
 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 64486.3: 

The Dauntless crew is about half finished covertly constructing a ‘Duck Blind’ to observe 

the civilization on the eastern continent of the planet Liber II, which from initial 

observations appears to be near a mid-20
th
 century level of sociological and 

technological progress.  It should be interesting to see if this civilization manages to 

avoid many of the mistakes humans made during this critical period of their history, 

when war and lack of sociological advancement nearly wiped out Earth civilization. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Fleet Captain Peter J. Koester sat behind his desk in the ready room, listening to a progress report from his 

Chief Science Officer, Commander Alasdair Wallace, Chief Engineer, the emotional Vulcan Commander Jeff 

Bloom, and Ship’s Counselor, the joined-Trill Tanzia Gera, on the progress of their mission to observe and 

catalogue the humanoid civilization on the surface of the planet the Sovereign-class starship orbited. 

 “It’s probably a good thing we’re doin’ this now, Cap’n,” Wallace remarked.  “From th’ transmissions 

Mister Riker has been recordin’ and compilin’, it appears the Eastcont’s infant space program is scheduled t’ launch 

their first orbital satellite sometime next year.  We wouldn’a be able to remain in orbit where we c’n build the Duck 

Blind without bein’ observed once that happens.” 

 “Speaking of which…,” Koester said, looking at his engineer.  “How goes progress on construction?” 

 “It would be going a lot faster if we didn’t need to build only at night, Skipper,” Bloom replied.  “But that’s 

the nature of a Duck Blind.  We don’t want the people down there to know we’re here watching them.” 

 “Exactly,” Koester agreed.  “What’s the timetable for completion look like?” 

 “Well, if we don’t have any more bad shipments of thermal concrete like the pallets we dealt with the other 

day, we should be on schedule for habitation by mid-next week.  However…” 

 Koester looked at Bloom expectantly, waiting for the other shoe to drop. 

 “However, Windsor has been having some problems with the holographic generator that’s keeping the 

construction site hidden.  We almost had a complete breakdown of the camouflage around mid-day yesterday.  She 

thinks there’s an error in the code that causes the generator to stop functioning after anywhere from six to ten 

hours.” 

 “That’s not good.  Make repair of the generator your top priority until the Blind’s primary holomatrix has 

been installed and tested,” Koester ordered.  Bloom nodded and checked off another item on his padd.  Koester then 

looked at the ship’s counselor.  “Tanzi, you’ve studied the psychological reports on the Liberians.  How do you 

think they would react should they discover us among them?” 

 “The Liberians are a relatively peaceful and trusting people, from all indications, Captain,” the fire-red-

haired Trill woman replied.  “While they are certainly not ready for membership in the Federation yet, I do not 

anticipate it will be very long before they are.  If they were to discover our Duck Blind, I think they would be 

curious about us, perhaps want to know more about our motivations.  But ultimately I think they would be accepting 

of us.” 

 “That’s good.  Because the observation team is going to be spending quite a long time on the…,” Koester 

started saying when he was suddenly interrupted by the intercom. 

 “Bridge to Captain Koester.” 

 “Go ahead, Exec,” Koester replied after touching the intercom on his desk. 

 “Message coming in for you from Homeplate.  Pri-One,” informed the ship’s First Officer, Commander 

Setton To’Lock Arbelo. 

 “Understood.  I’ll take it in here, Monster.”  Koester then looked at the officers opposite him and added, 

“Excuse me a second.”  He then touched another control near the intercom and a holographic image appeared above 

the desk top, the face of Commander Cathryn Pearson, Executive Officer of Starbase 719.  “Good morning, 

Cathryn.  What can I do for you?” 

 “Fleet Captain Koester, I am issuing this message on behalf of Rear Admiral Raiajh,” Pearson said, 

sounding unusually formal.  “The Dauntless is hereby recalled to Starbase 719 immediately.  Code word is Retract.  

I repeat, code word is Retract.” 

 Koester was shocked by the use of the Starfleet code word, which meant all existing priorities were 

rescinded and the starship was to set course back to its home port with all possible haste.  The only instances when 

this particular code were supposed to be used was in a total emergency, such as if Earth were in imminent danger of 



 

 

destruction.  The last time Koester could remember the code being issued was when the Borg attempted to attack 

Earth in the early 2370’s. 

 “You realize of course that the Dauntless crew are in the middle of constructing a Duck Blind on Liber II in 

preparation for leaving an observation team in accordance with…” 

 “Dauntless is directed to retrieve all personnel from the planet’s surface immediately and be underway 

within the next thirty minutes.  This is a Starfleet priority one message,” Pearson reiterated.  “Starbase 719, out.” 

 As the hologram faded from view, Koester noted the look of shock on the faces of all three officers across 

from him. 

 “What does this mean, Captain?” Counselor Gera asked, her eyes filled with worry. 

 “It means something catastrophic has occurred,” Koester replied, getting up from behind his desk.  “This 

meeting is dismissed.  Jeff, make sure engineering is ready to support maximum warp for an extended period.” 

 “Aye, sir,” Bloom replied, rushing out of the ready room and directly to the closest turbolift before Koester 

emerged. 

 “Exec, recall all personnel from the surface immediately.  We’re breaking orbit in twenty-nine minutes,” 

Koester ordered, stepping over to where the Vulcan-Terran-Efrosian first officer was sitting in the center seat. 

 “But… Captain!  What about all the equipment we have down there.  The Duck Blind…” 

 “We have a higher priority now.  Retrieve whatever smaller equipment we can beam up with the crew, but 

the rest stays behind.  If we can, we’ll come back for it at a later date.  Helm…!” 

 Lieutenant (JG) William Hyland III looked over at the captain, his own face mirroring Gera’s earlier 

appearance.  “Yes, sir?” he responded. 

 “Lay in a course back to Starbase 719.  Speed, maximum.  We break orbit in twenty-eight minutes whether 

the crew on the surface are back aboard or not.” 

 “Aye, aye, sir,” Hyland replied, quickly entering the course computation into the astral navigator.  “Course 

plotted.  Standing by to break orbit.” 

 “Very well,” Koester responded before looking back at Arbelo.  “Something has happened, Exec.  I don’t 

know what it is yet, but if they’re putting us on alert way out here, whatever it is, it’s going to effect nearly half the 

galaxy.” 
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 Several days later, the USS Dauntless arrived back at base.  To the commanding officer’s surprise, not only 

were three of the other Federation starship assigned to the Fifth Fleet, Sarek, Bellerophon, and Besiege, already 

there, but so was their ally, the Klingon warship IKV Hem bortaStaH (Proud Vengeance), on special assignment 

with the Federation fleet, in position station keeping just outside the main spacedock.  Not long after the Dauntless 

had moored at her usual slip inside the starbase and Koester and his first officer beamed over, he was informed that 

the last member of their small fleet, the USS Triton, was en route and expected to dock within the hour. 

 Koester and Arbelo made their way to the Bastogne Lodge, the favored bar aboard the starbase, and 

ordered a pair of synthales to kill some time while they waited for the Triton’s arrival and the meeting with Rear 

Admiral Raiajh, Commander Pearson, and the Fleet’s commander Admiral Penji Fil.  Koester grabbed his glass and, 

leaning back against the bar, looked around at the crowd surrounding them. 

 “Whatever incident brought us back here under such dire circumstances must not be in the immediate 

sector,” the captain remarked to Arbelo, noting how calm everyone seemed, members of the crew of the starbase and 

civilian inhabitants going about their usual daily routines. 

 “You would think if the Borg had assimilated Earth or Vulcan got sucked into a black hole there would be 

more of a sense of urgency,” Arbelo agreed. 



 

 

 As Koester took another sip of his drink, he noticed two people he recognized walking by outside the 

Lodge door.  The captain rushed to the door and called out, “Bill!” 

 Captain William McLeod, commander of the Federation warship USS Besiege, turned around upon hearing 

his name and smiled as Koester lifted his glass toward him.  Gesturing to his own first officer, Commander Taras, 

the pair joined their Dauntless counterparts in the Lodge. 

 “Any idea what’s going on?” McLeod asked Koester as the bartender passed him a drink of his own. 

 “Not a clue,” Koester admitted.  “But whatever it is, it was important enough for Val to order us to abandon 

a half-finished Duck Blind and bring not only the five Federation starships of the fleet back here, but General 

Ke’reth and his crew as well.  Yet nothing seems out of the ordinary here.” 

 “When Cathryn contacted me, I thought the starbase was on the verge of destruction the way she made 

things sound,” McLeod remarked, glancing at Taras, who nodded in agreement. 

 Shortly after a second round of drinks, during which Koester and McLeod played a game of darts, a voice 

called through the four officer’s combadges. 

