
 Captain Peter J. Koester sat behind the desk in his ready room aboard the Sovereign-class starship USS 

Dauntless, reading the latest efficiency reports on his computer monitor, when the intercom whistled. 

 “Captain, we have a subspace communication coming in for you from Admiral Janeway,” announced the 

voice of the starship’s first officer, Commander K’danz. 

 “Pipe it in here, Carrie,” Koester ordered.  A moment later the graphs and statistics on the monitor screen 

were replaced by the smiling face of Rear Admiral Kathryn Janeway, who was sitting behind her own desk at 

Starfleet Command in San Francisco. 

 “Hi Kate,” Koester said in a friendly manner.  “What can I do for you today?” 

 “I don’t know if you’ve heard, but the Zaqri have begun making peaceful overtures,” Janeway said. 

 “I thought the Zaqri placed themselves in self-imposed isolation before I was born?  Something about the 

existence of life throughout our galaxy being in violation of their religious beliefs.” 

 “That’s true.  There’s been no official contact with the Zaqri in about fifty years,” Janeway confirmed.  

“All of a sudden they sent a message through their closest neighbor in the Alpha Quadrant, the Tzenkethi, requesting 

the opening of diplomatic relations with them, the Federation, the Klingon Empire, and even the Romulans.” 

 “Perhaps they’ve come to some sort of religious epiphany and can acknowledge our existence now?” 

Koester suggested.  “What does this have to do with the Dauntless?” 

 “A Romulan ship has been dispatched to transport the new Zaqri ambassador from Zaqri to Romulus.  They 

need to pass through Federation territory to get there and back.  Your ship is to rendezvous with the Romulan ship at 

Outpost Tango IV and escort them to the Zaqri system.  The USS Relentless, which is currently patrolling the 

Tzenkethi border, will escort the Romulans back to the Neutral Zone,” Janeway explained. 

 “Understood.  We should be able to reach Outpost Tango IV in just a few days.” 

 “Remember, relations with the Romulans have been warming since the end of the Dominion War, even 

more so since the death of Praetor Shinzon.  Don’t do anything to jeopardize that.” 

 “Who?  Me?” Koester asked innocently.  “The thought would never have even begun to cross my mind,” 

he assured. 
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Captain’s log, stardate 59800.7: 

The Dauntless has arrived at Outpost Tango IV, one of the monitoring posts guarding the 

Romulan Neutral Zone, where we will meet with the Romulan ship we’re to escort to 

Zaqri. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out 

 

 

 Captain Koester sat in his command chair on the bridge, sipping a cup of hot coffee and conversing with 

his ship’s counselor, the red-haired joined-Trill Tanzia Gera.  The pair were discussing the possibility of a formal 

alliance between the Federation and the Romulans similar to the Khitomer Accords at some time in the near future – 

the captain appearing more hopeful at the prospect than his counselor did. 



 “Captain, detecting an uncloaked Romulan vessel approaching our coordinates,” announced Major Sean 

McIntyre, the Marine security chief.  “Bearing 080 mark 3, range twelve million kilometers.” 

 “That remarkable Romulan punctuality.  You can almost set your chronometer by it,” Koester remarked.  

“On screen, Mack.” 

 The viewscreen changed to the image of a large double-hulled D’deridex-class warbird approaching the 

Dauntless. 

 “Correct me if I’m wrong, but isn’t the emblem on the bow missing the right wing?” Koester said, 

squinting slightly at the image. 

 McIntyre increased the magnification.  The image zoomed in on the Emblem of the Romulan Star Empire; 

a bird of prey holding the twin worlds of Romulus and Remus in its talons.  Sure enough, the wing of the bird was 

missing on the right side. 

 “The IRW Volantis!” the captain exclaimed in surprise.  “You don’t suppose…?” 

 “Peter, we’re being hailed by Commander T’K’Lon,” reported Lt Commander Phillip Winters from his 

position at ops. 

 “On screen, Phillip.” 

