
 She was running down a grass-covered hill not far from where she had grown up in Ireland.  The warm sun 

shown down on her as she laughed with pleasure at the feel of the wind blowing through her brown hair and the 

sense of freedom it evoked.  She reached the bottom of the hill, where several rocks and tree trunks lay strewn 

across the landscape at the edge of a forest full of tall trees.  She decided to rest and sat down on one of the fallen 

tree trunks, breathing deeply as she turned her face – eyes closed – toward the warm sun.  A sound like that of a 

mewling kitten next to her caused her to look down, and she was puzzled to see a small brown rhyl – or Ba’ku palm 

pet – reclining on the trunk next to her and looking up at her face.  The next thing she knew, there was a sharp pain 

in her back. 

 Makia Kyman awoke at the feel of the Kairn disruptor being shoved into her spine again.  She slowly 

turned over onto her back and sat up, her body stiff from sleeping on the thin blanket that was spread on the floor 

and shared by several other fellow prisoners.  The Kairn soldier who had awakened her looked down at Kyman 

emotionlessly. 

 “Resssst period issss over, Fed,” the reptilian soldier said with a hiss.  “Time to get back to work!” 

 The Kairn gestured with his weapon and Kyman, sighing silently, got up on her feet and walked out of the 

emergency shelter bunker where the prisoners were being held and slowly down the corridor as directed. 

 Kyman was one of more than two dozen Starfleet prisoners the Kairn had captured in the research and 

communications sections of Starbase 719 that were being held here, near the base astrometrics and stellar 

cartography laboratories.  It had been nearly a week since the Kairn Imperial Fleet had attacked the base and 

managed to board the station with an occupation force that had captured and now controlled the lower third of the 

station.  Since their capture, the Kairn soldiers were using the prisoners to try and access key starbase systems – like 

weapons and power distribution – to either progress further in their occupation of the Federation starbase or 

sabotage the station entirely.  Fortunately, due to the confusion that ensued during their capture and the similarity of 

all Starfleet uniforms in the eyes of the alien Kairn, Kyman and several other of the more senior personnel that had 

been captured had managed to ditch their rank insignia and pass themselves off as junior technicians unfamiliar with 

the equipment and systems they were being tasked with operating and had thus far been able to delay any further 

sabotage or progress by the Kairn into new areas of the station.  But the Kairn were beginning to lose patience. 

 “We are going to try a different form of motivation today, Fedssss,” the Kairn soldier said as he pushed 

Kyman toward the console in the astrometrics lab he wanted her working on that day.  He pointed at a chronometer 

mounted on the wall that not only displayed station time but also what watch shift should be on duty at that moment 

with a sharp claw.  She noted it was almost 1800 hours station time on what would be New Years Day back on 

Earth.  ‘Happy New Year,’ Kyman thought sarcastically to herself before the Kairn soldier in charge of the detail 

continued to speak. 

 “We have noted during our time here that you Fedssss divide your work periodssss by shiftssss.  From now 

on, every shift you are not ssssucssssssessssssful in acssssssessssssing thissss battlesssstation’ssss masssster 

computer ssssysssstem or any other function we would conssssider usssseful, one of the prissssionerssss will be 

executed.” 

 “What?!” said another of the Starfleet prisoners from another console across the lab, a lieutenant who had 

not managed to remove his rank insignia once he had been captured.  “You can’t do that!  It’s against the rules of…” 

 Without a word, the Kairn soldier turned his disruptor in the direction of the human lieutenant and pulled 

the trigger.  The man was struck by the disruptor beam before he could even react, slumping over the back of the 

chair, the hole through his chest still smoking. 

 “The resssst of you now have sssssix of your hourssss to gain acssssssessssss to any ssssysssstem we can 

make usssse of; weaponssss, transsssport, power control or routing; before the next one of you diessss,” the Kairn 

soldier who had shot the hostage stated. 

 Makia Kyman realized this new development complicated things.  To this point the prisoners had been able 

to feint ignorance and promote delay.  Now, if Starfleet was not able to liberate the occupied sections of the starbase 

in the next few hours, either the prisoners would have to start allowing the Kairn access to minor systems in the 

hopes they did not recognize what they were being given use of was inconsequential, or more prisoners were going 

to die painful deaths. 

 Kyman glanced over at the body of the officer the Kairn had just killed as it was dragged out of the console 

chair and another prisoner shoved into it and silently prayed Starfleet would arrive soon. 

 

* * * * 

 

 



 She was running up a grass-covered hill not far from a place she had visited in Ireland.  The warm sun 

shown down on her as she laughed with pleasure at the feel of the wind blowing through her brown hair and the 

warmth of the other hand holding her own.  They reached the top of the hill, where the view of the landscape below 

included a forest full of tall trees and a small, ancient village in the distance.  She decided to rest and flopped down 

on the grass at the summit of the hill, the man with her smiling as he too lay down next to her, the pair looking up at 

the few clouds dotting the deep blue sky.  A sound like that of an amused chuckle caused her to look back over at 

the man, who smiled warmly at her.  The next thing she knew, a dark shadow moved across both their faces and a 

familiar voice said, “Cassie!” 

 Ensign Cassie Koester awoke to the sound of her combadge chirping.  She slowly turned over onto her 

back and sat up, her body stiff from the afternoon’s activities.  She looked next to her, where Thadiun Okona still 

slept, before reaching over and grabbing her combadge off the nearby nightstand and quietly tiptoeing into the 

nearby head. 

 “This is Ensign Koester,” she finally said, her voice a whisper. 

 “Ensign, this is Lieutenant Riker,” a voice replied from the combadge.  “You are needed back aboard the 

Dauntless immediately.” 

 Cassie Koester was disappointed.  She was hoping to be able to spend more time with Thadiun, finding him 

to be an intriguing man, not to mention a lot of fun to be with since the two had first shared dinner in 10-Forward 

aboard the Dauntless just after the fleet had beaten back the Kairn attack on Starbase 719 nearly a week earlier.  But 

she understood duty took precedent. 

 “I’ll be there shortly, Lieutenant.  Please have the transporter room stand by to beam me aboard.” 

 “I’ll be awaiting your signal, Ensign.  Riker, out.” 

 Koester deactivated her combadge, then slipped back out into the stateroom, quietly slipping back into her 

uniform. 

 “I had the strangest dream,” said a voice from the direction of the room’s only bunk.  “I was in Ireland, 

running up a hill overlooking Lisnarrick.” 

 “What’s so strange about that?” Koester asked, moving over and sitting on the edge of the bunk to put on 

her boots now that she was aware Okona was awake. 

 “Only that it’s been years – decades really – since I’ve visited that region of Earth.  Not since I was a little 

boy.  But it seemed so real to me as it was happening.” 

 “Maybe it means something,” Koester remarked as she leaned toward the captain of the cargo ship 

Erstwhile.  “They say dreams, especially realistic ones, have meaning.” 

 “I think it means I want to spend more time with you, Cassie,” Okona said as he leaned up on his elbows 

and kissed the Starfleet ensign.  “You know, before I met you, I was never really into the idea of dating an older  

woman.” 

 “Now that’s just what a woman wants to hear,” Koester said with a frown.  “That I’m old.”  She tussled 

Okona’s hair slightly as she added, “Especially considering you’re the one starting to show a little grey, darling.” 

 “You’re not too old, nor are you too young,” Okona remarked with a smile.  “You’re just about perfect.” 

 “Only ‘just about’?” Koester asked with mock indignity before kissing Okona one more time and standing 

up.  It seemed Okona only then noticed she was wearing her uniform again. 

 “Going somewhere?” he asked. 

 “I’ve been recalled to the Dauntless,” Koester replied.  “Duty calls.” 

 “I thought you had 48 hour liberty?” 

 “So did I, but the needs of Starfleet take precedent,” Koester remarked.  “Don’t worry, I’ll be back soon.” 

 Okona pulled off the covers and sat up on the edge of his bunk.  “Would you like an escort to the 

transporter?” he asked. 

 “Dressed like that?” Koester responded, amused.  Okona looked down at his state of complete undress.  

“What would your crew say about you walking around naked?” 

 “It wouldn’t be the first time,” Okona replied with a grin.  “There was one time…” 

 “I don’t think I want to know,” Koester interrupted, her hands raised to stop him.  “Save that story for 

another time.  A long time from now.  And to answer your question, no.  I think I know where your transporter is.” 

 “Hey, I just figured I would offer,” Okona said as he stood up and opened his arms.  Koester smiled as she 

moved toward him and the couple embraced, sharing one last kiss before she had to leave. 

 A couple of minutes later, Koester reached the transporter aboard the Erstwhile, actually just an alcove in 

the main corridor of the relatively small vessel, and activated the console.  She then stepped into the transport 

chamber and tapped her combadge. 

 “Ensign Koester to Dauntless.  Ready to beam aboard.” 



 “Stand by, Ensign,” the transporter chief quickly replied.  “Synchronizing transporter systems.  

Energizing.” 

 A second later, the transporter activated and Ensign Cassie Koester dematerialized. 

 

* * * * 

 

Admiral’s log, stardate 65002; Vice Admiral Penji Fil – COMFEDFIFTHFLEET 

recording: 

The immediate sector of space surrounding Starbase 719 has finally quieted down, 

especially in comparison with the last several weeks, but our ordeal is far from over. 

We have taken note of our wounds, started counting our casualties, and await the arrival 

of more reinforcements in the form of units from the Federation Third and Seventh Fleets 

as we wait for the Kairn to drop the other shoe.  I even called in a favor from an old 

friend very far away.  But we cannot stand idly by waiting.  Several sections of the 

starbase, our only major Starfleet facility in the Typhon Sector, have been overrun and 

occupied by Kairn military forces, and in spite of the fact their fleet was defeated and 

driven back out of the sector, these holdouts continue to fight. 
 

 

 The strategy session had been opened to any and all senior officers of the Federation Fifth Fleet, allies such 

as the IKV Hem bortaStaH, the UFNS Vedrex, and the Nomis, and senior officers from starships sent to reinforce the 

Fleet during the attack on Starbase 719 – including Rear Admiral Kathryn Janeway.  They were all gathered in one 

of the larger briefing rooms in the administrative section of the starbase.  Large viewscreens along the bulkhead 

displayed images and tactical displays of the damage suffered by the starbase during the recent battle as well as 

damage reports from all the ships involved in fighting the Kairn fleet.  Status and damage reports of the various 

sections of the large space station were the top priority of the discussion. 

 “The administrative section suffered little damage, fortunately,” reported Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh, the 

starbase’s commanding officer.  “The Kairn seemed more intent on attacking the Spacedock Section of the base with 

their fleet of warships, probably because it’s the largest overall section and the easiest to target, and landing their 

troops in the Research and Communications Sections, probably because they were the easiest areas to breech the 

defenses of.  We have three of four primary fusion reactors back on-line and operating at full output, but shields and 

deflectors are currently holding at 75% power, and we retain only 65% of our defensive and offensive weaponry – 

and much of that is dependant on the jury-rigged repairs we’ve managed to accomplish over the last five days.  

Spacedock is – for all intents and purposes – still out of commission.  We’ve had several of the smaller vessels like 

the Corsair and some of the civilian ships moored inside briefly, but we can’t risk bringing our starships in for 

necessary repairs, and estimates are it will take at least three to six months to bring the section back into full service, 

and then only after the fighting has stopped.”  Raiajh then indicated lower on the display.  “The Botanical Garden in 

the habitat section was breeched late in the battle and is currently uninhabitable, along with several levels of crew 

quarters in the section below it.  As a result, Sylvan and I are living out of converted office space in the Admin 

section at the moment, but that’s an easy repair compared to the hole USS Besiege blasted through Spacedoor 3 in 

order to get out after the battle had commenced.  Eventually we’re going to need to replace all the plants that were in 

there, but that’s low on the priority list.  Our biggest concern is the continued occupation of the Research and 

Communications sections – between levels 1035 and 1955 – by Kairn ground forces who continue to refuse 

surrender.  While we have managed to contain their troops and kept them from capturing any further levels of the 

base during the last five days, the Kairn have likewise blocked all entrances to the lower sections, including turbolift 

and Jefferies tubes, that we might use to access the areas and drive them out.  They somehow also managed to 

disable the anti-intruder fail-safes – including the ability to flood sections with anestizine gas.  And there are still 

hundreds of station crew who are trapped down there, either captured or – we hope – in hiding in various emergency 

shelters.” 

 Admiral Fil looked across the wide table at Lt Colonel Sean E. McIntyre, Chief of Security aboard the Fifth 

Fleet flagship USS Dauntless and commander of Starfleet Marine Corps Special Contingent 41. 

 “Colonel, you’re the highest ranking Marine officer in the sector right now.  I want you to coordinate with 

Admiral Raiajh and her staff, particularly Major Novikov, and develop a plan for invading the Kairn occupied 

sections of the station,” the Catullan admiral ordered. 

 “Invasion, sir?” McIntyre questioned. 



 “Yes, Colonel,” Fil replied.  “This is a huge starbase and we have no way of knowing exactly how many 

Kairn soldiers are holed up down there.  More than seventy of those pods managed to breech the station hull during 

the battle, so we’re estimating something in the range of between 500 and 800 Kairn soldiers currently aboard the 

base.  Taking back the station is going to require the skills normally associated with a planetary invasion the likes of 

which have not been seen since the fall of Cardassia, not to mention the added difficulties of urban assault and close-

quarters battle.  Depending on the resolve of the Kairn, we may have to fight room by room to regain complete 

control of our starbase.” 

 “Understood, Admiral,” McIntyre said as he turned to look at the commanding officer of the USS 

Bellerophon.  “Carrie, I’m going to need to borrow 5
th

 Platoon and temporarily integrate them into Contingent 41.” 

 “I’ll make Mister Drake aware of the situation and place him and his Marines under your direct command,” 

Captain K’danz responded, referring to her own security chief, Marine Captain Michael C. Drake.  Meanwhile 

McIntyre shifted his attention to Admiral Raiajh. 

 “I’m available at any time, Admiral.” 

 “The sooner the better,” Raiajh replied.  “Accompany me to my office as soon as this meeting ends.  Next 

on the agenda; repairs to the USS Corsair and USS Sarek…” 
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 An hour later, acting-Executive Officer Lt Commander B’Elanna Torres, Security Chief Commander 

Michelle Petersen, the sector’s Strategic Operations Officer Commander Konstantin Harkonnen, and Starfleet 

Marines Lt Colonel Sean McIntyre, Major Viktor Novikov, Captain April Mendez, Captain Michael Drake, 2
nd

LT 

Asra, Gunnery Sgt Christopher ‘Olly’ O’Laughlin, and Sgt Al Paone joined Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh in the 

wardroom on the upper level of the starbase’s heavily-damaged operations center.  Equipment and decorations were 

scattered about on the deck amid overturned furniture, the damage control and maintenance crews still too busy 

repairing key systems to worry about cleaning up simple debris. 