 “Would all Fifth Fleet Commanding Officers and Executive Officers please report to Briefing Lounge 1 in 

the administrative section.  Repeating, would all Fifth Fleet Commanding Officers and Executive Officers please 

report to Briefing Lounge 1 in the administrative section.” 

 Koester put his mostly empty glass back down on the bar and quickly tapped his combadge. 

 “Fleet Captain Koester and Commander Arbelo, acknowledging.” 

 “Captain McLeod and Commander Taras, acknowledging,” McLeod quickly added through his own 

communicator.  The four officers then departed the lounge and headed toward the central hub turbolift, which would 

take them straight up to the administrative section atop the wide spacedock facility. 

 Arriving at the entrance of Briefing Lounge 1 a few minutes later, the four entered to find Captains K’danz, 

Kethry Sutherland, and Amanda Tomkins seated with their own first officers, Commander Tom Paris, Commander 

A-ZuRQuL, and Lt Commander Shaun T. Peehs, while Commander Cathryn Pearson, the base’s Strategic 

Operations Officer Commander Konstantin Harkonnen, and a junior member of the starbase crew set up a table on 

top of a small riser at the front of the room, a fantastic backdrop of the stars of deep space visible through the floor 

to ceiling transparent aluminum windows behind the table. 

 All the captains and first officers acknowledged one another and exchanged handshakes as they took seats 

in front of the table.  A moment later the lounge door opened once more and the Klingon General Ke’reth stormed 

in, followed closely by his own exec, Commander Havok.  The general thrust himself into one of the chairs next to 

Koester, Havok standing behind his commander with his arms folded as he glared around the room, and looked at 

the Dauntless’ CO. 

 “I almost had them!” Ke’reth remarked, thrusting his hand in front of Koester’s nose with his gauntleted 

fingers spread only a few centimeters apart.  “I was this close to finding where the Kairn have the hidden base they 

use to raid the Horco system!  This close to destroying them once and for all!  What is so important that my vessel 

needed to abandon what would have been a glorious battle so we could listen to more talk?” 

 “Truthfully, General, I’m not sure myself,” Koester replied.  “But I think we’re about to find out.” 

 As Ke’reth looked toward the dais, Harkonnen sat at one end of the table and Pearson rang a bell sitting 

atop the table ceremonially, then stood straight and announced, “Ladies and gentlemen, the Commander-Federation 

Fifth Fleet.” 

 Everyone seated in the lounge rose to their feet as the doors swished open once again, allowing the Catullan 

Admiral Penji Fil, followed closely by the Vulcan-Deltan Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh – who carried a small brief 

case in one hand – to enter, walk past all the chairs, and up onto the dais. 

 As Raiajh, Pearson, and the rest of the attendees all sat down, Fil stood at the middle of the front table.  

“This briefing is classified as secret until further notice,” he said.  “You may not speak about anything discussed 

here with anyone outside your crew for any reason, and only with members of your crew with a need to know.”  Fil 

paused for a moment, watching the expressions of those in attendance as the statement sunk in.  He then added, “I 

have only recently returned to the base after an extended mission aboard the starship Sarek, so I will now turn this 

briefing over to Admiral Raiajh.”  He looked over at the Vulcan-Deltan woman and said, “Admiral?” 

 Fil sat down as Raiajh stood up, removing an isolinear chip from the case she had carried and slipping it 

into a slot on the table.  She then looked at Fil and said, “Thank you, Admiral,” before looking at those gathered.  

“Good afternoon.  This briefing has been ordered by Starfleet Command in order to bring the Fifth Fleet 

commanders up to speed on recent events affecting the Beta Quadrant.”  Raiajh then touched a control on the table 

top and a holographic projection of an orange-red star appeared in mid air between the table and the seats.  “This 

was the star Hobus, located within the borders of the Romulan Star Empire.  A few weeks ago, the star started to 

undergo a change akin to a supernova.  As the star exploded, it created a subspace shockwave which in turn 



 

 

engulfed planets and stars in close proximity.  This caused a chain reaction that expanded the supernova shockwave 

at an exponential rate.  The more stars and planets the Hobus shockwave engulfed, the faster and wider it expanded, 

to the point where it threatened the Romulan home system.  The Vulcan Science Academy devised a way to collapse 

the expanding supernova shockwave, but not before the planets Romulus and Remus were destroyed, and at the cost 

of the life of Ambassador Spock of Vulcan.” 

 Shocked silence filled the room as the crew contemplated the enormity of what they were being told.  After 

a brief pause, Raiajh continued as the image of Hobus changed to a star chart of the Romulan Empire with the 

former location of Romulus and several other key features highlighted. 

 “To complicate matters following the destruction of their home world, the crew of a rogue Romulan mining 

ship killed the surviving members of the Romulan Senate and attacked both Federation and Klingon vessels sent into 

Romulan space on humanitarian missions.  The rogue vessel was itself destroyed attempting to disrupt the mission 

to collapse the supernova shockwave directly, causing Ambassador Spock’s death.  Needless to say, the Romulan 

Star Empire has since descended into chaos.  The Romulan Imperial fleet has fallen apart, with some vessels 

pledging continued loyalty to the Praetor and the Star Empire, while other commanders have declared themselves 

warlords, in control of small areas of Romulan space and demanding the allegiance of other military officers.  On 

top of that, the Klingon Empire has invaded Romulan Space, under the cover of providing relief, and occupied half 

the Star Empire.” 

 Koester gave a sidelong glance to his right, noting the smile forming on General Ke’reth’s lips and hearing 

Havok chuckle under his breath at the news Raiajh relayed. 

 “The Federation Council is currently in negotiations with both the Klingon High Council and several of the 

new Romulan Warlords.  It is the Council’s hope that a peaceful resolution can be arranged that would include the 

re-establishment of either the Romulan Senate or a democratically elected government similar to the Federation, and 

the withdrawl of Klingon forces to the original Neutral Zone borders, but diplomacy is failing and relations between 

the Federation and the Klingon Empire are strained.” 

 “Do not worry, my friend,” Ke’reth whispered as he leaned close to Koester.  “I would never attack you 

while your back is turned!”  And Ke’reth punctuated his remark by giving Koester a sharp smack on the back as 

Klingons are oft to do when in a good mood. 

 “We do not currently know how current events will effect Fifth Fleet operations,” Raiajh continued.  

“However, be aware, Federation news services will be reporting what has occurred to the general public over the 

next several days, so expect to see tensions rise throughout the Federation and beyond.  Are there any questions?” 

 Immediately Ke’reth stood up and said, “I and my ship must return to Qo’noS immediately for further 

instructions from my government regarding this matter.  I do not anticipate any changes to our status of forces 

agreement, Admiral, but I must get the word directly from the High Council.  With your permission?” 

 “Of course, General.  The Vengeance has permission to depart the starbase,” Raiajh replied after looking 

questioningly at Admiral Fil, who gave her a subtle nod. 

 “Very well,” Ke’reth said, clutching the communicator on his right upper arm and saying, “Hem 

bortaStaH… jol yIchu'!”  A moment later both he and Havok had disappeared in the red sparkles of a Klingon 

transporter beam. 

 “Are there any other questions?” Raiajh asked.  When there were none, she added, “Remember, this 

briefing is classified secret.  Dismissed.” 

 Several minutes later, all five starship commanders and their first officers, joined by Cathryn Pearson and 

Konstantin Harkonnen, were back down in a private room in the Lodge where they could not be overheard by the 

general public. 

 “What do you think is going to happen?” Captain K’danz, commander of the Bellerophon, asked.  “If this 

situation goes badly, if diplomacy fails, we could find ourselves in another war as bad as the Dominion War again.” 

 “I think a lot of what will happen depends on how reasonable the Klingons are willing to be,” Koester 

opined between sips of his drink. 

 “Can you use the words reasonable and Klingon in the same sentence?” Lt Commander Peehs, first officer 

of the Triton asked, only half-joking. 

 “Klingons can be reasonable when it’s in their better self interests, Commander,” Koester replied.  “If they 

realize occupying Romulan space will cause more problems than benefits, I think they will withdraw and help the 

Romulans establish a new government, and I can’t imagine occupying dozens of worlds, with populations constantly 

rebelling against your control, could be anything but a problem.  I think the wildcard in this situation is the 

Warlords.  How much control do they really have, and will they be willing to give it up when a new government 

comes to power?” 

 “In the meantime, what do we do?” asked the Sarek’s Captain Kethry Sutherland. 



 

 

 “We keep doing what we’ve been doing, until told otherwise,” Koester replied before grabbing his drink 

and standing up.  “I propose a toast.  To Ambassador Spock.  We will likely never see another like him again.  

