
Captain’s log, stardate 66618.0: 

Starship Sarek moored at Starbase 719 for consumables re-supply.  I’m taking the 

opportunity to give my crew, who has performed well through a difficult recent mission, 

some extra shore leave. 

Sutherland, out. 

 

 Starbase 719 was bustling with activity.  The population, normally close to 15,000 beings of nearly every 

description, was raised by more than a thousand as the crew of the Fifth Fleet’s Galaxy-class starship was added to 

the mix. 

 As often happened when one or more of the fleet’s starships was in port, the bars aboard the base filled 

with crew; either telling their version of what happened during the latest mission or reminiscing about adventures 

past.  One such gathering was occurring in the private room of the Bastogne Lodge, where members of the Sarek 

crew, both past and present, and several friends gathered to swap stories. 

 “So there I was…  Cornered…!  More than a dozen Qualen coming at me with guns blazing!” Sylvan 

Xaran said, his black Betazoid eyes wide, his hands gesturing wildly.  “I pushed Charissa behind me to protect her 

from the marauding horde.  Before I knew it, I’m hit by one of the Qualen weapons.  I can feel my body both 

overheat and drop in temperature at the same time!  But before I go down, I decided I was going to go down 

fighting!  I pulled out the phaser I was carrying, and one by one I vaporized those invaders until only one was left.  

And he stood over me as I lay there on the deck, both frozen and melting from the alien weapon they used on me, 

and he’s smiling down at me with this cruel smile…” 

 “You know, Sylvan, I don’t quite recall the Qualen incident happening exactly the way you’re describing 

it,” Xaran’s wife, the starbase’s commander Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh remarked, a sarcastic smile playing across 

her lips. 

 “Are you telling this story or am I?” Xaran questioned. 

 “Please, continue.  I can’t wait to hear how you single-handedly saved the Sarek after suffering from a 

subdural hematoma when you struck your head on the corner of one of the bio-beds in sickbay.  Or how you saved 

Charissa when she was in a classroom half a deck away” Raiajh said.  “Apparently you hit your head harder than 

Doctor Rasa thought that day in sickbay.” 

 Xaran glared at his wife, the mood ruined.  “We all have our own perspective of events, Val,” he huffed, 

causing several people, including Captain Kethry Sutherland – the Sarek’s current commanding officer, Lt 

Commander Kyler Saya – the Sarek’s new Assistant Chief of Security, Lady Val Spaak, and Marie Quintero to 

laugh. 

 “How about you, Mister A-ZuRQuIL?” Johannes Spaak, Master and Commander of the IMV Pariah – a 

former Orion Space Navy vessel originally from a separate reality – asked of the Sarek’s current first officer and 

chief of security.  “We already heard from Commander Kyler.  Surely you must have an entertaining Sarek tale to 

tell as well?” 

 The tall Capellan warrior wearing a sash of blue feathers across his uniform looked uncomfortable for a 

moment.  He exchanged a look with Kyler, who seemed to be encouraging him silently. “None that have not already 

been told better by someone else,” he finally remarked, appearing to be trying to get out of telling a story. 

 “Come on, Quil.  You know the rules,” admonished his commanding officer, Captain Sutherland.  “If you 

can’t tell a story, you have to buy the next round of drinks.  I’ve had my eye on one of those Warp Core Breaches all 

night!” 

 “Well, I do have a story about something that happened just after I transferred off the Sarek following my 

first tour, but I don’t know if you’d want to hear it.” 

 “Tell us,” Kyler implored. 

 “Yes, please do,” Lady Val confirmed. 