 Torres moved immediately to the large bulkhead-mounted monitor screen and activated it, displaying a 

cutaway diagram of the starbase.  Most of the diagram was in blue, indicating habitable areas under Starfleet control.  

Several areas, mainly around the spacedock and botanical garden that extended around the central core below the 

spacedock was shown in yellow, an indication of the damage inflicted by the Kairn attack that made certain sections 

of the station uninhabitable.  Most of the central core of the station below where the botanical garden was located 

was displayed in bright red, indicating areas of the station now controlled by the Kairn, who had managed to board 

the starbase in overwhelming numbers by way of modified escape pods that had literally slammed their way through 

the hull of the station during the height of the battle the previous week. 

 “First thing I need to know;” McIntyre said as he joined Torres at the monitor.  “How many of the base 

crew are currently listed as missing and likely located in the lower levels?” 

 Torres touched a control alongside the monitor, and on a smaller sub-screen a list of names scrolled up 

quickly before finally just displaying a number that said, ‘1,253.’ 

 “Damn,” McIntyre remarked to himself.  “That throws Plan-A out the window.” 

 “Plan-A?” Raiajh questioned. 

 “Accessing control of all the hatches, doors, and airlocks below level 1034 and opening everything at the 

same time, dumping the entire atmosphere to space.  But not if we have over twelve-hundred of our own people 

down there.” 

 “I agonized over that same option during the battle, when we realized the Kairn were boarding the station 

in large numbers,” Raiajh explained.  “But they worked too quickly and managed to override our security protocols 

before we could enact it.” 



 “It’s going to take us weeks, maybe months, to clear out the Kairn down there if we have to fight room by 

room,” remarked Drake.  “We need to find some better way.” 

 “Is there a way to cut off power to select support systems in those sections of the station?” Mendez asked. 

 “It’s possible, but for what purpose?” Torres asked. 

 “If we could cut out the replicator system, cut off their food supply, maybe we can starve them out 

relatively quickly.” 

 “The only trouble with that idea is we don’t know how much in the way of supplies and logistics the Kairn 

boarded with,” Commander Harkonnen remarked.  “It’s more likely our missing crew would starve before the Kairn 

do.  And even if we managed to cut off their food supply, rumors I’ve heard are that the Kairn are carnivorous and 

wouldn’t think twice about eating prisoners.  And twelve-hundred people can provide a lot of meals, if you get my 

meaning.” 

 “We need something fast.  A lightning-fast strike directly at the Kairn.  A blitzkrieg,” McIntyre remarked. 

 “Well, let’s list our goals and come up with a workable plan,” Harkonnen stated. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The next morning, the planning team met with senior officers of the Fleet; Vice Admiral Fil, Rear Admiral 

Janeway, Fleet Captain Peter Koester of the USS Dauntless, Captain Kethry Sutherland of the USS Sarek, Captain 

William McLeod of the USS Besiege, Captain Amanda Tomkins of the USS Triton, Captain K’danz of the USS 

Bellerophon, Captain Chakotay of the USS Voyager, Captain Andrew Sherwood of the USS Resolute, Captain 

Anthony Pringle of the USS Armstrong, Captain Lars Ericsson of the USS Independence-C, Captain David Arrows 

of the USS Discovery, General Ke’reth Epetai Makura and his first officer Commander Havok of the Klingon 

warship IKV Hem bortaStaH – also known in Standard as the Proud Vengeance – and several other commanding 

officers.  While most of those in attendance were seated in chairs around the large table in the middle of the room, 

Captain Thadiun Okona of the cargo carrier Erstwhile leaned against the wall near the back of the lounge, listening 

to what was going to occur in case it affected him or his ship, as Lt Colonel McIntyre spoke. 

 “As I’m sure you are aware, the Kairn have set up numerous transport inhibitors tied into the shielding they 

have managed to erect around the lower sections of the station, preventing anyone from beaming into the lower 

levels and keeping us from locking on to any of the hostages and beaming them or the Kairn out,” McIntyre 

explained as he pointed out various features on the holographic display of the starbase hovering over the table.  “As 

a result, we’re going to need to employ a more old-fashioned type of warfare in order to drive out the Kairn.” 

 “Good!” General Ke’reth remarked with a snaggle-toothed smile.  “Good!  The battle will be glorious!” 

 “When you say ‘old fashioned,’ Mack, what exactly do you mean?” Fleet Captain Koester asked. 

 “By old fashioned, I mean taking lessons from battles as far back as World War II on Earth or the Ice Wars 

of Andorian history,” the colonel explained.  “For example, we have no way of getting into the occupied areas of the 

station from inside, not in numbers we would need to successfully capture and hold territory without a large number 

of our troops being slaughtered.  The Kairn have too heavily blocked all access points either with physical barriers 

or improvised explosive devices and most of the routes in amount to bottlenecks and choke points – areas too easy 

to ambush – to really consider anyway.  We need to get inside from the outside.” 

 “But you just told us they have improvised shielding and transport inhibitors,” Captain Sutherland 

remarked.  How are we supposed to get troops inside?  Send everyone over in EVA suits like out of some badly-

written holovid?” 

 “You’re close, Kethry.  The plan we have devised relies on an old fashioned amphibious assault.  This 

battle will take place in several phases…” 

 McIntyre touched a control on the tabletop and the words ‘Phase 1’ appeared in mid-air next to the 

projection of the starbase, which zoomed in on an area about a third of the way down from the uppermost occupied 

zone.  Okona stopped leaning against the wall, his attention drawn by the hologram. 

 “I’ve already started integrating 5
th

 Platoon from the Belle and 1
st
 Platoon Second Division from the 

Resolute into Special Contingent 41.  Upon initiation of Phase 1, the Marine landing craft Normandy and Tripoli 

will transport forty Marines from SC41 through the Kairn shields and into the seldom-used maintenance bay on 

level 1150.” 

 As McIntyre spoke, two holographic Higgins-class landing craft approached the side of the starbase and 

landed in a small bay where workbees and travel pods were normally stored for maintenance crews to use. 

 “As long as the Kairn don’t know we’re coming, we don’t expect to encounter much resistance,” McIntyre 

continued. 



 “And how can we be sure no Kairn are looking out the window to see you coming, Colonel?” Captain 

McLeod asked. 

 “That’s where 2
nd

 and 3
rd

 Platoons come in,” answered Captain Drake.  “While the Colonel is leading the 

amphibious force, I will be leading an expeditionary force on a feint in the main transverse turbolift shaft and the 

most obvious ladderwells and Jefferies tubes leading into the occupation zone as a diversion.  The Kairn will think 

the attack we’re sure they are expecting is coming from above, and won’t know the real invasion is actually coming 

from nearly a hundred and twenty decks lower and outside the base hull until we have already established a 

beachhead.” 

 McIntyre touched another control, and the holographic image of the starbase was cut in half, showing the 

interior close to the maintenance bay where the two landing craft had landed and changing the designation to ‘Phase 

2.’ 

 “Once we have established a ‘beachhead,’ as Captain Drake called it, we will initiate Phase 2.  The initial 

invasion force of 1
st
 Platoon will hunt down and destroy or disable the transport inhibitors in the immediate area.”  

McIntyre turned his eyes toward the Klingon general sitting at the table.  “Once we’ve established a large enough 

uninhibited area, that’s where your troops come in, General.” 

 “The Black Dagger are standing by and eager for battle once again, Colonel,” Ke’reth remarked. 

 “As soon as 1
st
 Company of the Black Daggers is aboard the station, the Dauntless and Resolute will 

likewise move close in and, using their troop-drop transporters in the Marine Barracks, start beaming 4
th

 and 5
th

 

Platoons of SC41 into the cleared area behind the Klingons.  While the Black Daggers take point and engage the 

Kairn forces directly, the Marines will continue to hunt down and disable all Kairn inhibitor and shield generators.” 

 “What about any Starfleet crew that are trapped down there?” K’danz asked.  “We’ve got a lot of people 

MIA and expecting rescue.” 

 “We’re taking a lesson from the Son’a on that,” Commander Harkonnen answered.  “All the troops, 

Starfleet and Klingon, will be supplied with isolinear tag pistols.”  The Commander held up one as an example.  It 

looked like a late-23
rd

 century phaser pistol with a longer grip handle where the power pack would have been.  “Any 

troops that encounter a hostage in the occupied sections will discharge one of these tags onto them.  All vessels 

participating in this operation will maintain station within 7500 meters of the starbase hull and the tag will tie in 

with the closest ship’s transporter systems and beam them away from the occupied sections automatically.”  

Harkonnen glanced over in the direction of Captain Okona, who was once again leaning against the wall with his 

arms folded across his chest.  “We have over 1200 personnel unaccounted for in the lower levels.  We could 

potentially be tagging dozens of prisoners at the same time.  That’s why we need every vessel with an operational 

transporter involved in this.” 

 “What about the Kairn?  What if one of their soldiers gets a hold of an isolinear tag and uses it to get 

himself beamed aboard one of our ships?” asked Captain Tomkins.  “Even a lone Kairn soldier can cause a lot of 

damage and confusion before he’s stopped if beamed aboard unexpectedly, especially if it occurs aboard one of the 

civilian ships that are helping out.” 

 “It is a simple matter to program your transporter biofilter to detect Kairn life-signs and hold the pattern 

until you can prepare a defense,” Harkonnen answered. 

 “Better yet,” interjected Commander Havok.  “Why not program the transporters to beam the Kairn directly 

to the Vengeance when detected?  We can have a very warm welcome waiting for them should the blasted lizards try 

anything like that.”  Havok then exchanged an eager grin with his general. 

 “That is an excellent suggestion, Commander.  We’ll integrate it into our plan,” McIntyre said before 

continuing the brief, the designation changing to ‘Phase 3.’  “Now, as we clear out each major sub-section, we will 

leave a defensive force made up of additional squads from SC41 beamed aboard from the Dauntless and Resolute.  

Once we have regained control of levels 1149 through 1151 and reached the hub of the station, 5
th

 Platoon and 

Alpha Platoon, 1
st
 Company of the Black Daggers will split off and take the higher levels – the plan being to join up 

with 2
nd

 and 3
rd

 Platoons and start to regain control of the upper levels of Section R2, hopefully trapping and 

overrunning any Kairn positions along the way or driving them up to 2
nd

 and 3
rd

 Platoons.” 

 On the hologram, a black arrow slowly moved up through the hub of the starbase core – smaller arrows 

spreading out from the hub on each level it passed – until meeting with the troop indicators at the top edge of the 

occupied area, turning the upper occupied levels from red to blue.  Meanwhile a second black arrow moved slowly 

lower and lower in the station core, branches moving out as various areas were overrun and secured in the 

simulation. 

 “Do we actually have enough Marines and Klingon Shock Troops to accomplish your ambitious plan, 

Colonel?” Admiral Janeway asked, studying the holographic simulation. 



 “Based on intermittent life-signs, we’re estimating approximately 500 Kairn soldiers aboard the base.  The 

Vengeance carries nearly 3000 shock troops, Admiral.  The combined Marine Corps forces from both the Dauntless 

and Bellerophon total 292 personnel, with another 190 Marines available from the Resolute.  Both forces combined 

should be more than enough to accomplish our mission, but if we take excessive casualties much beyond our current 

estimates, we may have to depend on station security and members of the security divisions on the starships out 

there to secure and hold the areas we liberate from Kairn occupation.” 

 “The plan is adequate,” Admiral Raiajh explained to her fellow flag officer.  “The only thing I’m not 

comfortable with is the plan’s dependence on spacecraft for evacuation.  I understand that the starbase’s systems are 

considered unreliable at the moment, and many of our transporters are inoperative, and that requires the use of 

external transport units, but all the vessels involved will be in very close proximity to the base.  Perhaps too close if 

any shooting should start.” 

 “Shooting?” Janeway asked. 

 “Yes.  There is no guarantee that, just because we successfully drove the Kairn fleet away, they’re going to 

stay away for the duration of this operation.”  Raiajh looked back at Colonel McIntyre.  “Colonel, rough estimate…  

Assuming you don’t hit any major snags, how long do you think liberation of the Kairn occupation zone will take 

before completion?” 

 “If all goes well, Admiral, one week minimum.  Two to three weeks if they put up a fair resistance.  Much 

more than that if our estimates of their numbers are really low or they develop a strong insurgency aboard the base.” 

 “Anywhere from a minimum of one week to perhaps months,” Raiajh pointed out.  “They know they have 

troops aboard our station.  What’s the likelihood the Kairn fleet won’t return before we can accomplish our goal of 

ridding the base of them?” 

 “At the very least, I’m sure they’re monitoring the sector, hoping their troops will capture or destroy the 

base,” B’Elanna Torres said.  “And that’s assuming they are not in communications with their troops in some way 

we are unable to detect.” 

 “I have received word from Starfleet Command that further reinforcements from the Third and Seventh 

Fleets should be arriving within the next two weeks,” Admiral Fil pointed out.  “And I have confirmation from 

Dorzak of the Pluton.  He’s sending a small defense force of his own to help protect the starbase as a personal favor 

to me.” 

 “The Pluton?!?” Captain Sutherland repeated with surprise.  “They’re in the Gamma Quadrant!  It’ll take 

them weeks to arrive here even after they’ve passed through the wormhole into the Bajor Sector.  This starbase 

could be nothing more than drifting scrap by then if the Kairn mount another attack while we’re distracted with their 

occupation force.” 

 “Then we’ll just have to be ready for that contingency, won’t we?” asked Janeway.  “And the sooner we 

regain complete control of this starbase, the better.” 

 “Agreed,” remarked Raiajh.  She then looked at Fil and said, “You’re the commanding admiral of the Fifth 

Fleet.  The final decision is yours, Penji.  Do we initiate this battle plan now, or wait for more reinforcements to 

arrive?” 

 Fil looked at the padd in front of him, which contained the entire plan for the invasion of the Kairn 

occupied areas of the station.  Deep inside he wanted to wait, allow time for both the Federation and Pluton 

reinforcements to arrive in the sector, but he also knew every minute they waited was another minute the Kairn 

aboard the station might figure a way break out and capture more of the station – perhaps even destroy it from 

within – or a reorganized Kairn fleet could return to attack and destroy the starbase and every vessel in the sector 

from without.  He finally conceded by looking up at McIntyre. 

 “Lt Colonel McIntyre,” he said, standing and looking at the Marine officer.  “Initiate Operation: 

Detachment.” 

 “Initiate the operation, aye, Admiral,” McIntyre responded before nodding to his fellow Marine officers, 

collecting his array of isolinear chips, and exiting the room to finalize the plan, brief the troops, and start the 

invasion of their own starbase. 

