
 “Entering standard orbit.” 

 “Very well, helm,” responded Captain Kethry Sutherland as the starship USS Sarek settled into orbit over 

the desert planet.  The half-Betazoid woman gazed at the image of the orange-red planet’s surface slowly revolving 

below before looking to her right, where her Chief Science Officer and what looked like a young Vulcan man sat at 

the science stations above the ramp that connected the upper and lower bridge decks, scanning the planet for the 

preliminary survey. 

 “What can you tell me about this planet, Jo Ann?” the captain asked. 

 Lt Commander Jo Ann Tredworth completed her preliminary scan of the planet before turning her seat and 

saying, “Rianas II is class-M – barely.  Diameter: 12,487 kilometers.  Gravity: 0.98G.  Average surface temperature 

at the equator: 55
o
 Celsius.  Atmosphere: 79% nitrogen, 16% oxygen, 3% carbon dioxide, 1% argon, the rest trace 

gasses.  Land mass covers 99% of the planet’s surface.  There is one large lake – about the size of Lake Michigan on 

Earth – that holds the majority of the surface water.  The rest is scattered across the planet in small, shallow ponds 

and massive underground river systems.  No moons or other natural satellites, which probably accounts for the lack 

of tectonic movement of the crust that would normally create larger ocean basins on class-M worlds.” 

 “There is evidence of intelligent life on the surface,” reported Karondar, the man sitting next to Tredworth.  

Though Vulcan in appearance and demeanor, he and his sister Tehanu were actually Romulan defectors.  The pair – 

following their defection as teenagers nearly sixteen years earlier – had spent several years studying on Vulcan 

before becoming civilian Starfleet mission specialists.  “There is one large city; built near the lake Commander 

Tredworth spoke of.  It does not appear to look like much on the surface, but scans have revealed an extensive 

underground network.  What we see on the surface is merely one-quarter of the total city.” 

 As Karondar finished, the Betazoid science officer resumed her report again, saying, “From what we can 

tell from orbit, the planet appears to mainly support cold-blooded, reptilian life forms.  That accounts for both the 

dominant intelligent life as well as the lower life forms scattered across the deserts of the planet.  The dominant life 

seems to be centered in and around the one city.” 

 Sutherland gazed at the viewscreen once again, studying the desert planet below a moment before saying, 

“Jo Ann, lead an away team down there and conduct a surface survey.  Make the team mostly Vulcans, since they 

can take the heat well.  And make sure everyone is issued a shot of tri-ox and is fitted out in desert survival gear.  

Just make sure you don’t get observed!  The Prime Directive is in full effect here.” 

 “Understood, Captain,” Tredworth said as she stood up and tapped her combadge.  “Chief Science Officer 

to Commander A-ZuRQuIL, Lieutenant Se’tek, Ensign Delvok, and Specialist Tehanu.  Meet me in briefing room 

six for away team mission brief.”  She then looked at the Romulan man sitting at the next console and said, 

“Karondar, you’re with me too.” 

 “Very well, Commander,” Karondar said as he followed Tredworth across the bridge to the upper turbolift, 

disappearing as the doors swished shut. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Thirty minutes later, the away team materialized on the surface of Rianas II, about a kilometer away from 

the sole city, in an area where the transporter operator felt they would not be observed.  Each away team member 

wore a hooded desert survival uniform colored to match the orange-red soil of the vast desert, with a division-

colored stripe across the chest, to avoid detection.  Immediately Se’tek pulled out his tricorder and started scanning, 

while Delvok, Karondar, and Tehanu started collecting rock and scrub vegetation samples for later geological and 

botanical cataloguing. 

 “At least it’s a dry heat,” A-ZuRQuIL commented to Tredworth as he wiped his own forehead with his 

sleeve.  “We Capellans pride ourselves on our strength and ability to adapt to almost any environment, but even I 

don’t want to stick around here too long.” 

 “I agree,” Tredworth said, sweat already running down her face in rivulets as she looked toward Se’tek.  

“Which way toward the city?” 

 “To the east, 0.9 kilometers,” Se’tek replied, pointing in the direction of a gentle rise in the distance. 

 “Let’s take this carefully and not be observed,” Tredworth reminded everyone. 

 Over the course of the next forty-five minutes, the away team moved toward the native city, using large 

boulders, thick desert scrub, and numerous rocks to remain hidden in case any of the native population happened 

along.  As they reached the top of the rise, they could finally see the city clearly, the closest building only a little 

under five hundred meters away.  The city itself was laid out in a neat rectangle encompassing just over two square 

kilometers.  Much of the architecture was built in the form of truncated pyramids in neatly planned rows 

surrounding an elaborate central hall surrounded by obelisks and full pyramids which could have been a religious 



site, a capital building, or a ruler’s palace.  In spite of being Betazoid, Tredworth had spent many years of her life 

living on Earth – first attending the Academy and later assigned as an instructor there – and the alien city she gazed 

down upon reminded her of what Earth’s desert regions might have looked like had the ancient Egyptian civilization 

not disappeared in antiquity.  In the distance, among the buildings and along neatly lined streets, humanoid shapes 

could be seen walking around.  Each wore little more than loincloths or loose dresses for clothes.  Se’tek started 

scanning the life forms with his tricorder. 

 “Reptilian humanoid.  Cold-blooded.  Average height: 2.2 meters.  Average weight: 113.5 kilograms,” he 

reported.  “Based on the visual evidence, I would estimate a bronze-age level of development, though the fact they 

have built the majority of their city below ground indicates a higher level of civilization than we are seeing evidence 

of here on the surface.  Cross referencing data with any known species…” 

 Suddenly the tricorder started making a strange high-pitched whine. 

 “Shut that down, before we’re detected!” A-ZuRQuIL hissed. 

 “It’s not the tricorder,” Se’tek stated.  “I’m receiving some sort of feedback through the sensor interface.” 

 “Feedback?  If this is a Bronze-Age society, how can we be picking up…?” Tredworth started to say when 

there was suddenly a voice coming from her combadge. 

 “Sarek to away team.  Prepare for emergency beam-up!” 

 The away team members exchanged looks as Tredworth tapped her combadge.   

 “What’s happening, Captain?” she asked. 

 Captain Sutherland’s voice, sounding frantic, replied, “We just had two Kairn battlecruisers drop out of 

warp close to the planet.  They opened fire as soon as they realized we were here.  No attempt to communicate.”  In 

the background, the away team could hear the sound of weapons fire striking the Sarek.  “We’ll beam you up as 

soon as we can lower our shields.  Stand by!” 

 As Sutherland spoke, A-ZuRQuIL noticed several of the reptilian residents of the city moving outside the 

perimeter of the city.  One appeared to be carrying some sort of device which it moved back and forth across the 

landscape, as if scanning.  After a moment it stopped in one direction, facing toward where the away team was 

hidden, and pointed in their direction. 

 “Se’tek, I think I found the source of your feedback.  They know we’re here!” the Capellan security chief 

said.  “We need to get out of here!  Now!” 

 As Tredworth looked, several more of the reptilian beings emerged from the city, each wearing an armored 

uniform and carrying what appeared to be weapons.  It was not until she saw the uniforms that Tredworth 

recognized the reptilians as Kairn, having never seen one out of uniform before. 

 “Away team to Sarek.  There are Kairn on the planet’s surface in the city too,” Tredworth reported.  “They 

have detected our presence on the surface.  Request immediate beam-up.” 

 “We’ve still got shields raised and are under attack, though we’re holding our own for the moment,” 

Sutherland replied as more weapons hits could be heard in the background.  “Find someplace relatively safe and 

stand by.  We’ll beam you back aboard as soon as we can.” 

 “They’re going to find us in no time out in the open like this,” Tredworth said.  Her statement was 

punctuated by the sudden explosion of a rock, struck by one of the Kairn weapons as the soldiers approached, 

sending shrapnel flying in all directions. 

 “There is higher ground in the foothills of the mountains to the north,” Se’tek stated, pointing off to their 

left.  “It should be easier to defend than here.” 

 Tredworth looked toward where Se’tek had indicated, then ordered, “Everyone head toward that notch in 

the rock about 200 meters up.  Quil, cover us.” 

 A-ZuRQuIL nodded as he removed his hand phaser from its holster, changed it to a higher setting, and 

fired in the direction of the pursuing Kairn warriors.  The unexpected phaser beam caused them to dive for cover, 

allowing the away team a moment of confusion in which to get away. 

 Several minutes later, the away team was making the difficult climb up the rock face of the mountainous 

foothills, Tredworth having the most difficult time in the thin air, being neither descended from warrior tribes like 

A-ZuRQuIL nor desert dwellers like the other members of the away team. 

 “Are you alright?  Will you make it?” A-ZuRQuIL asked the science officer when he noticed how 

profusely she was sweating and the pain that covered her features. 

 “Tri-ox… wearing off…,” she replied between gasping breaths. 

 “You can make it,” the Capellan man encouraged.  “We’re almost there!” 

 As the away team climbed into a cleft in the rock face, Karondar and Tehanu helping lift Tredworth into 

the opening before evaluating her, A-ZuRQuIL turned to see how far behind the Kairn warriors now were.  To his 

dismay, the reptiles muscular arms and legs and the sharp claws on their fingers and toes helped them climb much 



easier than the mammalian Starfleet crew had done, and they were only a few dozen meters behind.  A-ZuRQuIL 

took aim with his phaser once again, opening fire on one of the large warriors pursuing them.  The stunned Kairn 

lost its grip on the rock face and plunged down on top of one of its comrades, knocking them both to the foot of the 

mountain.  But there were still several others in pursuit.  One of the Kairn maintained a strong grip on the rocks with 

one hand while he fired his weapon at A-ZuRQuIL with the other, narrowly missing the security chief. 

 “Karondar to Sarek,” the Romulan mission specialist said after tapping his own combadge.  “We are in a 

precarious position and need immediate recovery.  Commander Tredworth cannot go any further, this atmosphere is 

simply too thin for her.” 

 “Away team, stay where you are if you can,” came Sutherland’s reply.  “Your ride’s on its way!” 

 Wondering what the captain had meant by her comment, Karondar pulled Tredworth’s phaser from her 

holster and joined A-ZuRQuIL at the edge of the cleft. 

 “Is the Sarek capable of beaming us up yet?” the security chief asked the Romulan man. 

 “I’m actually not sure, Commander,” Karondar replied before the sound of a sonic boom filled the sky.  

Everyone, including the pursuing Kairn warriors, looked up to see what appeared to be a fireball descending toward 

the mountain range.  After a few seconds, A-ZuRQuIL and Karondar recognized it as a Starfleet runabout 

descending quicker than was usually considered safe, headed straight toward them.  “I believe our ride is here,” 

Karondar remarked with a slight grin. 

 The runabout Susquehanna leveled off at an altitude about 150 meters above where the away team was 

located and slowed as it approached the mountain.  For the moment, the Kairn warriors forgot about the away team 

they were pursuing and aimed their weapons toward the vessel, which thanks to its continued movement was able to 

avoid almost all the weapons blasts.  Seconds later a voice came from each away team member’s combadges, 

saying, “Susquehanna to away team.  Stand by to be beamed aboard.”  The runabout then hovered above the notch 

in the mountainside and seconds later the away team dematerialized. 

 Before the Kairn could bring their weapons fully to bear, the runabout’s thrusters fired, and the vessel 

ascended quickly through the atmosphere.  A-ZuRQuIL moved to the front of the craft and sat in the seat behind the 

co-pilot, where he could see out of the viewport, as the rest of the team helped the still-exhausted Tredworth toward 

the cabin in the back to rest.  As the runabout exited the planet’s atmosphere, A-ZuRQuIL could see the Sarek had 

already broken orbit, heading away from the planet at half-impulse while two large triangular Kairn battlecruisers, 

one badly damaged and trailing warp plasma from one nacelle, maintained pursuit, continuing their attack on the 

Federation starship. 

 “Hold on, Commander,” the pilot said with a glance toward A-ZuRQuIL before he pushed the craft’s 

impulse engines to full power and aimed the craft directly between the two Kairn warships.  As the runabout 

accelerated, the pilot remarked, “This… is going… to be… close…!” 

 A-ZuRQuIL almost ducked reflexively as the runabout passed close under the nacelle of one of the Kairn 

warships before clearing the larger vessel and entering its field of fire.  He noticed the main shuttlebay on the Sarek 

was currently open, and wondered if they were going to slow down at all or simply crash into the forward bulkhead. 

 The Susquehanna shuddered as several Kairn weapons beams nearly struck the small vessel.  The pilot 

touched a control on his console quickly before saying, “Sarek, this is Susquehanna on final approach.  Stand by on 

warp.”  Seconds later the runabout crossed the threshold of the starship’s shields and atmosphere retaining field, at 

which point the pilot hit full reverse thrusters.  In spite of the inertial dampers, A-ZuRQuIL felt himself thrown 

against the co-pilot’s seat in front of him, then felt the large bang as the runabout landed – actually more a controlled 

crash – on the shuttlebay deck.  “We’re in!  Punch it!” the pilot said into the comlink. 

 On the bridge, Captain Sutherland had been waiting for precisely those words.  With no further delay, she 

exclaimed, “Helm, ahead maximum warp!”  Two seconds later, the Sarek entered warp speed, the desert planet now 

far behind. 

 “Any sign of pursuit?” Sutherland asked. 

 “Negative, Captain,” the officer at ops replied.  “Both Kairn warships came to a stop as soon as we entered 

warp.  The lesser damaged one is returning to planetary orbit.” 

 “Very good.  Inform Quil and Tredworth I want to see them as soon as possible.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 An hour later, A-ZuRQuIL and Tredworth – who was still drinking an electrolyte-rich beverage to make up 

for the body salts she had lost on the desert planet – were in the captain’s ready room, offering their opinion on what 

they had found. 



 “There was nothing to indicate this was a Kairn colony of any kind,” Tredworth remarked between sips.  

“From our observation of the city, you would have thought they were several millennia behind us technologically.” 

 “Apparently most of their technological progress was hidden underground,” Sutherland informed the pair.  

“After you had beamed down, I had Lieutenant Leitner make further scans of the sub-surface levels.  We detected 

numerous small spacecraft, probably just transports, and several areas dedicated to manufacturing.  It was all very 

well hidden.” 

 “Why do you think they did that?” A-ZuRQuIL asked.  “Keep everything hidden, I mean.  Make the 

surface city seem so primitive.” 

 “That’s something we’ll probably never…,” Sutherland started to say when the door chime sounded.  

“Come.” 

 The doors parted and the starship’s chief engineer, Lt Commander Sonia Gomez strode in, a look of worry 

on her tanned face. 

 “Give me good news, Sonia,” Sutherland remarked. 

 “The good news is we haven’t blown up, Captain.  Yet…” 

 “Give it to me,” Sutherland sighed. 

 “We’ve got cracked warp coils in positions 4, 5, 8, 10, and 11 on the port side nacelle.  We also have 

buckling in the plasma conduits on decks 35 and 36.  We can maintain warp speed, but I recommend no faster than 

warp 6.” 

 “How long do you estimate repairs will take?” Sutherland asked. 

 “We’re going to need to return to Home Plate for this work.  We don’t have the materials on hand to 

replace the damaged coils, and even if we did, warp drive gets kind of screwy if the coils in a single engine differ 

greatly in trace elements or age.  Plus I would feel better repairing and/or replacing those plasma conduits in dock.” 

 “Very well,” Sutherland said with a sigh before touching the intercom on her desk.  “Bridge, this is the 

Captain.” 

 “Yes, Captain?” replied the voice of the on-watch Officer of the Deck. 

 “Plot a course back to Starbase 719.  Speed no greater than warp 6.” 

 “Aye, Captain.  Laying in the course now.” 

 Through the window behind the captain’s desk, A-ZuRQuIL could see the star patterns change as the ship 

altered course. 

 “I just wish I could understand the Kairn’s behavior during this encounter,” Sutherland remarked.  “During 

this ship’s previous encounters with the Kairn, they generally tried to frighten us off first.  This time they 

immediately opened fire without warning.” 

 “Maybe it was because we were orbiting their colony?” Tredworth suggested.  “All our previous 

encounters have been ship to ship out in open space.” 

 “Maybe,” Sutherland said.  “But I have a feeling there’s more here that we’re not seeing besides a large 

underground city.” 
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 In the elaborate hall in the center of the city, the Kairn Grand Council convened.  Fires burned in large 

metal embrasures around the grand hall.  At the front of the hall, the Chamberlain – the direct representative of the 

Emperor in the Grand Council – strode up to the main speaker’s podium, emblazoned with the swirling emblem of 

the Kairn Empire, and looked at the gathered council – the first Grand Council called together in his own lifetime – 

before starting to speak. 

 “For cssssenturiessss, ssssincssse first leaving her warm rockssss and hot windssss for the cold depthssss of 

sssspace, we have kept our Mother World ssssecret from all our enemiessss, lesssst they desssstroy her.  For 



decadessss, in sssspite of the costssss, we have maintained our fleet, our ssssupport facsssilities, our training and 

trade csssenterssss, our diplomatic functionssss, and even the Imperial Throne away from the Mother World sssso 

that she would not be threatened.  But today, the day we have long feared, hassss arrived!  Our enemiessss have 

disssscovered our Mother World!  The Fedssss have found Kairn.  And thissss we cannot allow to remain true.” 

 Amid shouts of encouragement from the gathered councilors, the Chamberlain looked over the crowd again 

before continuing. 

 “Now we must sssstrike at the very heart of the Fedssss pressssencssse in Kairn sssspace!” he said.  “Now 

we must drive the hated Fedssss from what issss ourssss.  At the behesssst of our Emperor, we will desssstroy the 

Fedssss fleet of sssstarshipssss and the battlesssstation in the wasssstelandssss that ssssupportssss them and their 

make sure the Fedssss never defile our territory again.” 

 The gathered councilors in unison started chanting “Sssstrike!  Sssstrike!  Sssstrike!”  Amid the ongoing 

chant, the Chamberlain shouted, “We will gather every ship at our disssspossssal in orbit of Throne World, and we 

will attack the Fedssss and their battlesssstation, and we will continue to presssss the attack until the Fedssss are 

totally and utterly desssstroyed, no matter the cosssst.  What ssssay the Councsssil?” 