 The viewscreen changed from the image of the warbird to the commander of the Romulan ship. 

 “I should have known it would be you they would send to escort me,” Commander T’K’Lon remarked. 

 “Nice to see you again too, Commander,” Koester replied.  “If you would kindly pull into formation along 

our starboard quarter, the USS Dauntless will be happy to escort you to Zaqri.” 

 “Thank you, Commodore,” T’K’Lon replied in a tone that sounded extremely bored. 

 “Actually, it’s Captain again,” Koester corrected.  This prompted a look of mild interest from the Romulan. 

 “Really?  Pray tell?” 

 “It’s a long story,” Koester replied.  “One I would be willing to share if you and your senior officers would 

accept an invitation to dinner aboard the Dauntless tonight?” 

 T’K’Lon appeared repulsed for literally a second before he regained control of his expression.  He then 

nodded, somewhat politely, and said, “My officers and I would be honored to accept your invitation.” 

 “Wonderful,” Koester responded after exchanging a look of mild surprise with Gera.  “We’ll contact you to 

beam aboard at 1800 hours shipboard time.  Dinner will be served promptly at 1900 hours.” 

 “I look forward to that,” T’K’Lon remarked. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several hours later, the bridge was under the command of Commander K’danz, the starship’s first officer. 

 “Commander,” Ensign Rinja Ka’Dan said.  “Sensors are detecting a small vessel almost directly ahead.” 

 K’danz looked over toward the Klingon exchange officer at tactical and asked, “What kind of vessel?” 

 “Hard to tell,” Ka’Dan replied. 

 “Perhaps I can be of assistance?” Lieutenant Spot, the non-corporeal science officer suggested, his British-

accented, slightly mechanical sounding voice coming from K’danz and Ka’Dan’s combadges.  The Daminian officer 

happened to be on the bridge assisting the chief science officer, Commander Wallace, with a task.  “With your 

permission, Commander?” he asked his superior. 

 “O’ course,” Wallace replied in his heavy Scottish accent. 

 Spot interfaced directly with the starship’s sensors.  A moment later he reported, “It is a warp-capable 

spacecraft similar in size to one of our Type-8 shuttlecraft, the type of spacecraft generally referred to as a cargo 

shuttle, but modified with a class-6 warp drive for long-range travel instead of simply intra-system.  I am detecting 

two life forms aboard, though from the small vessel’s added shielding it is hard to determine what species they are.” 

 “How close will we pass along our current course?” K’danz asked. 

 “Only a few hundred meters,” Spot replied.  “When Ensign Ka’Dan said the vessel was almost dead ahead, 

he wasn’t speaking rhetorically.” 



 “Commanderrr, we’rrrre being hailed by the occupants of the craft, audio only,” reported Lieutenant 

M’nday from ops. 

 “On speakers,” K’danz ordered.  A moment later a gruff sounding voice emerged form the speakers. 

 “Federation starship, this is the deep space transport vessel Chok’pagh.  We encountered a minor ion storm 

and our life support systems were damaged.  Request permission to come aboard and affect repairs?” 

 “M’nday, contact the main shuttlebay and inform them we’ll be bringing a small civilian cargo vessel 

aboard requesting aid in making minor repairs.  Then connect me with that ship.” 

 The Caitian ops officer quickly informed the hanger bay of the impending landing, then opened the 

communications frequency for K’danz, nodding at the senior officer. 

 “Chok’pagh, this is Commander K’danz, first officer of the Federation starship USS Dauntless.  You have 

permission to land in our primary shuttlebay and perform your repairs.  However, once you are aboard we are 

required to perform a health and comfort inspection of your vessel, to assure ourselves you aren’t carrying 

contraband or anything potentially dangerous or lethal to our ship or crew.” 

 “As I would expect.  My companion and I will await your inspection upon landing.  We appreciate your 

hospitality.  Chok’pagh, out.” 