Scientist, explorer, diplomat, commander, uniter.” 

 “To Ambassador Spock,” everyone else repeated, raising their glasses and mugs and clinking them together 

before all taking a drink. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 64549.3: 

The Dauntless has returned to the orbit of Liber II, where fortunately our Duck Blind 

remained undiscovered and construction has resumed as we continue to make covert 

observation of the civilization on the eastern continent. 

Meanwhile, it has been several weeks since the Klingons occupied half of Romulan 

space, and they have yet to begin preparations for any withdrawal.  In fact, word is 

starting to reach the Federation that some of the planets in Romulan space are being 

turned into virtual slave labor camps by their Klingon occupiers, and we have yet to see 

the return of the Proud Vengeance to the Fifth Fleet area of responsibility. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Fleet Captain Koester was in the holodeck with Commanders Bloom and Wallace, observing a simulation 

of the Duck Blind under construction on the surface of Liber II.  Built on the outskirts of the eastern continent’s 

capital city, the Blind itself allowed for observation of a small local community directly, while sensor/transceiver 

equipment disguised as rocks, trees and other vegetation installed in various areas of the city would allow for remote 

observation of the workings of government, advances in transportation, and general day to day life among the 

humanoid Liberians. 

 “Because we had to stabilize the construction while keeping it out of sight when the Dauntless was recalled 

so unexpectedly during our last visit here, I’ve had to add an estimated three more days to complete construction of 

the Duck Blind,” Jeff Bloom stated as both he and the Chief Science Officer demonstrated how the remote sensors 

would be employed.  “Add fine tuning and the transfer of personnel and we can now have the Blind in operation in 

two weeks.” 

 “That’s good,” remarked Koester as he played with some of the simulated controls, looking in on various 

video inputs and the transmissions of scientists who would observe the native population close up using cloaked 

environment suits that could be seen by the Blind’s sensors but not by anyone on the ground as long as the 

holographic cloak was in operation.  “I’m sure the Federation Science Council will not be too upset by the delay.  

After all, they’re as concerned about what’s going on in Romulan space as we all are.  Don’t you agree, Alasdair?” 

 The Scottish science officer nodded his agreement, but before he could say anything more, the trio was 

interrupted by a call over the intercom. 

 “Bridge to Captain Koester.” 

 “Go ahead, Exec,” Koester replied. 

 “Skipper, we’re picking up what sounds like a distress call.” 

 “Origin?” 

 “Indeterminate,” Arbelo replied.  “But it’s coming in on a Romulan carrier wave frequency.” 

 Koester exchanged shocked looks with both his engineer and science officer before saying, “I’ll be right 

there.” 

 A couple of minutes later, Koester was on the bridge, standing near the ops station with his first officer, 

Commander Arbelo.  A voice, heavy with static interference, could barely be heard through the bridge speakers. 

 “It’s definitely a woman’s voice,” said Jerry Hagen, who manned the ops console. 

 “Can you clear up the transmission any more?” Arbelo asked. 

 “Trying, sir,” the ops officer replied.  A moment later, while still full of static bursts, the voice came 

through a little more clearly.” 

 “This .. th. Rom…. …bird ……, calling an. ….ration star…. ..th.. range.  Do … ..py?” 

 “That sounds like…,” Koester started to say, unsure if he was hearing correctly.  “…Like T’Lees.  But 

what would the Vedrex be doing all the way out here?” 



 

 

 “With the situation being what it is in Romulan space, maybe she came looking for help?” suggested 

Arbelo. 

 “Any idea where this is coming from?” the captain asked the Marine officer standing at tactical. 

 Marine Captain April Mendez narrowed the focus of her sensors, then replied, “I’m detecting at least two 

vessels traveling at high warp, bearing 163 mark 2, course 355 mark 0.  Based on warp signatures, I would guess 

both vessels are Romulan warships.” 

 “Hagen, open a hailing frequency,” Koester ordered.  After Hagen acknowledged, Koester said loudly, 

“Romulan vessel, this is the Federation starship Dauntless.  Are you in need of assistance?  Acknowledge.” 

 “Pe…?  Peter, .. .... you?” came the reply a moment later, confirming Koester’s guess that the transmission 

was being made by a Romulan Commander with whom Koester had had a prior relationship.  “I… T’Lees.  We’re 

be… pursu.. … ..tacked.  .. need your help!” 

 “Monster,” Koester said, turning to his first officer.  “Inform the crew on the surface to hunker down for a 

little while, that we’re breaking orbit but expect to return very soon.  Helm, plot an intercept course.”  As both 

officers acknowledged their orders, Koester returned his attention to the subspace radio transmission.  “T’Lees, 

change your course to 343 mark 178.  I’m on my way to intercept you now.” 

 “Course ready, Captain,” William Hyland reported. 

 “Take us out of orbit, Mister Hyland.  Ahead warp 8!” 

 As the Dauntless maneuvered away from Liber II and accelerated into warp, Koester moved to take a seat 

in the command chair, his first officer moving to the seat to the captain’s right. 

 “What could be so imposing as to chase two Romulan warships all the way out here?” Koester asked 

Arbelo. 

 “Klingons perhaps?  I know if I were on the receiving end of a couple of thermo-decimators, I would run 

too.” 

 “Captain,” said Mendez.  “The lead Romulan ship has now changed course to 343 mark 178.  We are on a 

direct intercept with them.” 

 “Very good, Mister Mendez,” Koester replied. 

 “I’m also getting clearer sensor readings,” Mendez added.  “There are three Romulan warships inbound.  

From what I can tell, one is a large D'deridex-class warbird, the other two are the Mogai-class type.” 

 “One of them has to be the Vedrex,” Koester remarked.  “Any sign of whatever is chasing them?” 

 “Negative, Captain.  Right now it just looks like…  Captain!  The two rear warbirds are both firing on the 

lead ship!” 

 Arbelo looked at Koester in shock. 

 “Why are Romulans firing on their own ship?” he asked. 

 “We’re going to find out very soon,” Koester remarked.  “Time to intercept?” 

 “Twenty two minutes, present speed,” Mendez replied. 

 “Helm, increase speed to warp 9.  Mendez, man battlestations.” 

 “Yes, sir,” Mendez responded before activating the red alert klaxon.  Soon, the crew was rushing 

throughout the ship, manning their stations and making the Dauntless ready for battle.  Not quite a minute later, 

Mendez reported, “Ship is manned for battlestations, Captain.” 

 “Very well,” Koester replied. 

 “What’s happening, Skipper?” Chief Pono R. Kyman, the Dauntless’ Chief of the Boat, asked as he settled 

into his seat at mission ops. 

 “For some reason the Vedrex is being pursued and attacked by two other Romulan warbirds and has issued 

a distress call.  We’re intercepting to assist.” 

 “Sounds to me like we’re stepping into the middle of an internal Romulan affair,” Kyman remarked as he 

reviewed the readouts on his console.  “This may wind up being something you regret interfering with, Skipper.” 

 “Normally I would agree with you, COB, but way out here isn’t exactly internal to the Romulan Star 

Empire.  If Commander T’Lees is all the way out here in the Fifth Fleet AOR, something is going on that requires 

our attention.” 

 “True enough,” Kyman agreed.  “We’re not exactly in the Romulan’s back yard out here, are we?” 

 “Warbirds coming into visual range,” Lt Colonel Sean McIntyre, who had replaced Captain Mendez at 

tactical, reported. 

 “On screen,” Koester ordered. 

 The main viewer blinked to the image of three dark-green Romulan warships moving fast in the direction 

of the Dauntless.  One of them, a single-hulled Mogai-class warbird, was ahead of the trailing two by a relatively 



 

 

short distance, straining its engines trying to remain out of weapons range of the two following vessels, a second 

Mogai and a larger double-hulled D’deridex-class warship, both firing their disruptors at the lead ship. 

 “We’re being hailed by the Vedrex,” Lieutenant Tom Riker, who had taken over at ops, announced. 

 “On screen.” 

 The image on the viewscreen changed to the interior of the first Romulan ship, where a woman with long 

black hair flowing down over her shoulders, pointed ear-tips peeking out through the hair, and emerald-green eyes 

was sitting in the command chair at the center of the bridge. 

 “Dauntless, we have sustained severe damage to our shield generators, our aft weapons systems are off-

line, and our aft shields are starting to buckle.  If we cannot repair the damage, we will be defenseless.  We need 

your help!” 

 “Mister Bloom,” Koester said.  “Do we have the power necessary to extend our shields around the 

Vedrex?” 

 “As long as we’re not in warp, we should have no problems,” the Chief Engineer responded from his 

position at the engineering console near Chief Kyman. 

