for a fight,” Koester said.  “They’re on our side of the 

border where they have no business being.  I’m hoping that means they’ll keep their disruptors disarmed.” 

 “May all your guesses be right,” Kane remarked. 

 “Now entering Draken system,” the helmsman reported.  “Slowing to warp 2.” 

 “Very well, Helm,” Kane replied, then looked back up at Koester.  “Care to take the center seat?” 

 “The Commodore has the deck and the conn,” Koester announced as Kane moved over to his regular seat 

to the right and Koester sat in the center seat.  “The Federation colony’s on Draken IV.  Hail the colonial 

administration and see if we can find out more about this reported Romulan sighting.” 

 “Aye, Skipper,” Kane replied. 

 Several minutes later, Kane told Koester that several colonists had reported seeing a warbird in the vicinity 

of Draken I, the Mercury-like planet closest to the system’s yellow g-type star, where the colony had set up a mining 

operation to collect a unique form of geothermal energy from the small planet’s core and ship it back to the colony 

on Draken IV, which had not had need of conventional reactors since shortly after the colony’s founding. 

 Koester redirected his starship past the colony world and onward into the system to Draken I.  As the 

Dauntless approached the small, rocky and barren planet, it was not long before they saw what had drawn them to 

the system. 

 A Romulan D’deridex-class warbird could occasionally be seen in orbit of Draken I.  The ship disappeared 

under cloak for a time, then reappeared still orbiting the planet, the cloaking and de-cloaking occurring at irregular 

intervals. 

 “Why are they doing that?” Koester asked as the Dauntless closed on the warbird. 

 “It looks like they’ve lost control of their cloaking system,” Kane remarked.  “I wonder what happened?” 

 “I guess we’ll find out in time.  Phillip, hail the warbird.” 

 Lt Commander Phillip Winters, the starship’s chief of operations, activated the subspace communications 

system.  After several attempts, Winters finally turned around and looked at Koester and said, “No response.  I can’t 

even tell if they’re receiving us.” 

 “How do we find out why they’re here or what is wrong if they don’t respond?” Kane wondered. 

 “Exec, call a meeting of the senior staff in the briefing lounge.  I need ideas,” Koester said. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The senior staff was gathered in the conference lounge behind the bridge, Commodore Koester in his usual 

seat at the table’s head. 

 “So far, no attempts at communication have been successful,” he told his senior officers. 

 “I’ve run a level three diagnostic on our communications system,” Winters said.  “Everything on our end 

checks out.  If the Romulans are truly not receiving and not merely ignoring us, the problem is somewhere on their 

end.” 

 “Could it have anything to do with our proximity to the star?” Commander K’danz, the starship’s chief of 

security asked. 

 “The star is not emitting any interference that would block normal subspace communication,” said 

Commander Jeffery Bloom, the emotional Vulcan chief science officer.  “I have, however, discovered something 

unusual that may account for our inability to communicate with the warbird.”  Bloom touched a control on the 

tabletop and the wall-mounted monitor screen activated, showing a tactical image of the planet Draken I, the warbird 

in orbit, and a field of some kind surrounding and connecting both like a deflector screen.  “The planet’s magnetic 



field is highly distorted.  There appears to be some sort of connection between the magnetic field of the planet and 

the warbird that is causing a subspace distortion.  I believe this is why our attempts to communicate have failed.” 

 “Any suggestions on how we can overcome the distortion?” Koester asked. 

 “It’s too bad they aren’t equipped with the holographic communicator like we are,” said Master Chief Pono 

Kyman, the starship’s Chief of the Boat.  “I know you dislike using that system, Skipper, but the broadcast signal 

uses a much different and higher frequency than normal subspace communications in order to transmit the higher 

bandwidth necessary.  It could probably cut right through that distortion field.” 

 Koester looked at the COB for several seconds, then looked at the monitor screen alongside the display 

case containing models of the three Federation starships named Dauntless. 

 “Phillip, can you put an image of the warbird on the screen?” 

 Winters nodded, then manipulated the controls in front of him.  A moment later the image changed from 

the diagram to a live view of the nearby warbird, just emerging from cloak once again.  Koester got out of his chair 

and moved closer to the monitor, studying the image. 

 “What are you trying to see, Skipper?” Kyman asked. 

 “Trying to see if I can spot any recognizable markings,” Koester replied.  “I’m not positive, but I’m pretty 

sure we’ve seen that warbird before.” 