 “Ka’Dan,” K’danz said to the Klingon officer at tactical once the communications frequency had been 

closed.  “Contact Captain Mendez and greet our guests in the main shuttlebay.” 

 “Aye, Commander,” Ka’Dan replied, turning the tactical console over to another tactical officer and 

entering the nearby turbolift.  K’danz then activated the intercom in the arm of the command chair. 

 “Bridge to Captain Koester.” 

 “Go ahead, Carrie.” 

 “Peter, we’ve come across a small civilian transport that made a request to come aboard to make repairs on 

their life support equipment.  I’ve authorized them to land in the main shuttlebay and they have agreed to allow a 

health and comfort inspection of their ship.” 

 “Odd that a small ship would be way out here in the middle of nowhere just as we’re escorting a Romulan 

ship through the region,” Koester commented.  “Find out their port of origin and their intended destination during 

the inspection.  Do you think this will interfere in any way with having Commander T’K’Lon and his officers beam 

aboard for dinner?” 

 “I don’t see how?  Spot has confirmed only two life forms aboard the ship and they described their repairs 

as minor.  They should be gone in a few hours.” 

 “Very well.  Keep me informed.” 

 “Of course.  Bridge out.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Down in the main shuttlebay, Marine Captain April Mendez, the Klingon exchange officer Ensign Rinja 

Ka’Dan, and Gunnery Sergeant Christopher ‘Olly’ O’Laughlin stood in a line watching as the tractor beam 

maneuvered the small angular craft into the center of the deck and placed it down gently, bow facing back out 

toward the closing shuttlebay doors, aft end with entry hatch facing the three members of the Dauntless crew. 

 “With a hiss, the transport’s hatch opened and lowered to the deck, forming a ramp.  Through the open 

hatch emerged a tall Klingon male followed by what appeared to be a human female with olive-complexion skin.  

Both exchanged looks as they saw Mendez and the others waiting a few meters away, then descended the ramp and 

introduced themselves. 

 “I am Kelvop,” the Klingon stated before gesturing toward the woman.  “This is my companion, Sherman.” 

 “Welcome aboard the USS Dauntless,” Mendez said.  “May I inquire about your point of origin and your 

destination while Ensign Ka’Dan and Gunny O’Laughlin perform an inspection of your vessel?” 

 Kelvop eyed Ka’Dan warily. 

 “Is there something the matter?” Ka’Dan inquired in a manner that to non-Klingons would have seemed 

rather forceful. 



 “I was… unaware of any Klingon warriors serving in Starfleet,” Kelvop stated. 

 “There are several,” Ka’Dan confirmed.  “I, however, am here as part of an officer exchange program.  

Technically I am still a member of the Imperial Klingon Defense Force.”  He pointed to the Klingon rank insignia 

attached to the collar of his Starfleet uniform. 

 Kelvop and Sherman exchanged silent looks again.  Finally the Klingon addressed Mendez, saying, “We 

departed Carraya six weeks ago.  We are destined for the planet Angel I and hoped to arrive within another three 

weeks.  We are supposed to pick up cargo bound for Carraya and return with it.” 

 “Wow!” Gunny O’Laughlin said around the well-chewed stump of an unlit 400 year old cigar he held 

between his teeth.  “Nine weeks stuck in a spaceship no bigger than a shuttlecraft!  And then another nine weeks 

back!  I don’t think I coulda done it!” 

 “That’s because you’re…,” Sherman started to say, then suddenly stopped as she looked at Kelvop once 

again.  He seemed to be silently prompting her to continue speaking.  “…Because you do not have the discipline 

someone in our line of work develops.”  O’Laughlin gave the woman a strange look for questioning his Marine-

instilled discipline.  Meanwhile Sherman looked at Mendez and added, “Of course you may inspect our vessel, 

Captain.” 

 “Thank you.  Our chief engineer, Mister Dar, is sending some of his staff to help you make your repairs.  

They should be here soon.” 

