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 The small transporter unit hummed to life and Captain Thadiun Okona materialized in the chamber.  His 

eyes were red and irritated, and he rubbed at them once more before shutting down the transporter unit and heading 

toward his quarters. 

 The Allied Armada had finally returned to base the previous day, and an after-action debriefing aboard 

Starbase 719 had quickly been scheduled the following morning.  Normally Okona would have skipped boring 

battle reports, but he had wanted confirmation of a rumor that had been floating around the starbase for weeks first-

hand.  While it was good news that the vast majority of the Kairn Imperial Fleet had indeed been destroyed or 

disabled during the battle at Leyte and the hunt for the remainder of the fleet that followed, Okona was devastated 

that the facts confirmed the Kairn had attacked and destroyed an entire Federation colony – Lambda Sagittarii II – 

before they themselves were destroyed. 

 Okona entered his quarters, walking right to the head with the intention of washing his face when he 

noticed the blanket on his bunk moving.  Growing angrier, he whipped the blanket aside, exposing Ensign Cassie 

Koester, completely undressed, who appeared surprised by Okona’s reaction. 

 Having not seen her since the armada had departed the base, it took a second for Okona to recognize the 

woman lying in his bunk, but once he did his expression softened slightly. 

 “Cassie?!  How did you get here?  What are you doing here?” 

 “The Dauntless returned to the station yesterday,” she explained, her tone of voice indicating she did not 

think she needed to explain.  “I wanted to see you.  And I do know how to operate a transporter, you know.” 

 Okona sighed through his nostrils, closing his eyes for a moment to regain his clarity of thought, before 

saying, “I want to see you again too.  But now is not a good time.” 

 “What’s wrong, Thadiun?” Koester asked, sitting up in the bunk.  She gestured for Okona to sit down next 

to her. 

 “I… I received some bad news today,” Okona explained as he finally sat down on the edge of the bunk.  “I 

had heard rumors about the last battle against the Kairn fleet, but your Admiral Fil confirmed the Kairn managed to 

destroy the Lambda Sagittarii colony too.” 

 “Yes, I know,” Koester said with a nod.  “I was there.” 

 “So was Donnie Young and his family.” 

 “Who?” 

 A little of the anger returned to Okona’s eyes as he explained, “Donnie and I were very close.  Served 

aboard the same ship together as apprentice crewmen, still in our teens.  Learned everything about running a 

merchant ship together.  We remained close even after we moved on, eventually both becoming captains of our own 

ships.  We both did relatively well, Donnie a little better than me.”  Okona looked at Koester, a slight twinkle 

appearing in his still irritated red eyes as he recalled a fond memory.  “But while I remained the dashing ladies man, 

Donnie met his future wife on Rigel V.  After a few years, they decided to sell off his ship, settle down on a planet 

somewhere and raise a family.  A whole houseful of little Younglings, as I liked to call them.” 

 Koester felt her stomach start to knot, suddenly realizing where this reminiscence was headed.  She reached 

over and placed an arm around Okona’s shoulder, attempting to console him. 

 “The planet they chose was Lambda Sagittarii II.  I made a stop to visit with them on my way out here to 

the Typhon Sector,” Okona finally said, confirming Koester’s fears.  “Donnie, Aife, their whole family was wiped 

out by the Kairn.” 

 “I’m sorry, Thadiun,” Koester offered, though it sounded inadequate even to herself. 

 “Damn them,” Okona finally growled after leaning his head against Koester’s bare shoulder.  “Damn their 

entire race!” 
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Station log, stardate 65354.2: 

With most of the station’s battle damage repaired, and the attention of our repair crews now trned 

toward our recently returned fleet of starships that participated in the Battles of the Leyte Gulf 

and Lambda Sagittarii II, the time is quickly approaching when Starfleet must make a decision.  

Do we press our current advantage and attack the Kairn homeworld in the hopes that utter defeat 

will finally convince the Kairn not to attack the Federation or its allies again, or do we sit and 

wait in the hopes they have already learned their lesson? 

I personally have had more than my share of the bitter taste of war and am content to let sleeping 

dogs lie, but I know of others – General Ke’reth of the IKV Hem bortaStaH and my own Strategic 

Operations Officer in particular – who are not as willing to be magnanimous under the 

circumstances. 

Raiajh, out. 

 

 

 The strategy meeting that was being held in one of the larger briefing lounges aboard Starbase 719 had 

turned into a shouting match as several dozen ship commanders and high-ranking Starfleet officers argued over what 

course the war should now take after the destruction of the majority of the Kairn fleet several weeks earlier. 

 Consciously or not, the room had divided itself into two camps on opposite sides of the long table that 

bisected the room.  On one half were those who felt the Kairn had taken enough casualties to convince them of the 

futility of their attack on the Federation outpost in the Typhon Sector and – as voiced by some – believed 

negotiations with the Kairn to arrange a truce and perhaps even a peace treaty of some sort could be arranged, led by 

Fleet Captain Peter Koester of the starship Dauntless and his close friend and ally, Rear Admiral Kathryn Janeway.  

On the other were those that felt the Kairn could never be trusted and had to be defeated utterly, disarmed and 

subjugated, to prevent any further attacks, led by the Klingon General Ke’reth, Captain William McLeod of the USS 

Besiege, and Captain Chakotay of USS Voyager. 

 Leaning against the wall at the back of the room stood Thadiun Okona, master of the cargo carrier 

Erstwhile, who watched the ongoing debate with his first mate, a man named Ian Westwell, feeling little but disgust 

for the spectacle unfolding before him. 

 Sitting at the head of the table on the far side of the room, horrified at how the strategy session had broken 

down into petty bickering, sat the starbase’s commander, Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh.  Sitting next to the Admiral on 

her right was the station’s recently returned executive officer, Captain Cathryn Pearson – who looked noticeably 

thinner than when she left the base several months earlier during the middle of her recent pregnancy – while on the 

Admiral’s left sat Raiajh’s Strategic Operations Officer and Pearson’s husband, Commander Konstantin Harkonnen. 

 “How long are you going to let this continue, Admiral?” Harkonnen asked Raiajh, just a hint of his Russian 

accent coming through.  “This is getting us nowhere.” 

 “You’re right, Commander,” Raiajh admitted, slowly shaking her head sadly before standing up.  She then 

looked at Harkonnen and said, “If you would do me the honor?” 

 Harkonnen nodded, then placed two fingers in the edges of his mouth and performed a shrill, penetrating 

whistle that drew everyone’s attention.  All eyes turned toward the standing station commander. 