 “Well, as you know, I was assigned to the Sarek almost from the day she was launched in 2370 until just 

after the Dominion War started, when our CO at the time, V’Pier N’Vorda, revealed himself to be one of the 

Dominion Founders…” 

 

 

Space, the Final Frontier… 

 

Star Trek: Fifth Fleet 
 

“Reprisal” By PJK 

 

 

Starbase 375 in the Kalandra Sector 

Stardate 51269.5 

 

 Admiral William Ross entered the brig area of the starbase he commanded along the front line between 

Federation and Dominion-controlled space.  Though it appeared only two of the cells were currently in use; one 

occupied by a human man while the second was occupied by a white-haired Efrosian, in actuality all three were 

occupied by traitorous Starfleet officers.  Contained within the third cell was a small silver metal box about the size 

of a jewelry case, and contained within this portable stasis generator was the Changeling known as V’Pier N’Vorda 

– a member of the shape-shifting race of Dominion Founders who five years earlier had managed to infiltrate 

Starfleet, create computer records that made it appear he had been an officer with several years of experience within 

the fleet, and get himself attached to the starship that was assigned to chart and explore the Gamma Quadrant – with 

the goal of eventually turning the Sarek over to the Dominion for study and later infiltration.  Fortuitous 

circumstances had allowed the Changeling to rise to command of the Sarek just prior to the outbreak of the 

Dominion War, but his attempt to defect to the enemy with the starship and its entire crew proved to be his downfall 

when several of the Sarek’s officers started to suspect his intentions. 

 Ross stood looking at the motionless box sitting on the otherwise empty bunk in the cell for a moment, his 

thoughts only his own, until he turned around and greeted the tall Capellan warrior sitting at the brig monitoring 

console. 

 “You do realize I have security guards that can do this for you, Lieutenant?” the admiral said to A-

ZuRQuIL.  “After all, you’re not technically assigned to this starbase.  You don’t have to stand a watch while you’re 

here.” 

 A-ZuRQuIL looked at Ross, saying, “I don’t really feel like sitting around and relaxing, Admiral.  

Especially when I have fellow Starfleet officers out there dying because of what these three did.  No, I’m fine 

watching over them until we transfer back to Earth.” 

 “Speaking of which,” Ross said.  “The USS Valley Forge arrives tomorrow.  Cusack, Cho’doon-Saast, and 

N’Vorda will be transferred to their brig at 1400 hours for the ride back to Starfleet Intelligence.  The Valley Forge 

will be your ride to your next assignment as well.” 

 “Thank you, Admiral.  I’ll make sure my personnel effects are all packed and ready for transport.” 

 Ross stepped forward, offering his hand to the Capellan. 

 “I’m sorry this happened to you and your shipmates aboard the Sarek.  We should have caught N’Vorda 

long before he rose to command a Federation starship!  I’m proud we have officers like you who noticed the 

warning signs and were willing to act in the interests of Starfleet and the Federation.” 

 “I was just doing my job, Admiral,” A-ZuRQuIL responded modestly, accepting the human man’s hand. 

 

* * * * 



 Forty-eight hours later, the Excelsior-class starship USS Valley Forge was en route from the Kalandra 

Sector to Earth, where the crew would deliver their three prisoners into the hands of Starfleet Intelligence for 

interrogation and Lt A-ZuRQuIL would report to his new assignment. 

 A-ZuRQuIL was on the bridge, telling the ship’s captain and security chief about some of the missions the 

Sarek had taken part in while in the Gamma Quadrant before Chancellor Gowron – influenced by a Dominion spy – 

had broken the Khitomer Accords and the war between the Federation and the Klingon Empire had occurred, when 

the science officer made an unexpected report. 

 “Captain, I’m detecting what appears to be a vessel at extreme sensor range.” 

 “What do you mean, ‘appears to be’?” the captain asked. 

 “Whatever it is, its maneuvers exactly match our own.  It’s like whoever they are, they’re trying to mimic 

us.” 

 The captain got out of his seat and walked over to the science officer’s console. 

 “Are you sure you’re not picking up a sensor reflection?” the captain asked, leaning down and adjusting the 

sensor gain a little himself. 

 “That’s what they’re trying to look like, but they overcompensated during our last course correction a few 

minutes ago.” 

 The captain looked at the main viewscreen for a moment, finally saying, “Helm, come left, slowly, to 

course 030 mark 1.  Then, on my mark, come about onto 090 mark 355.” 

 “Coming left slowly to 030 mark 1,” the helmsman reported from the conn. 

 “Let me know when we’re within ten degrees of ordered course.”  The captain then looked at his science 

officer, who nodded, confirming the sensor ghost was turning along with them. 

 “Now passing course 040,” the helmsman reported. 

 “Now, helm!  Come right!” 