 Koester looked at Winters again, saying, “Call up a file image of the IRW Volantis.  Put them side by side 

on the monitor.”  Winters complied, and a second warbird – this one a static image taken a couple of years earlier – 

appeared next to the first.  Koester looked back and forth at the two, then just as the real warbird started cloaking 

once again, the commodore shouted, “There!  I knew it!” 

 “What is it, Skipper?” Kane asked. 

 “The Romulan emblem on the bow of the ship is missing a wing on both pictures.  It is the Volantis!” 

 “Commander T’K’Lon’s vessel?” K’danz clarified. 

 “Well, it was T’K’Lon’s ship the last time we saw them just before the invasion of Cardassia.  Who knows 

if he’s still in command?” 

 “I’m sorry, but how does this help us communicate with the Romulans?” Counselor Kethry Sutherland, the 

starship’s counselor and chief medical officer asked. 

 “During the war, the Volantis was one of the allied starships equipped with the holo-communicator the 

COB was just mentioning to facilitate coordination between the three main allied fleets,” Koester explained.  “If 

T’K’Lon – or whomever is now in charge over there – hasn’t removed it, we can tie into their communications 

system and broadcast right into the ship.  And they can’t ignore us.”  Koester looked at Kyman again and said, 

“COB, work with Mister Winters and get our holo-communicator operating.  I want to transmit as soon as possible.” 

 “Aye, Skipper,” Kyman acknowledged. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several minutes later, Commodore Koester stepped into the frame of the holo-communicator that had been 

set up in front of the master situations monitor on the bridge.  He nodded at Winters, who was back in his seat at 

ops.  A second later the edges of the communicator lit up. 

 Aboard the IRW Volantis, Commodore Koester suddenly appeared in one of the rear corners of the 

warbird’s bridge.  It took several seconds before one of the crew noticed him apparently standing there.  The 

Romulan drew his weapon and aimed it at the Starfleet officer. 

 “It makes little sense to shoot at a hologram, Centurion,” the holographic commodore said.  “Just tell your 

commander that the commanding officer of the Federation starship in orbit with you wishes to speak and offer our 

assistance.” 

 The Romulan officer grudgingly returned his disruptor to its holster, then contacted the warbird’s 

commander.  A moment later a door on the starboard side of the bridge opened and Commander T’K’Lon emerged.  

He paused briefly as he recognized the man being holographically projected on his bridge, then moved closer. 



 “You again?” T’K’Lon remaked, his voice dripping with sarcasm.  “I’d heard you somehow destroyed your 

ship and thought I was rid of you for good.” 

 “Actually they gave me a brand new starship and promotion to flag rank,” Koester replied.  “I guess it 

shows you can’t keep a good starship commander down?” 

 “What in the galaxy made you broadcast yourself onto my ship without permission, Captain?” 

 “It’s Commodore now, Commander,” Koester corrected.  “And we tried every other means at our disposal 

to communicate with you short of flashing Morse code.  The holo-communicators are the only thing that worked.” 

 “I knew I should have ripped that Federation com system out of my ship months ago,” T’K’Lon remarked.  

The Romulan commander then sighed and said, “I’m rather busy at the moment.  What is it you want?” 

 “Firstly, I’m required to ask why you’re in Federation space without authorization,” Koester replied. 

 T’K’Lon’s eyes blazed momentarily as Koester once again questioned his right to go where he pleased.  He 

then calmed himself, knowing arguing would be of no help and would likely complicate an already dangerous 

situation. 

 “Imperial intelligence agents had heard rumors a Federation colony was performing some kind of perverse 

experiment here in the Draken system.  The Tal Shiar feared it might be some kind of weapons development that 

would have repercussions on our Empire, and I was assigned to covertly observe.” 

 “Some covert mission.  First you get yourself seen numerous times in the vicinity of Romeo Outposts 1 and 

2…” 

 “That was on purpose,” T’K’Lon admitted.  “We knew Starfleet would be patrolling around the Neutral 

Zone, so by making ourselves blatantly apparent light years away, we hoped to divert you from our actual intent – 

the observation of Brekan I.  However, once we arrived here, my ship became trapped in orbit and we started 

experiencing unusual occurrences with our equipment.” 

 “Like constantly cloaking and de-cloaking?” 

 “Exactly,” the commander agreed. 

 “My science officer noted some kind of interaction between your ship and the planet’s magnetic field.  It 

could be what’s got you trapped and is affecting your systems.  I offer my ship’s aid in helping to free your ship.” 