 “We’re here to figure out the next step we’re going to take to fight the Kairn, not to fight each other!” 

Raiajh scolded.  “What should our next step be?  What do we wish to accomplish?  And how are we going to 

accomplish it?” 

 “All good questions, Admiral,” Koester said, talking to Raiajh but actually addressing everyone in the 

briefing lounge.  “But in all the confusion of our recent battles with the Kairn, we have overlooked something 

important!”  He looked around at everyone as they settled down and again took the seats they had occupied before 

the arguing started.  Everyone present looked at the commander of the Dauntless expectantly.  “We still need to 

answer one even more important question regarding them.  Why are we fighting to begin with?” 

 “Because the Kairn attacked us!” called out Captain Kethry Sutherland, commander of the starship Sarek, 

her tone of voice indicating she thought the question rather idiotic. 

 “That’s not what I meant, Kethry,” Koester responded.  “I mean, what prompted them to attack us?  We’ve 

had encounters with the Kairn for the better part of a decade now.  It took nearly three years for this starbase to be 

built here in the Typhon Sector and we heard barely a peep out of the Kairn that whole time.  They could easily have 

destroyed the base before it was even complete had they attacked before Home Plate became operational and the 

Fifth Fleet was based here.  Follow that with nearly two years of our fleet exploring the AOR, and aside from a few 

minor skirmishes with the Kairn, things remained relatively peaceful.” 

 Koester looked at his attentive audience, hoping they were now following his line of thought. 



 “What changed five months ago?” he finally asked.  “What did we – meaning the Fifth Fleet – do that 

caused the Kairn to feel… threatened?  …to the point they decided to conduct a near-suicidal attack on this base two 

years after we firmly established our presence here?”  He looked around at his audience as he continued.  “Is it 

anything we did at all?  Could something have happened outside of our knowledge or influence that prompted the 

Kairn to attack?    Could they have received faulty intelligence that indicated we were about to launch a pre-emptive 

attack on them?  Could they have misinterpreted some signal from us, or one of our allies?  Could it be something 

that really didn’t have anything to do with the Federation at all?  Have they encountered some other alien race we 

have no idea exists that has put such pressure on them that they felt they had no choice but to try and expand their 

empire in the direction of the Typhon Sector?  These are the questions I have been pondering since our return from 

Lambda Sagittarii.” 

 “Even were that true, Fleet Captain,” Ke’reth said, standing up unsteadily and favoring his right leg, which 

had been injured during the fight against the remnant of the Kairn fleet in orbit of Lambda Sagittarii II.  “How could 

we know?  And what difference would it make regarding what must be done now?  The Kairn are now vulnerable!  

We must bring them to their knees while they remain vulnerable! Then we’ll be in a far better position to dictate 

terms!” 

 “Ironic, a statement such as that coming from a Klingon,” remarked Lt Colonel Sean McIntyre, 

commanding officer of the Marine Special Contingent assigned to the starship Dauntless and the starship’s Chief of 

Security, as he stood up next to Koester.  “Considering those exact same words were said of the Klingons nearly a 

century ago when the explosion of Praxis nearly decimated Qo’noS.  Instead, President Ra-ghoratreii hosted peace 

talks, interrupted by not one but two assassination attempts.  Those peace talks opened the door to closer relations 

between the Federation and the Klingon Empire.  Where would you and I be today if the Federation had ‘brought the 

Empire to its knees’ instead?  Not standing here together as allies I would think.” 

 Ke’reth appeared as if he were going to say something else, but merely stood there looking at McIntyre 

with his mouth open for several seconds before seeming to remember where he was.  Closing his mouth, the general 

glared at Koester and asked, “What did you have in mind, Fleet Captain?” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The transporter aboard the Erstwhile activated and two humanoid beings materialized in the cramped 

transport chamber. 

 “I can’t believe they’re even proposing the idea, no less will attempt to carry it out,” Captain Okona 

remarked to his first mate, Westwell.  “A peace treaty with the Kairn?!?” 

 “If Starfleet can get the Kairn military to stop fighting and sit down and talk, wouldn’t that be a good thing 

for everyone?” Westwell asked, playing devil’s advocate, as he often did with Okona. 

 “After what the Kairn did to the Saggittaiii Colony?” Okona questioned, stopping in the corridor and 

confronting his first mate.  “The Kairn shouldn’t be reasoned with!  They should be defeated!  A defeat so definitive 

that they will never rise from the ashes to threaten another world ever again!” 

 “Tell Starfleet, Thadiun, not me,” Westwell said as the pair resumed walking toward the Erstwhile’s bridge.  

“You’re preaching to the choir here.” 

 “Starfleet’s not going to listen to me!  All I am is some lowly merchant ship captain contracted by Starfleet 

to help defend a starbase so far out in the middle of nowhere that even the Federation itself can’t get here in time to 

protect it from attack!” 

 “What about that little Ensign that’s been hanging around you like a lost puppy dog?” 

 “How’s a junior officer going to influence Starfleet policy, especially in a war situation like this?” Okona 

asked, throwing an annoyed look at his first mate. 

 “She’s no ordinary Starfleet junior officer, from the stories I’ve been hearing in the bar on the starbase,” 

Westwell commented.  “She’s the protégé of the Dauntless’ commander.  He’s got a lot of influence over the fleet, 

and she’s got a lot of influence over him!  If he’s going to listen to anyone, I would think it would be her.” 

 Okona paused again just outside the door to the bridge, his expression now thoughtful. 

 “Maybe…  Maybe you’re right,” he finally said, pointing at Westwell.  “Maybe I can make them all see 

reason through Cassie?  But in case you’re wrong, I think we better come up with a plan of our own to make sure the 

Kairn aren’t given the opportunity to stab the Federation in the back as they’re stupidly holding out an olive 

branch.” 

 “What do you have in mind?” Westwell asked. 



 “I’m not sure,” Okona replied as he pressed the button beside the door.  The hatch opened with a loud 

metallic clank.  “I’ll have to think about it for a couple of days.  But just in case, keep the ship ready to depart on 

short notice.” 

 “Will do, Thadiun,” Westwell replied. 