 “Again, we appreciate your accommodating us,” Sherman said. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several hours later, the repairs to the Chok’pagh were complete and Kelvop and his companion had 

departed to resume their journey toward Angel I just in time for the Dauntless to host the officers of the Volantis. 

 “It was rather strange,” Dar said as several of the ship’s officers, all dressed in their best white dress 

uniforms, walked toward the transporter room.  “For a long-range cargo shuttle, that ship had very little room on it.  

Had a lot of equipment that seemed to simply be taking up space, and from what I could tell, most of it was Klingon 

in origin.  And I could have made the repairs to their life support with a blindfold on.  I don’t know why Kelvop and 

Sherman couldn’t have made the repairs themselves.” 

 “Anything else unusual you noticed?” Koester asked as the group rounded the last corner before reaching 

the transporter room door. 

 “I don’t know if this counts as unusual,” said the Bajoran chief medical officer Dr. Rasa Palin.  “But the 

woman refused to be examined by me.  Claimed she prefers holistic medicine to what I practice, so I had to confine 

her to the shuttlebay for the duration.” 

 “What about Kelvop?” Koester asked.  “Did he give you any problems?” 

 “Not at all, which is the opposite of what normally happens in these situations,” Rasa said.  “Klingons are 

not usually the most accommodating of patients.”  The Bajoran man quickly glanced at the half-Klingon chief 

engineer and added, “Present company excluded of course.” 

 A moment later, Captain Koester, Commander K’danz, Lt Commander Dar, and Dr. Rasa entered the 

transporter room, where Commander Alasdair Wallace, Counselor Tanzia Gera, Major Sean McIntyre, and Chief 

Petty Officer Piotr Zubatka – the starship’s Chief of the Boat – were already waiting.  The senior staff lined up by 

rank in front of the control booth.  At almost precisely 1800 hours, an indicator activated on the control console. 

 “Captain, we’re being signaled by the warbird,” Chief Gregory Blackman reported from inside the booth.  

“They’re ready to beam over.” 

 “Very good.  Energize, Chief.” 

 The transporter hummed to life and six Romulans – four male and two female – materialized in the 

chamber.  Most prominent among them was Commander T’K’Lon, who had an imperious air about him.  As the 

transporter completed its cycle, T’K’Lon was the first to step down and walk up to Captain Koester, his officers 

following close behind. 



 “Captain Koester, face to face at last,” the Romulan commander said, sounding both supercilious and 

inconvenienced at the same time. 

 “Welcome aboard the Dauntless, Commander,” Koester said before introducing his senior staff.  T’K’Lon 

then made a half-hearted introduction of his own officers before Koester offered to escort his guests to a pre-dinner 

reception in 10-Forward. 

 “Tell me, Captain,” T’K’Lon said as the group walked down the corridor.  “What was that small vessel 

your ship brought aboard and later launched earlier today?” 

 “Just a cargo shuttle with a pair of merchants, one a Klingon male, his companion a human female, on their 

way to the Angel system to retrieve a shipment.  Their ship hit an ion storm and their life support was in need of 

repair.” 

 “Really?” T’K’Lon remarked, smiling slightly as if he knew a secret he was unwilling to share. 

 The group reached 10-Forward, where the guests were introduced to several other important members of 

the Dauntless crew and drinks were served.  Captain Koester had considered digging out the case of Romulan ale he 

had received as a gift the previous year, but decided against it as its presence might have raised too many questions. 

 After some time spent mingling, Koester approached the Volantis’ first officer, who was standing near the 

large forward windows looking out toward where his own warbird was visible. 

 “Sub-Commander D’vano.  I never got an opportunity to thank you for intervening on my ship’s behalf 

during the Dominion War,” the Starfleet officer said. 

 “Captain?” D’vano remarked, looking confused. 

 “When my previous command, the Intrepid-class Dauntless, came under fire by several Jem’Hadar attack 

ships and you ordered the Volantis to render aid,” Koester tried to clarify. 

 “Sub-Commander D’vano was not my first officer at that time,” Commander T’K’Lon said as he walked 

over, clearly having heard Koester’s remark from halfway across the lounge. 