 

* * * * 

 

 

 

 

 

 



0600 Hours 

Stardate 65006.2 

 

 In the day and a half days since the Kairn had put additional pressure on their prisoners in the astrometrics 

lab, seven more hostages had been killed.  Two were killed after showing no progress toward helping their Kairn 

captors gain any additional control of the station.  Five more were killed when the Kairn had discovered they were 

being systematically tricked, the Starfleet personnel making it appear that new access was being granted only to find 

several of their soldiers either being trapped in dead-end corridors behind sealed emergency hatches or deceived into 

opening doors into areas where the hull had been breeched to the vacuum of space and emergency forcefields were 

dropped.  The Kairn officer in charge of this squad of soldiers, a Chui – roughly equivalent to the Starfleet Marine 

rank of 1
st
 Lieutenant – named Xarn was on the verge of having every one of his Starfleet prisoners being held in or 

near stellar cartography shoved out a nearby airlock when he learned what was happening, but relented when one of 

the junior personnel inadvertently granted the Kairn access to a weapons locker, where the invaders were able to re-

stock their diminishing supply of weapons. 

 Now Makia Kyman stood in front of an LCARS panel in the corridor, trying to make it look to the Kairn 

guard several meters away standing watch over half a dozen prisoners at once like she was trying to access critical 

subroutines to aid the Kairn in gaining control of several transporter units that had been shut down during the initial 

attack on the base, when in actuality she was trying to gain access to a communications systems in order to contact 

Ops or anyone that might be able to help the prisoners. 

 She had seen several of the transport inhibitors and shield generators the Kairn had set up in the occupied 

areas of the base while being escorted to her current position, so she understood why Starfleet had not yet simply 

beamed in an armed platoon or beamed out the prisoners.  She also noticed most of the inhibitors she had seen were 

tied directly into the base’s local power distribution network, so her secondary goal was to surreptitiously find a way 

of cutting off that power and allowing Starfleet an inhibitor-free zone within the area of occupation, hopefully 

without the Kairn realizing what was going on.  Kyman held no illusions about how long she would live if what she 

was actually doing was to be discovered. 

 So far, Kyman had managed to tap into the base’s sensor grid without being noticed.  She had hoped to be 

able to use the sensor emissions as a method of transmitting a message of some kind that she hoped the Kairn would 

not notice.  Instead the sensor readout intrigued her. 

 Something was happening outside the station.  Several of the ships outside the base were maneuvering in 

an unusual manner, moving closer to the hull of the starbase than normally considered safe during normal 

operations.  She knew the inhibitors would prevent anyone from being beamed into the station, but a sense of 

excitement tingled up her spine just the same.  Perhaps she and her fellow prisoners would not have to wait as long 

as she originally feared before Starfleet attempted a rescue? 

 Kyman entered several commands into LCARS, cutting external sensors off from all sections of the station 

below level 1125, replacing them with a feedback loop that – to the untrained eye – would look like normal 

conditions in the vicinity of the starbase.  She hoped that if the Kairn did not see what was coming, Starfleet would 

have a more likely chance for success in whatever it was they were planning.  She then entered an encryption code 

to prevent the Kairn from restoring access to the external sensors should her sabotage be discovered before 

wondering what Starfleet’s plan to liberate the occupied areas of the base actually was; after all, they must know 

they could not simply beam troops into the occupied areas.  Not yet at least.  She then returned her attention to 

cutting power to the Kairn transport inhibitors that were tied into station power, wondering if – either by accident, 

deliberate retaliation by the Kairn, or her own hand as she continued to look for a way to sabotage the occupation – 

she would live to see the end of the day? 

 

* * * * 

 

 All around Starbase 719, the various ships involved in the execution of Operation: Detachment moved 

closer to the station, being careful for the moment to keep the heavily damaged mushroom-shaped spacedock section 

between themselves and the lower decks of the base as much as possible to hide the maneuvers from the occupation 

force down below.  Among the ships directly involved were the fleet flagship USS Dauntless, the IKV Hem 

bortaStaH, and the USS Resolute, another Sovereign-class starship of similar internal configuration as the Dauntless, 

designed during the Dominion War to carry a company of Starfleet Marines into battle, one of the reinforcements 

from the Seventh Fleet that had arrived during the climax of the battle against the Kairn fleet about a week earlier. 

 On the bridge of the Dauntless, Vice Admiral Fil stood near the center of the bridge, a look of worry on his 

face; worry over just how many more Starfleet and Klingon crewmen were going to die this day and in the days to 



follow, worry over whether the operation would ultimately be successful and control of the station completely 

restored or if Starbase 719 would be destroyed, worry over whether the Kairn would give up easily or literally fight 

to the last man. 

 “Lieutenant, open frequency to the Detachment Fleet participants and place me on scramble,” Fil finally 

said. 

 “Hailing frequency open and scrambled.  You’re on, Admiral,” Lieutenant Thomas Riker responded from 

his post at ops. 

 “Detachment Fleet, this is Admiral Fil.  Commence Operation: Detachment.  Good luck to everyone.”  The 

admiral then took a deep breath before turning and sitting in the seat to Fleet Captain Koester’s left. 

 Koester, in the meantime, looked to his right and said to his first officer, “Mister Arbelo, sound red alert.  

Man battlestations.” 

 “Man battlestations, aye, Skipper,” Commander Setton To’Lock Arbelo responded before touching the 

intercom control on the display monitor near his seat.  “All hands, this is the bridge.  Man battlestations!  Alert 

condition: Red.”  Immediately the klaxon of red alert sounded throughout the ship. 

 “Bridge to Shuttlebay 2,” Koester said into his own intercom. 

 “Normandy.  McIntyre,” quickly responded the voice of the Marine contingent commander. 

 “I’m about to move the ship out beyond the spacedock section.  Are your Marines prepared for the 

assault?” 

 Down in the far aft shuttlebay, twenty Starfleet Marine combat troops – including Colonel McIntyre and 

Captain Mendez – and two pilots strapped themselves into their seats in the landing craft.  “I just spoke with Captain 

Drake on the secure frequency a moment ago.  They are ready to commence their attack on level 1035, section 5 

aboard the station.  I recommend we give them ten minutes to completely draw the attention of the enemy and then 

launch the two landing craft.” 

 “Understood and agreed.” 

 “One added complication has recently come to my attention, but it’s minor,” McIntyre added before 

Koester could sign off.  “Drake reported access to internal sensors aboard the station have been cut off, at least 

below level 1125.” 

 “What could that mean?” Koester asked. 

 “Could mean nothing… just be a routine systems failure,” McIntyre replied.  “Could mean we have 

someone working on our side down there trying to keep the Kairn from seeing what we’re planning to do.  Or it 

could mean the Kairn already know we’re coming and want to keep us from seeing what defenses they have set up 

against us.  We won’t know for sure until we’re in there.” 

 “Very well.  Good luck, Mack.  And good hunting.  Bridge, out,” Koester said before closing the intercom 

and turning his attention to his helmsman.  “Helm, plot a course to maneuver to a position five thousand meters off 

Station Maintenance Bay 32.” 

 “Course plotted.  Standing by to execute,” Lt(JG) William Hyland III responded. 

 “And so, the battle is again joined,” Koester remarked to Fil. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Aboard Starbase 719, 3
rd

 and 4
th

 Platoons of Special Contingent 41, which for this operation included the 

majority of 5
th

 Platoon First Marines from the USS Bellerophon, departed the staging area they had very noisily set 

up the prior day on level 1033 and split into three distinct groups, Alpha and Bravo Squads of 4
th

 Platoon – under 

the command of Asra – entering the Jefferies tube network and heading down through the hatches toward the lower 

levels, Charlie and Delta Squads of 4
th

 Platoon – under the command of Major Novikov – using a break created in 

the ventilation network to descend by a different means, while 3
rd

 Platoon – under the command of Captain Drake – 

moved directly to the large open turbolift hub at the very center of the starbase core and, after forcing open one door, 

mounted the ladder close inside and started the perilous climb down in conditions of microgravity to the highest 

level controlled by the Kairn forces.  It was not long before Drake started hearing detonations – either one of the 

other platoons using explosives to gain access to the areas of the base blocked-off by the Kairn or encountering 

hidden devices left by those same Saurian soldiers to try and prevent Starfleet from gaining unhindered access to the 

occupied lower levels. 

 

* * * * 

 



 Down on level 1065, inside the Interstellar Geology lab the Kairn had converted into a command post from 

which they could monitor almost all of the areas of the station their forces controlled, the approach of Federation 

troops did not go unnoticed. 

 “Shossssa, ssssurveillance node five indicatessss the Fedssss have broken through our cordon and are 

sssstarting to desssscend toward our outposssstssss,” reported one of the Kairn soldiers monitoring the sensor 

devices the invading forces had set up around all likely points of entry. 

 “Alert the battle teamssss.  Have them intersssept at the point where corridor nine narrowssss.  And tell 

them to usssse ssssome of the prissssonerssss assss sssshieldssss,” Shossa D’i’Ana ordered.  “Thissss issss likely the 

inevitable counterattack we have been awaiting.  Oncssse we repel this assssault, it will prove to the Fedssss we are 

here to sssstay and can await the return of our fleet before we commenssse our planned assssault on this 

sssstation’ssss control sssenter.”  The blue-grey scaled reptilian officer then bared his mouthful of sharp teeth, a 

Kairn approximation of a smile. 

 A few minutes later, in one of the recreation rooms where some of the captured station crew were being 

held, two dozen Kairn soldiers entered and each grabbed a hostage. 

 “Where are you taking us?” one of the Starfleet officers, a command division lieutenant, demanded to 

know. 

 “You are going to help ussss, Fed,” the soldier replied gruffly as he pushed the lieutenant ahead. 

 The man tried to dig in his heels as he defiantly stated, “We’re not going to help you in the least!” 

 “You don’t have a choissse, Fed,” the Kairn said, pushing the smaller human easily ahead.  “You’re going 

to make ssssure your comradessss think twice about shooting at ussss.” 

 “Using hostages as shields is against every rule of civilized warfare!” the lieutenant protested. 

 “Your consssept of sssivilization is much different than that of the Kairn,” the soldier said with a croaked 

laugh.  “That issss why your Federation musssst be crusssshed.  If you don’t want to be ussssed in whatever manner 

your conquerorssss dessssire, you should not have let yoursssself be captured… Fed!”  The Kairn spat the final word 

as if it were an epithet. 

 Minutes later, the Kairn forces engaged Drake and Novikov’s four platoons in all three locations, 

preventing their emergence into the occupied areas of the station.  Pinned down in the vicinity of the turbolift shaft 

and unable to advance, Drake could only smile. 

 “Drake to Dauntless,” the Marine captain said after activating the communicator attached to the wrist of his 

body armor. 

 “Go ahead,” quickly replied Fleet Captain Koester. 

 “All three expeditionary platoons are pinned down on Level 1035, sections 4, 5, and 6.  We are unable to 

advance any further.  The Kairn are using hostages as living shields.” 

 “Understood, Captain,” Koester replied.  “Hold your ground and try and protect the hostages if you can.  

Reinforcements are en route.  If you get the opportunity, use the tag guns to take away the Kairn’s shields.” 

 “Roger.  Wilco.  Drake, out.” 

 Aboard the Dauntless, Koester closed the channel with Drake and opened a new channel to the landing 

craft Normandy. 

 “Bridge to Normandy.  Captain Drake and his platoons have the Kairn’s full attention at this time.  You 

have permission to launch the amphibious assault.” 

 “Understood.  We have permission to launch,” responded Lt Colonel McIntyre.  “McIntyre to Tripoli.  

Launch your assault.  We’ll see you in Maintenance Bay 32.” 

 “We’ll meet you there,” replied Captain Elton Inouye, commanding the platoon on board the landing craft 

Tripoli embarked aboard the USS Resolute. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Two Starfleet Marine landing craft, after having rendezvoused two thousand meters away from the core 

structure of the station, silently drifted under full darkness toward the maintenance bay. 

 Inside the cockpit of the Normandy, McIntyre looked through the viewport for any signs the Kairn might 

know they were coming.  “Minimal use of thrusters, boys,” he said to the pilots.  “We may be hard to make out 

against the backdrop of space with no running lights, but if someone happens to be looking out a window over there 

they’re not likely going to miss the glow of a maneuvering thruster.” 

 The pilot nodded, then looked out the port side where the second landing craft, Tripoli – likewise drifting 

near-powerless a little closer than he felt particularly comfortable with – could be seen. 



 Seconds later, both vessels slowed and spun around, their rear doors facing into the open bay as the landing 

craft backed inside, both small ships together barely able to fit inside the storage area where tiny work bees were 

stored, and mated with the airlock inside. 

 Aboard Normandy, McIntyre gave last minute instructions to his Marines before advising them to seal 

helmets with emergency breathing packs to their battle armor.  “Shuttle sensors indicate the section beyond the 

airlock is at normal pressure, but we want to be certain the Kairn haven’t poisoned the atmosphere or planted some 

sort of charge to dump the atmosphere and prevent exactly what we’re attempting.”  McIntyre then took his place 

next to the drop door beside Gunny O’Laughlin and gave the Gunnery Sergeant a thumb’s up sign, which the Gunny 

responded to with a grim smile. 

 “Tripoli, deploy on my mark,” McIntyre ordered.  “Three… Two… One… Mark!” 

 Simultaneously, both landing craft drop doors opened swiftly and both platoons of Marines quickly and 

quietly ran through into the airlock, securing the location before splitting into ‘hunting parties.’ 

 “Remember,” McIntyre said quietly.  “When you find a transport inhibitor or a Kairn shield generator, 

destroy it by the most expeditious means possible, then call in your location to Lieutenant Oliver.  He will 

coordinate and relay the cleared sections to the Dauntless.  As soon as we have a large enough uninhibited area, the 

Vengeance, Resolute, and Dauntless will start beaming over reinforcements.  The quicker we do this, the quicker our 

buddies get over here to help.  Alright, good luck, and good hunting!” 

 Captain Inouye stood by the door that exited the airlock into one of the station corridors.  Using a tricorder 

he verified the immediate area was clear of any Kairn warriors, then used silent hand signals to order the direction 

each of the eight squads would go in order to best cover the immediate vicinity of the station.  It was not long before 

the first squad encountered one of the inhibitors. 

 “O’Laughlin to McIntyre,” said a whispered voice though the communicator. 

 “Go ahead, Gunny,” the colonel responded. 

 “We found the first inhibitor, level 1149, section 4.  Just wanted to let all the platoons know, because I have 

a feelin’ them lizards are goin’ ta know we’re here as soon as we destroy this thing.” 

 “Thanks for the heads up, Gunny.  Resume your mission.” 

 A moment later, McIntyre smiled when he heard a muffled explosion as the first of the Kairn transport 

inhibitors was demolished. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Shossssa D’i’Ana, I have losssst telemetry from inhibitorssss twelve and nineteen and field generator 

sssseven,” reported one of the Kairn soldiers in the makeshift command center. 

 “Are we experiensssing a power failure of some kind?” the Kairn officer asked.  “All that equipment is 

located in the ssssame area of the Fed battlesssstation.” 