 “To WAR!” shouted every councilor, the sound reverberating throughout the Grand Hall, prompting the 

Chamberlain to smile; an eerie sight on his reptilian face. 

 

* * * * 

 

Stardate 64913.2 

Starbase 719 

 

 Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh sat behind the desk in her office, reviewing the latest log entries received from 

the USS Triton, her youngest child Korin sitting nearby in his carry seat while one of his older siblings, Corrine, 

played with him. 

 Raiajh looked up as the door to her office opened and her aide, Lt Commander Marie Quintero, took a 

single step inside. 

 “Excuse me, Admiral, but there’s a… uh…”  Quintero looked back over her shoulder briefly, swallowed 

nervously, then continued, “…A rather large squirrel here to see you.” 

 Raising an eyebrow in a manner reminiscent of a full-blooded Vulcan, Raiajh remarked, “The species is 

Morain, Marie.  Please, show him or her inside.” 

 Quintero nodded and headed back into the outer office.  Curious, Corrine put a pacifier into Korin’s mouth 

to keep him quiet before turning around to see who or what was coming into the office.  Meanwhile Raiajh stood up, 

walking around her desk as the doors opened again and a meter and one-quarter tall rodent-like being with a long 

bushy tail sticking out the back of its yellow coveralls and dark brown fur covering all its visibly exposed skin 

walked in on broad feet.  The Morain walked to the center of the room, crossing its stubby arms across its chest, fists 

clenched, and bowed at the waist in a traditional Morain greeting.  Raiajh mimicked the greeting, then said, 

“Welcome to Starbase 719.  I am Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh, Sector Coordinator for the Typhon Sector and station 

commander.  What may I do for you?” 

 “Actually, it’s what I may do for YOU, Admiral,” the Morain said in a voice that sounded like someone 

who had taken a hit of helium before speaking.  “I am Captain Bolota, commander of the Morain trading vessel 

Noce.  My vessel is in the sector on a mission of trade, but I have been tasked by my government to pass on a 

message of some importance to you.” 

 Raiajh offered her guest some refreshment from the nearby replicator and a seat on the couch, both of 

which the Morain captain declined, preferring to stand.  Raiajh returned to her own seat behind the desk and 

inquired about the nature of the message. 

 Bolota removed a small padd-like device from a pocket on his coveralls and placed it on Raiajh’s desk as 

he said, “Our intelligence organization has made note of a large change in Kairn warship deployment.  Over the last 

eight weeks, they have amassed a large armada in orbit of their Imperial Throne World.  We have not seen anything 

even similar to this since just prior to the Kairn’s invasion of Federation space about seven of your years ago.” 

 “You believe they are planning to invade Federation space again?” Raiajh asked, now leaning forward in 

her chair. 

 “No,” Captain Bolota said.  “Whenever the Kairn invade a new territory, they always deploy elements of 

their fleet to protect the most important worlds in their empire against counterattack.  It has always been one of the 

signs we look for in order to prepare to defend ourselves.  By all indications, they are not doing that this time.  They 

are amassing the largest battle fleet in their history.  It appears the Kairn are gearing up for all-out war.” 



 “If not to invade new territory, for what purpose would the Kairn be amassing this armada?” Raiajh asked, 

the feeling growing in the pit of her stomach telling her she already suspected what the answer would be. 

 “This is just supposition by our intelligence analysts, of course,” Bolota said.  “But we believe the target is 

your space station, Admiral.  They intend on wiping you and your fleet off the star charts.” 

 “I see,” understated Raiajh.  “The starship Sarek just returned to spacedock yesterday after a violent 

encounter with two Kairn battlecruisers in a distant sector almost three months ago.  I wonder if that incident could 

have been a prelude to this aggressive move by the Kairn?  How soon can we expect such an attack?” 

 “Preparing an armada such as this cannot be done quickly,” Bolota confirmed, “especially by the Kairn.  If 

nothing else, they are quite methodical.  We estimate it will be several more weeks before the main armada will 

depart their Throne World.  Time enough – I hope – for you to prepare.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Stardate 64913.5 

Starship USS Dauntless 

Federation Fifth Fleet Flagship 

 

 Fleet Captain Peter J. Koester was sitting in his command chair near the center of the bridge, reviewing a 

report presented to him by his yeoman when the operations officer, Lt Tom Riker, half-turned in his seat. 

 “Captain, we have a message for Admiral Fil coming in from Admiral Raiajh, priority one.” 

 “Thank you, Lieutenant,” Koester replied as he touched the intercom on the arm of his chair.  “Bridge to 

Admiral Fil.” 

 “This is Fil.  Go ahead,” came the response moments later. 

 “Admiral, you have a priority one message from Admiral Raiajh arriving for you.” 

 “Route it down to my office please, Captain,” Fil responded. 

 “You heard the Admiral, Lieutenant,” Koester said to Riker, who quickly complied.  Then, as Koester 

returned his attention back to the report, Riker turned partway around again. 

 “Captain, we now have a Pri-One message coming in for you from Captain Pearson.” 

 “Something’s going on back at Home Plate,” Koester remarked to his yeoman, handing her back the padd 

and dismissing her.  “On screen, Lieutenant.” 

 The main viewscreen changed from the image of deep space to the face of the executive officer of Starbase 

719.  Without preamble, Pearson announced, “Starship Dauntless, I am issuing this message on behalf of Rear 

Admiral Raiajh.  You are immediately recalled to Starbase 719.  Code word is Retract.  I repeat, code word is 

Retract.  Starbase 719, out.” 

 “Oh no,” Koester grumbled.  “Not again.  What’s happened now?”  He then added, “Helm, set course back 

to Home Plate.” 

 As Lt (JG) Carter Breitling acknowledged the order, Fil’s voice could be heard through the intercom again.  

“Bridge, this is Admiral Fil.” 

 “Go ahead, Admiral,” Koester said, figuring whatever Fil was calling up to the bridge about was closely 

related to both priority-one messages the ship had just received. 

 “Captain, alter course back toward Starbase 719,” Fil ordered. 

 “Already done, Admiral.  We just received a Code: Retract from Captain Pearson.” 

 “Very well.  I also need to see the senior staff in the briefing lounge in ten minutes.” 

 “I’ll inform the crew, Admiral,” Koester said. 

 As the captain shut off the intercom circuit, Ship’s Counselor Tanzia Gera looked at Koester with concern. 

 “What do you think is happening, Captain?” the red-haired joined-Trill woman asked, concern evident on 

her spotted face. 

 “I don’t know,” Koester replied.  “Last time we received a Code: Retract from Home Plate, Romulus had 

been destroyed by the Hobus supernova and the Romulan Star Empire had descended into chaos.  I dread to think 

what it could mean this time.”  Koester then re-opened the intercom circuit and said distinctly, “Bridge to all 

members of the senior staff.  Meet in the briefing lounge in ten minutes.” 

 Ten minutes later the senior staff of the starship Dauntless: Fleet Captain Koester; First Officer 

Commander Setton To’Lock Arbelo; Second and Chief Science Officer Commander Alasdair Myrddin Wallace; 

emotional Vulcan Chief Engineer Commander Jeffery Bloom; Chief Medical Officer Dr. Justin MacMillan, Ship’s 

Counselor Tanzia Gera, Chief Operations Officer Lieutenant Thomas W. Riker; Strategic Operations Officer 

Lieutenant (JG) Carter Breitling; Chief of Security Lt Colonel Sean Elliott McIntyre and his acting-First Sergeant 



Gunnery Sergeant Christopher Alan O’Laughlin, and Chief of the Boat Master Chief Petty Officer Pono R. Kyman 

were gathered in the briefing lounge aft of the bridge as Admiral Fil explained the situation to the best of his 

knowledge. 

 “About three months ago, the Sarek had a particularly violent encounter with two Kairn capital ships in 

orbit of the desert planet Rianas II, which the Sarek crew had been in the process of cataloguing and exploring.  It 

turns out there was a Kairn colony of some kind on and below the planet’s surface, which may explain their 

unusually provocative action,” Fil explained. 

 “Did the Sarek survive the encounter, Admiral?” Koester asked, worried about his fellow Fleet members. 

 “While sustaining severe damage, the Sarek was able to withdraw from the star system and make it back to 

719 for repairs,” Fil confirmed.  “However, recently obtained intelligence indicates that the Kairn are assembling 

just about every ship in their fleet to mount an attack on the starbase and all Federation vessels in the AOR.  All 

vessels, including the Hem bortaStaH and Vedrex have been recalled to the base to mount a defense of the sector.” 

 “But, Admiral!” interrupted Lt Breitling.  “Even including the Klingon and Romulan vessels, the Fifth 

Fleet doesn’t have a chance of standing up against the entire Kairn Imperial Fleet!” 

 “Starfleet is fully aware of that,” Fil stated.  “Which is why HQ is sending elements of the Second and 

Seventh Fleets to the Typhon Sector in an effort to thwart this attack. This is being done at Admiral Raiajh’s request.  

And we’re using all diplomatic channels at our disposal to negotiate with the Kairn…” 

 “Admiral, the Kairn have no use for diplomacy,” Colonel McIntyre said.  “Their idea of diplomacy is a 

fully charged disruptor bank.  If they’ve set their reptile minds on attacking 719, it’s going to happen!” 

 “We know, Colonel,” Fil replied.  “Which is why we’re calling in every favor we have at the moment.  The 

Morain have pledged us a few of their better armed ships.  The Klingons have at least two Negh’Var-class ships on 

their way, though this may be over before they even arrive.  Several armed civilian vessels have volunteered to help 

defend the station.  Hell, Val has even considered making a petition to several of the Romulan warlords for their 

help!” 

 “It’s a repeat of the Dominion War all over again,” remarked Chief Kyman. 

 “Hopefully not,” said Admiral Fil.  “When the Dominion War started, the Federation wasn’t prepared, 

having only recently ceased hostilities with the Klingon Empire.  The first six months of the war were nothing but 

retreat and defeat.  From all indications, this is not an all-out war against the Federation across a large front like the 

entire Alpha Quadrant, but specifically an attack on a single starbase in one sector.” 

 “And this is a good thing how?” Gunny O’Laughlin asked.  “We’re gonna have the entire Kairn fleet, who 

knows how many dozens – perhaps even hundreds – of warships, attacking a single, relatively large immobile 

target.”  O’Laughlin looked at Koester and said, “I hate to say it, Captain, sir, but you’re gonna be naming a 

shuttlecraft after Starbase 719 before this is done.  This is gonna be a massacre!” 

 “A few years ago I would have agreed with you, Gunny,” Koester said to the Marine non-com.  “But in the 

years since this vessel’s first encounter with the Kairn, we have developed or adapted numerous weapons and 

defense systems that make the Kairn less capable against us than they used to be.” 

 “With all due respect, Captain,” Breitling cut in.  “How do we know the Kairn haven’t been improving 

their own weapons and defenses in the years since we added the Morain shields to our ships and deployed trilithium 

torpedoes?  Perhaps that is why they are attacking?  Because now they believe they now have the upper hand, not 

because the Sarek stumbled upon some Kairn colony and they suddenly felt threatened!” 

 “I’m fairly sure they haven’t developed anything new simply because of who the Kairn are,” Koester 

explained.  “We know from the Morain, who have been fighting the Kairn for close to two centuries, that they are 

slow to adapt and rarely if ever change their tactics.  A normal invasion is preceded by months, perhaps years, of 

observation and intelligence gathering.  They prefer not to launch an attack unless they are relatively certain they are 

going to be victorious.  It seems to be their reptilian way of thinking, not to waste resources uselessly.  We have not 

seen them employing any new tactics in our skirmishes with them since Starbase 719 became operational, preferring 

to merely test our strengths from time to time or move in on areas we have already explored after our ships have 

already moved on.  Tactically speaking, if they had really not wanted the Federation in their back yards, they would 

have attacked while the station was still under construction three years ago.  That they are choosing to attack at this 

time and in this manner in particular means something has happened to set them off.  We need to find out what that 

trigger was, and like Mister Breitling, I have trouble believing it’s because a single starship on a peaceful mission of 

exploration happened across a Kairn colony.” 

 Koester then looked at Breitling and asked, “At current speed, what is out ETA at Home Plate?” 

 “If nothing changes, we should be entering spacedock by 0900 hours the day after tomorrow,” Breitling 

replied. 



 “Good.  One small change though.  Considering the circumstances, I’m uncomfortable with taking the 

Dauntless into spacedock.  Until this situation is resolved one way or the other, we’re going to remain in position 

outside the starbase.  I’m not risking us getting trapped inside.” 

 Everyone in the room agreed with the soundness of the captain’s suggestion. 

 “Also, as soon as we’re within five light years of the base, I want to take us to yellow alert,” Koester stated.  

“There’s no way I’m going to get caught with my pants down out here.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 That evening, Raiajh sat with her family around the dinner table in their quarters.  During the meal, Corrine 

blurted out, “While I was sitting in Mommy’s office watching Korin I saw a squirrel that was almost as tall as 

Mommy is.” 

 Dr. Sylvan Xaran paused from eating his meal and looked at his wife with a curious expression as he asked, 

“One of the Morain came to visit you today?” 

 “It was a Morain merchant captain who was passing on some intel their government had learned about the 

Kairn.  Unfortunately the news isn’t good.”  Raiajh took another bite of her own meal before adding, “I wasn’t 

planning on bringing this up over our family dinner, but I’ve been told that the Kairn are amassing a battle fleet with 

plans to attack our starbase.” 

 “That’s not good,” Xaran commented.  “You know what that means?” 

 “I do.  I will speak to my parents.  I am sure they will be willing to do what is necessary,” Raiajh stated. 

 “What’s going on?” Katrina asked, looking back and forth at her two parents.  “You aren’t sending us 

away, are you?” 

 “We have no choice,” Dr. Xaran replied.  “You all knew that if we determined the base was under threat of 

attack, non-essential civilians would have to be evacuated, and that includes you.  Not just you, but all the children 

and other non-essential personnel on the base.  We spoke about this before we left Earth.” 

 “So Grandma and Grandpa have to leave?” Julian asked.  “What about Aunt Jill?  Does she have to leave 

too?” 

 Your Aunt is part of the base medical staff and therefore considered essential, but your cousin Ayana will 

be going with you,” Raiajh explained.  She then looked at her children, her voice taking on a softer tone.  “We don’t 

want to send you away, but we have to.  Fortunately we learned about this when we did, and we have time to 

perform an orderly evacuation.  Messages have already been transmitted requesting all available civilian vessels 

within twenty light years of the station to aid in the evacuation, so it will be several days before everything is 

prepared.  Your father and I only ask that you behave for my parents.” 

 “Where are we going to go?” Corrine asked her expression now on the verge of tears.  “Back to Earth?” 

 “No,” Raiajh explained.  “For now we will be evacuating the civilians to the Klingon colony world of 

Kos’Karii just beyond the northern edge of the Typhon Expanse.  We hope the evacuees will not have to be there 

long.” 

 Dinner continued as the adults resumed eating, but the children continued to exchange looks. 

 After dinner was finished, Raiajh left her quarters and made her way to the quarters assigned to her parents.  

The Vulcan professor and former Deltan ambassador were actually awaiting her arrival, as rumors travel quickly in 

the environment of a starbase.  Both had even begun packing for their extended trip. 

 “I guess you know why I’m here,” the admiral asked. 

 “We know,” Tolek replied.  “Word is already spreading around the base that civilians are going to be 

evacuated from the station and moved temporarily to Kos’Karii.  We figured you were going to want us to keep an 

eye on our grandchildren until this crisis with the Kairn has passed.” 

 “I’m hoping it doesn’t last too long,” Raiajh commiserated sadly.  “If this goes much more than a week, 

Sylvan and I are going to miss several of Korin’s firsts.  It looks as if he’s about ready to stand on his own and take 

his first tentative steps holding onto something.  As he crawls he tries to pull himself up using the couch but gets 

frustrated when he fails.”  Raiajh sighed as she added, “I hope all this is over before his birthday, as I don’t want to 

miss that and I know Sylvan doesn’t either.  He missed all of Katrina’s firsts because of the Dominion War.” 

 Karinara Raiajh came over and put her arms around her daughter.  “Don’t worry,” she said.  “With luck, it 

will all be over quickly and we’ll be back before you know it.  And even though I know it’s not the same, your 

father and I will record plenty of vids of all the children and contact you as often as we are allowed.  I have to admit, 

I don’t envy you your position.  I only hope all will be well.” 

 Raiajh looked at her mother with a meaningful expression.  “I hate war, Mother,” she said.  “We’ve been 

expecting something like this, but I honestly thought it would come from the Klingons or the Romulan warlords, not 



the Kairn.  There are times I wish I could just hide from it.  But I know I can’t.  I know I have my duties to both my 

family and the Federation.” 

 “Humans have a saying,” Professor Tolek remarked, moving closer to his daughter.  “‘Duty is heavier than 

a mountain, death lighter than a feather.’  We all try to do what needs to be done.  It doesn’t matter if we like it or 

not.  It helps that you have good people to aide you. You will do what you can according to your abilities, as we all 

do,” Tolek stated, putting a hand on his daughter’s shoulder. 

 “I know, Father.  I know.”  Raiajh lifted her hand and rested it atop Tolek’s.  “Thank you for reminding 

me.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Much as they had only a few months earlier, when Admirals Fil and Raiajh had announced the destruction 

of Romulus and the collapse of the Romulan Star Empire following the invasion by Klingon forces, the Fifth Fleet 

commanders and executive officers gathered in one of the largest conference lounges aboard Starbase 719 to be 

briefed on the facts as they were currently known and make preparations for what seemed like an inevitable battle. 