 “I haven’t got much of a choice, do I, Commodore?”  T’K’Lon’s voice again dripped sarcasm in the 

pronunciation of Koester’s rank. 

 “Not the way I see it, no,” Koester replied, ignoring the Romulan’s mockery.  “Think of this as payback for 

the assistance you provided my ship against the Jem’Hadar about two years ago.”  To this remark, T’K’Lon rolled 

his eyes. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Mister Winters, coordinate with Commander K’danz.  Lock tractor beams on the Volantis and prepare to 

tow them out of orbit,” Koester ordered as the holo-communicator shut down and the commodore returned to the 

command chair. 

 Winters acknowledged the order, then began allocating the necessary power as K’danz, who was manning 

the Tactical 2 station on the port side of the bridge, aimed several of the Dauntless’ powerful tractor beam emitters 

at the larger Romulan ship. 

 “Tractor beams standing by,” K’danz reported. 

 “Activate tractor beams, before the Volantis cloaks again.” 

 K’danz activated the beams.  One beam from the aft end of the starship, a second from the mid-ship’s 

engineering hull, and a third from beneath the main deflector all attached to the bow and upper hull of the Volantis. 

 “Tractor beams are secure,” K’danz reported. 

 “Very well.  Helm, break orbit, one-quarter impulse.  Phillip, monitor the tractor beam power levels and let 

me know if we’re showing too much strain.” 

 The Dauntless maneuvered away from the planet.  However, once on course to break orbit, nothing further 

happened.  Neither ship budged from their orbital position. 



 “We’re not moving,” Fry reported. 

 “The Volantis’ connection to the planet is holding us in place,” Bloom clarified. 

 “Maybe we just need a little more pull.  Helm, increase speed to one-half impulse,” Koester ordered. 

 “Answering one-half impulse.”  Several seconds more passed before Fry reported, “Still no forward 

velocity.” 

 “Helm, ahead full impulse.” 

 “Full impulse, aye.” 

 “Still no relative motion compared to either the Volantis or the planet,” Bloom remarked a few seconds 

later. 

 Koester looked at his science officer and asked, “Do we dare try warp speed?” 

 “Perhaps for just a few seconds,” Bloom replied. 

 Koester activated his intercom, saying, “Bridge to engineering.” 

 “Engineering.  Lieutenant Johnson.” 

 “Nate, we’re going to be using the warp drive in an attempt to pull the Romulan ship out of orbit.  Keep an 

eye on the systems and let me know if we have any problems.” 

 “Shouldn’t be anything my engines can’t handle,” Johnson remarked. 

 Koester deactivated the intercom, then said, “Helm, ahead warp 1.” 

 The commodore could feel the vibrations through the soles of his boots as the warp drive kicked in.  

However, the viewscreen, which displayed an aft view, continued to show both the Volantis and Brekan I in the 

same positions.” 

 “No change, Commodore,” Bloom reported. 

 “Warp 2, Mister Fry.” 

 Fry accelerated the ship’s speed again, but the viewscreen showed no change. 

 “Starting to show strain on the tractor beams, Peter,” Winters reported. 

 “No change in relative position to Brekan I,” Bloom confirmed. 

 “Once last chance,” Koester remarked.  “Helm, warp 4!” 

 As Fry continued to accelerate, a vibration started to become evident in the deck. 

 “Major strain on the tractor beams!” Winters said.  “Beams will cut off in 45 seconds if we don’t reduce it.” 

 “Engineering to bridge,” said the voice of Nate Johnson over the intercom.  “We’re getting all sorts of 

alarms down here, and the warp core is starting to overheat.  Recommend shutting down the warp engines before 

they go into auto-shutdown or we breech the core.” 

 “Helm, all stop!” Koester quickly ordered.  And as Fry complied and the vibration of the deck stopped, the 

commodore looked at Bloom and asked, “Please tell me we had SOME movement.” 

 “We moved several meters in relation to the Volantis,” Bloom confirmed.  “However, that was due to the 

increasing weakness of the tractor beams.  The Romulan ship is still held tight by the planet.” 

 “What in the Great Bird’s name is holding that ship?!?” Koester complained.  “Phillip, establish holo-

communication with the Volantis again.  I need to explain to Commander T’K’Lon what has happened.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 After another consultation with the crew of the Romulan ship, during which T’K’Lon expressed his lack of 

surprise that the Starfleet vessel was unable to free his warbird, Koester called another meeting of the senior staff to 

gather ideas. 