 

* * * * 

 

 A smaller meeting of only the commanders of the six primary Fifth Fleet vessels; Koester, K’danz, 

Sutherland, McLeod, Tomkins, and Ke’reth; along with Admiral Raiajh, Captain Pearson, Commander Harkonnen, 

senior-most Starfleet Marine officer Lt Colonel McIntyre, and station security chief Commander Michelle Petersen, 

were gathered in the main briefing room on the upper level of the starbase’s Operation Center, where Koester was 

reviewing a timeline he had compiled of the fleet’s various encounters with the Kairn over the years, hoping to 

ascertain a pattern or isolate an incident that might have set the reptilian race on the path of all-out war with the 

Federation. 

 “We know the first Federation encounter with the Kairn where there was a survivor to tell what had 

happened was my abduction by them in late 2380,” Koester said.  “Before that, they had managed to operate under 

the radar in the years following the Dominion War as they assessed our strengths and weaknesses, capturing 

Federation civilian craft and one or two Starfleet vessels and making it appear like the ships had been lost due to 

some accidental occurrence or pirate activity along the frontier.  It was shortly after I made my report to Starfleet, 

and possibly even prompted by my successful escape, that the Kairn invaded Federation sectors 425, 426, and 429.” 

 Colonel McIntyre activated the tri-screen sitting in the middle of the briefing table, taking over the briefing.  

The screens displayed a star chart centered on the three invaded sectors Koester had mentioned. 

 “The Kairn quickly occupied several populated star systems in these three sectors with plans to use them as 

staging areas for a buildup of military equipment and the jumping-off point into four additional sectors of Federation 

space as they continued to expand.  They continued to occupy the systems for close to two years.  If not for the 

intelligence gathered covertly by the starship USS Providence in late-2381, coupled with the luck of the Dauntless 

encountering a Morain patrol ship a few months later in early-2382 and forming an alliance with the Morain – one 

of the Kairn’s oldest enemies – who in turn gave us a method of resisting the Kairn variable-frequency disruptors, it 

is likely their advance into Federation space would have continued unabated.  By the end of 2382, Starfleet had 

pushed the Kairn back out of the three occupied sectors, and it appeared relations with them had calmed for a 

while.”  McIntyre started walking around the perimeter of the room as he continued the brief.  “Starfleet Intelligence 

believes the Kairn took the time to analyze their losses to the Federation and the ramifications of our alliance with 

the Morain and came to the conclusion they were no longer fighting two weaker foes but one stronger adversary.  

When construction of Starbase 719 started in 2384, some of the Starfleet Corps of Engineers vessels involved in the 

construction noted the approach of unidentified ships coming from the vicinity of Kairn space and passing within a 

lightyear or so of the base’s present position, as if observing or taking sensor readings, but no conflict with the Kairn 

emerged at the time.  I believe they were still evaluating us, trying to figure out where they had gone wrong in their 

plans for expansion.  It wasn’t until 2386, after the base became fully operational and the ships being assigned to the 

Fifth Fleet were on their way to the Typhon Sector that the Kairn resumed covert operations against Starfleet, 

attempting to hijack one of our starships with the intention of causing it to explode after it had entered spacedock, 

severely damaging or possibly even destroying the starbase in what would appear to Starfleet to have been a terrible 

accident, one the Kairn could claim they had no knowledge or part in.” 

 Fleet Captain Koester stood up again and continued the briefing. 

 “After that mission failed, and our fleet’s mission of exploration beyond the Typhon Expanse officially 

began, we noted the Kairn appeared to be keeping a close eye on our ships,” he remarked, nodding to McIntyre as 

the Marine officer sat back down at the table.  Koester pressed the control on the table top and the tri-viewer image 

changed to the several sectors of space the Fifth Fleet had explored in the two years their mission had lasted thus far.  

On the screen, small Starfleet emblems left behind dotted lines tracing their paths as they moved from star system to 

star system.  “They would wait until one of our starships had finished exploring a given star system, then move in 

and claim it for themselves unless already populated by a star-fairing race like the Sagions or the Algorians, who 

could generally defend themselves.  Generally, the situations when we have encountered Kairn vessels directly have 

been tense but usually not openly hostile, with three exceptions.”  Koester looked at Captain Tomkins, Captain 

McLeod, and General Ke’reth in turn before saying, “They attacked the USS Triton and nearly destroyed it within 

the first week of the Fifth Fleet first departing the base when they merely confronted and chased off all the other 

Federation starships they encountered around that same time period.  Then there was the attack on the Besiege last 

year that resulted in several members of the crew being killed or badly injured and the ship having to be towed back 



to the base.  Finally, there were periodic attacks on the Klingon colony on Kos’Karii that often kept the Vengeance 

occupied.  Based on analysis of the attacks, Colonel McIntyre believes – and both Admiral Fil and I agree – that the 

Triton incident was as severe as it was because the starship’s original ordered course away from the Typhon Sector 

may have taken it directly into what the Kairn consider their undisputed home space, since no formal border has 

ever been firmly established or agreed upon by either the Federation or the Morain.  We’re still unsure why the 

Kairn attacked the Besiege when they did other than perhaps it was because that starship was working closely with 

the Morain inside recognized Morain space at the time and the Kairn could not resist what appeared to be a lone 

Federation vessel.  Meanwhile, the attacks on Kos’Karii, we surmise, are due to the fact that – as a warrior race – the 

Kairn feel the Klingons are more of a challenge to them in the region than the Federation is.” 

 In spite of the outrage Ke’reth felt over the numerous attacks the first Klingon colony in the region had 

endured at the hands of the Kairn, the general could not help but smile at Koester’s remark that the Kairn considered 

Klingons a greater challenge. 

 “So it is your belief that the Kairn only attack when feeling openly threatened?” Harkonnen asked. 

 “That is the premise we’re basing our opinions on right now, and I believe we should base our future 

strategies on as well,” McIntyre confirmed. 

 “Which means we need to figure out what caused the Kairn to feel threatened late last year,” Koester 

added.  “So threatened they started a real war!” 

 “The Vengeance was engaged in battle with three Kairn destroyers, protecting Kos’Karii once again, in the 

weeks before the attack on Starbase 719,” Ke’reth admitted.  “I managed to destroy two of them before the last ship 

slunk away like a coward.” 

 “But we’ve already established the Kairn had a pattern of attacking your colony, and your ships defending 

it,” Admiral Raiajh remarked.  “Why would your defeat of another attack on your colony world provoke the Kairn to 

attack a Federation starbase and its attached fleet two sectors away?” 

 “It shouldn’t,” Koester agreed. 

 “Could it have been…?” Captain Sutherland quietly said to herself.  Both Koester and Raiajh looked at the 

half-Betazoid woman as she looked around at her fellow officers.  “Not long before Admiral Raiajh received the 

information indicating the Kairn were massing for an attack on the base, the Sarek crew had an unusual encounter of 

our own with the Kairn about five sectors away.” 