 Fleet Captain Koester, his first officer Commander Setton To’Lock Arbelo, and Chief of the Boat Pono 

Kyman, stepped into the room.  The center of the room was filled by several rows of seats all facing a raised dais 

with a table and chairs at the far end of the room near windows that overlooked the interior of spacedock.  Most of 

the rest of the room was filled by numerous other Starfleet personnel and a few civilian personnel milling around the 

perimeter of the lounge.  Most looked worried.  Koester noticed some of his fellow Fifth Fleet CO’s, including 

Captains Sutherland and Tomkins and Klingon General Ke’reth, a few senior officers he did not know, and several 

people wearing civilian clothes or paramilitary style uniforms that he assumed were the commanders of transports 

and freighters currently docked at the station.  One of them, a human man who appeared to be in his early fifties that 

looked somewhat familiar to Koester, leaned against the wall by himself – arms crossed – appearing bored.  A 

moment later, Koester noticed Captain K’danz of the USS Bellerophon standing to one side with her own XO and 

Chief Engineer, Commanders Tom Paris and Dar, and walked over to shake their hands. 

 “Hi, Carrie… Dar… Tom.  I noticed Kethry, Amanda, and General Ke’reth are here too, as are quite a few 

people I have never met.  Boy, Val’ri’s really calling in the favors for this one, huh?” Koester remarked to his fellow 

officers before looking around the perimeter of the room again.  “Where’s Bill McLeod?” 

 “The Besiege was way out near Musca on joint operations with the Morain when the recall message was 

broadcast,” K’danz explained.  “They’re not expected to reach the base for another three days.” 

 “Cutting it kind of close from the rumors I’ve been hearing, aren’t they?” 

 “Val and Cathryn are lucky the rest of us were as close as we were.  If the expected attack had occurred a 

week ago, the base would have been virtually defenseless.” 

 Koester glanced over when he heard the lounge door open and saw Commander T’Lees and her own first 

officer – and Koester’s biological son – Sub-Commander P’Tor enter.  Koester excused himself and headed over to 

the pair of Romulans. 

 “Welcome back to the Typhon Sector, T’Lees,” Koester said as he greeted the two.  Thanks for helping the 

Fleet out during this time of crisis.”  

 “I was expecting to resume the Vedrex’s exploration of Sector 50106 when we received the alert from 

Captain Pearson.  To be honest, even after our joint missions during the Dominion War, I never expected in my 

career to be called on to help defend a Federation starbase from attack.” 

 “It’s a whole new age since the destruction of your homeworld.  Speaking of which, any progress in the 

establishment of a new provisional government for the Romulan Empire?” 

 T’Lees laughed derisively before saying, “If the remnants of the Romulan Imperial fleet aren’t too busy 

fighting the Klingons, they’re busy fighting each other.  Establishing a new government authority is low on the list 

of priorities at the moment.” 

 “Well, on the bright side, I guess that means we get to keep you and the crew of the Vedrex as a part of our 

fleet for the time being,” Koester surmised, prompting a half-grateful, half-sarcastic smile on the Romulan woman’s 

face.  She then looked around at everyone in the room, apparently trying to find anyone else she recognized. 

 “I noted when we arrived that the former Orion ship that always seems to be hanging around the station is 

not in port.  I would have thought they would be involved in the defense of the base as well?” she asked. 

 “Me too,” Koester replied.  “But according to Michelle, that ship headed out somewhere on some kind of 

personal mission a few days before Val’ri learned of the impending attack.  Nobody aboard the base knows where 

they went and the vessel hasn’t responded to hails.” 



 “Very unusual.  I hope they return safely without incident and haven’t run into a Kairn scout force of any 

kind,” T’Lees remarked just as the doors behind T’Lees opened again, and Vice Admiral Penji Fil entered the 

lounge, followed closely by Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh, the visibly pregnant Captain Cathryn Pearson, Strategic 

Operations Officer Commander Konstantin Harkonnen, station Chief of Security Commander Michelle Petersen, 

station Marine Contingent Commander Major Viktor Novikov, and Raiajh’s Flag Aide Lt Commander Marie 

Quintero.  All seven officers took seats behind the table on the dais with Admiral Fil at its center.  At the same time, 

all the attendees took seats of their own among the rows in the center of the lounge. 

 Lt Commander Quintero stood up, tapping a bell set up on the table four times – in two pairs of two – 

before announcing, “This meeting is classified ‘Need to Know.’  You may share the information to be disseminated 

during this discussion with your crews, but only with those required to know it in order to properly perform their 

jobs.”  She then paused for a moment before announcing, “Ladies and gentlemen, the Commander – Federation 

Fifth Fleet.” 

 “Thank you, Commander,” Fil said, standing and walking around to the front of the table and addressing 

those gathered in the room.  “As I’m sure you all have already heard, we have received intelligence from our Morain 

allies indicating the Kairn Imperial Fleet is amassing in orbit of their homeworld, just beyond what we refer to as the 

Kairn Nebula, with the intention of launching an attack on this starbase.  While the base itself has many defenses 

that could normally protect it from most conventional attacks, this massing of the Kairn fleet is unlike any we have 

ever faced before.  Based on information obtained by Morain spies, the Kairn are waiting until they have every 

warship in their entire fleet in orbit of their homeworld before launching their armada at us, leaving only ten 

warships behind to protect their homeworld and three others that – to this point – Morain Intelligence has been 

unable to determine their purpose or heading.” 

 Fil turned a little, activating a control on the table behind him.  The lighting in the room dimmed slightly 

and a holographic projection of the Fifth Fleet Area of Responsibility – including known Kairn and Morain space, 

was projected in the air between the dais and the rows of seats.  Several small swirling emblems representing the 

Kairn projected arrows through the bright blue Kairn Nebula on an almost direct course toward Starbase 719, which 

was depicted as a red starbase-shaped icon in the Typhon Sector. 

 “Based on the latest information we have received, we believe the Kairn fleet departed their homeworld 

within the last 24 to 36 hours and are traveling toward the Typhon Sector at speeds of up to warp 9.9,” Fil continued.  

“That places their arrival at Starbase 719 conservatively in five more days; not a lot of time to prepare – especially 

when you take into consideration that the most powerful warship of our fleet, the Besiege, won’t even arrive back 

here for three more days.”  The sound of someone in the room loudly clearing their throat with a deep cough 

prompted Fil to amend his sentence.  “I’m sorry.  The most powerful Starfleet warship…  We, of course, have the 

Vengeance currently on hand.”  This produced a snaggle-toothed grin on General Ke’reth’s face.  Fil then looked at 

Captain Sutherland and added, “I only wish the Vulcans had less clout, Kethry, or we might still have the battleship 

configuration of the Sarek for this battle as well.” 

 One of the other starship captains rose from her seat, addressing Fil.  “Admiral,” said Captain Amanda 

Tomkins of the USS Triton.  “What is our plan of attack, considering we only have six starships and a Klingon 

warship against who-knows how many Kairn battlecruisers?” 

 “Eight ships!” called out T’Lees indignantly. 

 Fil addressed everyone again as he tightened the holographic image to display only the Typhon Sector.  

“Actually, we’ll have more than that.  The USS Liberator has already arrived,” he said, gesturing toward the three 

officers Koester had seen earlier that he did not know.  “And we’re expecting at least four other starships currently 

assigned to the Federation Second Fleet to arrive at the station within the next 48 hours to reinforce our fleet.  But it 

still won’t be enough.  Normally, as was done during the Dominion War and the Federation-Klingon War that 

preceded it, we would send a squadron or more of ships out to intercept the incoming battle fleet with at least 

another squadron held back around the base as reserve, in case any of the enemy slipped through.  Obviously we 

cannot do that in this situation.  I have been in communication with Starfleet Command, and further elements of the 

Second and Seventh Fleets are en-route to reinforce us, but their staging point was the Alpha Centauri system, so it 

will be some time before they arrive.  Until they arrive, we have to make the best use of the resources we have 

available, and that includes using armed merchant vessels and the stations defensive weaponry to back up our ships.  

That is going to require fighting cloer-in to the station than Starfleet is normally comfortable with, but we must 

adapt!  This is the plan which Admiral Raiajh, Captain Pearson, Commander Harkonnen, and I have devised…” 

 Several Starfleet delta emblems with the hull numbers of each of the Fifth Fleet ships and the five 

additional ships expected to be on hand before the attack appeared on the projection, with one Klingon emblem and 

one Romulan emblem among them.  They deployed in a half-circle around the icon of the station. 



 “All elements of the Fifth Fleet will deploy in a semi-circular pattern around the starbase right on the edge 

of the base’s weapons range – 400,000 kilometers – to face down the incoming enemy fleet.  Each ship will cover a 

fifteen degree arc with two and a half degrees of overlap between each ship, the Vengeance at the center of the 

formation.  That way, we can protect as much of the base’s flank as possible while remaining close enough to pursue 

and destroy any Kairn vessels that manage to cross the outer defensive line without risking too much damage to the 

station in the process.” 

 “What about the station crew?” Koester asked after standing up.  “What will be done with the civilians, 

including those who are serving aboard my ship and several of the others?” 

 “I can answer that,” Captain Pearson said, taking a moment to struggle to her feet.  “As soon as this 

briefing is complete, we will begin an evacuation of all non-essential personnel from the station, and that includes 

all the civilian mission specialists from your starships.  We have tasked all the civilian freighters currently in port, 

and several that were scheduled to arrive here within the next 48 hours – including the Graceful Flyer – to evacuate 

our civilian population to Kos’Karii for the duration.  Hopefully they won’t need to be away too long. Those 

transports that are adequately armed will then return to help defend the base alongside the fleet.” 

 “Define ‘adequately armed’,” Koester asked, unsure if it was wise to mix civilian ships in among the base 

defenders. 

 “Don’t worry, Fleet Captain,” Fil replied.  “Anyone staying will be a volunteer.  We’re not drafting 

anyone.” 

 As Koester sat down, apparently satisfied with Pearson’s answer, Fil resumed speaking. 

 “I know the next week or so is going to be stressful for everyone involved, but we need to plan for every 

contingency possible.  I would now like to discuss the exact disposition of the defensive fleet and then open the floor 

to concerns and improvements on the basic strategies…” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The next morning, Commander Konstantin Harkonnen supervised the loading of the first evacuation 

transport, on which they managed to carefully pack over five hundred station civilians, before heading up to Ops.  

Along the way, he made a quick stop in the quarters he shared with his wife, Cathryn Pearson, to pick up a small 

padd and at one of the shops in the recreation area of the starbase, where he picked up a small package. 

 Several minutes later, he walked into Captain Cathryn Elisabeth Pearson’s office, placing the string-tied 

box on the desk before heading to the samovar to prepare tea for the two of them.  It was still ten minutes before the 

time that had been set aside for the two officers to discuss the battle readiness of their ship, the USS Corsair.  Once 

the tea was ready and poured, Harkonnen proceeded to sit down in front of his wife’s desk. 

 A few minutes later, Pearson entered her office, stepping around to her seat behind the desk and accepting 

both the cup of tea and the package Harkonnen had carried in.  She opened the box, pleased to receive some fresh 

biscuits and pastries that her husband had purchased from one of the small old-fashioned bakeries that had opened 

aboard the starbase with the influx of Romulans to the station.  Much like Harkonnen himself, Romulans generally 

did not rely heavily on replicators.  In fact, Harkonnen really enjoyed the soup one particular café produced that 

reminded him so much of home. 

 “They have actually gotten quite proficient at baking human delicacies the old-fashioned way,” he said to 

his wife, grinning.  “If we all live through this; I think the Romulans being on the station will prompt more and more 

of the Federation citizens to stop relying so much on replicators.” 

 “That just leaves us with a bigger logistics problem of shipping the ingredients all the way out here and 

trying to keep the fresh food fresh,” Pearson remarked.  “Only biscuits and pastries today?” 

 “I would have brought some soup,” Harkonnen said seriously, “but as you know; Romulan soups are best 

when you can consume them within minutes of being prepared.” 

 “I agree,” Pearson replied.  “These will work for now.  If the meeting goes too long, we can always stop for 

something on the way back to our quarters.”  Then, after taking a bite from one of the warm pastries and a sip of her 

tea, she asked, “So when it comes to the Corsair, what is the status of our battle readiness against the expected Kairn 

attack?” 

 “I’ve been working on several new plans for battle and counter actions,” Harkonnen said as he looked into 

Pearson’s eyes and smiled smugly.  “In fact, I have been simulating full blown battles since we received word of the 

Kairn build-up.  So far, the combat data has allowed me to devise some really effective counter-attacks.  The fact is; 

I really think that we should equip all our ships with a few extra weapons that are normally considered the weapons 

of pirates; namely warp destabilizers.” 



 “Something that will allow us to stop the Kairn without killing them all,” Pearson remarked, more a 

statement than a question. 

Harkonnen replied, “The operations staff has been working on integrating one into the station’s systems for 

the last several months, but we’re re-doubling our efforts to make sure it’s ready in time.” 

 “Any chance we can get one of these installed in one or more of the Fifth Fleet starships as well in the time 

we have left?” 

 “Unlikely.  Warp de-stabilizers require a lot of power to function, much like the Klingon stasis weapon of 

over a hundred years ago, requiring a vessel either seriously overpowered or with duel warp cores.  The Besiege and 

the Vengeance are the only vessels attached to the fleet capable of employing such a weapon, but Ke’reth won’t 

allow us to install one in his vessel – says it is a weapon without honor – and if the Kairn attack occurs when it is 

expected to, there is no way we’ll have the time to install and test such a system aboard the Besiege once they finally 

get back here.”  

 “According to the engineering reports, the Corsair already has a warp de-stabilizer, and it appears to be 

operational,” Pearson said.  “However, for the Corsair I would prefer an option that didn’t require both warp cores 

to be operational at the same time in order to work.  If one core goes down due to battle damage, we could lose too 

many key systems.  And at close range, it wouldn't stop the Kairn from launching missiles or firing already-charged 

weapons.  We need another option.” 

 “Well, one of our other ideas will work without the need of a secondary core in every ship,” Harkonnen 

said.  “Holographic decoys.  Heavily modified probes equipped with the same kind of holographic projectors as a 

standard holodeck.  The downside of this plan is that a new communications and operations station aboard each 

mothership is required to operate them, but once equipped with the modifications, a starship could control up to 

three of these decoys, and the modifications could be accomplished in only a few hours.  It will at least give the 

Kairn the impression they are facing a larger numerical force than would otherwise be true.  An additional problem 

is modifying enough probes with holo-emitter diodes.” 

 After shifting uncomfortably in her seat for a few moments, Pearson got up and began to walk around her 

office.  Her pregnancy was evident under her uniform, appearing as if she was already more than six months 

pregnant when in actuality she was just past four months along. 

 “We may not have time to build the actual decoy drones,” she said, thinking on her feet.  “But we can put 

some of the technology to work using our existing shuttlecraft and other auxiliary vessels.  Use small holographic 

projectors to make the shuttles look like smaller starships; Defiant and Steamrunner-class.  And it has the advantage 

of the fact that most shuttlecraft are already equipped with phasers.  The only thing they won’t be able to do that a 

starship can is fire torpedoes.  But if the Kairn believe we have a hundred more starships than we actually do, 

perhaps they will have second thoughts about attacking the station?” 

 “That’s the general idea,” Harkonnen agreed, standing up as well and wrapping his arms around his wife, 

partly as a hug and partly to massage the sore area of her lower back.  “Which brings me to my next priority.  I know 

you’re not going to like this…” 

 Pearson stepped back from her husband, her face immediately a mask of suspicion.  “What am I not going 

to like?” she asked. 

 “The Graceful Flyer will be departing the station for Kos’Karii at 1900 hours tonight.  You and the 

twins…”  Harkonnen made a point of looking at his wife’s growing belly.  “…Will be aboard that ship when it 

departs.” 

 “No!  I’m not leaving the station on the eve of battle.  Especially when I’m in command of one of the few 

starships available to help defend the base!” 

 “Other officers can command the Corsair.  And you have little choice in the matter.”  Harkonnen produced 

the small padd, which he handed to Pearson.  “You have official orders to be the officer in charge of the evacuees 

aboard the Graceful Flyer.” 

 Pearson quickly overcame her shock, a smug look taking its place in her expression. 

 “You, my dear, are a commander.  I’m a captain.  You can’t give me orders that I can’t simply over-ride, 

even if you are the Sector SOO.” 

 “I know that, Kitty Cat,” Harkonnen replied.  “Which is why your orders were authorized and signed by 

Admiral Raiajh.” 

 “What?!?” Pearson exclaimed in disbelief, quickly activating the padd to read the orders.  “She can’t do 

this to me!” 

 “She can and she did,” Harkonnen remarked.  “Val is as concerned about you and the twins as I am, which 

is why I didn’t even need to ask her to do this.  She came to me.” 



 “We’ll see about this,” Pearson said, heading toward her office door.  The wooden doors slid open and she 

stepped out onto the upper level of Ops, calling across to the closed doors of Raiajh’s office.  “Val!  How can you do 

this to me?  You need me!”  Several of the crew working down on the lower level looked up at Pearson, curiosity 

and concern on their faces. 

 Harkonnen moved up behind Pearson, the commander placing a hand on his wife’s shoulder before she 

could either start down the stairs or walk around the deck to the admiral’s office. 

 “Kitty Cat, please.”  He turned Pearson around and led her back inside her office, allowing the doors to 

close fully before enveloping her in a hug once again.  “If you were to remain here, or aboard the Corsair, it would 

only be a distraction to me and everyone else who cares about you.  Take the girls where all of you will be safe.  I’ll 

still be here when you get back.  I promise.” 

 “I’d hate you if I didn’t love you so much,” Pearson remarked before burying her head in Harkonnen’s 

broad shoulder.  “Just stay safe, for all three of us.” 

 “I will,” Harkonnen assured, inwardly wondering if he was lying to his wife. 

 

* * * * 

 

Three Days Later 

Stardate 64985.8 

 

 Almost all the civilians – numbering almost ten thousand – had been evacuated from the starbase in the 

days that followed the fleet briefing, leaving the huge station relatively empty.  The final transport had departed at 

0800 hours that morning, only a few hours after the arrival of the Leviathan-class starship USS Besiege – the last of 

the vessels expected to arrive prior to the anticipated attack – the previous night.  While the majority of the 

reinforcements – which included the starships USS Armstrong, USS Columbia, USS Elkins, USS Liberator, and USS 

Seaview – remained outside the station, McLeod’s ship and the Armstrong were moved into spacedock so that 

necessary minor repairs could be accomplished in the short span of time before the expected arrival of the Kairn 

fleet. 