 The starship suddenly shifted in the other direction.  As anticipated, the maneuver caught the trailing 

spaceship by surprise, and it was unable to maneuver away in time. 

 “They know they’ve been caught,” the science officer announced.  “They’re not trying to hide anymore.  In 

fact, they’re moving closer and increasing speed.” 

 “Raise shields,” the captain ordered.  “Stand by on phasers.  Who are they?” he then asked the science 

officer. 

 “Configuration matches an Orion Wanderer-class blockade runner.  However…” 

 “However… what?” 

 “I’m detecting a strange energy pattern coming from the vessel.  It almost looks like…” 

 As the captain watched the incoming vessel on the viewscreen, the hull seemed to ripple and slowly fade 

from view. 

 “Confirmed,” the science officer reported.  “That ship is equipped with a cloaking device, but the signature 

is neither Klingon nor Romulan.  And I detected a very strange reading on the energy signature just as it activated its 

cloak.” 

 “Strange in what way?” 

 “It’s more than just the typical bending of light that makes a cloaked ship invisible.  It was almost as if the 

vessel were both there and not there at the same time.” 

 “What you’re saying doesn’t make sense,” the captain said just as an alarm on both the science and 

tactical/security consoles sounded.  “What’s going on?” 

 “The last trace of the Orion vessel puts it on a collision course with us,” the tactical/security officer replied 

before calling out, “Brace for impact!” 

 The captain grasped onto the edge of the science console, while A-ZuRQuIL grabbed the backrest of the 

captain’s chair.  Everyone on the bridge tensed, awaiting the jarring crash as the Orion vessel hit their starship and 

the alarms and systems overloads that would inevitably follow. 

 After several seconds, everyone started to relax.  “What happened?” the captain asked.  “Did the Orion veer 

off?” 



 Before anyone could answer, a new alarm sounded on the tactical board. 

 “Brig to bridge!” a voice called out over the intercom.  “The prisoners are gone!” 

 “What?!?” the captain asked, rushing over to his chair and pressing the intercom button.  “This is the 

bridge.  Repeat your report.” 

 “Captain, this is Lieutenant Sherman.  We sent a security squad to the brig when the collision alarm was 

sounded.  They report they could see what looked like another ship pass right through the hull, like a ghost ship of 

some kind.  After it was gone, so were the prisoners, including the shape-shifter in the stasis box.” 

 The captain looked at his science officer, urgently saying, “Is there any sign of them at all?” 

 “Sensors are detecting something causing the atoms of interstellar hydrogen to react as it passes off our port 

beam, but it’s not enough to get a good sensor lock on,” the science officer replied. 

 As the science officer continued his report on how difficult it was to locate the Orion ship under cloak, A-

ZuRQuIL noticed something appear on the edge of the main viewer. 

 “Look!” he said, pointing at the screen.  “They’ve decloaked!” 

 “Whatever they’re using as a cloaking device, being able to phase matter right through another ship with 

shields raised, the power drain must be enormous!  No wonder they decloaked already,” the captain said before 

ordering, “Pursuit course!” 

 The Valley Forge turned to chase after the Orion vessel with the intent to not only capture the pirate ship 

but re-apprehend their escaped prisoners. 

 “Orion ship is accelerating into warp,” the tactical officer reported. 

 “Stay on top of them!” the captain ordered, resuming his seat in the command chair before looking up at A-

ZuRQuIL.  “What would Orions want with a trio of Federation traitors?” 

 “I have a feeling it’s N’Vorda they came for,” A-ZuRQuIL replied.  “Probably hired guns contracted by the 

Vorta to rescue him from Federation imprisonment.” 

 The chase continued for a short distance, contact with the Orion ship steadily fading.  All too soon, the 

tactical officer reported, “I’ve lost sensor readings on the Orion ship.  I believe they have cloaked once again.” 

 “Maintain this course.  With the power load they’re under, perhaps we’ll come across them somewhere 

ahead?” the captain suggested. 

 “Captain, detecting two small objects directly ahead,” reported the science officer several minutes later.  

“Recommend slowing.  These could be weapons of some sort, like mines, dropped in our path to slow us down or 

even stop us entirely.” 