 “My apologies for my assumption, Sub-Commander,” Koester said, directing his remark at D’vano before 

turning his attention to T’K’Lon.  “Who was your first officer back then?  And what became of them?  I was hoping 

someday to be afforded the opportunity to offer my sincerest thanks.” 

 “Thanks to her connections in the Senate, T’Lees was promoted to command of a warbird of her own not 

long after the incident you mentioned,” the Commander stated, again sounding bored. 

 “T’Lees?!” Koester exclaimed in surprise.  “Commander T’Lees of the IRW Vedrex?” 

 “The same,” T’K’Lon corroborated, his slight smile returning as he confirmed a long-held notion.  “I 

suspected she somehow knew you, though she would never admit more than knowing of you.  How well did you 

know T’Lees, Captain?”  An almost leering smile appeared on T’K’Lon’s face. 

 “I was unaware she was Romulan until last year when the Dauntless encountered the Vedrex near the 

Neutral Zone and she revealed herself as the ship’s commander,” Koester confirmed.  “As I told my own crew, I 

knew her many years ago but believed she was a Vulcan, an aide working in the Vulcan Embassy in San Francisco 

when I was a cadet attending the Academy.  I had no idea at the time she was a spy.” 

 “Such a crude word, Captain, implying deceit and treachery,” T’K’Lon stated.  “So tell me, how many 

Federation secrets did she manage to pluck from you?” 

 “I’m sure she had much bigger fish to fry than me,” Koester remarked.  “After all, she was working in the 

Vulcan Embassy , and just how much does a first-year cadet know about Starfleet strategies and disposition?” 

 “Then tell me how you felt when you realized she was a spy when you knew her all those years ago?” 

 “I really didn’t know her all that well back then,” Koester lied.  “But having met her as a warbird 

commander, I can say she’s among the more trustworthy Romulans I have met.”  Koester made a point of looking 

straight at T’K’Lon as he spoke.  The Romulan commander’s eyes narrowed slightly and he appeared about to speak 

when a junior officer entered the lounge. 

 “Dinner is served in the Captain’s Dining Room,” she announced. 

 “Please, follow me, Commander,” Koester said. 

 “After you, Captain,” T’K’Lon replied, too politely. 

 



* * * * 

 

 Very early the next morning, Koester was awoken by the intercom.  The dinner with Commander T’K’Lon 

and his crew had been tense; it was obvious that T’K’Lon was among the Romulans still holding his historical 

grudge against the Federation no matter how thawed official relations between the two governments might become 

following the successes of the Dominion War and Commander Donatra’s alliance with Captain Picard during the 

Battle of the Bassen Rift, and T’K’Lon’s attitude apparently trickled down to be shared by his senior officers, 

making for an uncomfortable atmosphere during dinner.  That, combined with T’K’Lon’s near-constant prying into 

the extent of the relationship between Koester and Commander T’Lees had prompted the captain to follow dinner 

with a long soak in very hot water to relax his sore neck muscles before finally going to bed not long after midnight. 

 “Captain,” said the voice of Lt Commander Amanda Windsor, the midwatch Officer of the Deck.  “Sorry to 

disturb you, sir, but we have an unusual situation on the bridge.” 

 “What time is it, Commander?” Koester asked as he dragged himself out of bed. 

 “0122, sir,” Windsor replied. 

 Koester groaned as he slid on his slippers and shuffled toward the dresser to pull out a uniform.  “I’ll be 

right up,” he said to the engineer. 

 Ten minutes later, Koester emerged on the bridge, noticing several members of the crew huddled around 

the seemingly-unmanned science console. 

 “Okay, Commander,” Koester said to Windsor as he walked over.  “What’s so important that my already 

short night has been made shorter still?” 

 Windsor stood up straight, addressing the captain as she said, “Lieutenant Spot has detected a neutron 

energy surge in the vicinity of the ship.” 