 Recognizing the significance of the events yet to come, Rear Admiral Raiajh authorized a gathering in the 

large open botanical section of the base for all off-duty personnel of both the station itself and all the ships of the 

fleet.  The party had begun at 1200 hours station time and was expected to last until midnight to allow everyone a 

chance to attend, some of the earliest party-goers replacing those on watch as the day progressed.  Species from over 

a hundred Federation worlds mingled in the park-like setting with Klingons, Romulans, Orions, Morain, and several 

unidentifiable races. 

 At one of the tables set up in the grass about half-way between the station hub and the dome-shaped outer 

wall of the garden area, Fleet Captain Peter J. Koester, his wife and the station’s security chief Commander Michelle 

Petersen, USS Besiege commander Captain William McLeod and his own first officer Commander Taras, 

Bellerophon commander Captain K’danz and her half-Klingon husband and chief engineer Commander Dar, and 

station commander Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh and her husband and chief medical officer Dr. Sylvan Xaran were 

gathered, reminiscing over drinks about past adventures while consciously trying to avoid talking about the 

adventure yet to come. 

 “Did your kids get off the station without too much trouble?” Koester asked Raiajh during a lull in the 

conversation. 

 “Yes.  They left with my parents and Miral Paris aboard the cargo carrier Erstwhile several days ago,” 

Raiajh confirmed, glancing over toward K’danz’s first officer, Tom Paris, sitting not far away with his own wife and 

the admiral’s chief of operations, B’Elanna Torres.  “They were among the first ships evacuating non-essential 

personnel to leave the station.  The ship’s captain said he wanted to be back before the battle started to lend us a 

hand if possible.” 

 “What could a cargo carrier do to help during battle?” Commander Taras asked. 

 “From my understanding, the Erstwhile is no ordinary cargo carrier anymore,” Commander Petersen 

replied.  “According to its captain, Thadiun Okona, its systems have been greatly upgraded since the Dominion War, 

including the addition of more advanced weaponry than the simple lasers ships like that normally have.  According 

to rumor, it even has a Klingon cloaking device Okona obtained from the wreckage of a Bird of Prey the Jem’Hadar 

destroyed.” 

 “How did you find all that out?” Dar asked, the engineering aspects of installing a Klingon cloak into a 

Federation cargo ship intriguing him. 



 “We’ve had ships coming and going constantly for the last five days,” Petersen remarked.  “It’s been 

difficult confirming the security clearances for each and every ship to dock at the station, so Admiral Raiajh has had 

me cut some corners by requesting detailed specifications for each ship in order to determine if we can allow them 

to dock here.” 

 “So we’re now completely evacuated of all civilians?” K’danz asked. 

 “With some notable exceptions, like Karondar and Tehanu aboard the Sarek, but Kethry has considered 

them more crew than civilian technicians since they arrived aboard her ship with Commander Tredworth.” 

  “Speaking of family,” Koester remarked before glancing around the large open area, his eyes settling on 

two people some distance away.  “I see my COB has been getting closer to his great-great-great-etcetera-

granddaughter since he learned she was stationed on the base,” he said. 

 “Since he learned she even existed,” Dr. Xaran remarked, looking over as well.  “I’ve noticed they spend a 

lot of time together whenever the Dauntless is in port.  It must be a little weird learning all about a part of your 

family you didn’t even know you had because you had disappeared from the universe for several centuries.” 

 “I hear it’s not all that uncommon an experience among the El’Aurians,” remarked Dar.  “Especially since 

they’re such a long-lived species and spend so much of their lives traveling the galaxy.” 

 “When you’ve lost your homeworld, you have little choice but to wander,” K’danz commented, then 

herself looked over at a group in the distance.  Romulan Commander T’Lees, who was with most of her own crew 

from the UFNS Vedrex, had chosen not to mingle with the Starfleet crews on this occasion. 

 “Well, I think I’m going to start saying my goodbyes,” Koester said, leaning over to kiss his wife before 

adding.  “I need to spell my Exec on the bridge for a little while so he can get some time over here too.  Good luck 

everyone.  I hope we can have another gathering in a few days to celebrate…” 

 “Ops to Admiral Raiajh,” interrupted an excited sounding voice through the station commander’s 

combadge. 

 Raiajh tapped her communicator and replied, “Raiajh, here.” 

 “Admiral, this is Lieutenant Korolov in Ops.  Long range sensors are detecting a large number of incoming 

vessels at high warp approaching the station.” 

 “Please tell me they’re coming from Federation space and are broadcasting Starfleet IFF transponder codes, 

Lieutenant.” 

 “I’m afraid not, Admiral.  Sensors confirm it’s the Kairn fleet, and they’ll be within weapons range in a 

little over ten minutes.” 

 “Damn!” Raiajh hissed, as the report caused everyone sitting within earshot to jump to their feet and rush 

toward the nearest entrance to the station hub.  “They’re earlier than we expected.” 

 “Koester to Dauntless!  Exec, issue a full recall of all crew.  Kairn fleet inbound, ETA less than ten 

minutes!” 

 “K’danz to Bellerophon.  Sound red alert and recall the entire crew.” 

 “McLeod to Besiege.  Prep the ship for immediate departure!” 

 “Lieutenant, sound red alert,” ordered Raiajh.  “Raise shields and ready all weapons systems.” 

 Immediately the klaxon sounded throughout the starbase, the projected ‘sky’ within the dome instantly 

changing from a clear star-filled simulated night sky to a pulsating dull red glow.  The crew who were not within 

earshot of the base commander’s communicator reacted to the sudden change, some running toward the outer edges 

of the dome where doors led into corridors beyond, most rushing toward the hub to ride turbolifts to their 

battlestations – the majority of which were located in the areas above the botanical section in the spacedock and 

administrative sections of the station. 

 Five minutes later, Koester emerged on the bridge of his starship, immediately replacing Commander 

Arbelo in the center seat. 

 “Status?” he asked. 

 “Vessel is manning for red alert.  All weapons systems armed and ready.  Our shields are still down to 

facilitate the return of the crew – currently at 70% of normal compliment.  Everyone should be back aboard within 

another two minutes,” Arbelo reported, taking his normal seat to the captain’s right. 

 “Cutting it too close!  Helm, take us to our assigned defensive arc, ahead one-half impulse until everyone is 

aboard.  Then maximum feasible speed.” 

 “Aye, Captain,” responded Lieutenant (JG) William Hyland III.  “Ahead one-half impulse.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 



 Aboard the USS Besiege, Captain McLeod rushed onto his bridge, followed closely by his first officer. 

 “How long until we can clear moorings and get into the fight?” he asked the officer at operations. 

 “The warp core is currently coming up to full power.  The engineer had to take the core off-line to make 

adjustments to the matter and anti-matter injectors after we arrived in spacedock last night.  We’ll be ready to clear 

moorings in three minutes.” 

 “In three minutes this battle will already have started!” McLeod remarked angrily as he slammed his fist on 

the intercom on the panel next to his seat.  “Engine room, we need to get out of here NOW!  Perform a cold-start if 

you have to, but get me my power!” 

 “Aye, Captain,” the starship’s chief engineer responded.  “Overriding safety interlocks.  Proceeding with 

cold-start procedure.” 

 “In the meantime, get those mooring tractors deactivated.  Helm, hold us at station keeping on thrusters 

until we can get moving.” 

 “Aye, sir,” the helmsman replied. 

 “Captain, the Armstrong is powering up as well,” reported the officer at the tactical console. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The turbolift doors opened in Ops and Admiral Raiajh, Commander Petersen, Lt Commander Torres, and 

several Starfleet Marines emerged.  Red light filled the space, and on the main viewscreen high above the deck the 

Dauntless, Vedrex, Triton, Columbia, Seaview, and IKV hem bortaStaH (Proud Vengeance) could be seen moving 

away from the station to intercept the incoming Kairn ships, which filled the background like locusts filling a prairie 

sky.  As Petersen took her position at the security console, Raiajh moved toward the main systems display at the 

center of Ops, where Torres was already standing, monitoring preliminary status indications. 

 “Starships Dauntless, Triton, Sarek, Bellerophon, Corsair, Vedrex, and Proud Vengeance are moving into 

defensive positions,” announced Torres, the station’s operations chief and acting-first officer.  “Besiege and 

Armstrong are still inside spacedock, powering up and requesting permission to depart.” 

 “Open the spacedoors opposite the approaching Kairn ships to allow Besiege and Armstrong to depart.  No 

need inviting the Kairn right into spacedock this early in the battle.” 

 “Aye, Admiral,” Torres replied. 

 “Incoming!” suddenly shouted Lt Gregory Korolov.  Everyone in Ops looked up at the viewscreen, where 

the lead Kairn ship had launched four missiles at the starbase.  They had already passed the line of starships still 

forming around the station and looked like they were aimed directly at the starbase’s control center. 

 “Boost shields around Admin!” Torres ordered. 

 “I’m getting a radiological alarm from those missiles!” Petersen announced.  “They’re nukes!” 

 “Fire phaser banks!  Try and take them out!” Raiajh ordered before slamming her hand on the intercom at 

the main systems display.  “All hands, brace for impact!” 

 “Missiles avoiding phaser lock!” 

 Seconds later, all four missiles struck the station, the first three detonating against the starbase’s shields and 

weakening them enough for the final missile to pass through and impact the base itself on the mushroom-shaped 

spacedock section. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The Dauntless came directly at the Kairn ships, phasers and torpedo tubes blazing.  The move was bold 

enough that it took the Kairn by surprise, sending several of their ships careening off course and – in several cases – 

crashing into each other. 

 “Too bad we didn’t have time to set up the holo-shuttles,” Arbelo remarked to his CO.  “If they saw almost 

fifty starships, the Kairn would really be scrambling.” 

 “Who says we can’t use them anyway?” Koester asked, thinking aloud.  “Just because they know we had 

only thirteen ships and a handful of civilian craft to start doesn’t mean we can’t have reinforcements on the way!  

Mack, prepare to launch those modified shuttles we got from the base yesterday!” 

 “Aye, Skipper,” Lt Colonel McIntyre replied. 

 “COB?” 

 “Reconfiguring mission ops to control the holo-shuttles,” Chief Kyman reported as his fingers danced over 

the controls of his console.  A moment later the keypads and monitor screens changed configuration, looking more 

like shuttlecraft helm and operations controls.  “Ready to launch.” 



 “Activate the holo-projectors as soon as the shuttles clear the shuttlebay,” Koester ordered.  “And let’s 

hope the other ships follow our lead, or those shuttles won’t last long.  Launch!” 

 From Shuttlebay 2 at the aft end of the Sovereign-class starship, three Type 8 shuttlecraft emerged through 

the atmosphere retaining field.  Almost as soon as they had cleared the starship’s fantail, they appeared to alter 

shape, growing to become two Akira and one Defiant-class vessel, which immediately split off from the Dauntless 

and started firing phasers at the surrounding Kairn ships. Sitting in his command seat, Koester could not help but 

smile, until a bright flash occurred just off the viewscreen. 

 “The starbase has been hit!” McIntyre suddenly shouted. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Aboard the Besiege, Captain McLeod tapped his fingers impatiently on the arm of his command chair.  On 

the viewscreen, he could see the much larger starship USS Armstrong likewise powering up their systems and 

preparing for battle. 

 McLeod watched in amazement as the view of the spacedock interior suddenly turned almost twenty 

degrees.  A second later the entire crew of the Besiege felt the shock of the starbase shifting violently around the 

ship, tugging on their magnetic moorings.  Almost immediately, the lighting inside spacedock dimmed to near total 

darkness, the only light coming from several rows of worklights along the spacedock’s outer edge and the hull 

lighting on the two ships moored close to the hub. 

 “What just happened?” Taras wanted to know. 

 “I’m receiving a radiological alarm, Captain,” the officer at operations reported.  “I believe the station was 

just hit by one or more nuclear weapons.  The EMP has disrupted the station’s power grid.” 

 “Well let’s get out of here so we can join the fight and prevent any further damage!” McLeod ordered.  

“Come about and prepare to depart spacedock.” 

 “Coming about,” the helmsman reported. 

 “Captain, I’m receiving a message from spacedock control on the emergency channel,” the officer at 

tactical said.  “All main systems in spacedock are down.  They can’t open the spacedoors to let us out.” 

 “What?!?” 

 “We…We’re trapped, sir.” 

 “Bull!” McLeod remarked.  “Does Control give an estimate on when they think they’ll have power 

restored?” 

 “They’re reporting thirty to sixty minutes at a minimum, sir,” the tactical officer replied.  “Apparently the 

base took a bad hit.  Damage control crews are fighting multiple hull breeches and fires between levels 156 and 

302.” 

 “Helm, move us closer to the nearest spacedoor, preferably on the side where the Kairn attack is coming 

from,” McLeod ordered, his face a rigid mask of determination. 

 “Are we awaiting the restoration of power so we can get out of spacedock?” Commander Taras asked as 

the Besiege began moving closer to the nearest spacedoor. 

 “No, we’re just going to open the doors ourselves,” McLeod replied, still staring at the main viewer.  “Arm 

pulse cannons and load photon torpedoes in the forward tubes.” 

 As McLeod’s intent became clear, Taras reacted with shock. 

 “You’re not intending to blast our way out of here, are you?  You could take out half of spacedock if you 

do this!” 

 “Would you rather just sit here and wait for the base to be destroyed around us?” the captain remarked as 

the tactical officer announced the weapons systems were ready.  He then returned his attention to the image on the 

main viewscreen as he said, “Sorry, Val.  Fire!” 

 Two photon torpedoes launched, one from each side of the Leviathan-class ship, quickly slamming into the 

nearby spacedoors and buckling them.  These were followed by numerous shots from the Besiege’s pulse cannons, 

which widened the holes through the thick station hull just enough for the starship to squeeze through, jagged metal 

scratching paint off the ablative armor along each warp nacelle. 

 “Believe it or not, we’re clear to navigate!” the helmsman announced. 

 “Good.  Let’s join the battle,” McLeod said.  “Ahead maximum impulse.  Lock phasers on the closest 

enemy target and fire!” 

 

* * * * 

 



 “The base has been hit!” Tom Paris exclaimed.  As the Bellerophon maneuvered around, trying to gain a 

position of advantage over one Kairn cruiser, Starbase 719 was visible on the main viewer.  Large areas of the 

spacedock section had been blackened by the nuclear blast, and multiple fires and breeches could be seen through 

the gathering smoke. 

 “How bad is it?” Captain K’danz asked with concern. 

 “Damage appears acute, but the base’s systems are still mainly functional,” reported Commander T’Ashara, 

the chief science officer.  “Emergency forcefields are already activating, though there appears to be severe damage 

to the spacedock’s power grid.” 

 “Sounds like they’ll have to handle it themselves for the time being.  Helm, come around to 233 mark 6,” 

Captain K’danz ordered.  “Mister Drake, lock phasers and torpedoes on the Kairn ship trailing the Dauntless.  They 

just destroyed one of Peter’s holo-shuttles and I think they’re gunning for the Flagship herself!” 

 “Locking weapons systems on target,” Marine Captain Michael Drake confirmed. 

 As the Belle maneuvered around again, another huge explosion from the starbase attracted the crew’s 

attention as part of one set of spacedoors blew out and off the station. 

 “It appears the damage from the missiles was more extensive then T’Ashara thought,” Paris remarked.  

“We may wind up losing half the base in just the opening minutes of this battle.” 

 “That wasn’t the Kairn!” K’danz replied with a smile as she noticed the blunt nose of a starship start to 

emerge from the new opening in the spacedock.  “That was McLeod!” 

 As the Bellerophon bridge crew watched with amazement, the USS Besiege emerged from the jagged 

opening, pulse phaser cannons still blazing, catching several nearby Kairn ships by surprise.  One ship was struck 

directly on its port warp nacelle, causing drive plasma to start venting, while the other was hit in the vicinity of the 

warship’s bridge.  The second Kairn ship veered away from the starbase and directly into a third Kairn ship, causing 

both to explode in a spectacular fireball.  The Bellerophon then fired its own weapons, collapsing the shields of the 

Kairn ship that was taking aim on the Dauntless and causing it to veer off. 

 “Helm, come about, 266 mark 9,” K’danz ordered.  “T’Ashara, prepare to launch our own holo-shuttles.  At 

least they may cause some more confusion in this melee.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Hull breeches, levels 156 through 302, sections 7 through 11.  Emergency forcefields are in place.  

Damage control crews are responding,” announced Torres. 

 “Seal off all non-essential sections and vent to space.  We can deal with the damage later after the battle,” 

ordered Raiajh. 

 “Admiral, the Besiege is again requesting permission to depart,” announced Petersen. 

 “Tell them we’re trying to restore power to spacedock, but that it’s going to take some time,” the admiral 

remarked before ordering, “Lock torpedo launchers on the wing of Kairn ships approaching from bearing 333.  

Don’t fire until you see the whites of their eyes.” 

 “But the Kairn generally have gold colored…,” Korolov started to say. 

 “It’s just an expression, Lieutenant.  Learn your history!  Now, FIRE!” 

 Almost immediately, ten torpedo tubes on the side of the station facing the attacking Kairn fleet each 

launched a spread of ten photon torpedoes.  Programmed to avoid the IFF transmission of the Federation and allied 

starships, the torpedoes struck numerous Kairn warships – in some cases with enough force and firepower to 

overwhelm the alien vessel’s shields and destroy the attacking ship, in others merely damaging the hulls or 

weakening the shields. 

 “Multiple hits.  Six Kairn ships destroyed, approximately eight more damaged,” Petersen confirmed.  Then, 

just as the security chief finished her report, the entire starbase rocked violently without warning.  Raiajh grabbed 

onto the edge of the main systems display to keep from being flung to the deck. 

 “What was that?  Have we been hit by another nuke?” 

 “Negative,” reported Korolov.  “Reading a massive hull breech through Spacedoor 3.  It appears the 

damage originated from the inside.” 