 “Good.  Colonel, stand by to extend our shields around the Vedrex as soon as we drop out of warp.” 

 “Standing by on shields,” McIntyre confirmed. 

 “Riker, hail the Vedrex.”  As soon as the operations officer confirmed the frequency was open, Koester 

said, “T’Lees, this is Fleet Captain Koester.  As soon as you are in range of us, drop out of warp and come about.  

We’re going to extend our shields around your ship.” 

 “Understood, Dauntless,” replied the female Romulan commander. 

 All four ships moved increasingly closer as the minutes passed, culminating in another hit on the Vedrex 

from the larger pursuing warbird. 

 “Skipper, the aft shields of the Vedrex just collapsed,” announced Chief Kyman.  “If they take one more hit 

on their nacelles, they’re done for.” 

 “Just a few more seconds, T’Lees,” Koester implored. 

 “We have reached the intercept point,” Lieutenant (JG) Carter Breitling announced from his position at the 

helm a few seconds later.  “Dropping out of warp.”  The Doppler streaks on the viewscreen collapsed into pinpoints 

of distant stars.  Within seconds the first of the three warbirds also dropped out of warp directly in front of the 

Federation starship and maneuvered around, taking position almost directly above the Dauntless just as the other 

two warbirds dropped out of warp. 

 “Extend our shields around the Vedrex,” Koester ordered. 

 “Shields extended,” McIntyre confirmed. 

 “Captain, we’re being hailed by one of the other Romulan ships,” announced Riker. 

 “I had a feeling we would be.  On screen, Lieutenant.” 

 The viewscreen changed once again, this time to the view of the bridge of the older D’deridex-class 

warbird.  The first thing Koester noticed was that the crew visible through the screen were not wearing standard 

Romulan military uniforms, though what they wore still looked militaristic. 

 “This is none of your business, Captain.  This is an internal Romulan matter.  Withdraw or we will fire 

upon you,” said the Romulan man sitting in the commander’s chair. 

 “You’re firing on a defenseless vessel in my area of responsibility.  This isn’t Romulan space, 

Commander,” Koester replied. 

 “If you are going to address me, use my proper title,” the Romulan man interjected.  “I am Warlord of the 

Tarod Sector, but you may address me as Lord T’K’Lon.” 

 Koester could not help but smile a grim smile at the arrogance of the man on the screen. 

 “Forgive me, …Lord T’K’Lon,” the captain responded sarcastically.  “But that still does not explain why 

you are firing on one of your own vessels, one that had lost its shields no less.” 

 “The Vedrex is not one of my vessels,” T’K’Lon replied.  “Not yet, at least.  I was in the process of… 

convincing… T’Lees of the wisdom of pledging her loyalty and the loyalty of her crew to me when you interfered.” 

 Another transmission cut into the communications circuit, and once again T’Lees and her bridge filled half 

the Dauntless’ main viewscreen, T’K’Lon’s image being pushed to the left half of the screen. 

 “My loyalty remains with the Praetor and the Star Empire,” T’Lees remarked.  Koester noted he had never 

seen T’Lees ever look as angry as she did at this moment. 

 “When will it get through your thick skull that there is no Star Empire anymore, T’Lees?  The Praetor is 

dead.  The Senate is dead.  There is nothing left to which you have pledged your loyalty in the past.  The Hobus star 

and the Klingons have made sure of that.  Which is why you must join my fleet now.  It is your only hope of 

survival,” T’K’Lon said, either ignoring or forgetting that the Dauntless was party to the conversation. 



 

 

 “You are nothing more than a thug who has beaten, threatened, and cajoled other ship commanders into 

joining with you.  I will never pledge my services to you, T’K’Lon.” 

 “Either I will have your ship and your crew, or no one will.  I will not allow the Vedrex to ally itself with 

any of the other warlords.” 

 “As I stated earlier, my loyalty and the loyalty of my crew belong to the Praetor,” T’Lees reiterated. 

 “There is no Praetor!” T’K’Lon exclaimed, bellowing at the top of his lungs.  “Weapons officer, lock all 

weapons onto the Vedrex.  The Federation ship’s shields cannot protect them for long under the onslaught of two 

warbirds.” 

 “Captain, the warbirds are locking weapons on the Vedrex,” McIntyre reported. 

 “Captain, unless they fire on us, we cannot fire our weapons at the two warbirds,” reminded Commander 

Arbelo. 

 “But our shields are surrounding the Vedrex,” said Chief Kyman.  “Wouldn’t a shot at them be considered a 

shot at us as well?” 

 “Technically, no,” Koester replied.  “However, there is one other option.”  He then addressed the right half 

of his main viewer and said, “Commander T’Lees, are you formally requesting asylum?” 

 T’Lees’ expression seemed to waiver for a moment, as if too proud to do what she knew in her heart had to 

be done.  Finally, straightening up in her command chair, she said, “Fleet Captain Koester; on behalf of the entire 

crew of the Imperial Romulan Warbird Vedrex, I request asylum from the United Federation of Planets.” 

 “Commander T’Lees,” Koester replied, also sounding very formal in his communications.  “Until such time 

as the Federation Council can convene to review your request, I am granting you and your crew temporary asylum 

under the protection of Starfleet and the United Federation of Planets.”  He then looked over his shoulder at Colonel 

McIntyre and ordered, “Mack, lock all phasers and photon torpedoes on the D’deridex-class warbird.  Arm and lock 

quantum torpedoes on the Mogai-class warbird.  If they do not remove their weapons lock on the Vedrex in thirty 

seconds, prepare to fire all weapons.” 

 “You wouldn’t dare!” T’K’Lon sputtered through the viewscreen. 

 “Twenty five seconds…,” Koester remarked. 

 “If you fire upon us it will be considered an act of war!” T’K’Lon huffed. 

 “With who?” Koester asked smugly.  “You yourself just said you represent no recognized government.  As 

far as I’m concerned, you’re just a pirate operating in my patrol sector, and will be treated as such.  Fifteen 

seconds…” 

 T’K’Lon glared angrily through the viewscreen, veins in the sides of his head bulging darkly.  A few more 

seconds passed before he finally growled, “Stand down weapons lock.”  He then concentrated his attention back on 

the female Romulan commander as he said, “Remember, T’Lees.  I will not allow you to ally yourself with any 

other warlord.  If you do not come back and join me, you will not come home.  Remember that!”  T’K’Lon then cut 

off the communications channel, causing the viewscreen image to fill once again with just the Vedrex’s bridge. 

 “Captain, the two hostile warbirds are breaking off and heading back in the direction from which they 

came,” reported Colonel McIntyre. 

 “Thank you, Mack.  Stand down to yellow alert for the time being until the hostile ships have left the 

sector.”  Koester then turned his attention back to the woman on the viewscreen.  “T’Lees, we have to stop meeting 

like this.  My wife is going to get jealous.” 

 “Thanks for your assistance, Peter.  I don’t know what I would have done without you.  My crew and I 

would likely have been destroyed.” 

 “What brings you all the way out here anyway?” Koester asked.  “You’re a long way from home.” 

 “What is home anymore?” T’Lees asked wistfully.  “Romulus is gone.  The Klingons control half of what 

used to be home space.  Where am I to go?”  T’Lees appeared to let out a sigh before looking up again and saying, 

“Request permission for myself and my first officer to come aboard and formally present our petition for asylum.”  

 “Granted,” Koester replied, getting out of his chair and starting to step toward the turbolift.  “I’ll see you in 

a few minutes.  Dauntless, out.”  He then looked at Arbelo and said, “Exec, you have the conn.  I’ll be greeting our 

guests.” 

 “Aye, Skipper,” Arbelo replied as he moved over into the center seat. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The transporter cycled and two people materialized on the platform.  Before he could react, Koester quickly 

found himself embraced in a tight hug from T’Lees.  His immediate discomfort was allayed as he realized the 

Romulan woman, with whom he’d had a romantic relationship as a Starfleet Academy cadet when she was a deep-



 

 

cover spy disguised as a Vulcan operating out of the Vulcan Embassy in San Francisco, was only seeking comfort 

from an old friend, dropping the emotional guard she had maintained for who knew exactly how long – an emotional 

reaction she could not dare let her own crew see – and returned the embrace. 

 After nearly a minute, T’Lees finally let go, subtly trying to wipe a single tear from her eye as she 

attempted to smile at Koester.  It was then that he noticed the identity of the companion who had beamed over with 

T’Lees, Sub-Commander P’tor. 

 “Welcome aboard the Dauntless once again, Sub-Commander,” Koester said as he offered a handshake to 

the young half-Romulan man he had inadvertantly fathered over a quarter-century earlier. 

 “Thank you, Father.  I only wish it were under better circumstances,” P’tor replied. 