 “Helm, drop us down to one-half impulse,” the captain ordered.  He then peered at the main viewer, where 

two objects floating free in space could just barely be seen.  “What are those?” 

 “Great Teer!” A-ZuRQuIL said as he recognized what he was seeing.  Floating through space in front of 

the starship Valley Forge were the frozen corpses of Lt Commander Cusack and Lieutenant Cho’doon-Saast.  Based 

on the looks of fear and pain on both their faces, the Orions had apparently beamed the two co-conspirators directly 

out into the vacuum of space, their intent to slow the pursuing Federation starship.  Their plan had evidently worked. 

 

* * * * 

 

Starbase 719 

Stardate 65618.9 

 

 “So what eventually happened to the shape-shifter you were pursing, Mister A-ZuRQuIL?” Johannes Spaak 

asked. 

 “No one knows,” A-ZuRQuIL replied.  “We never saw either him or that Orion blockade runner ever again.  

Most of the officers in Starfleet intelligence figured he made his way back across the front lines and either returned 

to the Great Link in the Gamma Quadrant when the war ended or, perhaps, he was killed during the war.  Either 

way, no one has heard anything from V’Pier N’Vorda since.” 



 “It would be interesting to find out what ship that was that liberated the Changeling from your brig,” Spaak 

remarked with a preoccupied tone.  “There is only one, maybe two other Orion ships I am aware of that had cloaking 

ability back in the early-70’s.”  He looked at his First wife and said, “If we were able to determine which ship it was, 

we might be able to find out where they took the shape-shifter?” 

 “Like we don’t have enough work without having to create more of our own?” Lady Val remarked, rolling 

her eyes. 

 “Just making an observation,” Spaak remarked. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Mid-afternoon the next day, Spaak entered Starbase Operations, nodding a friendly hello to Lieutenant 

Gregory Korolov, the operations officer on watch, as he headed up the stairs to Admiral Raiajh’s office.  After 

spending a few minutes flirting with his Second wife, Marie Quintero, he stepped into Raiajh’s office. 

 “What can I do for you today, Hans?” Raiajh asked, not having the customary cup of tea waiting for Spaak 

since she was not expecting the visit. 

 “Requesting permission for the Pariah to depart the station at your earliest convenience,” Spaak said. 

 “You weren’t scheduled to go anywhere today,” Raiajh remarked, a little puzzled. 

 “A last minute charter job came up and I decided to grab it before the captain of the Khoberian freighter 

that’s in port heard about it,” Spaak replied. 

 “Very well.  Pariah has permission to depart the base,” Raiajh replied, making the notation in the station’s 

schedule so that spacedock control would have the authorization on file.  “How long do you think you’ll be away 

for?” 

 “I’m not entirely sure.  Probably at least a few weeks,” Spaak replied.  “We’re making a run down to the 

Bajor Sector, and I don’t feel like taxing my engines too badly.  I’ll send you a subspace message through Marie 

when I know I’m on my way back.” 

 “Okay.  We’ll miss you and your crew around here while you’re gone.  The base is too quiet when the 

Pariah’s not in port.  Have a good voyage.” 

 “I’m hoping it will be… productive,” Spaak remarked vaguely before departing the station commander’s 

office. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several hours after leaving the starbase, Lady Val settled into her usual seat on the bridge of the Pariah – 

her husband’s lap – and, looking at Spaak, said, “Okay, now tell me again why we’re doing this?” 

 “I hate leaving loose ends dangling,” Spaak replied.  “And I managed to make contact with someone who 

was able to tell me which ships in the Orion fleet were under the command of which commanders in early-2374.” 

 “But why do YOU feel the need to be looking into this?  You had nothing to do with N’Vorda’s escape 

from custody.” 

 “Actually, my Pet, in an indirect way, I do,” Spaak said, surprising his wife with his statement.  “At that 

time Topuc and I were involved in the development of the technology that eventually became the phase drive the 

Pariah is equipped with.”  He looked around at the bulkheads of his bridge as he added, “I was instrumental in 

helping to … acquire… some of the technology and specifications that influenced its design from a Federation 

source.  We knew the original Starfleet cloaking design was flawed, but the premise was hypothetically sound for 

the phase drive that Puck thought could eventually come of it.  When the Federation device we… acquired… was no 

longer of use, it was sold to an Orion captain in charge of another Wanderer-class vessel.  I fear I may already know 

which ship it was that pulled off that incredibly brave, incredibly fool-hardy mission of freeing the shape-shifter.” 