 “Some sort of cascade overload?” Torres asked. 

 Before Korolov could answer, the large Leviathan-class warship Besiege appeared on the main viewer, 

moving off toward the field of battle, its pulse cannons blazing and taking out two Kairn ships while severely 

damaging a third. 



 “B’Elanna, remind me to send McLeod a bill for the door,” Raiajh remarked, inwardly cheering her former 

first officer and her first command on into battle.  “Commander, ready another spread of torpedoes.  Prepare to 

employ warp de-stabilizer.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Aboard the Sarek, the crew was having a harder time than the other ships. 

 “Damage to the port nacelle strut,” reported Lt T’Reth from ops. 

 “The ventral saucer phaser strip has burned out connections between banks 190 and 235.  We’ve lost a 45 

degree arc of fire,” informed Commander A-ZuRQuIL from his position behind the horseshoe rail. 

 “We’ll deal with it later!” Captain Kethry Sutherland announced.  “Boost the shields on the starboard side.  

Helm, keep the ship turned so that our operational weapons are facing toward the majority of the Kairn attackers.” 

 “Captain,” the Andorian operations officer said.  “Detecting a massive energy build-up coming from the 

station.  We’re going to be right on the edge of the discharge.” 

 “Val’ri’s employing the station’s warp de-stabilizer,” Captain Sutherland remarked.  “Keep us out of the 

line of fire before they take us out too!  We have enough problems as it is without having our warp drive de-

stabilized and crashing our power systems.” 

 The Sarek maneuvered to port, causing two Kairn ships that were in the process of turning to intercept the 

Galaxy-class starship to cross directly into the path of the starbase’s warp de-stabilization field just as it fired.  

Immediately their core systems crashed, safety protocols causing their reactors to shut down.  As a result, power 

systems throughout each vessel were disrupted, cutting off weapons, shields, and propulsion.  The Kairn ships 

caught in the field were easy pickings for the several minutes it would take to restore power. 

 “Keep an eye out for indication of those discharges,” Sutherland advised as the Sarek’s aft torpedo tube 

launched several photon torpedoes at the now-disabled enemy warships.  “It takes a while to charge up the de-

stabilizer, but we certainly don’t want to get caught in its field.”  Both Kairn ships exploded in bright fireballs, 

emphasizing Captain Sutherland’s point. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The USS Triton maneuvered behind a Kairn vessel almost twice the Luna-class starship’s size, firing 

phasers through a breech in the alien vessel’s shields in an attempt to knock out its propulsion systems.  A missile 

launched from the aft end of the Kairn ship narrowly missed the Triton, instead entering the hull of the Steamrunner-

class starship following alongside.  The vessel suddenly broke apart like shattering glass before evaporating into 

nothing. 

 “Our third and last holo-shuttle has been destroyed, Captain,” Ensign Simon Millard, the Triton’s assistant 

tactical officer reported from the temporary console that had been installed atop the aft bridge railing. 

 “Very well.  Report below and join the security patrol teams, Ensign,” Captain Amanda Tomkins ordered, 

prompting the young officer to head into the turbolift to join the roving teams making sure no Kairn boarding parties 

managed to infiltrate the ship. 

 “In spite of the overrrrwhelming odds, we appearrrr to be holding ourrrr own,” Lieutenant Ckathel 

Brightslay observed.  “I don’t think the Kairrrrn expected us to be as well prrrreparrrred as we werrrre.” 

 “You might be right, Lieutenant, and having the firepower of the starbase equal to more than fifty starships 

to back us up has helped greatly, but we haven’t won the battle just yet,” Tomkins replied before returning her 

attention to the battle.  “Keep firing through that shield breech.  Let me know when the forward tubes are reloaded 

and armed.” 

 The Kairn warship the Triton was pursuing continued to attempt evasion, when suddenly a rapid series of 

blasts across the ship’s lateral shields caused them to collapse, the continued fire blowing large sections of hull open 

and causing secondary explosions among the missile tubes and disruptor banks.  Half a second later a starship of the 

Defiant-class flashed by overhead, finishing off the Triton’s quarry before quickly maneuvering to starboard and 

engaging another vessel. 

 

* * * * 

 

 On the bridge of the USS Corsair, Commander Konstantin Harkonnen sat uncomfortably in the center seat, 

intently watching as his vessel blew one Kairn ship out of space before turning to engage another.  He was 

uncomfortable not only because he knew that if Starfleet were aware of his command of the starship – however 



temporary – the admirals would have both his and Raiajh’s stripes in a sling, but also because he knew how badly 

the ship’s actual commanding officer wanted to be sitting there at that moment, facing the same risks as her 

husband. 

 “Warp de-stabilizer is nearing full charge once again,” the officer at tactical reported.  “We will be ready to 

fire in fifteen seconds.” 

 “Very well,” Harkonnen responded.  “Helm, find me a nice large pack of Kairn ships that we can take 

down all at once.” 

 “Aye, Commander,” the helmsman replied before turning the Corsair to face several incoming 

battlecruisers. 

 “Commander!” the tactical officer exclaimed.  “The Vedrex is in among that grouping of ships.  If we fire 

the de-stabilizer now, we’re going to disable the Warbird as well.” 

 “Get out of there, Commander,” Harkonnen urged under his breath as he watched the Vedrex slow almost 

to a complete stop within the grouping of Kairn ships, which themselves were starting to move apart. 

 “De-stabilizer is fully charged and ready for firing, Commander,” the tactical officer confirmed.  “But the 

Kairn are on the move.  If we wait, or try and maneuver around to remove Vedrex from the line of fire, we’re going 

to lose two-thirds of those ships.” 

 “I see little choice,” Harkonnen remarked.  “Forgive me, Commander.  Fire the de-stabilizer!” 

 The Corsair paused in firing its main weapons, the pulse phaser cannons.  A moment later the de-

stabilization field emerged from the main deflector on the front of the Defiant-class starship’s blunt nose, enveloping 

at least ten Kairn ships and the UFNS Vedrex.  Immediately the green glow of the Romulan ship’s warp nacelles 

dimmed to blackness and the Mogai-class warbird started to tumble away from the enemy vessels, which were 

themselves adrift. 

 “Fire pulse cannons!” Harkonnen ordered.  The Corsair resumed firing at the now defenseless Kairn ships, 

causing three to explode and damaging the rest – two so severely that it appeared the crew was forced to abandon 

ship. 

 “What the hell were those things?” the Corsair’s helmsman asked as several of the presumed escape pods 

shot past the Federation ship at high speed. 

 “They’re on a direct course toward the starbase,” the tactical officer reported.  “I think the Kairn may be 

employing kamikaze tactics.” 

 “Helm, come about.  Intercept course on those pods!” 

 The Corsair came to an almost dead stop before spinning on its axis and accelerating to chase the several 

dozen small pods. 

 “The pods, whatever they are, are too small for me to accurately acquire phaser lock.  I’m going to have to 

shoot from the hip,” the tactical officer informed. 

 “Do what you have to do, just try not to hit the starbase,” Harkonnen said as he watched the station 

growing on the viewscreen. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Admiral…?” Commander Petersen said, sounding unsure as she tried to attract the commanding officer’s 

attention.  In Ops, optical cabling hung down from burst conduits high overhead and one console near the crew’s 

head still smoldered from its recent overload.  “I’m not sure why, but the Corsair has just turned around and appears 

to be making an attack run on the station!” 

 “What?!?” Raiajh said as she looked at the tactical image on the main systems display.  “What the hell is 

Konstantin up to?” 

 “Is there any chance the Kairn have boarded and commandeered the Corsair?” Torres asked. 

 “I don’t see how.  No Kairn vessel got close to the Corsair, did they?  And besides, Konstantin would 

destroy his own ship before letting it fall into enemy claws,” Raiajh said.  She watched the display as the Corsair 

continued to accelerate toward the station, weapons firing seemingly haphazardly.  Some of the phaser fire was 

striking the starbase’s shields or – in places where the shields had been weakened or collapsed – the hull of the 

station in the vicinity of the upper research section.  “Commander, lock phasers on the Corsair.  If they get within 

10,000 yards of the station, fire a shot across her bow.  If she continues to approach…”  Raiajh sighed, coughing out 

a lungful of smoke-filled air before concluding, “…Destroy her.” 

 B’Elanna Torres and Gregory Korolov exchanged looks as Petersen reluctantly replied, “Aye, Admiral.” 

 

* * * * 



 “Commander!  The station is locking phasers on us!” announced the Corsair’s tactical officer. 

 “They must not be able to detect those pods that are heading toward them and believe this ship has been 

captured by the Kairn,” Harkonnen remarked.  “Hail the station; tell them we’re engaging at least two dozen pods of 

unknown purpose inbound to the station and that we believe they may be explosive devices of some sort!” 

 “Those pods are putting out some sort of dampening field that is jamming communications.  It’s probably 

why the station can’t detect them and why we can’t get a phaser lock on them.” 

 “Then we need to stop them before Val stops us,” Harkonnen stated.  “Helm, maximum impulse speed.  

Tactical, fire at will!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Corsair has increased speed and is still firing weapons.  Range currently 15,000 meters and closing 

rapidly,” Commander Petersen reported. 

 “Do you have phasers locked on the Corsair?” Raiajh asked. 

 “Something is interfering with phaser lock, but I’m tracking the ship manually.” 

 “Stand by…” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Six pods destroyed.  Still seventeen inbound to the station.” 

 “Range to the station hull?” Harkonnen asked. 

 “12,500 meters.” 

 “Keep firing!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Corsair currently 10,500 meters and closing.” 

 “Fire a shot across her bow.  If she doesn’t turn away, you have permission to destroy the Corsair.” 

 “Aye, Admiral,” Petersen said reluctantly before activating the phaser control, sending a powerful beam of 

phased energy flashing in front of the bow of the Defiant-class starship, inadvertently vaporizing two more of the 

Kairn pods. 

 “Admiral, I’m detecting strange energy readings from the area of the phaser beam, as if something was 

destroyed by the beam we just fired,” Korolov reported. 

 “Could it be Harkonnen is not attacking the station but chasing something we’re not detecting?” Torres 

asked. 

 “Commander, hold your fire on the Corsair.  See if you can figure out what they’re hunting.” 

 “Corsair now 8,000 meters and closing…,” Korolov stated. 

 “Admiral, I’m not detecting anything on sensors,” Petersen reported.  “However, visually I have thirteen 

small objects, each about the size of a Type 10 shuttlecraft, inbound to the station.  On their current course they will 

impact the hull between levels 1035 and 1300 near sections 8 and 9.” 

 “What are they?  Missile warheads of some sort?” 

 “Unsure.  They could be weapons.” 

 “Corsair is now 4,500 meters.  Vessel is veering off!” Korolov stated. 

 “The Corsair managed to destroy two more before they turned away,” Petersen reported.  “Impact in 3 

seconds!” 

 Raiajh tensed, awaiting the report of explosions or worse along the lower levels of the station.  Seconds 

later she could feel the deck tremble as the station was impacted, but no explosions resulted. 

 “What happened?” the admiral asked. 

 “The objects, whatever they were, have breeched the hull and embedded themselves in the bulkheads.” 

 “Are we losing atmosphere?” 

 “Negative, not detecting any change in interior pressure,” Torres reported after consulting the main systems 

display.  “Emergency forcefields must have snapped in place in time.” 

 “They couldn’t all be duds, could they?” Korolov asked. 

 “Admiral, I’m receiving reports from several other ships, including the Dauntless and the Vengeance, that 

other disabled Kairn ships are launching pods of the same description as what the Corsair was chasing,” Petersen 



reported.  “They thought the devices were escape pods at first, but every single one of them has turned to head 

toward the station at high speed.” 

 Raiajh looked at her security chief and started to say, “I’ve got a bad feeling…”  Her sentence was cut off 

when an indicator on Petersen’s console started flashing red. 

 “Admiral, I’ve got an intruder alert!  Level 1096, section 8.” 

 “Right where the first group of pods hit the station!  We’re being boarded!  Pass the word to repel 

boarders,” Raiajh ordered. 

 Petersen touched her console and a computer voice throughout the station started announcing, “Intruder 

alert!  Intruder alert!”  She then opened the communications intercom and announced, “Ops to Major Novikov.  

Deploy your troops to the levels between 1090 and 1100.  The Kairn have boarded the station and are likely going to 

try and sabotage systems as they head toward more vital areas of the base.” 

 “Fire teams are being deployed, Commander,” Novikov responded quickly.  “We’ll keep them contained.” 

 “Tell the Major to evacuate as many of our crew out of the effected areas as possible as well,” Torres 

stated.  “The last thing we need is for Starfleet crews to be caught in the crossfire or taken hostage.” 

 “Did you copy that, Major?” Petersen asked. 

 “Copied.  We’ll do our best.  Novikov, out.” 

 Raiajh could feel the deck vibrate again through her boots. 

 “More impacts, Admiral,” Korolov reported, almost a smile on the operation officer’s face.  “Levels 1065 

through 1080.  Activating containment forcefields at corridor intersections.” 

 “I have a feeling the Kairn won’t be contained for long,” Raiajh remarked.  “I don’t like to do it, but 

prepare to blow airlocks in the lower station levels.  If need be, we’ll vent key areas to keep the Kairn from 

progressing.” 

* * * * 

 

 “The pods impacted the station,” Colonel McIntyre reported. 

 “They must be boarding craft, not escape pods like we first thought,” Fleet Captain Koester remarked.  

“That would explain the pointy noses on those things.  Mack, have some of your Marines stand by in the troop drop 

transporter room just in case Admiral Raiajh calls for reinforcements of her own Marine contingent.” 

 “Already have three squads standing by, Skipper,” McIntyre replied with a grin. 

 “Captain!  The Kairn ships!  They’re retreating,” announced Lt Riker. 

 “What?  It couldn’t be that easy, could it?  They just managed to get troops aboard the station!” Koester 

remarked.  “Helm, come about, 300 mark 5.” 

 As the Dauntless turned onto its new course, the bridge crew could see numerous Kairn ships disengaging 

from the allied fleet and start to move back off in the direction from which they had come.  It appeared as if close to 

a quarter of the original fleet of nearly two hundred Kairn warships had been either destroyed or were now drifting 

helplessly 

 “Only sublight speed.  They’re in no hurry to move off.  I don’t think they’re actually retreating or they’d 

probably be running at full warp,” Koester remarked.  “They’re only moving just beyond the station’s weapons 

range, so more likely the Kairn are regrouping to attack again.”  Koester looked at the man sitting in the seat to his 

left, where Ship’s Counselor Gera normally sat.  “What do you think, Admiral?  Should we re-group ourselves?” 

 “Let’s move the fleet closer in to the station,” Penji Fil replied, looking alternately at both the main 

viewscreen and the tactical display on the console screen beside him.  “That way the base can better employ its own 

weapons.  What sort of casualties have we suffered so far?” 

 “It appears the Columbia and Elkins have been destroyed, Vedrex has been disabled, Besiege, Vengeance, 

and Sarek have received negligible damage, and I’ve seen no sign of the Armstrong whatsoever,” McIntyre reported. 

 Koester touched the communications control on the arm of his command chair, saying, “Flagship to all 

allied units of the Fifth Fleet.  Regroup at the following coordinates.”  He then entered a series of numbers into the 

keypad before saying, “Helm, close in on Vedrex.  Ops, prepare the tractor to tow the Vedrex back toward the 

station.” 

 As both officers acknowledged, the starship turned to face where the former Imperial Romulan Warbird 

was still adrift amid the wreckage of several Kairn warships.  Two Kairn ships were likewise maneuvering close, 

attempting to either tow the ship away from the vicinity of the starbase or get close enough to board and capture it. 

 “Let the Kairn know we’re not giving up the Vedrex quite so easily,” Koester ordered.  “Load and arm 

trilith-torpedoes in tube one.” 

 “Tube one ready in all respects,” McIntyre reported a moment later. 

 “Fire.” 



 Four bright green torpedoes launched out of the tube beneath the center of the Dauntless’ saucer hull, two 

toward each Kairn ship closing on the Vedrex.  Each torpedo – developed in battle against the Kairn – was powerful 

enough that the first strike collapsed the shield of the enemy ship it had hit.  The second torpedo aimed at the first 

Kairn vessel passed through the new opening in the shields, slamming into the Kairn ship’s starboard warp nacelle 

and blowing it apart.  The second Kairn ship, which started turning away in an attempt to escape as soon as the crew 

noted the launch of the torpedoes from the Dauntless, was struck by the second torpedo on their aft shield – likewise 

causing the second shield to collapse and exposing nearly half of the warship’s hull to allied fire.  The warship 

quickly kicked in its sublight engines, ignoring the Vedrex as it fled. 

 “Vedrex is clear,” McIntyre said. 

 “Stand by to take Commander T’Lees under tow,” Koester ordered, wondering how much time the fleet 

had to conduct minor repairs before the Kairn resumed their attack on the station 

 

* * * * 

 

Station log, stardate 64986.9: 

It’s been just over ten hours since the Kairn attack began and nearly seven since their 

fleet pulled back more than ten thousand kilometers outside of maximum weapons range 

of the station.  We think they’re waiting to see if any of the boarding parties that 

managed to breech the station’s hull – nearly five dozen of the pods that were launched 

against us managed to reach the station – manage to take control or at least distract us 

enough to make a second wave of attacks more successful.  In the meantime, our fleet is 

taking advantage of the brief lull to make whatever repairs they can and prepare for the 

next wave. 

Raiajh, out. 
 

 

 The commanders of each of the allied vessels and Admiral Fil were making use of holo-communicators to 

appear together in Ops aboard the starbase, circled around the main systems display, to debrief, compare notes, and 

come up with a more effective defense of the station.  Raiajh – the only ‘real’ person among the circle – noted, in 

spite of the loss of two Federation starships during the battle, that with the recent addition of two transport ships that 

had arrived back at the station from Kos’Karii shortly after the Kairn fleet had retreated to regroup, they now 

numbered sixteen ship commanders present. 