 “Power indicationssss remain normal,” the soldier replied.  “I have just now lost telemetry on inhibitor 

sssseventeen.” 

 The Kairn officer’s eyes suddenly went wide as realization dawned. 

 “What is located in that ssssub-ssssection of the sssstation?” he asked. 

 The Kairn subordinate consulted his control panel for a moment before reporting, “Sssseveral ressssearch 

laboratoriessss and an external maintenanssse bay.  And I have now lost telemetry on inhibitor twenty-two and field 

generator nine.” 

 “The Fedssss are invading our occupation zone through that maintenance bay!” the Kairn Shossa 

exclaimed.  “The attack in the hub wassss a diversion!  Withdraw five fire teamssss of our troopssss from level 1035 

and redirect them to level 1150, ssssection 4!  Now!” 

 “Right away, Shossssa!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The members of 3
rd

 Platoon quickly noticed the change in the ferocity of the battle.  The resistance they 

faced suddenly subsided considerably. 

 “Captain!” one of the Marines who was scanning the site of battle with a tricorder called out.  “The Kairn 

are withdrawing.  We won!” 

 “I don’t think so,” Drake remarked, looking at his own tricorder readout built into the arm of his battle 

armor as he tapped the combadge attached to the chest.  “Drake to Colonel McIntyre.  Some of the Kairn troops 

have disengaged and are heading toward the lower levels.  I think they know you’re here!”  He then looked at his 



own Marines and said, “Start advancing!  The deeper we get, the easier 1
st
 Platoon has it!  Don’t give the Kairn a 

minute of rest!” 

 With renewed vigor, 3
rd

 Platoon pressed forward, using stairways and Jefferies tubes to move deeper into 

the lower levels of the starbase. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Captain,” said Lt Riker.  “The pilot of the Normandy reports we have an area large enough to start 

beaming aboard reinforcements on levels 1149 and 1150.  He reports the battle goes well and no casualties thus far.” 

 “Very well,” Koester replied with a slight smile.  “Open frequency to the Vengeance.” 

 “This is Ke’reth,” the general’s gruff voice responded. 

 “General, are your Black Daggers ready to fight?” Koester asked. 

 “That is a pointless and futile question, my friend,” Ke’reth responded.  “Klingons are always ready for 

battle!” 

 “Then start beaming in your troops,” Koester said, giving the Klingon commander the coordinates of the 

uninhibited area aboard the starbase. 

 “Consider them already engaged,” Ke’reth said, his voice already sounding more cheerful as he signed off.  

Koester then gave the same coordinates and orders to his counterpart aboard the Resolute before activating his 

intercom. 

 “Bridge to Troop Transporter.” 

 “Troop-Drop Transporter,” quickly responded a female voice. 

 “Begin transporting the first wave of reinforcements to the following coordinates aboard the starbase,” 

Koester ordered before telling the Marine transporter operator the same coordinates he had given General Ke’reth 

and Captain Sherwood.  Finally he signaled his security chief and tactical officer, informing the Marine Colonel that 

his expected reinforcements were already beaming aboard the space station, “Dauntless to McIntyre.  Company’s 

coming your way.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Now it was the Proud Vengeance’s turn to maneuver close alongside the starship Dauntless, dwarfing the 

Sovereign-class starship.  Once in position, the Klingon vessel activated its own transporter units, beaming sixty 

well armed and armored elite shock troops of the first wave over to the starbase.  Some of the older Black Daggers 

had not seen battle like they were about to engage in since the Dominion War over a decade earlier, and had primed 

their younger comrades with tales of intense hand-to-hand combat against the Jem’Hadar and the promise of similar 

combat against the physically powerful lizard-like Kairn. 

 Aboard the starbase, McIntyre smiled to himself again as he saw both the blue-white glow of Federation 

transporter beams and the red sparkle of Klingon transporters start to materialize around him. 

 “Let’s finish this,” he said to no one in particular. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The Kairn soldiers that had been deployed to the intersections where the Fed troops had broken through 

into the occupation zone on level 1035 had at first wondered why the enemy soldiers seemed more interested in 

fighting a holding action – ignoring obvious avenues to advance into the zone of occupation and merely keeping the 

Kairn engaged – than pressing the attack and attempting to break through the Kairn lines.  Now that many of them 

were being re-deployed to level 1150, they began to realize why the Fed troops had not attacked in greater strength 

as expected; On level 1150, they were now opposing dozens of Fed and what the Feds called Kling-gone soldiers 

who had infiltrated the occupied zone through an overlooked maintenance bay to the outside of the station.  From 

the start, the battle seemed to be in the favor of the Feds and their allies if for no other reason than the element of 

surprise. 

 Lt Commander Makia Kyman smiled as the computer interface she was being forced to work on informed 

her about the breech in the Kairn defenses and the arrival of Starfleet troops intent on re-taking complete control of 

the starbase.  Kyman also noticed the Kairn soldier guarding her and several other prisoners in the corridor seemed 

distracted since word of the counter-attack had reached the astrometrics lab.  She decided to take advantage of the 

distraction, typing a series of commands into a backdoor interface she had programmed into the LCARS system 

over the last several days.  With a flourish, Kyman activated a sub-routine that re-routed power for several entire 



levels in the research section of the station in the vicinity of the Stellar Cartography sub-section, cutting power to the 

inhibitors and shield generators the Kairn depended on to protect themselves.  She then locked out the computer 

interface once again and, noting the guard had disappeared when he heard an explosion not far away shortly after the 

power had been re-routed, signaled to her fellow captives to follow as she started heading toward the emergency 

shelter where the majority of the prisoners she had been forced to live with for the prior week were being held, 

hoping to perhaps come across a weapon of some kind along the way.  She passed several camouflaged phaser 

lockers in the corridor, stopping briefly to open each one, but found them all empty of contents.  Another explosion 

that sounded like it was only a couple of corridors away prompted Kyman and her companions to step up their pace, 

not wishing to be caught in the middle of battle or, worse yet, hit by friendly fire on the eve of their rescue. 

 They reached the shelter – one of the starbase recreation rooms that doubled as an emergency bunker in 

case the starbase ever suffered a catastrophic event that might open the hull to the vacuum of space – unobserved a 

minute later.  Opening the locked door from the outside, Kyman expected to have to confront a Kairn guard or two 

and hoped to take them by surprise, only to find just over a dozen fellow prisoners milling around and looking 

confused, not a single Kairn solder to be found in the room. 

 “Where is everyone else?” Kyman asked, knowing there had been close to two dozen prisoners in this 

location before the counter-attack started.  “Where are the Kairn?” 

 “The two guards that were here grabbed Commander Holmes and Lieutenant Carroll and several others and 

forced them out into the corridor,” Ensign Marc Brahim replied.  “Told us if we tried to escape we would be shot 

before we ever reached the door.  What’s going on out there?” 

 “Starfleet is liberating the occupation zone,” Kyman replied as another muffled explosion could be heard 

somewhere on the same level.  “Come on, let’s get out of here and try and link up with the arriving troops.” 

 Kyman led the other personnel – seventeen in total – out into the corridor, turning away from the sound of 

explosions and gunfire and into a corridor that, like spokes in a wheel, led almost directly toward the outer hull of 

the station.  They soon reached a T-intersection, where a window looked out on the depths of deep space.  Outside, 

the starship Dauntless, the Klingon warship Proud Vengeance, and a beat-up looking civilian cargo carrier could be 

seen keeping station close to the starbase.  Kyman smiled to herself, confident her many-great-grandfather was out 

there helping in some way to rescue her and the other Starfleet personnel that had been held prisoner since the Kairn 

had invaded the base.  She then directed everyone with her to turn left and follow the curve of the corridor toward 

where she hoped Starfleet Marines might be found.  They only made it a few steps when a large humanoid shape 

stepped out into the corridor in front of them. 

 “Sssstop!” a hissing voice ahead of them said.  “Return to your holding area, or you will be executed.”  The 

Kairn soldier held a large and very ugly looking rifle weapon in his muscular arms, aiming the barrel of it directly at 

the center of the group of escapees.  Kyman moved to the front, smiling grimly as she took note of their current 

location before addressing the Kairn soldier. 

 “You don’t want to do this.  You want to let us go on our way, or you are going to regret stopping us.”  

 The Kairn soldier actually laughed, a sickening, guttural sound, before saying, “You are no ssssoldier, Fed.  

What could you do to overpower me?” 

 Kyman glared at the Kairn for a moment before turning around, her shoulders slumped, looking like she 

had to admit the Kairn was correct and that the prisoners would all simply walk back to the recreation room where 

they had been held.  But once she was facing away from the reptilian soldier, she said, “Computer, activate override 

program Kyman-Alpha-One.”  The computer beeped to acknowledge the order.  “Seal off the corridor on level 

1450, intersection 5-Alpha, section 6.” 

 Before the Kairn soldier could react, emergency forcefields activated both in front of and behind the Kairn 

soldier and the group of escaped prisoners, separating the two but trapping both.  The Kairn tried firing his disruptor 

rifle at the field between himself and the Starfleet personnel, but it proved useless.  Several seconds later he stopped 

firing and simply glared at Kyman. 

 “You have done little but trap yoursssselvessss assss well.  Eventually my troopssss will arrive and you will 

be captured again.” 

 “Computer,” Kyman said, ignoring the Kairn’s taunt.  “Override safety protocols, level 1450, section 6.” 

 “Overriding of safety protocols is not recommended,” the computer’s feminine voice responded. 

 “Understood.  Override safety protocols.  Authorization: Kyman-Omega-Beta-One-Niner.” 

 The computer beeped again, then announced, “Safety protocols on level 1450, section 6 are disengaged.”  

The Kairn trapped behind the other forcefield looked around as if trying to locate the source of the voice, unsure 

what was happening. 

 “Computer, open both the interior and exterior doors of airlock 1450-6-Delta,” Kyman ordered. 

 “Procedure not recommended,” the computer responded. 



 “Override.” 

 The computer beeped a third time, and a second later a door not far beyond where the Kairn solder stood 

started to slide apart.  Before they were more than ten centimeters apart, a second door in the outer hull bulkhead 

started to part as well.  The Kairn soldier dropped his weapon – which was immediately pulled through the partly 

opened airlock doors and smashed – as he tried to find something on which to grip as the air in his section of the 

corridor was sucked out into the vacuum of space.  Seconds later, his tenuous grip was lost and he was propelled 

through the airlock doors with bone-crushing force. 

 “Computer, close both inner and outer doors of airlock 1450-6-Delta and engage safety protocols.” 

 The two sets of airlock doors, not even fully opened yet, started sliding closed.  Seconds later the sound of 

wind rushing through the opening ceased. 

 “Lower emergency forcefields, this section,” Kyman ordered.  A moment later the forcefields that had 

isolated the section of corridor shut off, leaving the way clear. 

 “How…?  How did you do that, Commander?” Ensign Brahim asked.  “I thought the Kairn had gained 

access to the emergency forcefield controls to prevent precisely that from happening!” 

 “I’ve been programming back-doors into the computer system every time the Kairn tried to make me give 

them access to some new station function,” Kyman replied.  “It allows me to access systems normally requiring a 

physical interface or higher authorization than mine.  I was afraid they would figure out what I was doing, but none 

of them ever paid me much close attention.  Now come on, we need to…” 

 Before Kyman could finish her sentence, the corridor was filled by a high-pitched sound and red sparkles 

coalesced into the forms of fifteen Klingon warriors wearing black commando-type uniforms.  As soon as the 

teleportation was finished the Klingons raised their weapons, apparently surprised to find themselves among another 

group of people. 

 “Hold your fire!  We’re friendly!” Kyman shouted, her hands held up at shoulder height. 

 “Who are you?” the senior Klingon soldier demanded to know. 

 “Lt Commander Makia Kyman, Stellar Cartography section.  We’ve all been held captive by the Kairn 

almost since the minute they boarded the station.  We managed to escape in the confusion of…” 

 “Very well,” the Klingon said gruffly, apparently satisfied the Starfleet personnel were who they claimed to 

be.  He then turned to his troops and ordered, “Shoot them.” 

 “Shoot…?  Wait, no…!” Kyman started to protest as each Klingon pulled out a small hand weapon and 

aimed it at one of the former prisoners before pulling the trigger.  The guns fired a small device that attached itself to 

the uniform of each target.  Almost immediately, each person started to dematerialize. 

 Moments later, Makia Kyman found herself standing on the transporter platform of a starship.  She looked 

down at her uniform, where the small device had attached itself just below her combadge and realized it was an 

isolinear tag. 

 “They couldn’t warn us first that they were going to transport us aboard one of the ships of the fleet?” she 

grumbled to herself before following five of the other former prisoners down off the platform and out into the 

corridor where several junior officers waited. 

 “Welcome aboard the Dauntless,” one lieutenant said.  “If you would just please follow Lieutenant Faggio, 

she will escort you to sickbay so our medical staff can evaluate you.” 

  Kyman noticed a young Betazoid woman wearing an engineering gold uniform standing several meters 

away, gesturing to be followed.  Stepping up beside her, Kyman followed the Lieutenant (JG) toward sickbay, 

wondering if there was a chance she might be able to meet up with Master Chief Pono Kyman and assure him she 

was now safe aboard his ship. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Alpha Squad, formerly of 1
st
 Platoon Second Division aboard the Sovereign-class starship USS Resolute, 

now temporarily integrated into Starfleet Marine Special Contingent 41, quietly made its way through the corridors 

of level 1137.  The squad consisted of two fire teams under the command of 2
nd

 Lieutenant Martin Brinkman and his 

senior non-com, Tellarite First Sergeant Tolar. 

 Alpha squad had already managed to rescue close to fifty captured personnel and destroy three transport 

inhibitors and a shield generator on their way up to level 1137 and an additional inhibitor and generator after they 

started clearing the level of Kairn troops.  Now they were moving room to room, making sure there were no 

captured Starfleet personnel or civilians at their present location and hunting for Kairn troops. 

 Tolar counted down silently on his stubby fingers before signaling several of his Marines to enter the next 

room they had unlocked along the corridor.  Inside they found nearly a dozen Starfleet officers and personnel, many 



of them barely able to move from the beatings they had apparently endured at the hands of the Kairn.  Before they 

could say anything or do little more than react to the Marine’s sudden appearance, the troops pulled out their tag 

guns and shot isolinear tags onto the bodies of the now-former prisoners.  Seconds later they dematerialized in the 

beam of a Federation transporter. 

 “Room clear!” Lance Corporal Dominick Torelli reported. 

 “Clear!” echoed another voice from the next room beyond, followed by, “Ugh!  This must be the room the 

Kairn were utilizing as a latrine.” 

 “Cut the chatter, men,” Lieutenant Brinkman ordered, in spite of the fact two of his Marines were female.  