 “Unusual in what way?” prompted McIntyre. 

 “We were exploring in Sector 50110, in the area just beyond the Morain Alliance, where we discovered a 

habitable desert world, just barely Class-M, the second planet in orbit of the star Alpha Rianus,” Sutherland 

explained.  “Sensor readings indicated what appeared to be a primitive humanoid civilization living within a single 

city on the surface.  From orbit, with only a basic scan of the planet’s surface, it appeared to be roughly equivalent to 

the ancient Egyptian civilization on Earth around 4000 BC.  I authorized an away team to beam down and try and 

observe the civilization more closely, see if we could determine how old the civilization was, find out if it was 

progressing as would normally be expected.  My away team was in for a big shock when it turned out they were 

detected just after beaming down to the planet’s surface.” 

 “You mean discovered, don’t you?” Captain McLeod asked. 

 “No.  Detected.  It turned out they had equipment similar in function to our tricorders.  It wasn’t a primitive 

civilization of any kind, but a Kairn colony we had accidentally come across.  Kairn soldiers tried to capture the 

away team, fortunately without success.  At the same time, the Sarek was attacked in orbit by two Kairn 

battlecruisers that warped in out of nowhere!  They must have been within the star system the entire time.  We were 

barely able to retrieve our away team and retreat from the system without too much damage, and it took us weeks to 

get back to Starbase 719 for repairs.  Shortly after we docked at the base, the Kairn attacked.”  Sutherland’s nearly 

black eyes locked on Koester’s.  “Could our arrival at Alpha Rianus II be the threat that set off the Kairn?” 

 “I don’t see how,” Ke’reth remarked with a grunt.  “I would hardly consider an unarmed away team to be a 

threat, particularly against an entire Kairn colony under the protection of two battlecruisers.” 

 “You never know.  Perhaps there’s something there they didn’t want discovered, like a dilithium mining 

operation or some other resource they consider valuable and don’t want us taking it away from them,” Koester 

commented.  “Have your sensor readings of the planet been transferred to the library computer core aboard the 

base?” he asked Sutherland. 

 “No.  In all the excitement leading up to the attack on the base and the fighting ever since, we never had a 

chance to transmit our survey reports and sensor readings.” 

 “Send everything you have to the base stellar cartography lab,” Raiajh ordered.  “Cathryn can coordinate 

with your science staff.”  Raiajh then looked at Koester, who needed no prompting. 



 “Mac and I will review everything in there and see if there’s anything that could account for the Kairn 

actions in the days and weeks that followed.”  The Fleet Captain then looked at Harkonnen.  “Commander, can you 

get in touch with your contact in Morain Intelligence and find out anything the Morain might know about Alpha 

Rianus II?” 

 “I’ll get right on it, Fleet Kiptin,” Harkonnen responded. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Two hours later; Fleet Captain Koester, Lt Colonel McIntyre, and Commander Jo Ann Tredworth – the 

Sarek’s Chief Science Officer – were standing at the control console on the bridge-like structure inside the starbase’s 

stellar cartography lab with Lt Commander Makia Kyman, the base’s senior stellar cartographer and distant relative 

of the Dauntless’ Chief of the Boat, who was seated at the controls.  On the screens that surrounded the room was 

projected the region of space within the sector the Federation designated 50110, based on the star mapping and 

sensor readings from the starship Sarek, the only Federation starship to have traveled that far since the mission of 

the Federation Fifth Fleet began. 

 “Move us in on the same approach the Sarek took into the Alpha Rianus system, Commander,” Tredworth 

said to the other woman at the controls.  The image moved in on a binary star system, a small white star orbiting at a 

distance around a large red star slightly bigger than Earth’s sun with several planets and an asteroid belt orbiting it.  

The image continued to move closer and closer to the red star, a small dark-orange world quickly coming into view, 

that planet soon filling the view in front of the four officers.  As the image zoomed in further, looking like the view 

from a shuttle descending toward the surface from orbit, what appeared to be a dark rectangle on the almost blood-

red ground resolved into a small city made up of near-identical block-like buildings all surrounding an elaborate 

larger building that – from its appearance and placement – was evidently a structure of some significant importance.  

The image settled on the city, circling it like an aircraft in the sky. 

 “From orbit, and even from close on the ground once we had sent down the away team, the lone city we 

discovered appeared primitive, like something out of Egyptian or Mayan history,” Tredworth remarked. 

 “And this is the only city you found on the entire planet?” Koester asked. 

 “Yes,” Tredworth confirmed with a nod. 

 “That should have been the first sign that this was something other than a primitive culture,” the Fleet 

Captain remarked.  “Most naturally occurring primitive cultures would exhibit several established towns and/or 

cities.  You don’t want to put all your eggs in one basket in case of a natural disaster or anything like that.” 

 “There’s more to it than that,” Tredworth remarked.  She touched another control and the planet’s surface 

turned transparent, revealing another city beneath the surface structures.  “While the away team and I were on the 

surface trying to observe the inhabitants without being observed ourselves, the Sarek continued to scan from orbit.  

They found a modern facility, including numerous small spacecraft, hidden beneath the surface.  It’s almost as if 

they were trying to hide their colony by disguising it as a pre-industrial culture on the surface.” 

 Koester looked at the hidden underground facility for a few seconds more, then leaned forward and pressed 

a control on the console himself.  The image returned to the view of the city as seen from the air. 

 “Any idea what that big building in the middle of the city is?” he asked, pointing toward the elaborate 

structure.  “It appears to connect directly with the underground structures.” 

 “Not a clue,” admitted the Betazoid science officer.  “We weren’t able to get any closer than a scatsball 

field’s length from the outer boundary of the city before we were discovered and chased.  Apparently they detected 

the Sarek in orbit and immediately sent soldiers with sensing gear capable of jamming our equipment out to 

determine if anyone had landed on the surface.” 

 As the image continued to show the Kairn city as if viewed from an aircraft flying around the city’s 

perimeter, Koester studied the view. 

 What about either of you?” the Fleet Captain asked both McIntyre and Kyman.  “Any ideas what it could 

be?” 

 “It’s an elaborate building, but considering the entire surface city is camouflage, it could be anything,” 

McIntyre replied. 

 “It reminds me of the ancient Japanese castles that dot the home islands,” Commander Kyman remarked.  

“Perhaps a fortress of some kind?” 