 “We’ve lost USS Elkins and USS Columbia,” Admiral Fil announced sadly.  “However, we have managed 

to destroy over twenty of the Kairn warships and disable another thirteen in return, plus the civilian ships Carpathia 

and Erstwhile have now joined us in the defense of the station.  What is the status of the remaining units of our 

allied fleet?” 

 “Dauntless is fully operational,” Fleet Captain Koester confirmed. “Ship and crew remain at alert status.” 

 “Sarek is currently incapable of warp speed until further notice, but my crew has repaired our weapons 

systems,” Captain Sutherland answered.  “We’re going to need a dockside overhaul once this is over.” 

 “Hopefully we’ll still have a dock to moor you alongside once this is over,” remarked Torres from the 

operations console. 

 “USS Armstrong is still stuck inside spacedock, Admiral,” reported Captain Anthony Pringle, who then 

looked over at McLeod.  “My ship is a little bigger than yours and doesn’t have the same powerful weaponry you 

used to get yourself through the spacedoors.  Next time could you make the hole a little bigger, McLeod?” 

 “I would rather he didn’t,” Raiajh said coolly.  “That quadrant of the base is now uninhabitable indefinitely 

because of what the Besiege did to get out.  There are power replays blown all over the station as a result, including 

here in Ops.”  The admiral gestured at the scene around her, debris covering the decks and several consoles around 

the perimeter of the room non-functional.  “If the damage were any worse, we would probably have to 

decommission the entire starbase and abandon the sector and the Kairn’s goal would already be achieved.”  The 

Deltan-Vulcan woman looked at McLeod with an expression he recognized as intense annoyance only because he 

had worked so closely with her during the Besiege’s early trials.  “Don’t ever do that again,” she concluded before 

looking back at Pringle.  “My Operations Chief has her crews working on restoring power to spacedock.  In the 

meantime we’re manually opening Spacedoor 1 using dock tugs and shuttlecraft so you can get the Armstrong clear 

of the station.  We expect you should be able to depart within fifteen minutes, but as you can imagine, it takes a lot 

of effort to manually open a set of doors that size.” 



 “How are you going to close them to keep the Kairn out of spacedock?” Fil asked. 

 “Commander Torres is rigging a new forcefield generator, similar to the atmosphere retaining fields every 

starship uses in their shuttlebays – except more powerful – to keep out any Kairn ships or their weapons.  It’s going 

to require a dedicated fusion reactor to keep operating and stable.  Just try and keep any of the enemy from 

approaching the base in a direction that allows them access to that open door and we should be fine.” 

 Fil nodded before resuming the briefing, nodding toward Captain McLeod. 

 “William?” 

 “Besiege is fully operational again as well,” McLeod explained.  “We took some damage to our starboard 

warp nacelle and vented some plasma, but my engineer managed to lock it down.  However, I have four crew 

members down from burns due to Delta radiation exposure.  They’ve been beamed over to the base infirmary for 

care.” 

 “Triton has received minor structural damage.  All weapons and defense systems currently operational,” 

Captain Tomkins confirmed before looking at Harkonnen across the console from her.  She winked to indicate she 

was not being completely serious as she said, “Next time pick your own targets, Commander Harkonnen, instead of 

stealing the Triton’s after we’d done most of the work.” 

 “I’ll try and remember that, Captain,” Harkonnen replied with a grin.  “Corsair is likewise fully 

operational.  The warp de-stabilizer worked as expected.”  Harkonnen turned to face the projection of Commander 

T’Lees.  “Please accept my apologies for disabling your ship, Commander.  I had little choice, given the tactical 

situation.” 

 “No apologies necessary, Commander Harkonnen,” T’Lees replied.  “Vedrex was starting to experience a 

cascade failure in our power transfer relays caused by the intense fire we were receiving from the Kairn when your 

de-stabilization field enveloped us.  If you had not employed your weapon when you did and caused our primary 

power distribution systems to default into a safe mode, we would have been seconds from exploding ourselves.”  

  “What is the status of your vessel now, T’Lees?” Admiral Fil asked. 

 My engineer has managed to restore our power distribution network and returned our singularity core to 

full power and normal operation,” T’Lees explained.  “Damage control crews are repairing the systems we can 

handle for now.  Vedrex is not at what you would call 100%, but we have shields, we have weapons, and we can 

maneuver.  I think we can hold our own if the Kairn attack again.” 

  “It’s not a question of if, but when,” Raiajh remarked.  “Status of all other vessels?” 

 “USS Liberator is in good shape except for our torpedo tubes,” explained Captain Hawthorne.  “We took a 

hit right as we were launching a spread of torpedoes.  Almost took out the entire deck.  But we can still pack a punch 

with our phaser cannons.” 

 “Under the circumstances, since you are stuck with only close-in weaponry for the time being, I’m going to 

assign Liberator to picket duty near spacedock.  You can be our last line of defense, Captain,” Raiajh ordered.  

“Commodore Kennedy promised that the Independence will be here to assist within the next thirty to sixty minutes, 

if everything goes right.  I only hope we have that long.”  

 “We’ve nearly depleted our supply of torpedo casings,” Captain K’danz reported.  “The Belle’s main 

shuttlebay is also non-operational at the moment.  The Kairn caught us in a crossfire right as we were launching the 

last of our holo-shuttles.  Otherwise the Bellerophon is operational and ready to fight.” 

 “Mister Korolov, see to it that Bellerophon has a supply of torpedo casings beamed aboard ASAP,” Raiajh 

ordered the lieutenant standing at operations next to Lt Commander Torres. 

 “Right away, Admiral,” Korolov replied before passing the order on to the station’s weapons depot.  

“Several starships are being re-supplied as we speak, but Bellerophon is not on top of the list.” 

 “USS Seaview fully operational,” said Captain Lee Nelson.  “Our shields are weak, but my engineer assures 

me they should hold.” 

 “The Nivla, Nomis, and Erodoeht were not badly damaged during the battle, Admiral,” stated Commodore 

Ch’rie, the squirrel-like Morain officer in charge of the three Morain patrol ships that had been temporarily assigned 

to assist the Federation fleet in his high-pitched voice.  “What our vessels lack in firepower they make up for in 

speed and maneuverability.  Our shields were weakened, but never breeched.  As expected, the Kairn are ill-

equipped to adapt.  Their tactics have changed little in the hundreds of years they have been enemies of the Morain 

Alliance.  Our systems remain fully operational.” 

 “The Vengeance is likewise back in full operation,” the Klingon General Ke’reth stated boastfully.  “As the 

proverbial tip of the spear, we received a lot of attention from the Kairn and perhaps more than our share of damage, 

but it’s nothing a sledge hammer and some new paint can’t handle.  We did lose a few of our fighters during the 

melee, including trying to engage those damn hull-breeching pods they launched against the station, but three full 

wings remain operational at this point.” 



 “We may have use for them if… when the Kairn attack again, General,” Raiajh said.  “With Admiral Fil’s 

permission, I would like the Vengeance to remain closer to the base than the rest of the fleet, no more than 100,000 

kilometers distant, and use your fighters to intercept and destroy any more of those boarding pods of theirs.  Each 

one apparently contains a Kairn squad of eight to ten of their warriors, and my Marine contingent is already fighting 

room to room battles with over five hundred Kairn that managed to board in the H3 and R2 sections of the base.” 

 “Do you require assistance by the Black Dagger?” Ke’reth offered. 

 “Not yet.  Base security and the Marine contingent pretty much have them pinned down in five separate 

areas, but I will call you if I need them.  My main concern is we have several hundred members of the base crew 

who were posted in those sections during battlestations that are now unaccounted for, and I fear they have either 

been captured or killed by the Kairn troops.”  She then turned her attention to the final two ship commander to 

report their vessels’ status. 

 “I’m sorry I missed the fight.  It sounds like you all had a good time,” said one of the transport captains 

who had earlier introduced himself as Thadiun Okona.  Raiajh had first met him several days earlier when her 

children were evacuated from the station aboard his ship, the Erstwhile, and his attitude and manner of dress both 

then and now reminded the base commander of stories of the swashbuckling pirate captains of lore she had heard 

growing up.  “I tried to return from Kos’Karii as quickly as I could.  I figured you could put the Erstwhile’s 

disruptors to good use.” 

 “You may still get your chance, Captain Okona,” Admiral Fil replied before looking at the only other 

civilian in the briefing.  “Captain Stron?” 

 “While I’m nowhere near as enthusiastic to be in battle as Captain Okona apparently is, the Carpathia 

stands ready to assist you, Admiral Fil,” the Bolian Captain Stron replied. 

 “Very well,” Fil responded.  “Besides the Independence, any word on other Federation reinforcements yet?  

Only one additional ship isn’t going to make much of a difference at this point.” 

 “I sent out a communiqué just as the battle started informing Starfleet that if the Seventh Fleet doesn’t 

arrive soon, there will be no starbase left to defend in the Typhon Sector,” the station commander replied.  “No 

estimate on when – or even if – we can expect reinforcements.” 

 “Then we’re still on our own,” Fil remarked.  I just hope we can…” 

 The admiral’s sentence was cut off by a sudden and unexpected scream from Captain Nelson of the 

Seaview as flames sprang up around him, followed by the holographic representation’s sudden disappearance. 

 “Admiral!” Commander Petersen called out from the security console.  “The Kairn have resumed their 

attack!  The Seaview has been destroyed!” 

 As Petersen spoke, each of the remaining commanders likewise faded from view as they shut down 

holographic communications and turned their attentions back on defending their own ships and the starbase. 

 “Status on getting Spacedoor 1 open?” Raiajh asked. 

 “The dock tugs have finally managed to pry the doors apart wide enough to allow the Armstrong room to 

egress using their tractor beams,” Lt Commander Torres reported.  “Fleet is deploying in a defensive pattern, with 

Liberator taking position close to the open doors and Vengeance moving directly between the station and the Kairn 

fleet at a distance of 90,000 kilometers.” 

 “Let’s hope it’s enough,” Raiajh said.  “Ready all weapons systems and prepare to open fire.” 

 Petersen confirmed the station’s readiness to fight, then looked at her tactical indications with a puzzled 

expression.  “Admiral, you know how Commodore Ch’rie was just saying the Kairn are slow to adapt to new 

tactics?” 

 “Yes.  Why?” 

 “Apparently they’re learning.  The Kairn fleet has split into a two pronged attack, bypassing the majority of 

our defenders.  I believe they are planning to overwhelm the Vengeance and attack the station directly.” 

 Raiajh looked up at the main viewer, where it was obvious the Kairn had split into two distinct groups of 

ships, each with more than fifty vessels.  Both groups had separated onto different bearings, leaving a gap of several 

hundred kilometers between them, and were now in the process of turning toward both the station and the Klingon 

warship Proud Vengeance. 

 “General Ke’reth is launching his fighters,” Lt Korolov reported.  “Kairn ships are likewise launching… 

something.  They may be fighters or they may be more of those boarding pods.  Still unable to lock sensors or 

weapons tracking on them, whatever they are.” 

 “Commander,” Raiajh said, looking back at Petersen.  “Do your best to take out as many Kairn assets as 

possible.  Try not to hit our own ships.  I don’t want to have to write any friendly fire incident reports.” 

 “I’ll do my best, Admiral,” Petersen responded. 

 



* * * * 

 

 Down in the lower levels of the station, within the research section, Lt Commander Makia Kyman was 

locking down the library computer interfaces in stellar cartography – an attempt to keep any of the Kairn soldiers 

that were reported to have boarded the station from inadvertently finding a way to access vital information through 

indirect back-door methods – before grabbing a compression phaser rifle from her male companion standing nearby 

and heading toward the safety bunker two levels higher where several dozen station personnel were already in 

lockdown. 

 “Word is the Kairn have complete control of levels 1050 through 1200 and the travel hub between 1201 

and 1205,” said the male lieutenant with Kyman. 

 “Are they heading in this direction?” Kyman asked. 

 “Who knows?  All communications with the security checkpoints below level 1030, sections 8, 9, and 10 

have been lost,” the man said as the pair walked toward a corridor intersection.  “For all we know, we could be 

sur…” 

 The pair of science officers turned the corner only to come almost face to face with four Kairn soldiers who 

had been using their inhuman strength to pry open the doors of every room they passed in search of either resources 

they could exploit to control station operations or personnel they could capture as hostages and sources of 

information.  Kyman reacted quickly enough to duck back around the corner unseen by the Kairn, her back to the 

bulkhead and rifle at the ready, but her companion – who was obviously not expecting the Kairn to be as close as 

they were – had already stepped to the middle of the corridor before he noticed the four Saurian soldiers, stopping 

dead in his tracks in shock.  A hissing sound from one of the Kairn prompted them all to attack with their hand-held 

disruptors.  The lieutenant managed to raise his rifle up and fire off one shot from the hip before he was in turn hit 

by multiple disruptor beams, thrust backward as if pushed with great strength.  His single phaser shot managed to 

strike one of the Kairn almost directly on the center of his chestplate, sending the reptile falling backward as well.  

The Kairn then slowly got back to his feet, the armor of his uniform taking the brunt of the phaser rifle’s force.  The 

lieutenant was not as fortunate, not wearing armor of any sort as the Marines and security forces normally would. 

 Lt Commander Kyman looked at her now-former companion with distress for a second or two, the 

lieutenant’s lifeless eyes staring at the corridor ceiling and a look of shock still plastered to his face, before she 

turned and attempted to escape back down the corridor from which the pair of Starfleet officers had come without 

the Kairn soldiers knowing she was there.  Her retreat was short-lived as she found herself suddenly staring at the 

business ends of two Kairn disruptor pistols before she had even taken two steps.  Realizing there were no options 

other than death, she dropped her phaser rifle on the deck and raised her hands in surrender. 

 “Take thissss one to Xarn,” one of the Kairn soldiers, an officer by the insignia on his shoulders, told his 

comrade.  The second Kairn soldier nodded, then grabbed Kyman by the wrists and half escorted-half dragged the 

woman away.  The Kairn officer then stepped into the corridor intersection, where the four soldiers that had been 

searching rooms waited, the leader of the small squad kneeling to inspect the body of the human they had shot. 

 “I do not undersssstand the rationale of the Fedssss,” the Kairn squad leader remarked.  “Why do they 

ssssend ssssoldiers into battle unarmed?” 

 “Perhapssss thissss one wassss not a ssssoldier?” the Kairn officer suggested. 

 “That makessss no ssssensssse,” the squad leader said, looking up at the officer.  “Why would the Fedssss 

plassse thosssse who cannot fight aboard their battlesssstation?” 

 “The Fedssss are too alien,” the other Kairn stated.  “Their brainssss do not work the ssssame assss ourssss.  

Even the Fed shipssss we captured before our annexation of their sssspasssse had thosssse who were not 

ssssoldierssss aboard them.  What their purposssse was we are sssstill trying to determine.”  The Kairn officer then 

looked up and down the intersecting corridor and said, “Continue the hunt.  If we cannot drive the Fedssss out of the 

Wasssstelandssss, then we musssst capture or desssstroy thissss battlesssstation and deny them a basssse from which 

to operate.” 

 “Yessss, Taii,” the squad leader replied, signaling to his squad to continue their mission.  The Kairn officer 

watched them for a moment before looking back down at the dead human, still confused by the Fed’s motivations. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The Kairn fleet’s attack on the station continued for several more hours.  At one point, when it appeared the 

Kairn would finally break through the allied lines en mass, the timely arrival of the USS Independence-C 

disorganized the enemy fleet and pushed them back once again.  Then, just prior to 1000 hours station time, the 

Kairn fleet began to withdraw out of weapons range again.  During the course of the renewed battle, the allied fleet 



had destroyed an additional seven Kairn warships and disabled another seventeen, but at a heavy price of their own.  

The Kairn had managed to destroy the Morain patrol ship Erodoeht, capture the Nivla with Commodore Ch’rie 

aboard, and disabled the Sarek.  They had also managed to inflict various levels of damage – from light to moderate 

– on nearly every other allied vessel in the fleet in addition to successfully breeching the station’s defenses with a 

further eleven boarding pods, allowing more than a hundred fresh Kairn soldiers to invade the base’s lower sections. 

 “Admiral, we’ve lost all communications with sections below level 1000,” reported Lt Commander Torres 

as medical crews evacuated several more injured technicians from the various consoles around the space.  “We can 

only assume the Kairn have complete control of the lower half of the station.  I hate to say it, but it may be time to 

consider abandoning Starbase 719.” 

 “No!” Raiajh retorted, almost a fire in her eyes.  “Seal off all emergency bulkheads and hatches throughout 

the station.  Stand by to blow the airlocks on the R1 and R2 sections.” 

 “Admiral, you do realize that if you do that, you will destroy all chance of our crew trapped down there 

surviving, don’t you?” Commander Petersen pointed out. 

 “I understand that,” Raiajh reiterated.  “But as long as we still have control of the majority of the station 

and the Kairn are not turning our own weapons against us, I refuse to abandon my post.  Now prepare to blow all 

airlocks in sections R1 and R2.” 

 

 Torres nodded toward Lt Korolov, who shrugged slightly before tapping his fingers across the surface of 

his console.  As he worked, his face took on an expression of frustration.  After several more attempts on his 

controls, he finally looked up at Raiajh and said, “I have no control over any of the support systems below level 

1000, Admiral.  I can’t raise or lower forcefields, open or close emergency hatches, or activate airlocks.  The Kairn 

have somehow gained total control of the lower areas of the base.” 

 “Damn.”  Raiajh leaned against the Main systems display, staring at it’s smooth display surface where an 

image of the starbase was shown – most of the upper sections shown in green indicating normal battlestation 

conditions; some areas, particularly in the vicinity of the spacedock, blinking yellow to indicate significant damage; 

and nearly everything below the botanical section outlined in red, indicating loss of control.  “Ops to Major 

Novikov.” 

 “Novikov.  Go ahead, Admiral.” 

 “Major, we’ve lost control of all levels below 1000.  I need you to guarantee that the Kairn will not move 

above that level,” she said.  “If we lose that choke point, if the Kairn manage to advance through the residential 

sections, they can reach the fusion reactor controls and we lose the entire station.  I cannot let that happen.  Do you 

understand me?” 