“We don’t want to give the Kairn any more of an advantage then they already…” 

 The lieutenant’s sentence was cut off as the entire squad heard what sounded like metal dropping on the 

deck not far down the corridor.  At heightened alert, Tolar gestured for two first class privates to investigate.  The 

pair – compression rifles held at the ready – moved slowly and carefully toward the direction of the noise.  As they 

neared a corner, both pressed their backs up against the bulkhead and – as one covered the corridor opposite them – 

the second private carefully looked around the corner. 

 Suddenly a loud sound filled the corridor and the PFC that was watching the far corridor was covered in the 

blood of his companion as a Kairn weapon ripped through him.  Half a dozen Kairn soldiers barreled around the 

corner at the same time another half dozen appeared in the intersection at the opposite end. 

 “Ambush!” Tolar cried out as he realized his squad was caught in a deliberate crossfire.  As most of the 

squad retreated back into the room where they had just rescued the prisoners, Tolar and two others aimed the tag 

guns they had just used to evacuate the prisoners in the direction of the lone private rushing back to his squad and 

pulled the triggers.  The isolinear tags sailed through the air, missing the Marine completely as he tried to dodge the 

enemy fire.  One tag hit the deck, a second the corridor bulkhead.  The third tag, however, attached itself to the 

armor of one of the pursuing Kairn soldiers, who paused and looked down at it in confusion before quickly 

dematerializing in the red sparkle of a Klingon transporter beam. 

 “Let’s go!  Let’s go!” Tolar implored, gesturing toward the laboratory door.  Lieutenant Brinkman hesitated 

a moment as he tried to urge the private that was rushing back down the corridor to hurry, only to see the Marine fall 

under the barrage of Kairn weapons fire.  The Lieutenant then tried to raise his own rifle to fire back. 

 “Lieutenant!  Get your ass inside here!” Tolar yelled out, only to watch as disruptor blasts from both 

directions struck the Marine officer, spinning him around. 

 “Take… command… First Sergeant,” Brinkman managed to sputter as he fell to the deck.  With a mixture 

of horror and rage, Tolar slammed his porcine fist against the door control, forcing the room door to shut. 

 “Corporal, seal the door,” the Tellarite ordered. 

 “But… First Sergeant!  The Lieutenant…!  He’s still…!” 

 “He’s dead, Corporal, and so will we all be if you don’t get that door sealed!  Now DO IT!” 

 Without further hesitation, the Marine corporal ignited a portable hand welder and started running it along 

the seam between the doors, welding them shut. 

 “Now what, First Sergeant?” one of the female privates asked.  “How do we get out of here?” 

 What was left of the squad could hear Kairn disruptors hitting the outside of the door as the reptilian 

soldiers tried to get into where the Marines were located. 

 “If it comes down to it, we use these on ourselves,” Tolar replied, holding up his tag gun.  “I hate to do it, 

as it would mean having to beam back aboard the station on level 1150, pretty much negating everything we’ve 

done for the last two hours, but at least we can get out of here.” 

 “I’m out, First Sergeant,” Torelli stated. 

 “Out of what, Lance Corporal?” 

 “I’ve got no more tags,” Torelli replied.  “I used ‘em all.” 

 “Me too, First Sergeant,” another Marine said. 

 Tolar counted his squad.  Including himself there were seven.  He then counted the isolinear tags in his gun.  

Two. 

 “I’ve got two.  Count off tags!” 

 “One!” 

 “Two!” 

 “None.” 

 “Nada.” 

 “Zilch.” 

 “As I said, First Sergeant, I’m out.” 



 “We’ve been pretty busy since we beamed aboard the station,” Private Amelia Sancho, the other female 

Marine assigned to the squad, remarked. 

 Tolar muttered a four-letter expletive under his breath as the sound of weapons fire against the door 

increased.  He then activated his communicator.  “Tolar to Resolute.” 

 “Go ahead, First Sergeant.” 

 “Alpha squad 8
th

 platoon is cut off inside one of the research labs located on level 1137, section 8.  We’ve 

taken casualties, including 2
nd

 Lieutenant Brinkman.  Kairn troops are about to break into our location.  Request 

emergency beam-out.” 

 “Stand by,” the voice from the Resolute replied.  Several seconds passed, more than Tolar would have 

though normal, before the voice returned.  “First Sergeant, we’re reading a dampening field and shielding around 

your section.  Cannot lock onto or beam any of your squad out.” 

 “That’s impossible!” Sancho exclaimed.  “We just tagged and beamed out ten… twelve people from this 

very location not five minutes ago!” 

 “The Kairn must have set up a new inhibitor when they ambushed us,” Tolar remarked.  He then looked at 

the corporal that had welded the door shut, who was now scanning with the tricorder built into his armor.  “How 

many Kairn are out there, Corporal?” 

 “At least ten,” Corporal Greer replied.  “Hard to tell with the interference from the inhibitor field and all the 

weapons fire.” 

 “Any chance we can get reinforcements?” Tolar asked, again addressing his starship. 

 “Dispatching reinforcement squads as we speak,” the voice from the Resolute replied.  “It may take some 

time for them to reach you.” 

 Even before Tolar could express his thanks, the sound out in the corridor changed, a much higher pitch than 

the normal Kairn weaponry evident.  Even the door, which had started to turn red from the heat of the disruptor fire, 

began cooling again.  The trapped Marines knew something was going on out in the corridor.  A moment later they 

could hear a voice shouting, unable to make out what was being said over the din of the weapons. 

 “Corporal, stand by to open that door!” Tolar ordered Greer.  The corporal nodded and extracted the hand 

welder off his utility belt once again but paused as sparks started flying into the room from the seam between the 

doors.  Using silent hand signals, Tolar ordered his squad to disperse and take aim on the door in case the Kairn 

were now finally breaking through.  A moment later a gloved hand squeezed between the doors, then a second and a 

third.  With a grunt of effort, the doors were manually pried apart.  A moment later a human head with thinning 

blond hair and a well-chewed 400 year old cigar in its mouth poked through the opening. 

 “Hey, I found ‘em!” Gunnery Sergeant Christopher O’Laughlin said with a grin.  A moment later he said to 

Tolar, “Alpha squad, 1
st
 platoon, at yer service.  You ordered a pick-up, First Sergeant?” 

 With some more effort by people on both sides of the door, the egress was opened fully.  Cautiously, Tolar 

and his surviving squad members stepped out into the corridor, where they were greeted by O’Laughlin and his 

squadmates.  Tolar was saddened by the sight of his lieutenant’s body laying on the deck against the bulkhead across 

from the lab door and the two privates – what little remained of them – further down the corridor, but was heartened 

by the sight of close to a dozen Kairn soldiers laying dead alongside their fellow Marines. 

 “Thank you, Gunny,” Tolar said to his fellow non-com with a nod of his head. 

 “Think nothing of it,” O’Laughlin replied.  “We were on our way up here heading toward level 1135 when 

we received the call you was trapped.  If you want, you can follow Sergeant Lehofer and Lieutenant Jeong-Hwan 

back down to the evac point so you can get yourselves checked out, or you can join up in helping liberate a few 

more levels?” 

 “Do you have any more cartridges of isolinear tags?” Tolar asked.  “It appears we’ve run out.” 

 O’Laughlin nodded toward the Lance Corporal next to him.  The Marine opened a backpack he was 

carrying, displaying several dozen cartridges loaded with tags.  Tolar smiled, something that as both a Tellarite and a 

Starfleet Marine First Sergeant he rarely if ever did, and grabbed two fist-fulls of the cartridges, tossing several to 

his squad members. 

 “I believe you have our answer, Gunny.” 

 “I never doubted it, First Sergeant.  Marines, move out!”  

 

* * * * 

 

 



 Twenty-four hours after Operation: Detachment had commenced, Dr. Sylvan Xaran and a medical team 

made their way toward the station’s recreation area.  During the fighting aboard the base, several platoons of Kairn 

soldiers had broken through the Federation lines in multiple places, invading and attempting to occupy the 

residential sections of the base.  Fortunately, with all non-essential personnel off the base, the recreation area within 

the H-1 section was – for all intents and purposes – completely shut down, which was probably a good thing 

considering a Kairn fast strike team had managed to avoid detection as they made their way into the upper levels of 

the starbase.  The small attack force of several dozen Kairn soldiers had been beaten back by alert Starfleet Marines 

responding to the scene, but the attack had caused severe damage, including several plasma fires that had to be 

fought by damage control teams.  Xaran and his nurses and orderlies were rushing to the scene of one such fire to 

treat casualties injured either by the fires or the periodic Kairn counter-attacks that followed. 

 The medical team arrived on the scene, a short distance from the normally-popular Bastogne Lodge, to find 

several Marines patrolling the area. 

 “What’s going on?” Xaran asked the Marine officer in charge of the scene as others started examining the 

first casualty. 

 “Ops received word of Kairn forces moving into the section of the base, Doctor,” the 1
st
 Lieutenant replied.  

“You may not want to be here if the Kairn attack again.” 

 “I already know I don’t want to be here, Lieutenant, but I have little choice.  We have injured crew here,” 

Xaran rebuked.  He then turned his attention to the nearest patient, trying to stabilize the badly burned victim so they 

could transport him to the nearest infirmary. 

 As the medical teams worked, the sounds of shooting could be heard growing louder.  Xaran looked up 

briefly in annoyance at the distraction as he helped stabilize another patient.  Several minutes later, ten Starfleet 

Marines and half a dozen station security officers came running down the corridor. 

 “You need to evacuate, now!” the first Marine shouted.  “The Kairn have broken through the new cordon 

we placed on the rec area!  They’re heading this way!” 

 Xaran spat a common Betazoid expletive as he helped place the latest casualty onto a nearby gurney and 

ordered an orderly to move him down the corridor toward the turbolift. 

 “You can’t go that way,” another Marine advised.  “The Kairn have captured Ladderway 9 and the 

intersection around Jefferies tube 27.” 

 “They’ve cut off our only route of escape!” Xaran complained. 

 A loud explosion not far away suddenly sent dust and debris wafting in the direction of the troops and 

medical team.  Xaran looked around, then shouted, “Everyone, into the Lodge!  It’s the only defensible position!” 

 The ten Marines, six security officers, two doctors, four nurses, four orderlies, and three remaining patients 

all rushed or were rushed down the small corridor toward the station bar.  Xaran was the first to arrive at the gated 

door.  He pulled out his phaser from its holster, for once grateful his wife had all but ordered him to carry one, and 

adjusted the setting before aiming it at the locking mechanism.  Seconds later the door was open and all the Starfleet 

personnel rushed in, the Marines and security officers taking positions with their weapons at each doorway and the 

several windows that looked out into the shopping and recreation area.  It wasn’t long before disruptor fire aimed at 

the Lodge filled the surrounding corridors. 

 The Starfleet defenders returned fire.  Occasionally, a Kairn soldier could be seen moving between the 

various closed and damaged shops of the rec area, but for the most part they too were well concealed.  After several 

minutes of shooting back and forth, it was realized both sides were stuck in a stalemate. 

 “Great idea, Doc,” one of the Marines remarked to Xaran.  “Now we’re trapped in here instead of trapped 

out there.” 

 “Calm yourself, Sergeant,” Xaran replied before tapping his combadge.  “Xaran to Ops.” 

 “Sylvan!  Where are you?  Are you alright?” inquired the worried sounding voice of Rear Admiral Val’ri 

Raiajh. 

 “I’m currently in the Lodge with about twenty-five others.  We’ve been surrounded by Kairn troops that 

have managed to penetrate the habitat levels of the station.  Request immediate beam-out.” 



 The was a pause on the comm-channel for several seconds, during which Xaran could hear several voices 

talking excitedly, though not what they were saying.  Eventually, Raiajh’s voce returned. 

 “Sylvan, apparently the Kairn have set up transport inhibitors in your vicinity.  We can neither beam you 

and your group out, nor can we beam reinforcements in.”  Xaran sighed, starting to recall how his several months of 

exile on Betazed had started during the Dominion War over a decade earlier.  “I have B’Elanna coordinating with 

Major Novikov.  They’re going to try and reach your location, but it may take some time.  Are you in a defensible 

position?” 

 Xaran looked over at the 1
st
 Lieutenant, the senior-most Marine officer present.  The Marine nodded 

silently. 

 “Yes, we can hold our position for the moment,” Xaran finally confirmed.  “Though I don’t know how long 

that is going to last if the Kairn manage to bring in reinforcements of their own before Novikov and his Marines get 

here.” 

 “Keep me apprised,” Raiajh ordered.  “Check in with Ops ever 30 minutes or when something occurs we 

should be aware of.” 

 “Yes, Admiral.  Xaran, out.” 

 “What now, sir?” the 1
st
 Lieutenant asked. 

 “What are you asking me for?” Xaran replied, not with a little annoyance.  “You’re the senior Marine 

here.” 

 “True, but you’re senior officer present, Commander,” the Marine replied, pointing out Xaran’s rank 

insignia on the uniform under his blue lab coat.  “That puts you in command for the time being.” 

 “Wonderful,” Xaran remarked.  “I guess we hold the fort until help arrives.” 

 “If it arrives,” one of the security officers remarked bitterly. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Hours later, little had changed.  The Kairn would occasionally press forward and attempt to capture the 

Starfleet crew hold-up in the Lodge, only to be repelled by phaser fire from the defenders.  Xaran continued to check 

in with Ops every half hour, but each report was met with a more and more worried Raiajh, as new pockets of Kairn 

occupation arose in areas of the station they should not have been able to reach unmolested, requiring greater 

resources than she currently had available to hold the invaders in place, and the small group of hold-outs were 

becoming a lesser and lesser priority in the defense of the Federation starbase.  The only good news was Xaran’s 

group was keeping several platoons of Kairn pinned down in the rec area who otherwise would be free to attack 

other areas of the base. 

 “Time?” someone called out. 

 “0342 hours,” one of the Marines replied.  “It’s been over fifteen hours since the Kairn attacked the rec 

area.” 

 “And almost that long since we got trapped in here and surrounded,” another security officer added.  “Hey, 

Commander!  How about we open up a few of these lockers and help ourselves to something to drink?  It might help 

us pass the time.” 

 “Yeah, and maybe we can invite the Kairn to join us in a toast?” a second security officer joked. 

 “Admiral Raiajh would be a little upset if we were to raid her personal stash.  And I’m sure Ops is working 

on extricating us from our predicament,” Xaran assured.  “This certainly can’t be any worse than when I was trapped 

by the occupation of Betazed during the…” 

 Xaran’s story was interrupted by an alarm on one of the many tricorders the hold-outs had set up around the 

perimeter of the Lodge in order to warn of another offensive by the Kairn.  One of the security officers moved to 

check it as everyone else resumed their careful watch through the doors and windows of the bar. 

 “I’m reading a single Kairn life-form approaching the main entrance, Commander,” the security officer 

announced.  “Moving at normal walking speed toward us.”  The security officer then looked at Xaran and asked, 

“What are they up to now?” 



 “Could it be carrying some sort of bomb or explosive device?” the 1stLT asked. 