 “We have another issue, Captain,” Bloom started off.  “I have been performing calculations of the Volantis’ 

orbit, and it’s undeniable.  The warbird is losing altitude.  If we can’t get them out of orbit within 20 to 24 hours, 

they will be too low to escape the planet’s gravity and the warbird will crash on the surface.” 

 “Great.  Now we have a time restraint in which to figure this out,” Koester complained.  “What’s holding 

them there in the first place?” 



 “I have a theory,” Bloom said.  He called up the diagram of the field holding the planet and warbird 

together on the monitor screen again, then moved to stand beside it as he explained.  “As you know, Romulan 

vessels are not powered by matter/anti-matter reactors like most Federation vessels.” 

 “They use an artificial quantum singularity,” K’danz said. 

 “Correct,” Bloom remarked.  “In essence, a small black hole.  And that black hole has drawn in something 

from the planet which it cannot now release.  My suggestion is, if the Romulan ship’s power core is what is locking 

the ship to the planet, then they need to shut down their core in order to escape.” 

 “Quantum singularities cannot be shut down once activated,” Commodore Koester remarked. 

 “Then they need to eject their core,” Bloom said.  “The only other choice for them is death.” 

 “Commander T’K’Lon’s not going to like that suggestion.  He’s going to accuse us of trying to leave his 

ship powerless.”  Koester looked at Lt Johnson and asked, “Nate, can you rig us a method by which we can send the 

Volantis some of our power to keep vital systems like life support and gravity functioning?” 

 “I’ll rig up a power transfer device.  We can use one of the tractor emitters to send it to them in a beam,” 

Johnson assured. 

 “Sounds like a plan.  We might as well get telling T’K’Lon over with.”  Koester dismissed his officers and 

headed back out on the bridge, giving several last minute orders before taking position inside the holo-

communicator frame.  Moments later he was virtually back on the bridge of the warbird. 

 “Commander T’K’Lon,” the commodore said, again startling several members of the crew. 

 “What now, Commodore,” the Romulan commander asked. 

 “We’ve determined what is holding you here,” Koester explained.  “Something deep within Draken I’s core 

has attached itself – for lack of a better word – to your warp core through the planet’s magnetic field.” 

 “I don’t like the direction this is taking,” T’K’Lon said, a frown appearing on his face. 

 “You need to eject your core in order to escape from the planet.  Otherwise, your ship is going to crash to 

the surface sometime in the next day.” 

 “You wish to leave us powerless and adrift!” T’K’Lon accused.  “And totally at your mercy!” 

 “Far from it, Commander,” Koester assured.  “My chief engineer is already working on a way to transfer 

power from our warp core to you to keep vital systems up and running.  I also have my crew sending a subspace 

communiqué through the Neutral Zone requesting assistance from your fleet, including a new singularity core for 

your ship.” 

 T’K’Lon stared at the hologram of Koester in silence for several seconds.  Koester was not sure what the 

Romulan was thinking, but considered how he would feel if the situation was reversed and it was the Dauntless in 

danger.  It was a position he did not want to be in as a starship commander.  Finally, T’K’Lon said, “I see no other 

options, even though your plan to tow us failed.  Just let us know when we should eject our core.” 

 “Can you calculate time in minutes and seconds?” Koester asked. 

 “We can,” the Romulan confirmed. 

 “Eject your core in five minutes from my mark.  Good luck, Commander,” Koester offered before saying, 

“Mark!”  The hologram immediately disappeared. 

 Back on the bridge of the Dauntless, the commodore moved quickly into his chair. 

 “Status of setting up the power transfer?” 

 “Tractor beam emitter one has been rigged to beam power to the Romulan ship,” Johnson confirmed from 

the engineering console. 

 “The Volantis will eject its core in less than five minutes.  Start transferring power as soon as the core 

clears the hull.” 

 “Aye, sir,” Johnson replied. 

 “Phillip, stand by with the other tractor beams, just in case we need to pull the Volantis clear of its own 

core.  I’ve never seen a Romulan ship eject its main power core before, and I don’t know what effect it will have.” 

 “Tractor beams – with the exception of emitter one – standing by,” Winters confirmed. 

 “T-minus 4 minutes until core ejection,” Bloom announced. 



 The seconds ticked by.  At just about one minute remaining, the crew noticed a hatch on the lower hull of 

the double-hulled warbird fling away. 