 “We’ll stop the Kairn where they are if I have to physically block the door they’re coming through with my 

own body, Admiral,” Novikov replied with determination. 

 “Very well.  Keep me apprised.  Ops, out.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Outside the station, several of the allied fleet were still engaged with the Kairn.  The Corsair lined up on 

another Kairn ship, attempting to blow the vessel out of space completely before it too managed to launch its 

boarding pods toward the starbase and compound an already increasingly bad situation. 

 “Stand by on pulse cannons,” Harkonnen ordered.  

 “Commander!” the tactical officer exclaimed as he looked over toward the center seat with wide eyes.  

“Three Kairn battlecruisers have just maneuvered in behind us.  Our shields are…” 

 “Yes, I know our aft shields are the weakest right now,” Harkonnen snapped.  “Helm, prepare to come 

about with a Crazy Ivan.” 

 “A… a what?!?” the helmsman asked with incredulity. 

 “A Crazy Ivan.  Spin the ship around 180 degrees on the Z-axis and bring our weapons to bear on our 

pursuers,” Harkonnen explained. 

 “But… Commander…!” the helmsman said hesitatingly.  “If we spin the ship around 180 degrees, the odds 

are that at least one Kairn ship is going to collide with us!” 

 “But it also presents our weapons and strongest shields to the enemy,” Harkonnen pointed out as enemy 

fire pounded the small Defiant-class escort.  “Those are my orders!  Ops, have the crew clear out of the forward 

sections of the ship, just in case.” 

 Alarms started sounding in every area of the Corsair forward of the bridge, and crew members started 

scrambling through corridors.  Harkonnen waited as long as he thought he could, the damage to the aft shields 



continuing to increase until finally the commander activated the intercom and ordered, “Crew, brace for impact!  

Helm, Crazy Ivan!” 

 The helmsman offered a quick prayer to any convenient deity that might be listening, then hit the controls 

that cut off the impulse engines and activated maneuvering thrusters at opposite ends of the ship, spinning the 

Corsair on its Z-axis.  The maneuver took the Kairn pursuers completely by surprise.  One battlecruiser barely 

managed to peal away, but the sudden distraction prevented it from firing any further disruptor blasts at the 

Federation starship.  The middle of the three Kairn ships, however, was unable to maneuver in time and ran head-on 

into the bow of the Corsair.  The Federation ship’s shields absorbed the majority of the impact, breaking the Kairn 

ship apart and causing the debris to explode, severely damaging and eventually destroying the third Kairn ship as 

well as it ran into the debris field, but at the expense of the main deflector and most of the forward hull of the 

Corsair. 

 On the bridge, Harkonnen had spun the command chair around at the same instant as his ship turned, 

hoping to prevent whiplash when the inevitable collision occurred.  He was thrown back into the chair as the Kairn 

ship struck the Corsair’s bow, but quickly started to recover – turning to face forward again – when an overload in 

the panel to his right caused the console to explode, sending fire and sharp pieces of the panel directly toward 

Harkonnen’s head.  The vision in his right eye went black and a sharp pain in the side of his cheek caused him to 

touch his face, his right side feeling like it had been set afire.  His beard felt as if it had been nearly singed off that 

side of his face and as he lowered his hand he could see his own blood coating the palm and fingers with his 

remaining good eye.  He began to wonder once again if he had lied to his wife when he promised her he would be 

there upon her return to the station when the battle was over.  The irony of the fact that it was an injury much like 

this suffered by Pearson that preceded the nearly decade-long separation between the two lovers following the end 

of the Dominion War also did not escape him. 

 Harkonnen turned his seat, which did not move quite as easily as it had prior to the collision, back to face 

forward and asked, “Status?  How bad is the damage?” 

 “Forward sections one through five are completely destroyed and we’ve lost the main deflector.  Otherwise 

we’re fully…,” the tactical officer responded before looking at Harkonnen.  When he realized the extent of the 

commander’s injuries, he immediately slammed his fist on the intercom and said, “Sickbay, bridge.  Medical team to 

the bridge immediately!” 

 “It’s not as bad as I’m sure it looks,” Harkonnen said, trying to reassure his crew, the vision in his right eye 

starting to return as he wiped more blood away from his face. 

 “Let’s just make sure of that, Commander.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Aboard the Dauntless, Koester watched as several more Kairn ships started to withdraw back out of 

weapons range of the station before looking toward Admiral Fil. 

 “Attack and retreat…  Attack and retreat…  What are the Kairn up to?  In spite of the collision the Corsair 

just experienced, the Kairn aren’t inflicting a whole lot of damage to our fleet so far.”  Koester then turned to look at 

his tactical officer.  “What is the Corsair’s status?  Do they require assistance?” 

 “Damage to their forward section.  They’ve lost their main deflector, but the ship is otherwise operational,” 

Lt Colonel McIntyre reported, leaning wearily against the tactical console.  “Commander Harkonnen must have 

gotten hurt, because they’re reporting a Lt Commander Okun is assuming temporary command and moving back 

toward the station.  However, Home Plate is taking a beating, from what I’m hearing over the subspace chatter.  The 

Kairn know that if they can either take control of the starbase or simply destroy it they won’t need to defeat each 

individual starship.  Strategicallt speaking, without a base of operations, Starfleet has no presence in this sector or 

the space beyond.  And it sounds like the enemy already has control over at least a third of the base.” 

 “That much?!?” Fil asked, the Catullan man’s eyes wide.  “If they manage to move up through the station 

to Ops or reach one of the fusion reactors and rig it to overload, the station will definitely be lost.”  Fil then turned to 

the starship’s commander and said, “Peter, open a channel to the Vengeance.”  Koester looked over at Lt Riker and 

nodded.  A moment later, Fil was saying, “General Ke’reth, the Kairn have managed to infiltrate the station’s lower 

levels.  Can you send several companies of your shock troops to reinforce 719’s security and Marine platoons?” 

 “Already done, Admiral,” Ke’reth replied.  “At Admiral Raiajh’s request, I beamed nearly a thousand of 

my Black Daggers aboard the station thirty of your minutes ago.  Unfortunately, the Kairn pods are still 

broadcasting a jamming field, so we have lost contact with most of our troops, but I’m sure the battle is glorious!” 



 “Thank you, General.  Keep me apprised.  Fil, out.”  The admiral then turned his attention toward Chief 

Kyman at mission ops as he asked, “What is the status of the Sarek?  I don’t want the Kairn making off with her like 

they did the Morain ship two hour ago.” 

 “No problem there,” Kyman responded.  “Both Armstrong and Vedrex took the Sarek under tow and moved 

her in close to the base, out of the line of fire, several minutes ago.  Captain Sutherland reported she hopes to have 

the ship back in the fight within the hour if her engineering crew can concentrate on repairs for a while.” 

 Koester started to say, “Considering the Kairn waited seven hours before resuming their attack the last time 

they withdrew, perhaps…” 

 “Captain!” interrupted Lt Thomas Riker.  “The Kairn fleet has turned in formation and are heading back 

toward the station… and us.” 

 “How many ships are left?” Koester inquired. 

 “Approximately 151 Kairn warships inbound,” Riker reported. 

 “Shields to maximum.  Load all torpedo bays, arm all phaser banks.  Helm, plot a course directly through 

the center of their formation.  I intend to fly right down their throats!” 

 “That’s potentially suicide, Captain,” Fil warned. 

 Koester started at the viewscreen, where disruptor beams and missiles were already heading in their 

direction. 

 “It’s more important the station survive,” Koester remarked.  “Helm, ahead – maximum impulse speed!”  

* * * * 

 

 “Captain, the Dauntless is breaking formation,” Marine Captain Michael Drake reported.  On the 

Bellerophon’s viewscreen, the Sovereign-class starship could be seen moving forward at high speed toward the 

oncoming Kairn warships. 

 “What’s Captain Koester doing?” Paris asked a look of amazement on his face. 

 K’danz’s face took on its own look of determination as she replied, “The same thing we’re doing.  Drake, 

arm all weapons.  Helm, parallel the Dauntless’ course.  We’re taking the fight to the Kairn.  Ahead full impulse!” 

 The Intrepid-class starship started moving forward, phasers and torpedo tubes blazing.  Several Kairn 

missiles glanced off the Belle’s shields, sending them spinning off into empty space as the helmsman tried to 

maneuver to avoid a direct impact, but the number of incoming weapons made the job an impossible task as one 

missile finally struck the shields directly in front of the bow.  The resulting nuclear fireball surrounded the starship – 

overloading systems and shutting down the impulse drive – before collapsing the forward shield and singing the 

pointed nose of the Bellerophon.  Atmosphere began escaping from the damaged forward airlock, causing the 

starship to slowly begin to tumble end over end until emergency bulkheads inside the ship closed, sealing off the 

forward section of the main hull. 

 “The EMP has disrupted the power relays,” Commander Dar reported as the Belle drifted to a halt.  “Main 

computer core is down.  Back-up systems are running on the gel-packs.”  The half-Klingon engineer looked over at 

his wife, his expression one of frustration.  “We’re sitting ducks.” 

 “I have a vessel approaching on sensors,” T’Ashara announced, studying the readouts at the science 

console. 

 K’danz exchanged a silent look with her husband.  A moment later the viewscreen was filled by a large 

dark green hull. 

 “That’s no Kairn ship!” Lt Commander Hickam exclaimed. 

 K’danz felt immense relief as the tractor beams from the Vedrex locked onto her vessel and started towing 

it back away from the incoming enemy fleet.  As the two ships moved away, the Belle’s bridge crew could see the 

Kairn ships still dispersing as the Dauntless, now dozens of kilometers away, continued its game of chicken, moving 

forward unwaveringly while firing every phaser bank and type of torpedo at their disposal. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “That is one brave commander and crew,” Raiajh said with admiration as she watched the Dauntless press 

forward on the main viewscreen in Ops.  “If we all survive this day, make sure I give him a medal.” 

 “Yes, Admiral,” Petersen replied with pride before an indication on her console made the blood drain from 

her face.  “Admiral, several Kairn ships have breached the inner defense perimeter at 25,000 kilometers and sensors 

are now detecting another fleet of ships emerging from warp!” 

 “Bearing?” Raiajh requested, turning her attention back to the main systems display as the base shook 

under the onslaught of the renewed attack. 



 “180 mark 2!” Petersen responded, a wide smile starting to crease her lips.  “Admiral, its Starfleet!” 

 Dozens of starships dropped out of warp just opposite the starbase from the incoming Kairn fleet.  Some 

moved around the station, heading forward to engage the Kairn warships that had managed to move past the base 

defenders, while others assumed position close to the base to protect it from further attack.  Leading the armada of 

Galaxy, Sovereign, Defiant, Akira, Steamrunner, Prometheus, and other starship classes was a lone Intrepid-class 

starship almost identical to the USS Bellerophon. 

 “Admiral, we’re being hailed…,” reported B’Elanna Torres, a huge smile on her face.  “…By the 

Voyager!” 

 “On screen!” Raiajh ordered with relief. 

 The main viewer changed from the scene of the renewed battle to the bridge of the starship Voyager.  

Sitting in the command chair in the background could be seen a man with short black hair and a tattoo on the left 

side of his face directing his starship’s movements.  In the foreground a woman with brown hair, highlights of grey 

starting to show through, and the insignia of a rear admiral on her uniform stood near the center of the bridge, her 

expression one of determination. 

 “Help has arrived,” Kathryn Janeway announced.  “Sorry we took so long.” 

 “You almost missed the party, Kathryn, but better late than never,” Raiajh replied.  “We’ve been taking a 

real beating out here.  Kairn forces have boarded the station and currently control over a third of the lower sections.” 

 “Try and keep them contained for the time being.  We can deal with them later,” Janeway said.  “For now, 

let’s force the Kairn fleet into full retreat.”  Janeway then turned part-ways back and said, “Captain Chakotay, 

engage the Kairn fleet.” 

 “Aye, Admiral,” Chakotay responded before ordering his weapons systems to open fire. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The arrival of Starfleet reinforcements took the Kairn fleet by surprise.  Apparently their battle planners 

had never considered the possibility that the Federation could assemble a fleet or reinforcements as quickly as they 

had and have them in battle in less than a day after the attack on the accursed battlestation had begun. 

 At first the Kairn appeared to believe the newly arriving ships were more of the holographic decoys the 

Fifth Fleet had used when the battle had first begun.  Their mistake became evident when disruptor beams and small 

ship-to-ship missiles were simply absorbed by the advanced shields of the real starships instead of quickly 

destroying remotely-operated shuttles projecting the holograms. 

 The Voyager, Sovereign-class Independence-C, and Galaxy-class Discovery pressed the attack, pushing 

directly through the middle of the Kairn fleet to join the Dauntless near the rear, not allowing the Kairn any 

opportunity to employ their powerful nuclear missiles lest they hit their own ships in the process.  The phasers and 

torpedoes of the three newly-arrived starships weakened the shields of each Kairn ship they passed, allowing the 

following ship to fire their own weapons through the new gaps in the Kairn’s defenses and further damage their 

vessels. 

 “The Kairn fleet is in total disarray,” Captain Chakotay remarked to Janeway as the admiral took her seat to 

the captain’s left. 

 “Let’s not let them get re-organized.”  Janeway pressed a control on the panel between the two command 

seats and said, “Janeway to Seventh Fleet.  Implement tactic Chakotay-One-Alpha.  Keep the enemy outside of 

60,000 kilometers from the edge of the station’s spacedock.  First wing, come around and drive the enemy in to the 

pincer point.” 

 As each of the ships that had accompanied Admiral Janeway acknowledged, the Voyager and its two 

companions slowed and came about, intending to drive the Kairn into a trap being set by the rest of the fleet closer 

to the base.  Their flank was soon covered by a second Sovereign-class starship. 

 “Welcome to the party, Kate,” Koester’s voice said over the speakers on Voyager.  “I hope you don’t mind 

if I join you on this drive?” 

 “Just don’t slow us down, Peter,” Janeway answered with a smile. 

 “With the fastest ship in the Fifth Fleet?  Not likely!” Koester retorted as, on the Voyager’s viewscreen, the 

Dauntless pulled ahead, continuing to fire torpedoes and phasers at the Kairn ships, now in complete disarray. 

 

* * * * 

 



 Not far away, two civilian ships maneuvered around to head off some of the escaping Kairn ships.  The 

Carpathia used small phaser banks to fire bursts at the Kairn vessels, but it was the Erstwhile’s Klingon disruptor 

banks that were doing real damage.  Still, it did not seem enough to one of the civilian commanders. 

 “Show-offs,” Captain Thadiun Okona remarked under his breath as he watched the Dauntless, Voyager, 

and two other large Starfleet vessels pound at the Kairn while driving them toward a rendezvous point where the 

other Seventh Fleet ships were attempting to round them up and prevent their ability to regroup or escape. 

 “Captain, several Kairn ships are breaking off, heading away on course 266 mark 2,” Okona’s helmsman 

reported. 

 Okona ordered his helmsman to turn toward the fleeing Kairn ships, firing his vessel’s disruptors in an 

attempt to ‘convince’ the Kairn they did not want to break away from the rest of their fleet. 

 “Bring us about.  Let’s help the fleet put the Kairn into a corral,” Okona ordered.  And as the Erstwhile 

turned, the captain smiled as he saw more and more Kairn ships being herded together nearly 70,000 kilometers 

from the station. 

 “Looks like this battle is over, and the Kairn have lost,” Okona remarked to the other two members of his 

bridge crew, prompting laughs and agreement.  Then Okona noticed one of the larger battlecruisers maneuvering 

oddly, as if trying to break away from the ships around it, but not in the direction he would have expect it to go in 

order to escape.  Okona immediately grew suspicious. 

 “That large Kairn ship looks like it’s going to make another run on the starbase.  We need to do something 

to convince him otherwise.  Helm, activate our cloak and put us on a course in front of that battlecruiser!” Okona 

ordered. 

 “But… Captain!” the helmsman stammered, even as he almost unconsciously obeyed the order.  “We’re 

supposed to remain with the Carpathia.  And if we’re cloaked and in front of the Kairn ship, he’s libel to run right 

through us!  It’s not like the Erstwhile can fire weapons while under cloak.” 

 “I don’t intend to fire weapons while cloaked,” Okona explained as the cargo carried faded from sight.  “If 

the Kairn are true to form, they’re going to increase shield strength around the area of their ship most likely to face 

attack, and with nearly all the Starfleet vessels behind them, that’s going to be their aft shields.  I want to get in front 

of them unseen before I drop our cloak and fire our disruptors at them.” 

 “Brilliant plan, Captain!” the helmsman remarked as he struggled to increase speed and get the Erstwhile 

positioned in front of the oncoming Kairn battlecruiser without placing the ship directly in the path of the charging 

warship. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The Dauntless and Triton turned in reaction to the Kairn battlecruiser’s sudden movement.  On the bridge 

of the Dauntless, Fleet Captain Koester was urging his crew to intercept the Kairn ship – which appeared to have 

taken on a kamikaze mission all on its own against the station – before it was too late.  Both vessels were firing their 

weapons at the Kairn ship apparently attempting to ram the Federation starbase.  Off to one side, Fleet Captain 

Koester noticed the two civilian ships, the Carpathia and the Erstwhile, also maneuver in an attempt to intercept the 

rogue Kairn warship.  Several seconds later, one of the civilian vessels faded from view. 

 “What just happened to that cargo carrier?” Koester demanded to know, tension forming in the pit of his 

stomach.  “That was no explosion or weapons fire!” 

 “Apparently the rumors about the Erstwhile are true,” McIntyre commented.  “That they have a cloaking 

device taken from the wreckage of a Bird of Prey.” 

 “Great!” Koester remarked in frustration.  “Now in addition to worrying about stopping a Kairn ship before 

it hits the starbase, we have to worry about running into an invisible cargo ship!” 

 “Distance to botanical section of the starbase; 40,000 kilometers and closing rapidly,” Lt(JG) William 

Hyland, the young officer manning the helm reported. 

 “But what are Captain Okona’s intentions?” Commander Arbelo asked. 