 Xaran looked at the man monitoring the tricorder.  Understanding the silent order, he conducted a more 

detailed scan. 

 “Not detecting any explosive devices.  Not even detecting energy weapons of any sort.  This Kairn is 

completely unarmed.” 

 Xaran moved over near the main entrance to the bar, across from the marine 1stLT.  Not far away down the 

hall, he could see the Kairn soldier in question stop near one of the other shops and raise his hands close to his 

sharp-toothed mouth. 

 “I wish a trusssse to confer with you, Fedsss,” the Kairn yelled out. 

 Xaran looked at the Marine lieutenant inquiringly.  The lieutenant merely shrugged and said, “He is coming 

unarmed.” 

 “That doesn’t make the Kairn any less dangerous,” Xaran remarked before calling out, “Move forward 

slowly.” 

 Taking slow, deliberate steps, the Kairn officer walked closer to the entrance of the lodge.  Once he was 

within five meters of the door, the lieutenant aimed his compression rifle at him and said, “That’s close enough.”  

The Kairn nodded and stopped, his arms held wide in a gesture that indicated he was not a danger.  One hand held 

what looked like a captured Starfleet padd.  “What do you want?” 

 “I am passssssing on a messssssage from the commander of the Kairn forssssessss in thissss ssssector of the 

battlesssstation.” 

 “And what is that message?” Xaran asked. 

 The Kairn slowly bent down to place the padd he was holding on the deck.  He then used his bare foot to 

shove the padd toward the door.  As the Marine lieutenant continued to watch the Kairn carefully, his rifle never 

wavering, Xaran leaned down and picked up the padd.  Activating it, he started to read from it aloud. 

 “To the Fed Commander of the encircled Bastogne:  The fortune of this war is rapidly changing.  Our 

forces currently have you completely surrounded.  There is no hope for escape.  More Kairn forces are moving up 

through this battlestation section by section even as we sit and wait each other out. 

 “At this time, the Fed forces in and near the Bastogne have been encircled by strong Kairn mobile infantry 

units.  There is only one possibility to save yourselves from total annihilation: that is the honorable surrender of the 

encircled position. You will be given thirty of the time units you call minutes to decide.  If this proposal should be 

rejected, an entire company of Kairn mobile infantry are ready to annihilate the Fed troops in and near Bastogne. 

 “Signed, the Kairn Commander.” 

 The Marine lieutenant looked at Xaran, who for the first time since the group had been surrounded actually 

looked worried.  “What is going to be our reply, Commander?” 

 Xaran was at a loss for words.  Instead, he looked around the closed bar, trying to think of anything that 

might help him avoid both capture and annihilation.  Suddenly, as he gazed silently at the decor of the bar, he 

realized for the first time exactly where he was.  A wide smile spread on his lips, prompting confused looks on 

several of his fellow besieged officers.  He then typed a reply to the request for surrender, placed the padd back 

down on the deck, then shoved it back toward the waiting Kairn officer with his boot. 

 The Kairn picked up the padd and read the response.  For the first time, Xaran saw a look of total confusion 

on a Kairn’s features.  The Kairn looked at Xaran and addressed him directly. 

 “We are not entirely familiar with your primary language.  I do not undersssstand the meaning of thissss 

word.” 

 Xaran’s self-satisfied smile returned as he told the Kairn, “In a nutshell, it means, ‘Go to Hell!’  Now go 

back and tell that to your commander.” 

 Still puzzled, the Kairn backed away and returned the direction from which he had come.  Xaran turned 

back around, only to find similarly puzzled expressions on the faces of everyone around him. 

 “What did you say, Doctor?” one of the nurses wanted to know.  “What did you write back to them?” 

 “Just a simple message inspired by where we are,” Xaran replied, gesturing at the decorations and 

memorabilia around them.  “To the Kairn Commander: Nuts!  The Federation Commander.” 



 “Nuts?” the Marine lieutenant asked. 

 “It was the response the American General McAuliffe gave to a similar demand for surrender by the 

Germans at the Siege of Bastogne during Earth’s World War Two.  It seemed appropriate for the occasion.” 

 The lieutenant looked at Xaran as if he were half-crazy, remarking, “I’ll have to remember that.  Nuts, 

huh?” 

 “What now?” another Marine asked. 

 “If they attack as they threaten, we defend ourselves,” Xaran replied.  “If they continue to lay siege to us, 

we wait them out.  Eventually Val has to send someone down to get us.” 

 “I hope you’re right, Commander,” the Maine remarked. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several more hours passed, and with the exception of two probing attacks by the Kairn, one against the rear 

flank of the bar, the other a frontal assault, both easily repelled, nothing changed.  The Kairn still surrounded the bar 

at a distance, Starfleet continued to hold their position within. 

 Several of the besieged group had taken positions behind the heavy wooden bar, where they managed to get 

some sleep for a few hours while those still awake monitored the area and manned defensive positions at the doors 

and windows.  One of the nurses behind the bar awoke with a start as she felt a sharp rap on the deck beneath her.  

Sitting up suddenly, it drew the attention of several others, including an extremely tired Xaran. 

 “What is it, Nurse?” he asked. 

 “I… I’m not sure…” 

 The nurse stopped talking as a low whining sound could be heard.  Everyone started looking around, trying 

to determine exactly where the noise was coming from, when the nurse finally noticed one of the fasteners holding 

the deck plate she had been laying on was slowly turning, emerging from the deck. 

 “They’re coming through!  They found a way in!” one of the security guards said in a loud whisper.  

Suddenly everyone rushed out from behind the bar as the security guards and a few of the Marines surrounded the 

deck plate, weapons aimed directly at it. 

 “Marines, man the perimeter!” Xaran called out.  “This could be a diversion!” 

 The Marines quickly resumed their positions at the doors and windows – doubling their guard – expecting 

dozens if not hundreds of Kairn troops to suddenly appear at intersections and corners around the bar.  Meanwhile, 

the security officers, phasers still aimed directly at the deck plate, watched as several more fasteners slowly screwed 

out. 

 As the last fastener fell away, the plate suddenly bumped up, then lifted partly away before human fingers 

grasped the edge and pushed it out of the way.  Another Starfleet Marine looked out of the hole in the deck, 

evidently surprised to suddenly be on the receiving end of six phaser barrels. 

 “Don’t shoot!  Don’t shoot!  We’re friendlies!” 

 “Oh thank God,” one of the security officers remarked before they helped the Marine out of the hole.  He 

was quickly followed by another eleven Marines, including Major Viktor Novikov, the station’s Marine contingent 

commander. 

 “What took you so long, Major?” Xaran asked jokingly as he shook Novikov’s hand. 

 “Do you have any clue just how many pressure-bulkheads ve needed to cut through to reach you?  Dere are 

not a lot of Jefferies tube access points in dis area of the station!” Novikov replied. 

 “Let’s evacuate the wounded first,” Xaran advised.  “Able-bodied people second.  Marines bring up the 

rear.” 

 “Typical,” the 1stLT that had stood watch near the door for the entire siege remarked. 

 “Ve need to hurry,” Novikov remarked.  “According to sensors, dee Kairn are grouping to attack dis 

location en-mass wery soon.” 

 As Xaran supervised the movement of the three injured patients into the opening with the nurses and 

orderlies, led by several of the Marines who had accompanied Novikov to the Recreation Area, followed by the 



security guards, a noise outside the lodge caught the attention of the Marines still standing guard around the 

perimeter. 

 “The Kairn must have tricorders of their own,” the 1stLT remarked.  “They’re reacting to our escape past 

their siege line!” 

 “Go!” Novikov ordered Xaran, who was closest to the opening. 

 “What about you?” 

 “Just go!  Ve’ll cover your vithdrawal!” 

 As Novikov moved to take a defensive position near the main entrance, the Marine that had first emerged 

from the hole rushed over, shoving the deck plate back over on top of Xaran’s head. 

 “Wait, no!” Xaran protested as the plate slammed into place and the Marine started twisting the fasteners 

back into place with a special power tool.  Seconds later the plate was re-sealed. 

 “Here dey come!” Novikov shouted as an explosion occurred right outside the Lodge.  “Steady boys!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Less than an hour later, Xaran and the personnel he had been trapped with for almost a full day emerged in 

a corridor several levels below the Rec Area, in a section the Kairn had not yet overrun, and the chief medical 

officer quickly made his way to Ops. 

 “You need to send more troops into the Rec Area!” the doctor told his wife as soon as the turbolift doors 

opened.  “Major Novikov and several of his men are trapped down in the Lodge!” 

 “No.  No they’re not,” Raiajh responded sadly, turning her attention back to the master systems display. 

 “What?  What do you mean, Val?” 

 “We sent reinforcements into that section of the base just after you had been evacuated from the Lodge,” 

Commander Petersen explained.  “With General Ke’reth’s help, we finally had enough troops to re-take the entire 

H-1 and H-2 sections of the base.  Unfortunately…”  Petersen paused briefly.  “When the reinforcements reached 

the Lodge, everyone there, including Major Novikov, was dead.  Lieutenant K’vlok reported the Lodge had been 

vandalized as well.  The Kairn, before they retreated back to the lower levels of the base, scratched a single word 

into one of the walls, apparently with their bare claws.” 

 “What word did they write?” Xaran asked, afraid he already knew the answer. 

 “It’s the weirdest thing,” Petersen remarked.  “All they wrote was, ‘Nuts!’  Any idea what that could 

mean?” 

 “Yes, Commander,” Xaran replied.  “I know only too well what that means.”  Xaran then exchanged a look 

with his wife before heading up the stairs to her office, where he was hoping to splash some water on his face and 

lay down for a time on her couch. 

 

* * * * 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Combat log, stardate 65097.3; Lt Colonel Sean Elliot McIntyre recording: 

After thirty three days, combat operations aboard Starbase 719 have started to wind 

down, and Starfleet is now in control of 97% of the station.  One thing we have learned 

about the Kairn during this battle is that they are tenacious, preferring to fight to the 

death rather than surrender, even in the most hopeless of situations.  Unfortunately while 

this means the casualty rate among the Kairn has been devastatingly high, it has also 

taken a toll on both Starfleet and Klingon forces.  At least two hundred of the prisoners 

captured by the Kairn when they occupied the base’s lower levels have been killed, 

usually by the Kairn themselves when they are cornered and realize there is no escape, 

and at least another five hundred hostages injured, many severely, though we have 

rescued over 800 personnel.  Meanwhile Starfleet Marine and Security forces have 

suffered more than eighty killed and almost two hundred injured – mainly by improvised 

explosives; weapons rigged to overload when approached, hidden in various places 

around the occupied sections of the station, often near the transport inhibitors or shield 

generators we have been systematically locating and destroying – while the Klingons, 

who have often led the way into battle as we moved from room to room, corridor to 

corridor, Jefferies tube to Jefferies tube, have suffered the worst casualty rate aside from 

the Kairn themselves, losing nearly seven hundred of their elite shock troops with an 

additional three hundred injured.  Unfortunately, among our casualties was Major 

Novikov, the station’s Marine company commander.  I am assisting the station staff in the 

Major’s place until a suitable replacement can be found. 

Right now, the only remaining Kairn holdouts are located in the science lab on level 

1065, which they have evidently converted into some kind of command center, and the 

stellar cartography and star mapping laboratory complex on levels 1449, 50, and 51, 

where almost 100 Kairn soldiers remain.  They have ‘dug themselves in’ to both 

locations, probably in the hopes the Kairn fleet would return before they are wiped out.  

Ridding the starbase of them is going to be the most difficult part of this battle yet. 

 

 Shossa D’i’Ana, the highest-ranking surviving officer among the occupation force – roughly equivalent to a 

Starfleet Marine Major – paced back and forth inside the command bunker they had fortified in the former science 

lab, listening to the latest intelligence report. 

 “Outposssstssss Ssssix, Sssseven, and Eleven have been overrun.  Only Outposssst Three and our command 

and control bunker yet remain aboard this Fed battlesssstation,” one of the subordinate officers, a Chui – or 

Lieutenant – remarked.  “It appearssss there issss little for ussss to do but ssssurrender or die in a pointlessssss 

attack.  The Fedssss have ussss ssssurrounded and it appearssss our fleet will not return ssssoon enough, Shossssa.” 

 “We are Kairn!  Ssssurrender issss a fallback ussssed by mammalssss!” D’i’Ana growled.  He then began 

to think.  “You ssssay Outposssst Three hassss not yet been overrun?” 

 “Yes, Shossssa.  We ressseived an updated sssstatussss report from them little more than an hour ago.  

They have withsssstood another attempt by the Fedssss to overrun their possssition.” 

 “How many troopssss do they sssstill have?” 

 “Lessssss than one hundred.” 

 “But their outposssst is closssse to this sssstation’ssss csssentral hub, issss it not?” 

 “Only about one hundred meterssss, Shossssa,” the Chui responded after looking at a schematic of the 

starbase they had managed to access during their month-long occupation. 

 “The hub connectssss thissss entire sssstation assss one from top to bottom,” D’i’Ana remarked as he ran 

his claw along the diagram, pointing out the vast distance covered by the station’s central spine.  “Have the 

highesssst ranking offissser in Outposssst Three lead half hissss warriorssss through the maintenanssse tubessss to 

the hub, and from there climb to the control ssssenter of this sssstation.”  D’i’Ana pointed at Ops in the admin 

section.  “One thing we have learned in our contact with the Fedssss issss that every military vessssssel and 

outposssst issss capable of sssself-desssstruction, to prevent it from falling into the handssss of an enemy ssssuch 

assss ussss.  Have thissss new sssscout forsssse gain control of the command ssssenter and usssse the Fedssss own 

sssself-desssstruct ssssysssstem againsssst them!” 



 “But, Shossssa!” the Chui started to protest.  “This battlesssstation is thoussssandssss of meterssss –  

thoussssandssss of levelssss – tall!  How do you expect them to climb all that way?” 

 “The Fedssss do not keep every area of thissss sssstation under what they conssssider full gravity.  

According to the sssschematic, the csssentral hub hassss little if any gravity within it.  It should be a ssssimple 

matter to climb up and reach the upper levelssss relatively quickly.  It issss a better plan than ssssimply ssssitting 

here waiting for the Fedssss to find ssssome weaknessssss in our defenssssessss and exploit it.  Contact Outposssst 

Three.  Tell them to procssseed with all hasssste and desssstroy thissss sssstation before the Fedssss realize what we 

are planning!  And make ssssure they bring their ssssifter with them, in casssse the opportunity to usssse it 

pressssentssss itsssself.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Sparks erupted through the center of the sealed turboshaft hatch as the Kairn soldier cut his way through 

the reinforcements they had put there only days after boarding the Fed battlestation to prevent Starfleet forces from 

entering the area of the starbase the Kairn controlled.  Moments later two powerful scaled sets of hands forced their 

way between the doors and pulled them open.  Then a single helmeted Kairn head moved into the main shaft, 

looking both upward and down to make sure no Federation troops were lying in wait, especially since it had been 

through the hub that the Fed counter-attack that turned out to be simple misdirection had first originated weeks 

earlier.  The Kairn soldier’s head felt funny and he fought a wave of nausea as it passed beyond the field generated 

by the gravity plating and into the semi-microgravity of the station’s main hub turboshaft, which ran the entire 

length of the starbase from level 48 to level 1720. 