 “An energy surge?  Coming from where?” Koester asked, his grogginess suddenly gone. 

 “Apparently from us, Captain,” Spot remarked. 

 Koester moved closer to the science console to look at the sensor readings himself when suddenly the 

officer at the helm, Lieutenant Briana Kiernan, said, “What’s that?”  Everyone surrounding the science console 

looked up just in time to see what appeared to be a photon torpedo speeding away and striking the warbird Volantis 

along the upper neck just aft of where it connected to the forward hull.  This was followed by a second shot that 

struck the Romulan ship a glancing blow across the top of the main hull, leaving an extensive scorched trail behind. 

 “Tactical, what’s going on!?” Koester demanded to know.  “Are we firing torpedoes?” 

 “Negative, sir!” 1
st
 Lieutenant Jeong-Hwan replied. 

 “Then where did those…?” 

 As they watched, the Volantis maneuvered around directly in front of the Federation starship in an 

aggressive manner. 

 “Helm, all stop!” Koester quickly ordered.  “Jeong-Hwan, hail the Volantis.  Tell them we’re not sure what 

just happened, but we’re investigating!” 

 “Captain, the warbird has raised shields and is arming torpedoes and disruptors,” the Marine officer at 

tactical informed. 

 “Raise our shields, but do not – I repeat; do NOT arm weapons systems!”  He then touched a control on the 

science console and said, “Volantis, this is Captain Koester!  We don’t yet understand what is happening, but we’re 

trying to figure it out.  Hold your fire!  I repeat, hold your fire!” 

 “Warbird is locking disruptors!” Jeong-Hwan announced. 

 “Volantis, hold your fire!  We didn’t shoot…!” 

 “Warbird is firing!” 

 Bright green disruptor beams emerged from the Volantis’ weapons.  To the Dauntless crew’s surprise, the 

beams did not strike the Federation starship, but in fact appeared to be aimed below, as if T’K’Lon were firing a 

warning shot across Koester’s bow. 

 “What is T’K’Lon doing…?” Koester started to ask when the non-corporeal officer manning the science 

console spoke through Koester’s combadge again. 



 “Captain!  The warbird’s disruptor beam has struck a cloaked vessel located directly beneath our 

engineering hull!” 

 The Volantis fired again, striking the hidden vessel a second time. 

 “Cloaking device appears to have been disabled,” Lt Spot reported.  “Vessel is becoming visible.  

Propulsion and life support have also been damaged.” 

 “On screen, Lieutenant,” Koester ordered. 

 The viewscreen changed from the view of the warbird to the small ship that had been hiding underneath the 

Dauntless.  It was immediately recognized by the captain. 

 “That’s the Chok’pagh!  They departed from our shuttlebay hours ago!  What are they doing…?”  All of a 

sudden, Koester understood what was happening.  “That’s where the torpedoes came from, isn’t it!” 

 “Correct, sir,” Jeong-Hwan replied.  “I’m now detecting micro-torpedo launchers integrated into their 

primary sensor system.  You’d never have detected the weapons unless you knew what you were looking for.” 

 “Jeong-Hwan, lock a tractor beam on that ship.  Make sure they can’t get away.” 

 “As we speak, Captain,” the Marine acknowledged. 

 “Captain, we’re being hailed by the warbird now,” Lt Robert Lockley reported from ops. 

 “On screen,” Koester said as he stepped toward the center of the bridge.  A second later Commander 

T’K’Lon appeared on the screen. 

 “A very entertaining evening, Captain,” the Romulan said.  “First dinner, and now a show.  My 

compliments.” 

 “I swear to you, T’K’Lon, I had no idea your ship was going to be attacked.  I don’t even know who the 

crew of that ship is.” 

 “I know that, Captain.  If our intelligence is to be believed, they are members of a faction of the Klingon 

High Council who fear an alliance forming between our two governments.  They believe such an alliance would 

drive a wedge between the Federation and the Klingon Empire.” 