 “Not that I’m unhappy to see P’tor again,” Koester said to T’Lees, “but I thought you said you were 

beaming over with your first officer?  Where is Sub-Commander Xo?” 

 “In command of the other warbird you encountered a few minutes ago,” T’Lees replied with barely-hidden 

rage.  “He jumped ship almost the second T’K’Lon offered him a ship of his own to command.  P’tor has been my 

acting first officer ever since.” 

 “Sounds like you’ve been through some difficulties,” Koester remarked before escorting the pair to a 

nearby lounge, where he offered them both drinks before sitting down and asking the inevitable questions. 

 “I can understand the reasons why you would not want to join with any of the so-called warlords we’ve 

been hearing about, but what made you come all the way out to sector 50106?” 

 “After my crew and I first heard about the destruction of Romulus, we came to the decision to continue our 

normal patrol, assuming – correctly – that the Senate had made it off planet before its destruction and would be 

forming a new government elsewhere.  Days later we received word that a mining vessel commander named Nero 

had found and killed the surviving members of the Senate for their supposed complicity in the destruction of our 

homeworld.  That was when the first cracks started to appear in the composition of the Romulan fleet.” 

 “Was that when some of the ship commanders started calling themselves warlords and assuming control 

over the various sectors of Romulan space?” Koester asked. 

 “No, that came later,” said T’Lees.  “First elements of the Tal Shiar tried to take control of what was left of 

the government.  They blamed the Federation in general and the government of Vulcan in particular for allowing 

Romulus to be destroyed by the Hobus star, though I am unaware of the specifics why.  They then equipped Nero’s 

mining ship, the Narada, with captured Borg technology to try and exact revenge on the Federation.  Fortunately for 

you and the Federation, the Narada was destroyed by the same artificial singularity that collapsed Hobus.” 

 “And killed Ambassador Spock,” Koester added. 

 T’Lees appeared surprised, obviously recognizing the name but unaware of the part the Vulcan 

Ambassador had played in collapsing the supernova that had destroyed Romulus. 

 “It was after the Klingons invaded across the Neutral Zone that the fleet finally fell apart for good.  While 

many of our ships tried to hold back the invasion, the commanders of ships in the outer sectors of the Empire took 

control of the local systems and declared themselves warlords of the outer reaches.  They have been fighting each 

other for control ever since, bribing warbird commanders for their loyalty, destroying the ships of any they 

encounter who will not pledge themselves to that particular lord.  When I encountered T’K’Lon during my regular 

sector patrol, he made me an offer I had a hard time refusing, but I knew I could never lay aside my loyalty, my 

pledge to the Praetor, for the scraps from T’K’Lon’s – or any other so-called warlord’s – table.  I made a run for it.  I 

never expected T’K’Lon or Xo to follow me all this way.” 

 T’Lees took a long drink from her glass as P’tor continued the story for the captain. 

 “We had hoped to make contact with a Federation vessel just across the Neutral Zone, but following the 

Klingon invasion of our space, and taking the alliance between the Klingon Empire and the Federation into 

consideration, we did not know who to trust.  You and the crew of the Fifth Fleet were the only Starfleet officers we 

felt we could come to.” 

 “So you came all the way out here just to find the Dauntless?” Koester asked, amazed. 

 “No, we actually hoped to make contact with your Starbase 719,” T’Lees admitted.  “However, Starfleet 

doesn’t exactly give out the locations of its starbases and space stations to members of the Romulan Imperial Fleet.  

We must have passed your starbase by several sectors.  It was only pure luck that we happened upon your ship.” 

 “Luck indeed,” Koester agreed.  “Finding the Dauntless, or any of the Fifth Fleet vessels, in the vastness of 

space is akin to finding the proverbial needle in a haystack.” 

 “Why would anyone expend the effort of finding a sewing spine in a pile of long grass when it would be 

simpler to just retrieve a new spine?” P’tor asked. 

 Koester chuckled to himself before saying, “Just a human expression describing trying to accomplish the 

impossible.”  When P’tor seemed satisfied with the explanation, the captain added, “We’ll escort you to Homeplate.  



 

 

From there we can get the paperwork started on your asylum request.  In the meantime, you’re under the protection 

of the USS Dauntless.” 

 “Thank you, Peter,” T’Lees said, sounding somewhat relaxed for the first time since she had contacted the 

Dauntless.  “Though I feel like I’m abandoning my people, we’re going to need to survive if we’re going to work to 

eventually restore the Romulan government.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 64568.5: 

After a quick trip back to Liber II, where we covertly picked up the construction team we 

left behind, the Dauntless escorted the Vedrex back to Starbase 719 where the Romulan 

vessel remains cloaked for the time being.  Needless to say, Admiral Raiajh is not too 

happy to have this problem dumped squarely on her desk. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Fleet Captain Koester paced back and forth in the office of Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh.  Behind her desk, 

trying to comprehend the enormity of the situation the Fleet Captain was placing her in, sat the Vulcan-Deltan 

woman who commanded the starbase and the entire sector.  Watching the entire scene from the periphery of the 

office were Lt Commander Marie Quintero, Raiajh’s aide; Commander Konstantin Harkonnen, the base’s strategic 

operations officer; Commander Cathryn Pearson, the base’s executive officer; and Admiral Penji Fil, fleet 

commander. 

 “A Romulan warship…  Requesting asylum in the Federation?” Raiajh asked, still unsure she was hearing 

correctly.  “Do you have any clue the kinds of problems that will cause me, Fleet Captain?” 

 “Even though the Klingons have only occupied half of vhat vas the Romulan Empire, they claim the entire 

area of space as there own,” Harkonnen explained.  “The High Council considers any Romulan to be subjects of the 

Klingon Empire now.” 

 “What Konstantin is saying is; when the Vengeance returns to the Fifth Fleet AOR, it’s going to cause 

problems if they find out we’ve granting asylum to an entire Romulan ship and crew,” Pearson added.  “The 

warlords aren’t the only ones trying to track down every surviving ship that was a part of the Imperial Romulan 

Fleet.” 

 “Can’t they simply go home?” asked Admiral Fil, trying to point out the obvious. “After all, they can’t 

exactly help form a new government from the Typhon Sector.” 

 “They can’t go home, Admiral,” Koester implored.  “If they do go back to Romulan space, they’ll likely be 

killed.  If not by the Klingons, then by the so-called warlords that are consolidating their power as we speak.  Can 

you live with that on your conscious, Admiral? 

 “I understand your feelings about this, Fleet Captain,” Raiajh said to Koester.  “But is it really our place to 

interfere in Romulan politics?” 

 “Damn it, Admiral, this isn’t some backward planet under the protection of the Prime Directive!  This is a 

crew that has helped us on more than one occasion, who have risked their lives alongside the crew of the Dauntless!  

If we can’t offer them our support and a safe harbor, then who are we to call ourselves compassionate, charitable, or 

even civilized!” 

 “But what if the Federation Council turns down their request?” Raiajh asked. 

 “Admiral, you’re the Sector Commander out here!  You have the authority to grant T’Lees’ request, and the 

Council would never consider reversing it.”  Koester stopped pacing and stood directly in front of Raiajh’s desk, 

placing both hands on the desk as he leaned toward the starbase commander.  “We call this base Homeplate for a 

reason.  It’s our Fleet’s safe haven, refuge, and sanctuary.  How can we deny that to T’Lees and her crew, especially 

after what they have been through in recent weeks?” 

 Raiajh sat pensively for a moment before looking at her executive officer. 

 “What do you think, Cathryn?  What will happen with a ship full of Romulans hanging around the station?” 

 “It’s going to be interesting come the next Day of Honor,” Pearson remarked.  “Especially if Ke’reth and 

his crew are in port.  But Fleet Captain Koester does have a point.  How can we claim to be enlightened if we’re not 

willing to step up to the plate for those we consider our friends?” 



 

 

 “Are they our friends?” Fil asked, again playing devil’s advocate.  “What if we were to grant them asylum 

and they turn on us at the first opportunity?  We could lose this entire base.  We could potentially lose the entire 

Fifth Fleet!  This whole situation could be a Romulan set-up!” 

 “Admiral, I know you come from a different time, a time when the Romulans were considered an 

implacable foe of the Federation,” Koester said, turning to face the Catullan man originally from the late-23
rd

 

century.  “And while we may not have signed all sorts of treaties with the Romulans like we have with the Klingons, 

proclaiming them our friends, they proved themselves worthy allies during the Dominion War, fighting side by side 

with Starfleet.  And in spite of our turbulent past, T’Lees and I know where each other stands.  We’re both ship 

captains.  I would trust her as much as I trust any of you.  We need to do this for them.” 