 “It doesn’t appear to be a military outpost.  The ships hidden underground looked like transports,” Koester 

remarked.  “And it’s not a major trading center.”  Koester leaned over and pressed another control on the console.  

One area of the wrap-around screen just to the left of the city changed from the view of Rianus II to a star map of the 

Fifth Fleet AOR showing the location of Sector 50110, Morain space, presumed Kairn space, and the Typhon 



Sector.  “It’s not even anywhere close to known Kairn space!  It’s on the complete opposite side of the Morain 

Alliance.”  Koester continued to ponder the view for several more seconds.  “If the incident with the Sarek was what 

precipitated all this, what is it about this planet… about this city… that would make the Kairn decide to go to war?  

It just doesn’t make sense.” 

 “Perhaps the key word should be ‘Yet,’” suggested McIntyre. 

 “What do you mean, Mack?” 

 “You said this colony doesn’t appear to be a military outpost or trading center.  Maybe it’s not a military 

outpost or trading center yet?” the colonel proposed.  “As you said, this is way beyond what we know of as Kairn 

space, completely on the other side of the Morain.  Maybe this is the first step toward a new expansion of their 

empire, toward the galactic core, prompted by our establishing Home Plate in the Typhon Sector, and the Sarek 

discovered it before the Kairn were ready?” 

 “It’s possible, I suppose,” Koester said uncertainly.  “But those buildings don’t look new to me.  If 

anything, I would guess they are several centuries old.” 

 “Maybe the Kairn just built them to look that way, to disguise the nature of their colony?” Tredworth 

suggested. 

 Koester looked back and forth between the Marine and science officer, saying, “I have a feeling this is just 

another piece to the overall puzzle, but not the answer we were looking for.  We need to find out more information.”   

After thanking Lt Commander Kyman for the use of her facility, Koester started to lead McIntyre and Tredworth 

toward the door.  “Have either of you ever tried to put together a puzzle without knowing what the picture is 

supposed to look like when you’re done?” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Later that evening, several members of the starbase command crew and their friends were gathered in the 

Bastogne Lodge, the station’s favored watering-hole.  With repairs to the station almost complete and the reported 

decimation of the Kairn fleet, the civilian crew of Starbase 719 had begun to return, much to the relief of many of 

the Starfleet personnel and other station defenders who had gone without many of the normal recreation facilities the 

base normally offered for the past several months. 

 Captain Thadiun Okona of the cargo vessel Erstwhile, who was visiting the bar in the company of Ensign 

Cassie Koester of the starship Dauntless, noticed Commander Konstantin Harkonnen, the strategic operations officer 

with whom he had been coordinating his ship’s defense of the base over the last several months, sitting with two 

women – one of whom displayed the rank insignia of a captain.  Okona assumed the woman was the base’s 

executive officer and got out of his seat to introduce himself – Ensign Koester tagging along close behind. 

 As the pair approached, Harkonnen introduced Okona to his wife, Captain Cathryn Pearson, and Admiral 

Raiajh’s flag aide, Lt Commander Marie Quintero, before inviting Okona and Koester to join them and explaining to 

Pearson some of the operations the Erstwhile had participated in during her absence from the base. 

 As the bartender passed out Romulan Ale and vodka bottles from two private stashes normally kept locked 

up in a hidden compartment of the storeroom, passing them around to everyone seated at the table except Pearson – 

who was drinking from a glass filled with a creamy brown liquid – Okona asked, “Has the Admiral decided on what 

Starfleet is going to do about the Kairn yet, Captain Pearson?” 

 “Val still needs to consult with Penji,” Cathryn Pearson said as she opened one of the vodka bottles and 

poured the clear liquid into a glass for Harkonnen, referring to Vice Admiral Penji Fil, the Fifth Fleet’s highest 

ranking officer.  “He’s back aboard the Dauntless at the moment.  But based on the information we have right now, I 

think she’s going to go along with Peter’s suggestion.” 

 “And that is?” Okona asked. 

 “Locate a place in neutral territory to set up a meeting site and invite the Kairn to negotiations.  Find out for 

certain if the Sarek’s discovery of the Kairn colony on Rianus II was what caused them to attack us, or – if not – find 

out what the reason actually is?  It would also give us a place to meet with them in the future so things can be talked 

out and negotiated instead of simply attacking and continuing further bloodshed,” Pearson replied before taking a 

drink of her chocolate milk. 

 “What?!?” Okona exclaimed, sounding outraged.  He turned to Ensign Koester and said, “You told me you 

would speak to Fleet Captain Koester about pressing the attack while we have the advantage!” 

 “I brought up the subject to him,” Koester remarked, sounding apologetic.  “But once he has his mind made 

up, it’s hard to get him to change it.  Said if we were going to sue for peace, now was the time to do it.” 

 “Idiots!” Okona remarked with a hand gesture to emphasize the word.  “You want to negotiate with the 

Kairn after everything they’ve done?  The Kairn have attacked this station.  Without provocation, I might add.  



Thousands of Starfleet personnel have been killed, thousands more injured!  And then there’s the Sagittarii colony!  

Tens of thousands more killed for simply being in the wrong place at the wrong time!  And your Fleet Captain 

Koester wants to sit down at a table with those same cold-blooded killers and negotiate a truce with them?  We have 

them on the ropes!  They’re not going to remain there indefinitely!” 

 “Take it easy, Thadiun,” said Cassie Koester, putting her arms around Okona’s shoulders in an effort to 

calm him down.  “There’s no need to go flying off the handle over this.” 

 “There’s every need to go flying off the handle!” Okona argued back as he shrugged Koester’s arms off his 

shoulders.  “This decision won’t only affect Starfleet, you know.  I contracted the services of my ship and crew to 

this starbase.  If this idea of Koester’s gives the Kairn time to build up their forces again, they could be back in even 

greater numbers.  From what I’ve heard, the Kairn can breed faster than rats, and they have dozens – maybe 

hundreds of facilities at their disposal to build new warships!  This entire starbase and everyone aboard it could be 

wiped out!  It almost happened once already.  If given the opportunity, the Kairn will not repeat the same mistakes 

again.  Next time they attack, they will destroy this station and this fleet!”  Okona chugged down his own drink in a 

single swallow, his emotions getting the better of him.  “Starfleet needs to learn the decisions they make have 

broader reaching consequences than they sometimes realize!” 

 “I’m sure Fleet Captain Koester is taking everything we know into account when he made this suggestion 

to Val,” Quintero said to Okona. 