 “Are you telling me the rumors I’ve heard of Starfleet developing a cloaking device that would allow a 

starship to also pass through solid matter are true?” Val asked.  Spaak simply nodded. 



 Not sure she liked the direction in which the conversation was moving, Val decided not to ask any more 

questions for the time being, instead simply looking at the stars that were passing them at warp on the main viewer. 

 Ten days later, the Pariah was in orbit over the independent world of Gemulon III.  Calling in a few more 

old favors, Spaak managed to learn the coordinates of a residential compound – well hidden – built on the outskirts 

of one of the planet’s smaller cities. 

 “I’ve located the residence,” Topuc reported.  “An energy shield similar to the one the Klingons use over 

Rura Penthe covers at least five square kilometers with the residence at the center.” 

 “Well, my Pet, I hope you have your hiking boots with you, because we’re going for a stroll,” Spaak said to 

his wife. 

 Several minutes later, the Pariah’s transporter beamed down Commander Spaak and Lady Val.  Spaak 

pulled out a scanner and used it to lead the way down a well-hidden path toward the near-invisible house. 

 “Be careful, my Pet,” Spaak warned his wife.  “There’s paranoia, and then there’s Commander Ho’sek.  I 

would be surprised if there weren’t at least half a dozen booby-traps along the path to his home.” 

 “And you brought me down here why?  I would have been perfectly happy keeping your seat warm on the 

Pariah.” 

 “Because I need someone who can confirm if Ho’sek is telling me the truth.  Someone not obviously 

Betazoid or full-Deltan.” 

 It took over an hour and a half for the pair to make their way along the camouflaged path, setting off four 

potential traps along the way. 

 “You do realize he has to know we’re coming, right?” Val questioned. 

 “I’m counting on it,” Spaak replied.  “I’m depending on his curiosity over who is bold enough to approach 

to overwhelm his paranoia, and that he will ask questions first before shoot…” 

 Spaak’s sentence was cut off by a bright yellow phaser beam striking a tree just above and behind the 

commander’s head.  It was followed by a voice yelling out, “You are not welcome here.  I don’t know how you got 

this far, but turn around now and go back to where you came from.” 

 Spaak raised his hands up even with his shoulders, showing he was unarmed.  Val did likewise.  Spaak then 

called out, “Ho’sek, it’s me.  Johannes Spaak.  I need some information from you.” 

 Another phaser beam lashed through the jungle, causing a second tree to explode in splinters not far from 

Spaak and Val.  It was again followed by the voice calling out, “Spaak’s dead.  You need to do your research better 

before you try and impersonate one of my old colleagues.” 

 “Reports of my demise have been greatly exaggerated,” Spaak replied, causing Val to roll her eyes.  “I can 

prove who I am.  The last time we met was over fourteen years ago, over drinks in that seedy little dive bar on Rigel 

X.  I had a hot toddy because it was so freaking cold outside that night.  You had a pangalactic gargleblaster.  Then 

you got sick all over the bar-room floor.  You claimed you had picked up a virus on Gamma Leporis II.” 

 The jungle was silent, save for the sounds of birds in the distance, for more than thirty seconds.  Finally, a 

voice sounding both confused and stunned called out, “Move forward.  Slowly!  Make one false move and the next 

shot won’t hit a tree.” 

 Spaak and Val moved forward slowly, hands still raised, eventually emerging in a small clearing.  About 

100 meters in the distance could be seen a residence, the top half of which was painted to match the foliage of the 

area and blend in.  Emerging from what could be described as a camouflaged sentry box halfway between the 

clearing edge and the house was a tall green Orion man.  He wore loose civilian clothes that appeared to be designed 

for comfort in the jungle climate and carried an old Orion military sidearm, which he kept trained on the newcomers. 

 “Close enough,” he said when Spaak and Val were halfway to the sentry box.  He then pulled out a scanner 

and scanned his visitors.  A moment later he seemed satisfied with the readings he obtained and lowered his weapon. 