 “Assuming I grant this request, Fleet Captain,” Raiajh said to Koester.  “What are T’Lees and her crew 

going to do here?  Open up a new bar and serve Romulan ale?” 

 “Romulan ale is technically illegal,” remarked Harkonnen with a smile. 

 “I don’t know,” Koester admitted after glaring at the starbase’s strategic operations officer.  “Not yet.  But 

I’m sure I can pull a few strings at Starfleet Command to help find a diplomatic solution to all this.  But they need 

asylum in order for any of it to work.” 

 Raiajh still looked uncomfortable, but she finally made a decision. 

 “Where is Commander T’Lees?” she asked Pearson. 

 “Waiting out in the reception room with Colonel McIntyre,” Pearson replied. 

 “Please have her come in.” 

 Quintero nodded, then went to the door to the outer office.  A moment later she returned with both 

Commander T’Lees and Lt Colonel McIntyre close behind.  T’Lees took a position almost dead center in the room, 

not far from Koester, and stood rigidly – almost at attention. 

 “Rear Admiral Raiajh,” she said, having practiced what she would say almost since the moment the 

Dauntless had come to the aid of her ship.  “Due to the political and sociological situation currently occurring in our 

home space, on behalf of myself and the crew of the Imperial Romulan Warbird Vedrex, I formally request asylum 

within the United Federation of Planets until such time that it is safe for my crew and I to return home.” 

 Exchanging a quick glance with Fil, who shrugged noncommittally, Raiajh got up from her seat and 

crossed around her desk, standing in front of the similar-looking Romulan officer. 

 “Commander T’Lees, after careful consideration of you and your crew’s situation and the political and 

sociological state of affairs currently occurring in what was the territorial space of the Romulan Star Empire…”  

Raiajh noted T’Lees stiffen slightly at the words ‘…what was the territorial space…,’ but the Romulan woman said 

nothing.  “…As commander and coordinator of the Typhon Sector, I hereby grant the crew of the IRW Vedrex 

political asylum within the Federation for so long as it may be required.” 

 “Thank you, Admiral,” T’Lees replied, visibly relaxing.  “My crew and I will try and not be a burden on 

either you or your government.” 

 “I’m sure we’ll find someplace where you will fit in just fine.  Fleet Captain Koester is already working on 

that part of the deal.” 

 T’Lees looked at Koester and smiled, causing the Fleet Captain to blush slightly.  Meanwhile everyone in 

the office, except Fil, came over to congratulate T’Lees and welcome her aboard the starbase. 

 

* * * * 

 

 A couple of days later, the IKV Hem bortaStaH returned to Starbase 719 for the first time since the news of 

Romulus’ destruction had been announced to the Fleet.  Immediately General Ke’reth requested a meeting with Rear 

Admiral Raiajh. 

 “Blood wine!” Ke’reth exclaimed as one of the starbase crewmen moved the barrel into the admiral’s office 

with antigravs.  “To celebrate the Empire’s victory over the Romulans.” 

 “I’m not sure it is an event to which I want to drink, General,” Raiajh said, eyeing the large barrel as it was 

placed in a corner of the room.  “It wasn’t exactly a fair fight, and from what I’m hearing, your ‘victory’ has come at 

some cost.  Subspace communiqués from Earth have indicated two Negh’Var-class warships and several smaller 

vessels were lost in battle along the disputed border between Klingon-controlled space and the sectors controlled by 

the Romulan Warlords recently.” 

 “A minor setback,” Ke’reth said dismissively with a wave of his gauntleted hand.  “The Chancellor is 

sending both the Hem vaQwI’ and the Hem wo’ to confront the despots who are oppressing the Empire’s control of 

the colonies in the Kaleb and Hyralan sectors.  Soon they will be defeated and there will be no dispute over who is 

in charge.” 



 

 

 Raiajh looked at Ke’reth dubiously as she returned to the seat behind her desk. 

 “Either way, I would like to welcome you back, General.  After the events of recent weeks, we weren’t sure 

if you and your ship would be returning to the Fifth Fleet,” the admiral said.  “It seems like our alliance is somewhat 

strained of late.” 

 “That is the reason I requested this meeting with you, with gift in-hand, as soon as the Vengeance returned, 

Admiral,” Ke’reth said with a toothy grin.  “I wanted to make certain assurances.” 

 “Assurances?” Raiajh asked, uncertain what the Klingon general meant. 

 “Yes.  I too recognize that recent events have placed an added burden on the Khitomer Accords.  I just 

wanted to make sure you know that my crew and I have always maintained a good working relationship with your 

Starfleet crews, and we intend on retaining that good relationship, no matter what may happen between our 

governments.” 

 “That’s good to hear, General,” Raiajh remarked.  “I would hate to have to defend my starbase against an 

attack by the Vengeance were relations between our governments to break down in light of what has occurred in 

Romulan space.” 

 “You mean Klingon space,” Ke’reth said as if correcting a minor mistake. 

 “One day the Empire is going to have to return self-rule to the Romulans.” 

 “And why must we do that?” Ke’reth demanded to know.  “The Romulans have been trying to take control 

of the Empire for more than twenty years through subterfuge and cunning.  Now that the boot is on the other foot, 

perhaps it is time for them to see how it is to live with a boot on their collective necks!” 

 “I’ll admit, the Romulans have not always had the Klingon Empire’s best interests in mind, but I truly 

thought all our governments came together for our mutual benefit during the war against the Dominion?” Raiajh 

remarked.  “I hate to think that all that came to an end when the war ended.” 

 “That is neither here nor there, nor for either if us to resolve, Admiral,” Ke’reth responded.  “I am a soldier 

of the Empire.  I do what I am told, and for now, I am told to subjugate the Romulans.  Now tell me…  Did anything 

I should know about occur in the Vengeance’s absence?  I noticed on your status board that the Dauntless is back in 

port.  Is anything the matter?  I thought Koester was supposed to be setting up a surveillance station on that 

primitive planet?  What brings the flagship back to base so soon?” 

 “The Dauntless… um… had a minor… run-in with an unexpected ion storm.  She had to come back to base 

for repairs the crew could not accomplish in orbit of Liber II,” Raiajh said. 

 “Indeed?” Ke’reth remarked.  “One must always be vigilant, or the seemingly smallest incident will cause 

the loss of a ship.  I’m surprised Koester was so careless as to let his ship get caught in an ion storm.”  Ke’reth then 

told Raiajh that he wanted to join his crew down in the base’s recreation facility, as the Vengeance had been through 

several difficult missions in recent weeks.  “I will leave the blood wine with you.  Enjoy it, Admiral!”  Ke’reth then 

saluted and departed the admiral’s office. 

 Raiajh watched her door swish shut, then looked over at the barrel in the corner of her office for a moment 

before touching the intercom on her desk. 

 “Marie?” 

 “Yes, Admiral?” came the reply. 

 “Have the manager of the Lodge send someone to my office to retrieve this barrel of blood wine and place 

it in his stock,” Raiajh ordered. 

 “Yes, Admiral.  Anything else?” 

 “Yes.  Contact Fleet Captain Koester aboard the Dauntless and have him get in touch with me on a secure 

channel as soon as possible.” 

 “Yes, Admiral,” Quintero replied. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The turbolift doors opened in the recreation area of the starbase, and Ke’reth started heading toward where 

a majority of his crew would likely be located, the nearest large bar. 

 “It’s too bad Raiajh doesn’t have a proper drinking hall built aboard this base,” Ke’reth commented to 

himself with a smile.  “The human-type bars here are completely incapable of handling true Klingon carousing.  

And it’s not like she does not have the room for it!” 

 As the general walked, he noticed what seemed to be an inordinate numbers of Vulcans on the base, a pair 

here, a trio there, wondering if the Federation was adding a purely scientific research vessel to the Fifth Fleet to be 

crewed by Vulcans, but thought little of it otherwise as he was quickly distracted by both his half-human chief 

engineer, Commander Kana, and his tactical officer, Commodore KI’HQaS, sitting at one table just outside the door 



 

 

of a popular establishment that contained a mixture of starbase crew and Klingons from the Proud Vengeance.  

KI’HQaS thrust a goblet of Aldebaren whiskey into the general’s hand as he sat at the table with his crew. 

 “You have all worked hard these past weeks.  I hope you are playing hard as well?” Ke’reth asked. 

 “Indeed,” KI’HQaS replied.  “I have reserved one of the holosuites for a re-enactment of our battle in the 

Gamma Crateris system.  I want to test a theory I have.  I think if we had employed our isokinetic cannons earlier in 

the battle, the two warbirds would have lost their shields before the Vengeance even launched fighters.  We lost too 

many brave warriors during that encounter.” 