 “It’s the things we don’t know that worry me, Commander,” Okona spat with contempt.  “I say we force 

the Kairn to beg for mercy before we offer to negotiate with them.  It will take more than a bloody nose to convince 

those reptiles to abide by any treaty we sign with them.” 

 Okona stood up and walked away, partly to get another drink from the bar, but mainly to take a moment to 

compose himself again. 

 Cassie Koester watched the civilian ship’s master walk over to the bar, slamming his hand down on top of 

it as he demanded another drink, startling the bartender working there. 

 “I’ve never seen him act like that before,” she remarked.  “His outburst was almost… scary.” 

 “I think there’s something more going on with Mister Okona than just the fact that some of the fleet 

commanders want to negotiate with the Kairn,” Pearson observed.  “His demeanor has been quite different since the 

fleet returned from Leyte.” 

 “I think he’s taking the death of his friend on Lambda Sagittarii II pretty personally,” Koester remarked.  

“He’s been pretty upset about the whole thing since Admiral Fil confirmed what had happened during the debrief 

yesterday.” 

 “We’ve all lost friends and loved ones in war, Ensign,” Quintero said.  “It’s just one of the things you have 

to learn to deal with in Starfleet.” 

 Koester watched as Okona downed another shot while still standing at the bar before saying, “As Peter… 

As Fleet Captain Koester is fond of pointing out, Thadiun isn’t in Starfleet.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Starbase 719 

Main Briefing Room 

Stardate 65359.8 

0859 Hours 

 

 Once again, the commanding and executive officers of each vessel currently assigned to the Fifth Fleet – 

including those on temporary assignment from the Second, Third, and Seventh Fleets, the Erstwhile, and the UFNS 

Vedrex – and the entire senior staff of Starbase 719 with the exception of Val’ri Raiajh, Elizabeth Pearson, and 

Konstantin Harkonnen were gathered in the large conference lounge aboard the starbase.  To one side of the room, 

Fleet Captain Koester was speaking quietly with his own first officer, Commander Setton To’Lock Arbelo, Captain 

(Carrie) K’Danz and Commander Tom Paris of the starship Bellerophon, and Captain Amanda Tomkins and Lt 

Commander Sean T. Peehs of the USS Triton. 

 At precisely 0900, the sound of a ship’s bell could be heard ringing twice, and everyone in the room who 

had been talking amongst themselves quieted down and took seats set up in rows in the center of the room. 

 “Ladies and Gentlemen,” said Lt Commander Quintero as she stood up from her seat at the forward table.  

“The Commander-Federation Fifth Fleet.” 

 Everyone inside the room stood up as Vice Admiral Penji Fil, the fleet’s overall senior officer – his hair 

finally growing back in over the wound he had received during the battle near the star Leyte – walked in, followed 



closely by Rear Admiral Raiajh, Captain Pearson, and Commander Harkonnen.  All four moved around the forward 

table, Fil standing behind a podium at its center, before the Admiral said, “Please be seated.”  Everyone in the 

briefing lounge sat down again, at which point Fil began the brief. 

 “As you all know, our recent offensive against the Kairn, while not completely according to plan, went 

relatively well.  As far as we have been able to assess, we believe more than 80% of the Kairn Imperial Fleet has 

been disabled or destroyed, and those ships known to remain have suffered significant damaged or are of smaller, 

less-threatening classes than their front-line capital warships.  Now comes the time when we must evaluate where 

we stand and decide what to do next.” 

 “Here it comes, Ian,” Okona said to his first mate in a harsh whisper. 

 “Based on recent analysis of the events leading to the attack on Starbase 719 by the Kairn, we believe the 

Kairn felt provoked into attacking us, though at present we are not entirely sure why,” Fil explained. 

 “Wait a second, Admiral,” Captain Anthony Pringle, commanding officer of the starship USS Armstrong 

interrupted, standing up and slightly raising his hand.  “Are you saying we’re at fault for the Kairn attacking us?” 

 “No, Captain,” Fil assured Pringle.  “Only that we now believe there was a misunderstanding of some sort, 

and since we are now at a point where we believe the Kairn may be willing to talk instead of simply fight, we want 

to find out what caused that misunderstanding and try and prevent a reoccurrence of something similar in the 

future.”  Fil nodded toward one member of the audience.  “Fleet Captain?” 

 Fleet Captain Peter Koester stood up and walked back behind the head table, replacing Fil at the podium.  

He looked at everyone gathered in the room for a moment before starting to speak. 

 “There has been a lot of discussion about this plan among the senior fleet officers, and not everyone is in 

total agreement,” he said, glancing to the side of the table where Commander Harkonnen sat.  “What we are 

proposing to do is send a diplomatic communiqué to the Kairn High Command, inviting them to sit down with us at 

a neutral site and formally open diplomatic relations, something which has not officially existed to this point.”  

Koester activated a holographic interface on the podium, which projected a small yellow-white star with a nearly 

egg-shaped object orbiting it a couple of meters above the floor in front of the gathered officers.  “Last year, the USS 

Besiege discovered a small planetoid orbiting the star Liofas, located in disputed space between the Kairn and the 

Morain.  We have designated this planetoid with the code name ‘Panmunjom’ in the hopes it will serve in a similar 

fashion to the historic location on Earth as a Joint Security Area.  If the Kairn accept our invitation, then we are 

hopeful we can hold a reasonable discussion and determine what it was that set the Kairn on this course toward war 

while we also try to negotiate a peaceful resolution to this conflict.” 

 “And what happens if they do not accept your… invitation…?” the Klingon General Ke’reth asked.  

Koester looked over at Admiral Fil, who had taken a seat to the right of the podium.  The Catullan man stood up but 

did not retake the podium. 

 “If that becomes the case, General,” Fil replied, “then offensive operations against the Kairn continue until 

either the Kairn surrender unconditionally or…”  Fil paused, looking back and forth at the faces of Fleet Captain 

Koester, Rear Admiral Raiajh, and Commander Harkonnen.  “…Well, let’s hope it does not come to that…”  A 

murmur of surprise moved around the room at Fil’s words.  Fil silently watched the reaction for a moment before 

saying, “Are there any more questions?” 

 “Yes,” called out Captain Okona from the back of the room.  “Why are you even considering this?  Were 

the situation reversed, the Kairn would never even consider the idea of opening negotiations with the Federation.  Or 

if they did, it would only be as a smoke-screen while they build up forces to attack you in some weaker area.”  