 “It’s good to see you again, Ho’sek,” Spaak said, offering his hand. 

 “Get inside the house,” Ho’sek implored, looking around the sky as if expecting ships to appear and start 

firing upon him.  Once all three were inside and the door was sealed, Ho’sek placed his weapon and scanner in a 

storage locker beside the door, then turned and engulfed Spaak in a hug. 



 “It has been much too long, Hans,” the Orion said.  “I had heard you died, your ship destroyed while 

working for the Federation Starfleet during their war against the Dominion.  It was what prompted my early 

retirement to Gemulon III.  How did you manage to stay hidden for over a decade?” 

 “That is not important right now,” Spaak replied.  “If memory serves, you were in command of the OSNS 

Overseer when the Dominion War began, were you not?” 

 “I was, curse that ship’s name,” Ho’sek replied.  “It is the reason for my virtual exile here on Gemulon III.” 

 “What do you mean?” asked Val.  Ho’sek looked at the woman accompanying Spaak with mild curiosity, 

as if he knew her face but could not place why. 

 “Your woman speaks out of turn, Hans,” the Orion said. 

 “Forgive me.  She is… strong-willed…,” Spaak said with a sharp look at his wife before also asking, “But 

what did you mean by your remark?” 

 “Let’s just say I took on a charter during which several of my passengers were killed in an accident, and by 

all the bad luck it turned out that several of them were Starfleet officers.  Starfleet has been hunting me ever since.  

And when I heard the Pariah had been destroyed, I knew the time had come to finally… retire.”  Ho’sek sighed 

before adding, “I figured, if Starfleet could get to you…!” 

 ‘He’s telling the truth,’ Val projected mentally to her husband.  ‘At least, the truth as he sees it.  It’s not 

entirely clear.’ 

 ‘I have a feeling there is more to his version of the truth than he’s letting on,’ Spaak projected back before 

returning his attention to the former Orion commander. 

 “This accident…?  That killed the Starfleet officers?  It wouldn’t be related to the rescue of a Dominion 

prisoner from Starfleet custody, would it?” Spaak asked. 

 Ho’sek’s face remained neutral, but Spaak could see a hint of fear in the Orion’s eyes as he replied, “The 

Overseer had a malfunction in one of its airlocks that resulted in two Starfleet officers I was transporting to the front 

lines of the war being blown out into space.  It had nothing to do with any Dominion agents.” 

 ‘He’s lying,’ Val informed. 

 “I thought you respected me,” Spaak said to the former Orion commander. 

 “I have the utmost respect for you, Hans, in spite of your debilitating birth-defect; having been born a 

human.” 

 “Then why are you lying to my face?” 

 “I am not!” Ho’sek protested. 

 ‘Now he’s getting nervous.  Wondering if you’re actually working for Starfleet.’ 

 Spaak started pacing back and forth in front of the Orion man as he stated, “According to my sources; the 

Overseer was the only Orion vessel at the time to have technology stolen from the Federation that would allow your 

ship to not only cloak, but pass through solid matter.  Such a vessel was witnessed using that technology to breech a 

starship’s shields and release a captured Dominion shape-shifter and the two traitors that tried to help him hijack 

another Federation starship.  Are you now trying to tell me that wasn’t you?” 

 Ho’sek’s expression turned hard and angry. 

 “What business is it of yours?” 

 “I need to know where you took the shape-shifter?” 

 “Assuming it was my ship, and I’m not admitting it was, why should I tell you?” Ho’sek asked, his 

expression growing angrier. 

 “Because my wife, who was a Starfleet officer before she was captured during the Breen raid on Earth, still 

has connections inside of Starfleet Intelligence.  It would be a shame were they to find the location of this lovely 

retirement home.” 

 “How are they to find out if I kill the both of you here and now?” Ho’sek asked. 

 “Must I really explain?” Spaak asked.  “Do you actually think I beamed down here without telling my crew 

exactly what to say and whom to say it if something were to happen to either Val or I?” 