 “Such employment of the main weapons would have a debilitating effect on our shields and 

maneuverability,” Kana pointed out.  “We would be leaving ourselves vulnerable against multiple opponents such as 

we encountered at Gamma Crateris.” 

 “Perhaps.  I would like to find out for myself,” KI’HQaS remarked. 

 “Tell me your results,” Ke’reth said.  “I would be interested to know.  We may be required to employ such 

tactics in the near future.” 

 The three Klingon officers continued to discuss their recent mission into Romulan space when Kana 

mentioned having run into and sharing a drink with the Dauntless’ Chief Engineer, Commander Bloom, a short time 

earlier.  “He mentioned the Dauntless had a run-in with a Romulan warbird under the command of a warlord named 

T’K’Lon this past week,” she said between gulps of her drink.  “Implied it was the reason for the Dauntless 

returning to the starbase.” 

 “The Dauntless engaged in battle with a Romulan warship?” Ke’reth asked suspiciously.  “Admiral Raiajh 

told me the starship had encountered an ion storm and incurred minor damage as a result.” 

 “That sounds more likely,” KI’HQaS said.  “I would imagine a Federation starship would have sustained 

much greater damage had they encountered a warbird.  And besides, what would the Romulans be doing all the way 

out here in the Typhon Sector?” 

 “Running away from us!” Ke’reth remarked with a great belly laugh.  “They heard the Vengeance was in 

Romulan space and so they fled to the Typhon Sector to be where we were not!”  Ke’reth enjoyed his crew’s 

amusement for a moment longer, then said, “I must find Fleet Captain Koester before we resume our patrol.  

Perhaps he will have yet another story for why his ship is back here so soon?” 

 Ke’reth drained the last of his mug, then got up from his seat, slapping Kana on the back as he did. 

 “I expect my sub-light engines to be back at top efficiency before I get back aboard, Kana.  Now I must go 

locate Koester and berate him for allowing his ship to be driven into an ion storm.” 

 As Ke’reth headed down the wide corridor, he encountered a few more of the Vulcans he had noticed 

earlier, taking note with some satisfaction this time that they seemed – if not fearful – at least apprehensive as he 

walked past. 

 “Computer,” Ke’reth said, touching one of the nearby LCARS panels.  “What is the location of Fleet 

Captain Koester of the USS Dauntless?” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Down in the Bastogne Lodge, the subject of Ke’reth’s search was sitting with his wife, the starbase’s 

recently assigned new Chief of Security, Commander Michelle Petersen; several members of his own crew; and 

members of the crew of the USS Besige, a half-drunk glass of some exotic synthetic-liquor sitting on the table as he 

listened to Admiral Raiajh over his combadge. 

 “An ion storm?  You couldn’t come up with a better story, like we encounteres a Kairn battleship or 

something?  You’re going to give my crew a bad reputation if we can’t repair a little ion storm damage on our own, 

Val,” he said. 

 “I apologize, but it was the best I could come up with on little notice,” Raiajh’s voice replied.  “I was not 

expecting General Ke’reth to visit as soon as the Vengeance arrived back at the base.  It was enough for the 

spacedock controllers have the Vengeance maintain station keeping eight kilometers farther away than usual without 

raising too many questions.” 

 “Well, you certainly don’t want them running into a cloaked warbird by accident, do you?” Koester 

remarked.  “Have you had any contact with Commander T’Lees since the Vengeance arrived?” 

 “Not yet, but I certainly would not expect her to transmit over unsecure subspace channels under the 

circumstances.  Have you heard back from Starfleet Command yet?” 

 “No, but I’m expecting a communiqué from Kate any time now.”  Koester then noticed General Ke’reth 

entering the door of the Lodge and quickly said, “I have to go.  Koester, out.”  He then stood up and approached the 

Klingon officer, saying, “Welcome back, General!  I had no idea the Vengeance was back in the sector.” 



 

 

 “I hear you had a run in with some Romulans,” Ke’reth said with a chuckle. 

 “Who told you that?” Koester replied, his face going pale white for a moment before he could regain his 

calm.  “No, no, the Dauntless just passed through an undetectable ion storm as we approached Liber II again.  I 

thought the damage was minimal, but my engineer wanted to have the nacelle struts checked over for stress just to 

be safe.” 

 Ke’reth gave Koester an odd look, about to point out that, according to Kana, it was the Dauntless’ 

engineer who had told his own engineer that the Federation starship had encountered a Romulan warship.  But 

before the Klingon could say anything, his arm-mounted communicator chirped and the voice of Commander Havok 

was heard. 

 “Hem bortaStaH to General Ke’reth.” 

 “Go,” Ke’reth growled after grasping the communicator. 

 “General, K’Taal reports he is detecting the signature of a quantum singularity in the vicinity of the 

Federation starbase.  He has not yet determined its precise location or whether it poses any danger to us or the base.” 

 “Have you informed base personnel yet?” Ke’reth asked as Koester exchanged nervous glances with Chief 

Kyman and Captain McLeod. 

 “Not yet.  We wanted more precise information before alarming Starfleet,” Havok replied. 

 “Move the Vengeance closer to the station.  It will enhance our sensor ability.  And prepare to beam me 

back aboard.” 

 Behind Ke’reth, the Fleet Captain tapped his own combadge, saying, “Koester to Commander Pearson.  We 

have a problem.” 

 “What is it, Peter?” Pearson’s voice replied. 

 “I think we’re going to need a meeting with Admiral Raiajh very soon,” Koester said.  “ALL of us.” 

 “General,” Havok’s voice came back.  “We have maneuvered the Vengeance two kellicams closer to the 

station, and K’Taal has determined the quantum singularity he is detecting is artificial in nature.” 

 Ke’reth looked at Koester for a moment, then looked out the door of the Lodge at people passing through 

the open hall, including several of the Vulcans he had seen earlier.  One of the passing Vulcans smiled, then 

laughed, as he conversed with his companion and Ke’reth looked back at Koester, a man enraged. 

 “We need that meeting RIGHT NOW, Cathryn,” Koester emphasized, reiterating, “RIGHT NOW!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Again, Koester, Pearson, Harkonnen, Quintero, and Raiajh were gathered in the admiral’s office, this time 

with General Ke’reth and his first officer, Havok, in attendance.  Ke’reth looked as if someone had just run over his 

favorite targ, and Havok simply glared at the Starfleet officers. 

 “We are not harboring Romulan fugitives,” Raiajh tried to assure the Klingon general. 

 “Then why are there Romulans all over this space station?  And why is there a cloaked Romulan ship right 

outside?” Ke’reth demanded. 

 “Because they requested, and have been granted, asylum,” Raiajh explained. 

 “The Romulans have been conquered, Admiral,” Havok said, the first words he spoke since arriving aboard 

the starbase.  “All Romulans are now considered subjects of the Empire, and all Romulan vessels now part of the 

Imperial Klingon Defense Force.” 

 “You yourself described the relationship between the Empire and the Federation as strained since the nova 

destroyed Romulus,” Ke’reth said to Raiajh.  “Actions like this, hiding this Romulan ship and crew from us, does 

nothing to relive that strain, Admiral.” 

 As Raiajh tried to explain her position and the position of the Federation Council to Ke’reth, Lt 

Commander Quintero reacted to a signal through her combadge.  She left the office for a moment, returning seconds 

later and moving up next to Koester. 

 “Fleet Captain, there’s a message arriving for you from Starfleet Command, priority two,” she informed. 

 “Thank you, Commander.  Is there somewhere I can receive it?” 

 “Use my office, sir,” Quintero replied.  Koester nodded, then excused himself from the meeting, which was 

quickly degrading into a shouting match, and stepped out into the reception room.  Meanwhile Raiajh activated her 

large wall monitor and opened a communications frequency. 

 “Starbase to Vedrex.  This is Rear Admiral Raiajh calling for Commander T’Lees.” 

 Several seconds later, the image of a long-haired Romulan woman appeared on the monitor, apparently 

sitting in her own equivalent of a ready room. 

 “Is there a problem, Admiral?  We took note of the arrival of a Klingon warship about an hour…” 



 

 

 T’Lees’ voice caught in her throat as she suddenly noticed the two Klingon officers standing in Raiajh’s 

office.  Immediately her eyes narrowed with suspicion. 

 “You are the commander of the cloaked Romulan ship?” Ke’reth asked. 

 “I am.” 

 “You will decloak your vessel and surrender to me immediately,” the general demanded. 

 “I will do no such thing,” T’Lees replied.  “I am under the protection of Starfleet and the Federation.” 

 Ke’reth took a step closer to the monitor as he said, “You are now subjects of the Klingon Empire and 

under my authority.  Decloak your vessel and prepare to be boarded.” 