 “The Volantis is evidently preparing to eject their core,” K’danz remarked as they watched the small hatch 

flipping end over end toward the barren surface of Draken I. 

 “T-minus thirty seconds,” Bloom announced. 

 “Stand by,” Koester ordered. 

 “T-minus twenty…” 

 “T-minus ten…” 

 “T-minus five… four… three… two… one… zero!” 

 Several seconds after the Vulcan science officer reached zero, several explosive bolts fired and the box-

shaped equipment containing the artificial quantum singularity that powered the warbird shot away from the hull, 

faster than anyone aboard the Dauntless expected. 

 “Like a bat outta…” Kane started to say before he was interrupted. 

 “Mister Johnson, initiate the power transfer beam,” Koester ordered.  “Phillip, lock tractor beams on their 

hull.” 

 As his crew performed their tasks, Koester continued to watch the core drop quickly toward the planet’s 

surface.  He was curious what would happen once it hit the surface; would there be an explosion or would the core 

simply create a new large crater among the countless craters already dotting the surface. 

 “Almost like it is being pulled down by a magnet,” Kane remarked. 

 “You’re not far off, Virg,” Bloom said.  “The distortion in the magnetic field is pulling that core straight 

down.” 

 Within seconds, the core reached the surface, but instead of either exploding or causing a deep crater, the 

core penetrated the planet’s surface, leaving an almost perfectly square hole behind. 

 “Romulan core has passed through the crust of the planet and entered the mantle,” Bloom reported.  “Still 

descending rapidly.” 

 Magma started appearing in the opening the core had created, spreading out across the surface of the small 

planet before quickly withdrawing back into the hole.  Koester looked closely at the image, trying to determine 

whether what he was seeing was an optical illusion or not. 

 “Helm, are we moving away from Draken I?” 

 “Negative, Commodore,” Fry replied.  “Both the Dauntless and the Romulan ship remain stationary in 

relation to the planet.” 

 Kane suddenly noticed what Koester had noticed seconds earlier. 

 “Then why is the surface of the planet looking smaller?” the first officer asked. 

 “The planet is smaller!” Bloom confirmed, looking at his scanners with a look of disbelief.  “Draken I’s 

diameter has shrunk by 2000 kilometers since the Romulan core passed through the crust, and the planet is 

continuing to shrink.” 

 “This can’t be good,” Koester said.  “Phillip, verify our tractor beams are secure!  Helm, get us both out of 

here!  Mack, signal the colony on Draken IV and inform them of what is occurring!  Whatever happens to Draken I 

is almost certainly going to have some sort of repercussion on the other planets in the system.” 

 Each crew member acknowledged their orders, and within seconds the Volantis was under tow by the 

Dauntless away from the more rapidly shrinking planet. 

 “Draken I is currently half its original diameter,” Bloom announced.  “The planet is starting to break 

apart!” 

 “If it’s breaking apart, how come we’re not seeing pieces of it break away?” Kane asked curiously. 

 On the viewscreen, just beyond the warbird in tow, the grey planet started breaking into chunks, looking 

almost like a clog breaking apart before being sucked down a drain. 

 “Can a singularity only a few atoms in diameter do that?!” Commodore Koester asked. 

 “Negative,” Bloom replied.  “It has to have something to do with the subspace distortion that trapped the 

core in orbit of the planet to begin with.  I believe we are seeing a subspace cross-rip.” 



 “You mean the entire planet is being sucked into subspace?” Captain Kane – a former science officer 

himself – asked. 

 “Exactly,” Bloom confirmed. 

 As more and more of the planet started swirling around before being drawn into the widening hole created 

by the Romulan core, the destruction became faster and faster.  Within seconds, what little of the planet still evident 

disappeared in a flash of light as subspace momentarily encroached on real space.  The next moment, no one would 

have known a planet had ever existed in that orbit. 

 “It’s gone!” K’danz said with amazement.  “The entire planet is gone!” 

 “Helm, set course to Draken IV…,” Koester started to order before pausing and looking at his first officer.  

“Or should we be calling it Draken II now?” 

 “Don’t confuse people.  The colony is still Draken IV,” Kane replied. 

 Koester nodded, then repeated, “Set course for Draken IV.  We can wait there for the Romulans to send a 

ship to repair the Volantis.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 53499.4: 

USS Dauntless remains in orbit over the Federation colony on Draken IV, watching over 

the IRW Volantis and continuing to supply power for their vital systems until a repair 

ship arrives. 