 “But why would a human woman be working with the Klingons…?” 

 “Did your doctor actually examine the woman, Captain?” 

 “No.  She refused on ethical grounds,” Koester confirmed. 

 “The female aboard the ship has been altered using a genetic virus to appear human, so if they were 

stopped and questioned in Federation space she would be the cover for their story, the two appearing as civilian 

merchants,” T’K’Lon explained.  “And by making it appear a human was involved, it would destroy any progress 

that has been made to forge understanding between the Federation and the Romulan Empire.” 

 “Forgive me, but from the opinions you expressed during dinner last evening, I thought you would approve 

of such a conflict splitting the Federation and the Klingons, not to mention keeping our governments from growing 

any closer.” 

 “I’m old fashioned, Captain.  I believe my Empire would be better off without the outside distractions you 

bring.  Our most peaceful and prosperous period, in my opinion, was the fifty years we spent in isolation.  But I’m 

not about to let an attack against my ship or my Empire go un-avenged.  At first it appeared your ship had attacked 

us unprovoked, and I was more than willing to blow you out of the skies for your apparent deceit.  But I must admit, 

Captain, after my several encounters with you, I judged that I know you and your crew well enough to believe you 

would never conduct an unprovoked attack on my ship.  There had to be another answer, and our observation of that 

so-called cargo ship earlier confirmed our suspicions.  You say your crew searched that vessel and found nothing too 

out of the ordinary.  However, before it docked with your starship, we scanned the vessel and detected Klingon 

cloaking technology aboard that ship, technology that had apparently been modified with Romulan innovations in 

order for it to function aboard such a small ship and not be obvious as to what the equipment was for.  Our cloaking 

devices put out a field we have the ability to detect, much like your own IFF transponders, allowing multiple 

cloaked vessels to operate safely with one another.  After the attack on my ship began, knowing what indications to 

look for, it was simple for my science officer to locate the attacking craft below your starship trying to make it look 

like the Dauntless was firing torpedoes at my warbird and lock our weapons on it.  Now, I formally request you turn 

the prisoners over to me.” 



 “I’m not sure that’s something I’m willing to do, having heard tales about the… swiftness of Romulan 

justice,” Koester replied.  “I would prefer holding a hearing against them aboard the Dauntless.” 

 “The choice is not yours to make, Captain,” T’K’Lon commented.  “We are the injured party in this matter.  

We were the ones the ship attacked, not you or your starship.” 

 “You have a point, Commander,” Koester admitted. 

 “But, Captain…!” Windsor started to protest. 

 “Amanda, the situation is no different than if the Chok’pagh had attacked the Volantis outside the presence 

of any Federation vessels.  Commander T’K’Lon’s claim on his attackers is valid.”  He then addressed the Romulan 

commander once again as he said, “We will turn custody of the attackers over to you, Commander, as you request.” 

 “Just be glad it is not you I find to be my enemy, Captain,” T’K’Lon said.  “At least today.  Volantis, out.” 

 The viewscreen changed back to the view of the huge D’deridex-class warbird staring the Dauntless down.  

Koester then looked over toward the tactical console and said, “Lieutenant, use the tractor beam to move the 

Chok’pagh into range of the Romulan tractor beams.” 

 Jeong-Hwan simply looked at Koester for several seconds, subtle horror filling his gut at the knowledge of 

what the Klingon prisoners were likely to go through in the immediate future.  Finally regaining his concentration, 

the Denebian man just nodded silently before moving the small space ship away from the Dauntless and in range of 

the Romulan tractors, which immediately locked on as the Dauntless loosed its grip, dragging the now protesting 

little ship – its engines and thrusters firing wildly as it tried to escape the beam unsuccessfully – into one of the 

hanger bays in the lower hull of the warbird. 

 “Helm,” Koester said, his voice half its normal volume.  “Resume course toward Zaqri.  Let’s get this 

mission over with.” 

 “Aye, sir,” Lt Kiernan replied. 

 

The End 

 