 “Clear, Chui,” the soldier said to the officer leading the assault team. 

 “Good.  Hand me the ssssifter, then sssstart climbing,” the Kairn lieutenant ordered, and one by one almost 

fifty Kairn soldiers entered the shaft, which was nearly wide enough in diameter to fly a Federation Type-8 

shuttlecraft through and could be maintained with the use of workbees from the inside.  Chui Xarn shifted the straps 

of a backpack over his broad shoulders and rung by rung the Kairn grasped the ladder that ran alongside the turbolift 

tracks.  It took a few minutes for each soldier to acclimate to the lack of gravity – only the barest tug could be felt 

coming from far below them – before each started pulling themselves up hand over hand for over three and three-

quarters kilometers. 

 

* * * * 

 

 In Captain Pearson’s office in Ops, Torres, Harkonnen, McIntyre, Petersen, and Drake were gathered, 

trying to plan their next step to finally rid the station of the Kairn occupiers. 

 “The fighting has pretty much ceased.  We’ve only got the two groups of remaining Kairn, and they’re 

pretty well isolated, both from each other and from the rest of the station as a whole,” McIntyre explained, pointing 

out the two remaining pockets of resistance on a schematic of the starbase displayed on the desktop monitor.  “The 

smaller group in Science Lab R2-50, which appears to be their command and control center, are trapped within just 

those two rooms.  No easy way in for us, but likewise no way out for them.  We’ve have the two exits well covered, 

they’re not going anywhere unless they surrender, and if not for the replicator and independent atmospheric 

processors in that section, we probably could have regained control of that lab already.  The other group is my 

bigger concern.” 

 “Why is that?” Harkonnen asked. 

 “To the best of our estimates, there are still over a hundred Kairn soldiers still holed up in there, and they 

still have free roaming access to more than half of level 1450 and parts of the levels above and below that,” Petersen 

explained.  “Now, there’s not a lot located there that they could cause mischief with, but there are a lot of 

maintenance tunnels and Jefferies tubes running through that area of the base, and if they manage to find some way 

out of that isolated area and into one of the sections we already cleared out over the last several days, we could be in 

for numerous additional casualties before this is over.” 

 “What are you doing to prevent just such an occurrence, Colonel?” Torres asked. 

 “We have Marine squads guarding every possible egress point,” McIntyre answered.  “We even have the 

Independence monitoring the exterior of the starbase hull, just in case the Kairn brought space suits along with them, 

if they try something similar to our initial amphibious assault.” 

 “We’re also working on breaking through the Kairn sensor jamming, so we can actually get a realistic 

picture of what is going on down there, what we could be facing, and to alert us to any attempt by the Kairn forces 

to break out of the area,” Petersen concluded. 



 Commander Harkonnen seemed to be studying the diagram of the starbase intently, as if trying to detect a 

flaw in the plan presented by the Marine officers. 

 “What about the main hub shaft?  After all, that was one of our primary means of accessing the occupation 

zone when our assault on the Kairn occupation force started last month.  If the Kairn were to access the hub, what 

would stop them from reaching almost any other area of the station?” 

 “Commander Torres has all the hub turbolifts disabled below the habitat section and all turbolift access 

doors within the transport hub pressure-sealed and alarmed,” McIntyre explained, nodding toward the base’s chief of 

operations and acting-First Officer.  “They can’t get in there without us knowing and setting off alarms in Ops.  And 

even if they managed to access the hub, it would literally mean climbing a kilometer or two before they could reach 

anywhere they could gain access to the interior of the station that isn’t literally crawling with security, Starfleet 

Marine, or Klingon shock troop personnel, and I don’t think even the Kairn – even in microgravity – would be 

willing to attempt that.  They would be wiped out – physically exhausted – before they could ever hope to mount 

any kind of attack.” 

 “I don’t know,” Harkonnen said thoughtfully, still staring at the schematic.  “If I were the Kairn, I would 

not be so stupid as to attempt any simple assault that would only result in more close-quarters combat.  If I were 

going to do something so physically demanding, I would want better assurance that my payoff was worth the effort.” 

 McIntyre turned to look at both Drake and Petersen as he said, “Double the troops guarding the fusion 

reactors and reactor monitoring rooms.”  McIntyre looked back at the diagram of the starbase, specifically the large 

reactors located beneath the botanical section.  “If I were the Kairn, I think that would be my most likely target.” 

 

* * * * 

 

0200 Hours 

Ops – Starbase 719 

 

 The midwatch was generally quiet aboard most Starfleet activities, but even more-so aboard Starbase 719 

at the moment.  Anyone able to participate in the extensive repairs of the station was assigned to do so, and that 

meant Doctor Sylvan Xaran – the base’s Chief Medical Officer – was in command in Ops with only Ensign Moira 

MacTaggert, a science officer who had been assigned to the starbase only six months earlier, and two Starfleet 

Marine guards to keep him company. 

 “Commander,” MacTaggert called out, using the doctor’s Starfleet rank.  “Repair Team Delta-9 reports the 

repairs to Spacedoor 3 are complete and the doors are ready for testing.” 

 “A week ahead of schedule,” Xaran remarked, sounding impressed.  “Not bad.  Tell the repair team to pack 

it up and come on in for now.  I’ll let Commander Torres schedule the door test during Alpha shift, when most 

everyone is already awake.  Last time they tried testing one of the damaged doors, the thing squealed so loudly you 

could hear it through the entire station.” 

 “Yes, Commander,” MacTaggert said before contacting the repair team again.  “Ops to Repair Team Delta-

9.  Stow your gear and head back inside.  We’re going to let the acting-XO schedule a test of the spacedoors in the 

morning.” 

 “Roger that, Ops.  You have a dozen guys here looking forward to hitting the bunk,” replied the voice of 

the repair team leader.  “D-9, out.” 

 MacTaggert was about to relay the repair team’s comment to Dr. Xaran when a noise from the vicinity of 

Admiral Raiajh’s office door drew her attention to the upper level.  She glanced at Xaran, who was busy reviewing a 

repair report concerning the USS Corsair, before heading up the stairs to investigate.  Just as she reached the top-

most step, the door to the machinery space that took up half of Ops Upper Level swished open and the last thing 

MacTaggert saw was the grey-scaled and armor-wearing humanoid lizard standing there before a disruptor beam 

from his weapon hit her directly in the face, killing her instantly and sending her body flailing over the rail and 

down onto the deck below with a loud thump.  The sound of the blaster was unmistakable, and Xaran slammed his 

hand into his combadge as he shouted, “Security to Ops!  Intruder…!”  Several blaster bolts from the Kairn soldiers 

rushing out of the machinery space sent Xaran diving behind the main systems display as the two Marine guards – 

who had both been standing near the turbolifts – opened fire on the intruders above. 

 “Computer!” Xaran called out again as he scrambled up the opposite set of stairs, hoping to reach Captain 

Cathryn Pearson’s office on the other side of Ops Upper Level and alert the senior base officers that the Kairn had 

somehow reached Ops.  “Lock out the main computer and transfer command authorization to be accessible only to 

Admiral Raiajh, Commander Petersen, Commander Harkonnen, and/or Lt Commander Torres, authorization Xaran-

Tango-Tango-Five-Five-One!  Initiate intruder suppression system in…” 



 Xaran suddenly fell forward, landing face-down and unconscious on the deck – his legs still dangling over 

the stairs and his arm mere centimeters from the wooden door of the office he was trying to reach.  The Kairn soldier 

who had emerged from the other machinery space door next to Pearson’s office then raised the rifle that he had just 

struck the Betazoid doctor in the head with and prepared to shoot him when Chui Xarn stopped him. 

 “Do not kill him,” Xarn ordered, looking around Ops and noting the corpses of MacTaggert and the two 

Starfleet Marines.  “We may need a hosssstage, and he probably has acsssessssssss to the desssstruct 

ssssysssstemssss we need to desssstroy this basssse.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Moments later, the four most senior officers of the station; Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh, Starbase Acting-

Executive Officer B’Elanna Torres, Security Chief Michelle Petersen, and Strategic Operations Officer Konstantin 

Harkonnen all gathered in the spacedock control room high in the hub of the spacedock. 

 “What’s going on?” Raiajh demanded to know as she walked in, still fastening her duty uniform jacket in 

place. 

 “The base has been placed into security lockdown, and all command functions have been locked out of 

Ops,” answered Torres.  “I can only assume the Kairn somehow managed to reach Ops and take over.  The duty 

officer managed to transfer starbase operations away from Ops, but they were unable to activate the intruder 

suppression system or anestyzine gas.  It’s our guess that everyone in Ops is dead.” 

 “Who was on duty?” Raiajh asked, fearing she already knew the answer. 

 “Two Marines, Ensign MacTaggert – one of our newer crew members,” Torres replied.  She then hesitated 

slightly before adding, “…And Doctor Xaran standing Duty Officer.”  After confirming the admiral’s worst fears, 

Torres then turned to the nearby control panel that overlooked the vast starbase spacedock and said, “Computer, 

transfer all starbase command protocols to this station, authorization Torres-Foxtrot-Bravo-Six-Nine.” 

 “All starbase command functions are now transferred to spacedock control room,” the computer voice 

confirmed.  Immediately most of the displays and functions normally located in Ops were displayed on the various 

monitors in the control room. 

 “Computer, activate intruder suppression system in all starbase levels above level 5,” Raiajh ordered. 

 “Intruder suppression system has been disabled in levels 1 and 2.  Anestyzine gas supplies in administrative 

section have been vented to space,” the computer informed.  “Do you wish to continue intruder suppression on 

levels 3 through 5?” 

 “No.  Cancel order,” Raiajh replied with a tone of frustration.  “The Kairn are nothing if not thorough.” 

 “Now what?” Petersen asked. 

 “Starbase Control to USS Dauntless,” immediately said Admiral Raiajh. 

 “This is the Dauntless, Lieutenant Peck, command duty officer.  Go ahead, Starbase Control.” 

 “We need Lieutenant Colonel McIntyre over here in the Spacedock Control Room, ASAP,” Raiajh ordered.  

“We have a situation in Ops.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Starfleet Marines, members of base security including security chief Michelle Petersen, and Commander 

Konstantin Harkonnen gathered on level 3 directly below Ops. 

 “I’m reading thirty Kairn and one Betazoid life-signs in Ops, Colonel,” Commander Petersen announced, 

reading off the indications from her tricorder. 

 “So Doctor Xaran is still alive!  For the Admiral’s sake, let’s try and keep him that way,” McIntyre 

remarked.  “I’m sure the Kairn can detect our presence as easily as we’re detecting theirs, so they’re going to be 

ready for us.  What I want to know is; how did they get all the way up into Ops without being detected?” 

 “The Control Room has been receiving reports of between fifteen to twenty Kairn bodies being discovered 

at various levels in the near-zero G area in the transportation hub of the station since the alert began,” said 

Commander Petersen.  McIntyre looked over at Harkonnen, his eyes silently asking the SOO not to say anything 

until the situation was resolved as the chief of security continued.  “It seems like the exertion of the climb killed a 

few of them.  Other factors – like inadvertently touching energized power relays running alongside the lift tracks – 

killed more of them.  But apparently enough of them reached Ops to mount a take-over.  We think they accessed 

utility corridors and Jefferies tubes once they made it as high up as the Admin Section.” 

 “How did they get into the transportation hub without setting off the alarms that Commander Torres 

assured us would alert to any breech of the hub?” Harkonnen asked. 



 “I’m not entirely sure,” Petersen replied.  “Though the alarms were only rigged to the regular turbolift 

doors.  The Kairn assault force may have cut through from one of the Jefferies tubes to access the hub.” 

 “Does how the Kairn reached Ops really matter right now?” McIntyre asked.  “I mean, they’re already in 

Ops.  We can analyze how they got there after we regain control!” 

 “The Colonel is correct.  Our one question must be; what do the Kairn hope to accomplish in Ops?” 

Harkonnen asked.  “Certainly not any means of escape.  They could have done that anywhere between the occupied 

sections and Ops by use of our escape pods or stealing a runabout from one of the external bays.” 

 “There’s only one thing I think they would be trying to do in Ops at this point, and that is accomplish their 

ultimate goal to completely destroy the station,” McIntyre remarked back. 

 “But Doctor Xaran managed to transfer all command functions out of Ops before he was captured,” 

Captain Michael Drake said.  “What could they possibly hope to do now?” 

 “The very fact that Sylvan is still alive means the Kairn are probably hoping they can use him to still access 

or override the block on the station’s self-destruct mechanism,” Admiral Raiajh said, joining the group clustered in 

the corridor. 

 “Can he?” McIntyre asked, turning his attention on the admiral. 

 “While Sylvan is not regularly an Ops officer, I made sure he is still a qualified duty officer.  Yes, he has 

the knowledge to do it,” Raiajh said.  “But knowing Sylvan as I do, I believe he would die before simply giving 

away any secrets.  However, the longer we give them, the more likely the Kairn will be able to find some way of 

breaking his will.  We need to act quickly.” 

 “Yes, Admiral,” McIntyre said.  “I already have a plan…” 

 

* * * * 

 

 At the same time in Ops, the Kairn Chui was losing patients.  More than half the control consoles in the 

room were literally torn open, their circuitry exposed, as the Kairn soldiers tried pointlessly to access system after 

system in hopes of finding the station’s self-destruct control mechanism. 

 “Thissss issss getting ussss nowhere!” Xarn grumbled.  “Bring me the hosssstage and fit him with the 

ssssifter.  He will tell ussss what we need to know!” 

 One of the Kairn soldiers climbed the stairs and entered Pearson’s office, which like Ops itself had been 

torn apart.  On his return, the soldier was pushing Sylvan Xaran, whose hands were tied behind his back and his 

entire torso wrapped with binding wire, ahead of him with the barrel of his weapon.  Forcing Xaran into one of the 

chairs in front of the ripped open security console, Xarn – who was nearly twice the Betazoid doctor’s weight – 

leaned in close and practically growled into his face. 

 “You will tell ussss what we want to know!  How do we acsssessssss the controlssss to activate thissss 

battlesssstation’ssss sssself-desssstruct ssssysssstem?” 

 “Why in the galaxy would I tell you that?” Xaran answered defiantly, trying hard not to gag on the reptilian 

being’s putrid breath. 

 “Becausssse if you do not tell ussss what we want to know, we will kill you,” Xarn replied. 