 “Who knows?” Koester replied, his eyes still focused on the Kairn ship that was now moving flat out and 

starting to out-distance its pursuers.  “Okona could be turning coward and running, or he could be trying to do 

something dangerous and foolhardy.” 

 “Distance to botanical section of the starbase; 25,000 kilometers and still closing rapidly.” 

 “From what I know of Captain Okona,” McIntyre said, “my credits would be on dangerous and foolhardy.  

He had quite the reputation following the battle to re-capture Bolarus IX during the Dominion War.” 

 “Distance to botanical section of the starbase; 10,000 kilometers and… Look!” Hyland exclaimed, pointing 

at the viewscreen. 



 “What the hell!” Koester exclaimed. 

 On the viewscreen, the Erstwhile was again becoming visible only a few hundred meters ahead and just to 

the side of the Kairn battlecruiser’s course.  As soon as the cloak had completely dropped, the Erstwhile opened fire 

with disruptors and torpedoes – both unusual weapons aboard a civilian cargo carrier – the weapons slamming into 

the nearly unprotected forward section of the triangular Kairn ship.  One of the vessel’s warp nacelles was pierced 

nearly straight through by a torpedo, while the disruptor beams tore chunks out of the exposed hull.  The Kairn ship 

– obviously taken by surprise – started turning nearly ninety degrees to starboard as power systems overloaded and 

the ship’s impulse engines failed. 

 “Evasive maneuvers!” Koester ordered, prompting Hyland to send the Dauntless on a spiraling course that 

would take it below spacedock – nearly colliding with the dome-shaped hull containing the starbase’s botanical 

section before emerging from the shadow of the station on the opposite side.  At the same time, the Triton turned 

hard to port, barely avoiding collision with the Erstwhile itself. 

 The Carpathia was not as lucky.  Attempting to maneuver after the unexpected disappearance of the 

Erstwhile, the passenger transport maneuvered directly into the path of the disabled Kairn battlecruiser, crashing into 

the hull in the vicinity of the Saurian ship’s engineering section and disrupting the magnetic bottles containing the 

antimatter fuel.  Okona understood what he was seeing and quickly ordered the Erstwhile to warp away milliseconds 

before the Kairn ship exploded like a miniature supernova.  Debris and a small subspace shockwave struck the 

nearby starbase and several Starfleet vessels, causing the ships to momentarily lose control like autumn leaves in a 

running stream.  Unfortunately, in the resulting confusion that followed the explosion, most of the remaining ships 

of the Kairn Imperial Fleet escaped through a gap that had opened in Starfleet’s defensive line, a gap which was 

supposed to be covered by the Erstwhile and Carpathia, leaving a stunned Federation and allied fleet behind as the 

Kairn scrambled toward the border and home.  The crew on the bridge of the Dauntless watched in stunned silence 

for several seconds. 

 “Remaining Kairn fleet is bugging out!” Vice Admiral Fil finally exclaimed happily.  “We’ve done it!” 

 “The Kairn may be fleeing with their tails between their legs, but I don’t think this is over, Admiral,” Fleet 

Captain Koester remarked cautiously.  “Over a hundred and twenty five of their ships escaped.  And we still have to 

deal with the Kairn that are occupying the lower levels of the station.” 

 “We’ll deal with them in time,” Fil said, standing up and heading toward the turbolift.  “In the meantime, 

we need to assess where we stand.  Carry on, Captain.” 

 “Aye, Admiral,” Koester replied just as the turbolift doors closed behind Fil.  He then pressed the control 

on his chair arm and announced, “Flagship to fleet.  It appears the Kairn have disengaged from this battle, at least 

for the time being.  All vessels take station within a 200 kilometer radius of the starbase and commence repairs.  All 

vessel commanders, report to the main briefing lounge aboard Starbase 719 at 1700 hours this stardate for battle 

debrief.  Be sure to bring your list of damage requiring shipyard assistance.  I’m not sure how much help they’re 

going to be, considering the pounding spacedock took, but it helps to be prepared.  Dauntless, out.”  Koester then 

took a deep relaxing breath, the first he had managed to take since the battle had begun the previous night, before 

ordering, “Helm… take us home.” 

 “Aye, sir,” Lt(JG) William Hyland replied with enthusiasm as he maneuvered the Sovereign-class starship 

back toward the starbase. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several hours later, the commanders of each Federation starship – all forty two of them – as well as 

General Ke’reth of the Vengeance, Commander T’Lees of the Vedrex, Captain T’wich’I of the Morain patrol ship 

Nomis, and of course Admirals Fil, Raiajh, and Janeway gathered in the large conference lounge aboard Starbase 

719 overlooking spacedock.  Not quite a celebration, the gathering was still somewhat optimistic in spite of the 

damage evident to the base by just looking out the large windows into spacedock, the fact that Kairn forces had 

occupied a third of the starbase, and more than five hundred Starfleet personnel aboard the base were considered 

missing – presumed captured – and several hundred more – divided between the starships that had been destroyed 

and the fighting aboard the starbase – had been killed during the battle. 

 The lounge doors parted, somewhat slower than usual, and Fleet Captain Koester entered hastily.  He 

looked around over the heads of the crowd, as if looking for someone in particular, before approaching his fellow 

captain, K’danz, hugging her in greeting. 

 “Carrie, how’s your ship and crew?” he asked.  “How’s Dar?” 



 “Numerous injuries, some severe, especially among those in the forward areas of the Belle when that last 

missile hit,” K’Danz said.  “But no damage we can’t have repaired in a week or so.  And thankfully no one on the 

bridge, including Dar, was injured.  How about you?” 

 “The Dauntless came through relatively undamaged.  Only a few minor injuries among the crew.  I’m just 

worried about Michelle.  Home Plate took some bad hits during this battle, and I haven’t heard from her yet.  I was 

hoping she would be here.  I’m afraid this ain’t over yet.” 

 “I saw Admiral Raiajh over near the windows earlier,” K’danz said.  “I’m sure she knows where Michelle 

is.” 

 Koester looked toward the windows that were normally the backdrop of any important gathering aboard the 

base, where cream-colored curtains currently obscured the view of the gaping hole in the hull of the station caused 

by the Besiege.  There he saw Rear Admiral Raiajh talking with Fil, Janeway, her acting XO Lt Commander Torres, 

and three starship captains he did not recognize.  He nodded his thanks to K’danz and walked over to the base 

commander. 

 “Val’ri, what’s the base’s status?” he asked as he approached.  “How bad is the damage?  And have you 

seen Michelle?” 

 “Michelle is currently the watch officer up in Ops,” instinctively knowing the Fleet Captain’s concern was 

more for his wife’s well-being than for the station’s status.  “She’s my most-senior surviving officer aboard the base 

at the moment.  As for how badly we’re hurt… repairs are going to take weeks, maybe months, depending on how 

much of a problem the Kairn want to be from this point on.  If they take this defeat as definitive and leave us alone 

for the foreseeable future, the base could be back at full operational status in just over two months.  If they have 

merely withdrawn to regroup again outside our sensor range and intend to continue their attack, we may never get 

Home Plate up and running at 100% ever again.  Our most pressing problem is…” 

 Raiajh was interrupted as Admiral Fil stepped up onto the raised dais and called for the room’s attention.  

Everyone gathered stopped talking and turned their attention toward the Fifth Fleet’s commander. 

 “First, I want to express my heartfelt gratitude to Admiral Janeway and the units of the Seventh and Second 

Fleets for their aid in repelling the Kairn attack against this starbase,” Fil said loudly, prompting a smatter of 

applause from those assembled.  “However, we’re not out of the woods yet.  This base has become occupied 

territory.  To the best of our knowledge, over 500 Kairn troops are currently aboard the station, confined to the 

sections below level 1025.  Unfortunately, while much of what makes a starbase of this type operate is located in the 

unoccupied areas, particularly the spacedock and administration sections, it doesn’t mean there aren’t vital systems 

down below that the Kairn could either make use of or sabotage to deny our use of them, chief among them the 

station’s primary long-range communications systems.  Our top priority for the foreseeable future is to liberate the 

occupied sections of the station, and in order to do that, we’re going to need the help of every crew currently here.”  

Fil then went on to describe a plan that would include every starship in the combined fleet providing close to a third 

of their security and/or Marine contingents to aid the station personnel in liberating the entirety of Starbase 719, a 

plan that, depending on the tenacity of the Kairn, could literally take months to accomplish. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Ensign Cassie Koester, protégé of Fleet Captain Koester and one of the operations officers from the USS 

Dauntless, made her way through the hub of spacedock and out to one of the gangways leading to the lone ship 

moored in spacedock. 

 The Erstwhile was several decades old and showed her age.  Originally built as an interplanetary cargo 

carrier, the ship had been modified over the years – particularly during the Dominion War – with the addition of a 

powerful warp drive for a vessel its size and both Klingon weapons systems and a cloaking device obtained during 

the Federation’s war against the Dominion more than a decade earlier. 

 Ensign Koester pressed the intercom next to the gangway entrance to announce herself.  A moment later a 

male voice brightly responded, “Who is it?” 

 “Ensign Cassie Koester of the starship Dauntless.  I’m here to speak with Captain Okona.” 

 “Welcome to the Erstwhile, Ensign Cassie Koester of the starship Dauntless.  I’m on my bridge.  Come on 

up.”  A moment later the gangway airlock opened and Ensign Koester nervously entered the Erstwhile.  Two 

minutes later she stepped out into the bridge of the cargo vessel where a man wearing civilian clothes, including a 

leather vest, reclined in the seat behind the helm console with one leg draped over the arm of the chair.  He had been 

reviewing a status report on his vessel, which he put down on the helm before turning his chair around to look at his 

visitor, smiling warmly at what he saw. 

 “What can I do for you, Ensign Cassie Koester of the starship Dauntless?” 



 “Captain Okona?  Since you weren’t at the fleet debrief, I have a message for you,” Ensign Koester replied 

as she presented Okona with a padd while glancing around the cramped bridge of the cargo vessel, which looked 

nothing like the clean spacious bridge she was now used to aboard her own starship.  “Fleet Captain Koester would 

like to arrange an official meeting with you.” 

 “Fleet Captain Koester!?” Okona asked, momentarily taken aback.  He placed both his booted feet on the 

deck.  “Your… father?” 

 “No, we’re not related.  Just very similar last names,” Ensign Koester assured without explaining further.  

Okona seemed to relax again. 

 “So what does Fleet Captain Koester want with me, a simple merchant vessel captain?” Okona asked, 

glancing at the padd. 

 “Officially, to coordinate with you in case your ship is required to participate in further defense of the 

starbase,” Koester replied. 

 “And unofficially…?” Okona asked, smiling warmly at the female Starfleet officer, putting her more at 

ease. 

 Koester looked around, as if afraid of being overheard, then said quietly, “You didn’t hear this from me, 

okay?”  Okona nodded agreeably.  “I think it’s to chew you out for what happened to the other civilian ship this 

morning.  He admires your bravery, but complained that your reckless actions could have dire consequences for any 

other ship operating with you.” 

 Okona stood up from his seat, stepping closer to Ensign Koester.  He touched his thumb to the screen of the 

padd before handing it back to her and saying, “You can tell Fleet Captain Koester I am available to meet with him 

tomorrow morning at 1000 hours, assuming the Kairn down below don’t overrun the station before then.”  The 

middle-aged human then smiled at Koester again as he added, “And just so you know, I’m available tonight at 

7:30… What I believe you call 1930 hours.  Assuming you don’t mind the age difference?” 

 “What do you mean?” Koester asked, confused. 

 “Well, you’re just an ensign, barely a year out of the Academy by my guess, based on your posture and 

demeanor.  You couldn’t be more than 21… 22 years old, and I don’t normally get involved with people less than 

half my age, but in your case I’m willing to make an exception.” 

 Koester stifled a laugh, which caused Okona to become confused. 

 “Yes, there’s an age difference between us,” she confirmed.  “But not in the way you think.”  Koester 

smiled as she said, “I don’t believe any of the restaurants aboard the base are going to be open again anytime soon, 

so why don’t you join me for dinner in 10-Forward aboard the Dauntless at 1930 hours.  You can tell me more about 

yourself, and I’ll tell you more about myself.”  She then turned and took a step toward the door before pausing and 

adding, “…Or not.  It’s up to you.”  She smiled warmly back at Okona before moving back toward the door again.  

Captain Okona’s smile remained even after the door swished shut behind the Starfleet ensign. 

 

 

* * * * 

 

 That same evening at nearly 2000 hours, a much smaller group than had been gathered in the base 

conference lounge – consisting of the Fifth Fleet commanders and invited guests – congregated in the semi-dark of 

the Bastogne Lodge.  Since most of the civilian employees of the base’s most famous watering hole were evacuated 

with the rest of the non-essential personnel, the Lodge itself was officially closed, but Raiajh authorized the doors 

and store room be opened for the occasion.  In place of the regular bartender that normally kept thirsty patrons 

satisfied, Commander Konstantin Harkonnen – his injuries healed by the medical officers aboard the Corsair but 

still sporting a plastiskin bandage across his forehead over his right eye – manned the bar, handing out Romulan ale, 

Aldebaran whiskey, Russian vodka, and Irish stout to anyone who was interested as tables and chairs were re-

arranged to make room for everyone in a single large group. 

 Among those present were the base commander, Val’ri Raiajh, and her husband Dr. Sylvan Xaran.  With 

them in the circle of chairs were Xaran’s sister, Dr. Jill Xaran, Fleet Captain Peter J. Koester, his wife Commander 

Michelle Petersen, Captain (Carrie) K’Danz and her husband Commander Dar from the USS Bellerophon, 

Commander Tom Paris and his wife Lt Commander B’Elanna Torres, Romulan Commander T’Lees and her son and 

first officer Sub-Commander P’Tor, Captain Kethry Sutherland and her first officer and security chief Commander 

A-ZuRQuIL from the USS Sarek, Captain William McLeod and his first officer Commander Taras from the USS 

Besiege, Captain Amanda Tomkins and her first officer Lt Commander Shaun T. Peehs of the USS Triton, and 

General Ke’reth Epetai Makura and his half-human chief engineer Commander Kana of the IKV Hem bortaStaH.  

Also joining the fleet commanders for the occasion by invitation was Rear Admiral Janeway, a close friend and 



mentor to Koester, who sat in the circle between him and Raiajh.  The only senior fleet officer not present in the 

Lodge that evening was Vice Admiral Fil, who had volunteered as watch officer in Starbase Ops to give Raiajh 

some time to relax with her family after the stress of the previous days. 

 Most everyone had used the time since they arrived in the bar to swap salutations and catch up on recent 

events prior to the Kairn’s arrival.  One topic that had not been raised in the hour they had been together was the 

battle which they had all just experienced.  That is, until Fleet Captain Koester got up from his seat and stepped over 

to the bar, Commander Harkonnen passing another bottle of the good Romulan ale to him.  The commander of the 

USS Dauntless silently studied the blue liquid in the bottle for nearly a minute, his wife looking at him curiously, 

before opening the top and raising the bottle into the air. 

 “To those we lost today, may their memories never be forgotten,” he said loudly enough for everyone in the 

bar to stop talking and turn their attention toward him.  Then, one by one, each person raised their own glass, mug, 

or bottle and quietly repeated, “To those we lost.” 

 “To the defeat of the Kairn!” Harkonnen called out loudly from behind the bar, raising his own clear glass 

of vodka.  “To their total, unequivocal, undeniable, and complete defeat so that they may never threaten this starbase 

or the Federation ever again!” 

 “To victory!” Ke’reth added enthusiastically. 

 “To victory!” everyone repeated loudly. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The turbolift doors opened into Ops and Chief Pono R. Kyman stepped out.  The first thing he noticed was 

the state of Ops; some consoles with smoke-blackened surfaces, others with panels sitting open and optic cabling 

sticking out on the deck, wires and cables hanging down from the overhead, and the distinct smell of smoke and 

ozone in the air. 

 There were currently only five people on watch in Ops; Lt (JG) Ishara at the science console, where she 

was attempting to compile a list of damage to the base for prioritizing, Lt Ashari Pel at operations, trying to restore 

key systems in the upper half of the base, two Marine guards – one posted near the turbolift and the other across the 

space near the transporter console – standing watch over the starbase’s main control room, and Vice Admiral Fil 

standing near the main systems display, banging on the top of the console trying to get the main viewscreen 

overhead – which had cut out a few minutes earlier – to work again. 

 “Excuse me, Admiral,” Kyman said as he approached the Catullan flag officer.  “Do we have a list of those 

aboard the base who were killed and those considered missing at this point compiled yet?” 

 “I know Val’ri and Commander Torres were working on such a list earlier this afternoon, before the 

debrief,” Fil replied after a final whack at the console, causing the image displayed there to become fuzzy and out of 

focus as well.  “It’s rather extensive.  Anyone in particular you’re looking for?” 

 “My grand…  Lt Commander Makia Kyman,” the chief finally replied. 

 “Oh,” Fil responded, surprised.  “I see.”  The admiral then turned toward the operations console and asked, 

“Is Commander Kyman on either list, Lieutenant?” 

 Pel accessed the library computer, which since the attack was running at half the speed it normally 

operated.  It took several seconds and three scans of the compiled list before the computer made a match, flashing 

the information on the monitor screen. 

 “I’m sorry, Chief,” Pel remarked.  “Lt Commander Kyman is listed among the missing – presumed 

captured.  Her last known location was working in the stellar cartography lab on level 1450.  She managed to cut off 

the computer systems down there before she disappeared right around the time the Kairn overran that section of the 

base.” 

 Chief Kyman’s expression, which had been mildly hopeful on his entry into Ops, turned bleak.  He nodded 

silently, as if he had figured he would hear this exact news but hoped he would not.  Kyman then turned to head 

back to the turbolift, pausing but not turning back when Fil spoke. 

 “I’m sure she’s okay, Chief.  The Kairn are not mindless killers.  I’m sure she’s either hiding somewhere 

and will make it back out of the occupied sections somehow or she’s in the care of the Kairn, who will be interested 

in keeping their captives alive.  You can’t negotiate over a dead hostage.” 

 His mood not improved, Kyman continued on into the turbolift without comment. 

 

To Be Continued… 