Okona looked at the audience of Starfleet officers in the room as he said loudly, “I can guarantee you that the Kairn 

are breeding new soldiers right now as we speak.  They may be weak at this moment, but they won’t stay that way 

for much longer.  NOW is the time to finish this!” 

 “Mister Okona,” Fil said, directly addressing the Erstwhile’s captain.  “I understand how you feel about 

this.  Several fleet officers have expressed similar opinions.”  Fil made a point of glancing toward Harkonnen again.  

“However, Starfleet and the Federation have never willfully chosen to participate in genocide before, and I have no 

intention of being the officer in charge of the fleet that does it now.  We must make the attempt at diplomacy, or all 

our ideals we claim to cherish every day mean nothing.  We will open communications with the Kairn Empire in the 

hopes of avoiding future bloodshed.” 

 Okona appeared about to protest, opening his mouth to speak, when Fil cut him off. 

 “If, as you say, the Kairn are breeding more soldiers, what makes you think attacking them again will make 

these new soldiers any less likely to retaliate against the Federation and our allies?  If what you say is true, nothing 

less than total extinction of the Kairn race will prevent a future attack , be it next week, next year, or ten years from 

now!” 



 Okona glared at Admiral Fil for a moment, then finally turned on his heels and left the lounge, Westwell 

close behind him.  As the doors swished shut, Fil looked at the rest of the officers in the room and asked, “Any more 

questions or concerns?” 

 Various officers in the room looked back and forth at one another, but no one appeared to have any more 

questions, feeling the civilian captain had pretty well covered their concerns.  Many still just stared at the door 

through which Okona had exited. 

 “Very well,” Fil said.  “I’ll keep everyone informed of events or changes in plan through each fleet liason; 

Captain Pearson for the Fifth Fleet and contracted vessels, Commander Harkonnen for the vessels of the Second 

Fleet, and Rear Admiral Janeway for vessels of the Third and Seventh Fleets.  Thank you, that will be all for now.  

Dismissed.” 

 As the crowd slowly started leaving the briefing lounge, Fleet Captain Koester stepped down from the 

podium and made his way to where the senior officers of the Fifth Fleet vessels Sarek, Besiege, Bellerophon, Triton, 

and Proud Vengeance, as well as his own first officer – Commander Arbelo – stood waiting. 

 “You wanted to see us after the briefing, Peter?” Captain K’danz asked. 

 “Yes, Carrie.  I spoke with Penji earlier this morning, and he wants our six vessels to spearhead the 

construction of a meeting place on the planetoid Panmunjom,” Koester replied. 

 “But what if the Kairn don’t accept our offer to sit and talk?” Captain McLeod asked. 

 “We’ll burn that bridge when we get there,” Koester responded ironically.  “In the meantime, the Admiral 

wants construction started before the offer is even made to the Kairn so we can have a place to meet set up as 

quickly as possible, on the off-hand chance the Kairn accept our offer.  We can start by assembling a pre-fab rescue 

shelter with some modifications and expand on that.” 

 “What of me?” General Ke’reth asked.  “The Vengeance is not a construction barge!” 

 “No, General, it isn’t.  It’s the most powerful warship in our fleet right now, which is why we need you to 

watch our backs while our crews are preoccupied with the construction of the new Joint Security Area,” Koester 

answered, a response that seemed to satisfy the Klingon officer.  “It normally takes four to six weeks for a single 

crew to build something like a duck blind, so I’m anticipating it should take no more than a week with all five crews 

working together on this.” 

 “When do we leave?” Captain Tomkins asked. 

 “We have clearance to depart the station at 0900 hours tomorrow,” Koester replied.  “Have your ships 

ready by then.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 That evening, the corner table of the Lodge was once again occupied by Captain Okona and Cassie 

Koester.  The pair were quietly drinking together when they were joined by Marie Quintero, Cathryn Pearson, and 

Konstantin Harkonnen – the latter carrying over several bottles, one of which he placed in front of Okona, who 

nodded politely.  Prior to the trio’s arrival, Okona had been unusually quiet this evening, spending the majority of 

his time brooding as he consumed several glasses of Aldebaran whiskey. 

 “I still can’t believe the Fleet Kiptin managed to talk Val and Admiral Fil into dispatching the diplomatic 

cable to the Kairn,” Harkonnen remarked after his first swig of his vodka.  “What are the chances the Kairn will 

respond in a positive manner?” 

 “None,” grumbled Okona, the first word he had uttered in nearly an hour.  “The Kairn will view this 

attempt to open talks as a sign of the Federation’s weakness, and it will only make them bolder.” 

 “The Kairn appear to be on the ropes right now,” Quintero said.  “We have to at least try and negotiate a 

peaceful end to this war.  Otherwise we’re no better than they are.”  Okona merely glared at the woman. 

 “Did Admiral Fil ever determine what incident prompted the attack on the station that started this war?” 

Ensign Koester asked, trying to change the course of the topic of discussion.  Quintero finished off the drink in her 

glass before shaking her head. 

 “Nothing definitive,” she answered.  “That’s part of why Admiral Fil wants to propose this meeting to the 

Kairn leadership, to see if they might be willing to tell us what made them so angry to begin with.  But Fleet Captain 

Koester and Colonel McIntyre think it might have something to do with the Sarek stumbling upon a Kairn colony in 

the Rianus system.” 

 “Where?” Okona asked, suddenly sitting up straighter and almost knocking Koester, who had been leaning 

against him, aside. 



 “Rianus II, somewhere out beyond Sector 50109.  It wasn’t long after the Sarek crew found some disguised 

Kairn colony that the Kairn started building their forces to attack the station.  Colonel McIntyre thinks there may be 

a connection.” 

 Okona’s expression turned thoughtful for a moment, and Koester felt uncomfortable about the civilian 

captain’s renewed silence. 

 “What are you thinking, Thadiun?” she asked him. 

 “I’m thinking I need to go use the ‘fresher,” Okona responded, getting out of his chair and downing the last 

of his drink. 

 “It’s called a head on a starbase, Mister Okona,” Quintero said half-jokingly. 

 “Either way, I’ll be back,” Okona said, turning and leaving the bar.  Once outside in the corridor, he pulled 

out his communications device – an old 23
rd

 century Starfleet issue communicator – flipping it open and saying, 

“Okona to Erstwhile.” 

 “This is Westwell,” came the quick reply. 

 “Ian, do we have all the latest star charts from the starbase library computer loaded into our navigation 

computer?” 

 “We have all the officially released charts, if that’s what you’re asking,” Westwell replied.  “I updated our 

files just the other day.” 