 “Even if I could tell you – which I can’t since I locked out all computer control here in Ops and it can’t be 

restored without the authorization of the base commander or executive officer – I’ll die anyway when you blow up 

the station.  I don’t see how threatening to kill me is quite the motivating factor you seem to believe it is?” 

 “There are many wayssss to die, Fed,” Xarn commented, his teeth bared again in a Kairn approximation of 

a smile.  “Ssssome are lessssssss painful and unpleassssant than otherssss.” 

 “You sound like a Klingon villain out of some badly written 23
rd

 century grade-B holoflick,” Xaran 

responded, still staring down his captor.  Xarn’s smile slipped and he thrust out his hand toward one of the soldiers. 

 “The ssssifter!” he demanded. 

 One of the nearby soldiers handed the device Xarn had carried on his back up the nearly four kilometer 

climb to reach Ops.  He reached inside and withdrew what looked like a metallic headband with wires returning 

back inside the pack.  Xarn admired the device for a moment, holding the band up in front of his face. 

 “It issss bassssed on a devicssse we disssscovered aboard a Kling-gone vessssssel we captured sssseveral of 

your yearssss ago.  More compact than our memory implanter, and able to be ussssed on a consssscioussss 

ssssubject.”  As another soldier held Xaran by the shoulders to prevent him from struggling, Xarn placed the 

headband around the doctor’s head.  “It hassss proven effective, though it often desssstroys the brain of the 

ssssubject if they fight againsssst it too hard.”  Almost immediately, the Betazoid man appeared sedated, almost 

hypnotized.  His eyes, while opened wide, appeared lifeless and his jaw dropped open slightly.  Xarn then attached a 



padd-like device with a crystal affixed to it to a plug-in connector on the outside of the pack.  Immediately the 

screen lit up with colors and images jumbled together incoherently. 

 “It will take sssseveral minutessss for the ssssifter to adjusssst to his mammalian brain, but ssssoon we will 

know what we need to know,” Xarn said. 

 

* * * * 

 

 McIntyre and one of his Marines rigged the device in the turbolift as Commander Petersen watched. 

 “Won’t the Kairn be waiting for a direct assault?” she asked as the Lance Corporal, an electronics expert, 

paused in what he was doing to await the final piece he needed to finish wiring the device together. 

 “I’m sure they’ll be expecting any kind of assault, direct, indirect, or otherwise,” Mack replied.  “That’s 

why we need a diversion.” 

 “Got it, Colonel!” another Marine exclaimed as he came running over to the turbolift, handing a diode to 

the Lance Corporal inside.  “I managed to pull it out of one of the holosuites down in the recreation area.” 

 “Good work, Private,” McIntyre said before turning his attention to the other Marine.  “Is this going to 

work, Lance Corporal?” 

 “I think so, Colonel, sir.  I need to wire it in and give it a quick test.  After all, you don’t want it to fail 

between here and Ops, now do you?  Probably about another half hour.” 

 “I hope we have another half hour,” Commander Petersen remarked gravely. 

 

* * * * 

 

 In Ops, Sylvan Xaran was now far from sedate.  In fact, he seemed to be in a great amount of pain as the 

Kairn sifter scanned his mind, trying to decipher the information the Kairn assault team was looking for.  Xarn, who 

stood over the base medical officer, kept emphasizing that he wanted to know how the self-destruct mechanism 

aboard the starbase worked, subconsciously causing the information the sifter was seeking to come to the front of 

Xaran’s mind where it would be easier to discern. 

 “Don’t fight it, Fed,” Xarn implored.  “We will be finding out the information we need – how to destroy 

thissss battlesssstation – no matter how hard you fight, and fighting the ssssifter will only causssse it to destroy your 

mind.  I would hate for you to have to sssspend the lasssst few minutessss of your life in a vegetative sssstate, Fed.” 

 As Chui Xarn spoke, Xaran grew more and more exhausted, his resistance faltering.  Finally, the images on 

the screen of the padd-like device started displaying wiring diagrams and console configurations. 

 “Good!  Good!” Xarn said.  “Jusssst assss I thought.  Thissss Fed battlesssstation hassss a manual override 

that can be ussssed to activate their sssself-desssstruct even when command functionssss have been dissssabled.”  As 

the images ceased and Xaran’s head fell forward, the doctor exhausted almost to the point of unconsciousness, the 

Kairn Chui removed the crystal recording device and handed it to one of his nearby soldiers.  “Usssse thissss.  

Desssstroy thissss battlesssstation, for the glory of the Kairn Empire!” 

 “Yes, Chui!” the soldier replied, taking the memory crystal and installing it into a reading device, which 

displayed the circuits the Kairn would need to re-wire in order to manually activate the starbase’s self-destruct 

mechanism.  The Kairn soldier immediately went to work, using optical cable from one of the ripped-open consoles 

to hot-wire the station’s last line of defense.  Xaran looked over at the Kairn soldier as he worked, a single tear 

winding down his cheek and a look of hatred in his eyes. 

 “How long?” Xarn demanded to know. 

 “Not much longer,” the soldier replied.  “But if I don’t do thissss right, I will not overload the sssstation 

reactorssss and activate the nesssessssssssary explossssive chargessss in the correct order, which would ressssult in 

damage to this battlesssstation but not itssss total desssstruction.” 

 “Hurry!” Xarn ordered. 

 The soldier continued his delicate work, but Xarn’s attention was called over to another of his soldiers who 

was monitoring a scanning device. 

 “Chui!  The Fedssss have acsssessssssssed and activated one of the liftssss to the control sssenter.  They are 

coming!” 

 “The foolssss!” Xarn remarked before ordering, “Defend the control sssenter!  Let no Fedssss enter!” 

 Nearly all the Kairn soldiers lined up before the doors of the turbolift, their weapons at the ready.  A 

moment later the lift doors swished open quickly and with a battle yell, Colonel McIntyre, Captain Drake, Gunnery 

Sgt O’Laughlin, Sgt James ‘Fireball’ Maarsingh, and several other Marines emerged, phaser rifles blazing.  The 



Kairn troops opened fire, filling Ops with noise and smoke, but the Marines just kept on coming.  Xarn started to 

realize something was wrong as not a single Fed soldier fell to the deck in spite of the close-quarters combat. 

 “Hold your fire!” Xarn ordered over the continued yelling of the Marine’s battle cry.  “HOLD!” 

 Confused at first, the Kairn slowly ceased their return fire before realizing as the smoke cleared that, in 

spite of the fact the attacking Fed soldiers were running, not a single one had moved more than a meter from the 

now-heavily damaged turbolift.  Xarn walked forward, his hand and weapon passing right through Lt Colonel 

McIntyre’s chest before he noticed the small device sitting on the floor of the lift beneath the still-shouting Marines. 

 “Hologramssss!” he growled, stepping in among the images and crushing the device on the floor with his 

bare clawed foot, causing the Fed soldiers, the noise they were making, and the false life-signs to immediately 

disappear.  “What do thesssse Fedssss possibly hope to do with hologramssss?” 

 The Kairn soldier who was attempting to re-wire the self destruct system, the only one who had not joined 

his comrades in defending Ops at the bank of turbolifts, had paused in his work to watch the apparently fake assault 

when it had begun.  As Xarn picked up the remains of the holodiode from inside the ruined turbolift and studied the 

debris, the soldier noticed the access hatch in the deck just forward of the main systems display console open and the 

real Gunnery Sgt O’Laughlin carefully emerge, taking aim with Betty – his compression rifle – right at the back of 

the gathered group of Kairn soldiers. 

 “Assssssssault!” the soldier shouted, tried to warn his companions before diving behind the nearby 

operations console as O’Laughlin reacted to the shout and turned Betty in his direction.  Suddenly Ops erupted in a 

new battle as more Marines and security guards emerged from other access hatches in the lower deck of Ops and – 

like the Kairn when they first arrived – from the machinery space on the level above.  Captain Drake, who was 

leading a squad of Marines through the hatch near the transporter console, scrambled into Ops as Kairn disruptor 

beams filled the space, the sergeant immediately behind him getting hit by enemy fire before he had completely 

emerged from the opening.  Lt Colonel McIntyre, who had followed O’Laughlin up through the central hatch, 

quickly dove at Sylvan Xaran, knocking his chair over and removing the doctor from the crossfire by covering him 

with his own body as bodies of both Kairn and Starfleet Marines fell to the deck around them. 

 “Gocho Ssssleessss!  Desssstroy thissss sssstation!” ordered Xarn, who was trying to take cover behind the 

central staircase, to the soldier who was ducked behind the operations console.  “Desssstroy it now!”  McIntyre – 

still lying on the deck over Xaran – turned his weapon on the Kairn officer and fired, blasting a hole through several 

of the stairs and into the chestplate of the Kairn officer crouched behind them, knocking him backward and flinging 

the Kairn’s weapon out of his clawed hand.  He then looked over his shoulder, noticing the Kairn technician that 

was crawling back over toward the open console against the outer bulkhead, trying to take a sight on the soldier.  He 

noticed the reptilian trying to connect two circuit cables together and assumed – correctly – that it was the final step 

in manually activating the station’s self destruct sequence. 

 “No!” the colonel shouted just as the Kairn touched the wires together in his hand and, looking defiantly at 

McIntyre, pressed a control on the console right as Sgt Maarsingh fired his own rifle at him.  For a brief moment, 

everyone in Ops – Kairn and Starfleet alike – stopped what they were doing, their expressions terrified, as the first 

of the explosions rumbled through the starbase. 

 

* * * * 

 

Station log, stardate 65099.6: 

The Kairn only managed to set off two of the self destruct charges located in the research 

section of the starbase before the Marines and security guards assaulting Ops killed the 

Kairn solder that had attempted to activate the emergency manual self-destruct system.  

The system failed when that soldier – who apparently did not have the time to properly 

bind the optic cabling together before the Marine assault – was killed and dropped the 

two control wires he had been holding together in his fingers, breaking the required 

circuit.  The assault force managed to capture eleven of the Kairn in Ops alive – though 

injured to various degrees – including their highest lieutenant.  Another twenty were 

killed or chose to commit suicide to prevent capture during the assault.  Our own assault 

team was relatively fortunate, only nine of thirty injured – two rather severely – and three 

killed as they successfully rescued Sylvan and prevented the complete destruction of the 

starbase. 



Following the explosions, damage control teams managed to seal off the affected areas of 

the station with emergency force fields, preventing any catastrophic loss of atmosphere in 

those sections.  Repairs to the starbase are proceeding, and we expect a special team 

from the Corps of Engineers to arrive within the next week to help bring the base back up 

to full operational status as soon as possible. 

Ironically, one of the two explosive charges that were set off was close to the science lab 

where the Kairn had set up their command bunker, killing all of them instantly and 

bringing their occupation of the starbase to an end as, without any direct chain of 

command, the fifty remaining soldiers in the astrometrics lab immediately surrendered. 

Luckily, none of the self-destruct charges that detonated were in the proximity of any of 

the base’s fusion reactors, or the Kairn plan to completely eradicate this starbase would 

likely have come true. 

Instead, now we have a brief time to heal our injured, repair our damage, and count our 

dead as we prepare for the next stage of this war the Kairn have brought upon us.  Will 

the Kairn fleet attack the base again?  Will we have to seek out the Kairn and take the 

battle to their front doorstep instead?  Only time will tell. 

Raiajh, out. 
 

 

 The doors of Infirmary 1 opened, and Fleet Captain Peter Koester and his Chief of the Boat, Pono Kyman, 

in the company of Lt Commander Makia Kyman, entered and walked over to where Val’ri Raiajh was sitting next to 

a biobed in which her husband, Dr. Sylvan Xaran, was currently asleep. 

 “How’s Sylvan, Val’ri?” Koester asked. 

 “Doing well, thank you, Peter,” Raiajh replied.  “His physical injuries are minor.  Jill wants him to remain 

in the infirmary overnight for observation and to make sure the sifter device the Kairn used to probe his mind 

doesn’t aggravate any old brain injuries.” 

 Koester took a look at the captured device, about the size of a large backpack or packed parachute, that was 

sitting on a nearby table awaiting analysis.  He recognized some of the components – particularly the crystal 

recording device – as being similar to the equipment that Kairn had hooked him up to in order to project images 

directly into his mind for the purpose of extracting strategic information from the commander of the starship 

Dauntless during their first encounter over seven years earlier. 

 “Michelle tells me we now have full control of the station again?” the captain asked. 

 “Yes.  However, nearly 25% of the station is uninhabitable at present due to the damage caused by the 

Kairn attack and this most recent incident with the self-destruct charges,” Raiajh replied, both her hands holding her 

sleeping husband’s right hand.  “Not to mention the defensive capabilities of the base have been severely degraded 

even further.” 

 “You may want to concentrate your efforts on repairing the base’s shields and weapons systems,” Koester 

remarked.  “It appears you’re going to need them.” 

 “Why?” Raiajh asked suspiciously. 

 “Mack and Michelle have been interrogating the Kairn prisoners you have in custody.  They have more or 

less confirmed something we have suspected for weeks,” Koester replied.  “The Kairn will be coming back.  

Apparently our preparation before the attack and the arrival of reinforcements during the battle surprised their fleet.  

They weren’t expecting us to put up the fight we managed to.  If not for our friends among the Morain, we’d have 

lost this war, Val’ri.  They believed their surprise attack was just that… a surprise, and that the station would be a 

sitting duck – or whatever equivalent they have for ducks on the Kairn homeworld.  The couple of surviving officers 

among our prisoners are being tight-lipped about it…” 

 “Kairn don’t have lips, Skipper,” Kyman remarked with a playful gleam in his eye.  Koester chose to 

ignore his COB’s remark. 

 “…But a few of the more junior soldiers confirm the fleet’s orders were; if overpowered, to  withdraw back 

somewhere beyond the star we call Leyte – perhaps even all the way back to their homeworld – and regroup.  

Apparently their plan is to simply keep coming and keep coming until either they have destroyed this starbase or 

have themselves been destroyed.” 

 Koester glanced once again at the Kairn sifter sitting on the nearby table.  He realized he recognized some 

of the parts as Klingon in origin and wondered where the Kairn had acquired them before continuing to speak. 



 “The COB and I are on our way to a meeting with your acting-XO, several of the fleet commanders, and a 

few Morain intelligence agents that just arrived aboard the station.  They have contacts that have been keeping the 

Kairn fleet under watch since they withdrew from the Typhon Sector and can hopefully tell us what the Kairn are up 

to.  The more we know the better, because with the defeat and capture of the occupying force here aboard the 

station, we may have finally won the Battle of Starbase 719, but the war the Kairn started is far from over.” 

 “I know,” Raiajh said.  “I have been informed of the Morain agent’s arrival and will be attending that same 

meeting myself.  Tell Commander Torres I will be there within half an hour.” 

 “I’ll pass your message on to her,” Koester said as he and both Kymans headed for the corridor.  “I just 

hope the Morain have some good news for us.” 

 “So do I,” Raiajh agreed.  “So do I.” 

 

To Be Continued… 