 “General,” interrupted Raiajh.  “What the Commander said is true.  Her ship and her crew are under our 

protection.” 

 “You are relived of your obligations, Admiral,” Ke’reth said with a growl.  “The Romulans are under my 

protection from now on.” 

 As Ke’reth spoke, T’Lees said something into her own intercom.  A moment later, through the window 

behind the admiral’s desk, a wavering distortion resolved itself into the hull of a wide, dark-green, bird-shaped 

warship. 

 “Hem bortaStaH to General Ke’reth!” came the excited voice of KI’HQaS through the Klingon’s 

communicator.  “A warbird has just decloaked four kellicams off our bow and armed weapons!” 

 “Lock isokinetic cannons and the thermo-decimator on the warbird, and if it so much as twitches, destroy 

it!” Ke’reth ordered. 

 “Wait!  You can’t!” exclaimed Raiajh. 

 Over the monitor, an angry looking T’Lees said, “I would sooner blow up my own vessel than let it fall into 

the hands of the Praetor’s enemies.  I would not let the warlords have the Vedrex!  I will not let you have her either, 

General!” 

 “KI’HQaS, if the Romulan ship does not stand down its weapons in the next minute, you will open fire on 

it,” Ke’reth ordered just as the office door opened again and Koester quickly walked back in, taking measure of the 

deteriorating situation. 

 “General, wait!” he said.  “Would you fire upon a Starfleet vessel so easily?” 

 Ke’reth looked at Koester grudgingly, saying, “Of course not.  We are bound by treaty as allies.” 

 “Then you cannot fire upon the Vedrex either.” 

 Both Ke’reth and Havok appeared about to protest when Koester handed padds to Raiajh, Quintero, and 

General Ke’reth. 

 “I’ve just finished a conversation with Admiral Janeway in San Francisco.  It took some work, but with the 

help of Ambassador Picard, she convinced the Federation Council to authorize my recommendation.  As long as 

T’Lees agrees, the Council will sanction a Federation commission for the Vedrex.” 

 “You mean that Romulan ship is going to be a part of your Starfleet?” Havok asked, his contempt barely 

hidden. 

 “No.  The Vedrex will be integrated into the Federation Merchant Marine, attached to the Federation Fifth 

Fleet.”  Koester looked at T’Lees on the monitor and added, “Technically your vessel would no longer be 

considered a warship.  You could not even be designated a warbird.  But you would be a part of our Fleet, under our 

mutual protection.  Instead of soldiers, you would be explorers.  Do you think you could do that?” 

 “And what sort of exploration is suited to a vessel such as mine?” T’Lees asked. 

 Koester exchanged a look with Raiajh before saying, “The Dauntless has been trying to build a Duck Blind 

on Liber II, a planet that is on the verge of developing space flight.  My chief science officer has told me it could be 

as soon as early next year, well ahead of our original expectations.  I can think of no better ship to be in a position to 

observe such a breakthrough than one with the capability to cloak.  What do you say, T’Lees?” 

 “Under the circumstances, how can I possibly say no?” the Romulan woman replied. 

 “Then let me be the first to welcome you to the Federation Fifth Fleet,” Raiajh said to T’Lees as she placed 

her thumb-print on the padd scanner, virtually signing the authorization to commission the Vedrex before handing 

the device to her aide.  “Marie, have this sent to Admiral Fil for his authorization.” 

 “Yes, Admiral.  Right away,” Quintero said with a smile. 

 “Well General?” Koester asked, looking at Ke’reth.  The Klingon narrowed his eyes as he gazed out the 

window at the Vedrex for a moment before releasing a long breath and grabbing his communicator badge again. 

 “KI’HQaS, stand down our weapons.  The warbird… I mean, the ‘science vessel’… you see is assigned to 

the Federation Starfleet.”  He then looked at T’Lees on the monitor and added, “This is only a temporary reprieve, 

Commander.  One day circumstances will be different, and on that day, your ship and crew will be mine.” 



 

 

 “I look forward to working closely with you too, General,” T’Lees replied with sarcasm before contacting 

her own bridge once again.  “P’tor, this is the Commander.  Stand down.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 64587.7: 

Things are starting to get back to normal after the last several weeks as the vessels of the 

Fifth Fleet, including Proud Vengeance, return to their regular duties and the Vedrex has 

received a new designation.  No longer an Imperial Romulan Warbird, Commander 

T’Lees’ vessel has officially been integrated into the Federation Merchant Marine 

assigned to Starbase 719 and has been redesignated UFNS Vedrex. 

USS Dauntless now escorting the Vedrex to her first assignment, the observation of the 

emerging space-faring civilization on the planet Liber II, where we will help complete the 

Duck Blind before leaving T’Lees, her crew, and the observation team to their new task 

as scientists and explorers. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 The hatch in the Jefferies tube opened and Fleet Captain Peter Koester descended the ladder to the next 

deck, followed closely by Commander T’Lees.  The two had just left an official reception in 10-Forward to welcome 

the crew of the Vedrex into the Fifth Fleet, and now Koester was escorting the visiting ship’s master into the bowels 

of the Sovereign-class starship. 

 “Where are you taking me?” T’Lees asked, not for the first time. 

 “You’ll see when we get there, won’t you?” Koester replied as he opened one of the horizontal tube hatches 

and started crawling through. The Romulan woman quickly followed, afraid if she were separated from Koester she 

would never find her way out of the Jefferies tube network again.  Eventually, after several more twists and turns, 

the pair stopped in a section of the tube where a normal person could barely fit on his or her hands and knees. 

 “It’s really cold in here,” T’Lees remarked.  “Why are we here?” 

 Koester fished out what looked like an old fashioned key on a chain which he was wearing like a necklace 

under his uniform jacket. 

 “We’re in Jefferies tube 24, section 51.  We’re right up against the outer secondary hull here, not far below 

the nacelle struts.  Something about the hull materials and shielding in this section of the ship keeps this one small 

area a constant 3 to 5 degrees Celsius.  Just a quirk of the Sovereign-class design no one has been ever been able to 

explain or correct.  But it’s the perfect location for this…”  Koester held up the key he was holding to show T’Lees.  

“There are only two of these keys in the entire galaxy.  I have this one.  The other is contained in the command 

packet to be passed on to my replacement should anything ever happen to me.”  He then placed the key into a lock 

on one of the maintenance covers in the side of the Jefferies tube closest to the outer hull, opened the cover, and 

reached inside to withdraw two small bottles containing a bright blue liquid. 

 “Is that what I think it is?” T’Lees asked, hope in her eyes for the first time since the Dauntless had come to 

the Vedrex’s assistance.  The captain nodded.  “Where did you get those?” 

 “Don’t you remember?  You gave me a case right after the first time the Dauntless encountered the Vedrex 

and you introduced me to my son.  I’ve indulged from time to time on rare occasions, but for the most part have kept 

it hidden down here, where it’s safe, in case a special occasion arose.  This seemed like the perfect such occasion.” 

 “Oh!  It’s been months since I’ve had a good bottle of real ale!” T’Lees said, gripping the chilled bottle in 

her hand and removing the cap.  Koester opened his own bottle of Romulan ale and clinked its neck against T’Lees’ 

bottle. 

 “A toast,” the captain said, leaning back on his arms and stretching out in the Jefferies tube.  “To the 

success of the new mission of the Vedrex.” 

 “Success!” T’Lees repeated before taking a gulp of the strong blue liquid.  “You know, this is going to take 

getting used to?” 

 “What?  Drinking ale in the bowels of a Federation starship?” Koester asked.  “Trust me, it isn’t going to 

happen often.” 

 “No.  Going from being warriors to being explorers.  I’ve spent the better part of my adult life serving 

aboard the Praetor’s warbirds, patrolling the frontier, protecting my homeland.”  The Romulan woman looked 



 

 

wistfully at the human man and said, “Now I have no homeland.  No frontier to patrol.  Instead I’m relegated to 

watching an infant society spread its own wings and fly.” 

 “You and I are a lot alike, T’Lees,” Koester said.  “Perhaps more than you realize.  I think you’re going to 

find that being an explorer is more than simply watching another civilization emerge.  You’ll find a sense of 

fulfillment you never felt as just a warrior.  It’s a new golden age out there, and you and I are right on the cusp of it.  

New discoveries that will draw you in!  Make you realize that you’re a part of a unique history, a moment in time 

that will never happen again.  It’s an excitement you will never find anywhere else.” 

 “I’ll take your word for it for now,” T’Lees said between gulps of her ale.  “It’s a whole new world out 

there for me and my crew.” 

 “In more ways than one,” remarked Koester with a grin and a tilt of his bottle toward T’Lees. 

 

The End 

 