 “What about the un-released charts?  I understand the Sarek performed some star-mapping in Sector 50110 

before all the shooting started.” 

 “Nothing on any Sector 50110,” Westwell responded.  “But I can… acquire them.  It’ll just take a little 

time.” 

 “How much time?” 

 “Several hours at least.  Why?  Are we going somewhere?” 

 “Sector 50110,” Okona replied.  “We’ve got to make a special delivery to the Kairn.  And I don’t want 

anyone stopping us, so file a flight plan stating we’re making a supply run back to Kos’Karii and request permission 

for the Erstwhile to depart the station at 0800 tomorrow morning.  That should give you enough time to access the 

Sarek’s star charts from the starbase computer core.  Then prepare to beam me back aboard.” 

“Will do, Thadiun,” Westwell replied. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 65362.6: 

The six vessels of the Fifth Fleet are preparing to depart Starbase 719 en route to the 

planetoid code named: ‘Panmunjom,’ where we will begin construction on the new Joint 

Security Area – or JSA – where we hope the Kairn will agree to meet and negotiate. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Fleet Captain Peter Koester stepped out of his ready room and onto the bridge of the Sovereign-class 

starship USS Dauntless.  Many of the crew were already manning their stations preparing the ship for departure, 

including Lt(JG) Carter Breitling – the starship’s strategic operations officer – at the helm and Chief Pono Kyman – 

Koester’s Chief of the Boat – manning mission operations. 

 “Status, Exec?” Koester asked the man with slightly-pointed ears sitting in the command seat at the center 

of the bridge.  Commander Setton To’Lock Arbelo looked up from the padd he was reading. 

 “The duty officer reported the cargo ship Erstwhile departed the station about an hour ago,” Arbelo 

reported.  “They’re making a supply run to the Klingon colony while things are quiet according to Starbase Ops.  

The Besiege and Bellerophon both report ready for departure.  Sarek, Triton, and Proud Vengeance are still making 

final preps to depart, as are we.” 

 “Why are we still making preparations to depart?” Koester asked, his eyebrows knit in puzzlement.  “I 

would expect the flagship to be the first vessel reporting ready for departure.” 

 “Apparently some of our crew have had too much celebrating upon our return to the station,” Arbelo 

explained, handing the padd he was reading to Koester.  “We’re still trying to track down a half-dozen members of 

the crew aboard the base.” 



 Koester looked at the names listed on the padd as members of the crew who had yet to check back aboard 

from liberty.  Most of the names listed belonged to enlisted crew, but two officers were among the six unauthorized 

absences. 

 “Wait, this can’t be right,” Koester remarked before tapping his combadge.  “Bridge to Ensign Koester.”  

He waited several seconds before adding, “Ensign Koester, this is Captain Koester – Please respond.”  Still, no 

answer. 

 Koester glanced in the direction of the ceiling before saying, “Computer, what is the location of Ensign 

Cassie Koester?” 

 The ship’s computer beeped before its female voice replied, “Ensign Cassie Koester is not aboard the 

Dauntless.” 

 Now starting to get angry, Koester looked over at Chief Kyman and said, “COB, open a channel to starbase 

Ops.  See if they can locate Cassie?” 

 “Hailing frequency open, Skipper,” Kyman replied a moment later. 

 “Starbase Ops, this is the USS Dauntless,” Koester started to say. 

 “Captain Koester, I’m glad you called,” responded the harried-sounding voice of Captain Cathryn Pearson.  

“We have what we believe is a situation developing.” 

 “What kind of situation, Cathryn?” Koester asked, all thoughts of his wayward crewmen gone for the 

moment. 

 “Captain Okona filed a flight plan heading his ship to Kos’Karii before departing the base,” Pearson 

explained.  “However, just after the Erstwhile passed beyond the base’s maximum tractor beam range, he changed 

course to 001 mark 0 and increased speed to warp factor 8.” 

 “Kos’Karii isn’t in that direction,” Koester remarked. 

 “We know,” Pearson said, sounding frustrated.  “We fear Captain Okona is about to do something rash.” 

 “Rash?  Like what?” 

 “Like attack the Kairn.” 

 Koester exchanged a look of disbelief with his first officer before returning his attention to the open 

communications channel.  “Course 001 mark 0 isn’t toward Kairn space either.  Why would they be on that course if 

they’re planning to attack the Kairn?” Koester asked. 

 “We were talking about the Kairn colony the Sarek discovered in Sector 50110 in the Lodge last night,” 

Pearson explained.  “After the Erstwhile departed and changed course, we determined his ship’s computer somehow 

bypassed security and accessed the files about that sector under the guise of updating their navigation charts.  He’s 

probably heading there right now.” 

 “But the Erstwhile is just a cargo carrier,” Arbeo remarked.  “What kind of weaponry could they have that 

could possibly do any harm to a Kairn colony?” 

 “You would be surprised by some of the resources Okona has at his disposal aboard that ship,” Koester 

remarked.  “It held its own during the Battle of Starbase 719, didn’t it?” 

 “But still…,” Arbelo protested.  “One ship against an entire Kairn colony?” 

 “Don’t forget, he’s not a Starfleet officer, Commander,” Pearson added over the speakers.  “He’s not bound 

by the same rules of fair combat you and I are restricted by.  Who knows what he might have in mind?” 

 “Someone needs to go after him, before he escalates this war beyond any hope of resolution,” Koester 

stated.  “Captain Pearson, request permission for the Dauntless to depart the station and pursue.  He may have a 

head start on us, but it’s nearly 100 light years between here and Sector 50110.  If the Erstwhile stays at warp 8, the 

Dauntless can intercept him long before he reaches the Alpha Rianus system.” 

 “The Besiege can accompany you as well,” Pearson said.  “It may require both your ships to stop Okona.  

The Dauntless and Besiege both have permission to depart the base in pursuit of the Erstwhile.” 

 “Very well,” Koester replied.  “Ops, contact the Besiege and have them get underway right now.  Helm, 

plot the most likely course the Erstwhile would take to reach Sector 50110 using 001 mark 0 as the initial base 

course.” 

 “But, Peter…?” Arbelo said as he moved out of the command chair.  “What about our missing crew?” 

 “They’re on their own.  They can check in with the base command until we get back.  I’m sure they can 

take care of themselves,” Koester said as he sat down in the command chair. 

 “Course plotted and laid in, sir,” Breitling reported. 

 “Very well, helm.  Ahead warp nine!” 

 

To Be Continued… 