The colony itself is not much worse for wear, considering the loss of Draken I.  The 

colony’s orbit shifted slightly, but so far there is no change the colony’s weather grid 

can’t overcome.  The main effect to the colony is the loss of their energy production 

facility.  During our post-mission brief with Draken IV’s governor, we learned what we 

believe is the cause of this entire incident… 

 

 

 “So the core of Draken I was composed of liquid dilithium?” Lt Nate Johnson asked, a wide grin on his 

face as he considered the implications of what he was being told. 

 “Mainly,” Captain Kane replied.  “Some other trace heavy elements.  But the dilithium core had the effect 

of altering subspace in the vicinity of Draken I.  It was this subspace distortion that the colonists were tapping into to 

create the power they transmitted up to an orbital terminal and then shipped to their colony.  Fortunately they have a 

surplus stockpile of the energy that will last a few weeks, because it’s going to take some time to train people to 

start-up and operate the old fusion reactors that were built when the colony was established thirty years ago and 

haven’t been used since they discovered Draken I’s unique properties over two decades ago.” 

 As the executive officer and chief engineer were speaking, Commodore Koester emerged on the bridge 

from one of the turbolifts. 

  “Exec, any word on the arrival time of the Romulan repair ship?  Commander T’K’Lon is getting rather 

impatient.” 

 “We received a communiqué from Imperial Fleet Headquarters informing us to expect the arrival of the 

warbird sometime between 0700 and 1400 hours today,” Kane replied.  “Considering it’s 0830 hours, they should be 

here any time now.” 

 “Good.  Inform me as soon as…” 

 “Commodore,” interrupted Lt Commander K’danz from the Tactical II console.  “Detecting a vessel 

entering the system from the direction of the Neutral Zone now.” 

 “Ahh.  That must be them,” Koester said.  “On screen, Commander.” 



 The viewscreen changed to the view of the approaching Romulan warship.  Instead of the large double-

hulled craft Koester and his crew were expecting, the ship was dark green in color, wide, with a single hull and 

sharp-looking warp nacelles beneath the outer tips of the wing-like hull structure. 

 “New class of warbird?” Koester asked. 

 “Looks like one of their new Mogai-class ships,” Kane said, moving closer to the viewscreen to get a better 

look.  “They started showing up in the fleet at the very end of the war.” 

 “We’re being hailed by the warbird,” K’danz confirmed. 

 “On screen, Commander,” Koester ordered.  A moment later the viewscreen displayed the image of a male 

Romulan officer standing at the center of the warbird’s bridge. 

 “Federation starship Dauntless, I am Sub-Commander Xo, first officer of the Imperial Romulan Warbird 

Vedrex.” 

 “Sub-Commander Xo, I’m Commodore Peter J. Koester, commander of the USS Dauntless.  May I offer 

my welcome to the Draken system.  Can I assume you are here to help repair the Volantis?” 

 “Yes.  And on behalf of Praetor Neral and the admiralty of the Imperial Navy, I offer you our thanks for 

your assistance and our apologies regarding Commander T’K’Lon’s unauthorized… excursion… into Federation 

space.” 

 “On behalf of Starfleet and the entire Federation, we accept your appreciation and your apology, Sub-

Commander.  Please let us know if there is anything more my crew or I can do to help.” 

 “I believe our engineer should have everything well in hand.  It should not take more than a few of your 

hours to replace the core aboard the Volantis.  Once complete, we will be on our way back across the Neutral Zone.  

Vedrex, out.” 

 The screen blinked back to the image of the nearing warbird.  Koester turned to his own first officer and 

said, “Did anything about that seem unusual to you, Exec?” 

 “Like what?” Kane asked. 

 “Like the fact the second in command did all the talking instead of the warbird’s commander.  If I were in 

this kind of situation, I would be making sure it was me the other ship commander was taking directly to.” 

 “Maybe that warbird’s commander is like T’K’Lon and thinks conversing with Starfleet is beneath him?” 

Kane suggested. 

 “I suppose.  It just seems kind of funny, and not in a ha-ha sort of way.”  Koester looked at the viewscreen 

once more, then shrugged his shoulders before saying, “I have crew FITREPs to review.  Inform me when the 

Volantis has completed repairs and is ready to depart the system.” 

 “Will do, Skipper,” Kane replied before taking his place in the center seat. 

 

The End 

 