 Ho’sek almost seemed to physically deflate.  His expression softened to sadness before he finally admitted, 

“It is true.  The Overseer was hired by a Vorta agent to release the shape-shifter from Starfleet custody.  And it was 



the shape-shifter who made the decision to kill the human and Efrosian that we rescued with him, not me!  Throwing 

the two of them out the airlock just to try and slow down the pursuing starship was NOT my idea!” 

 “What did you do with him?” Spaak wanted to know.  “Where did you take the shape-shifter?” 

 “We used the stolen Federation cloaking device to sneak across the front lines and the Cardassian border,” 

Ho’sek admitted, sounding totally defeated now.  “We delivered him to Cardassia Prime three days after getting him 

off the starship.” 

 Spaak glanced again at his wife.  ‘He’s being truthful,’ Val confirmed. 

 “Thank you, Ho’sek,” Spaak said before heading back to the door of the residence.  “Come, my Pet.” 

 Val dutifully took her place at her husband’s side as Spaak turned to look once again at the Orion. 

 “I hope you enjoy the remainder of your retirement,” Spaak said before letting himself and his wife out.  

The two quickly crossed the clearing surrounding the house and were just entering the jungle beyond when suddenly 

a massive explosion engulfed the residence, knocking the two down.  Both got back up and looked wide-eyed at the 

devastation. 

 “Pariah to Commander Spaak!” an urgent-sounding voice spoke through Spaak’s communicator.  The 

commander flipped the device open and held it near his lips. 

 “Spaak here.” 

 “Commander,” said the voice of the Pariah’s Vulcan first mate Topuc.  “We just detected an explosion in 

your vicinity, and the energy shield just suddenly dropped.  What happened?” 

 “I believe Commander Ho’sek grew tired of his simple retirement,” Spaak replied, brushing soot-covered 

pebbles of mortar and cement off his clothes.  “Prepare to beam Val and I aboard.” 

 “Standing by, Commander,” Topuc responded.  “What should I tell the helmsman is our next destination?  

Back to Starbase 719?” 

 “No,” Spaak replied.  “Tell him to plot a course to Cardassia Prime.” 

 There was silence for several seconds before Topuc’s voice, noticeably less enthusiastic, replied, “Aye, 

Commander.  Standing by to beam both of you back aboard.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 After departing Gemulon III, the Pariah carefully made its way across the border into Cardassian space, 

soon orbiting Cardassia Prime itself.  The planet was still recovering in the aftermath of the Dominion War, large 

swaths of the planet’s surface scorched to bedrock and the blackened remains of Lakarian City still visible on the 

surface.  It appeared Bajor had finally gotten its revenge for how the Cardassians had left that planet. 

 “Commander, we’re being hailed by the capital,” announced Topuc.  “They wish us to state our business 

here.” 

 “Inform them I am trying to locate and contact a member… well, he was a member of the Cardassian 

military when I knew him… a military officer named Glinn Djmok. Tell them Commander Johannes Spaak of the 

OSNS Pariah would like to meet with him if possible.” 

 “What if it’s not possible?” Val asked as Topuc passed on the request.  “Remember, like Ho’sek, this isn’t 

the same Djmok you knew in our original reality.  In this reality he could have been killed during the war.  Or in the 

decade since then.” 

 “I’m playing a hunch,” Spaak replied.  A moment later he was informed that Djmok was on the comlink. 

 “I don’t know who you are, but if you think you can get away with claiming you are an acquaintance of 

mine who died over ten…!” Djmok started shouting through the viewscreen before he stopped, speechless, upon 

actually seeing Spaak sitting in the captain’s chair of the Pariah.  “No!  It cannot be!” 

 “Scan my vessel, Djmok.  It will assure you that it is the Pariah and that I am who I appear to be,” Spaak 

advised. 

 “It is a trick!  Some kind of Federation trick; to what end I do not know!” Djmok protested.  “Because I 

know for a fact that the Pariah was destroyed while on a Federation spy mission during the Dominion War.” 



 “It’s true.  That is a fact,” Spaak calmly stated.  “But it is also a fact that I am the same Johannes Spaak you 

knew and conducted business with prior to the outbreak of the Dominion War, and you have information concerning 

that war I need to know.” 

 Djmok still looked skeptical, but finally – if for no other reason than simple curiosity – authorized Spaak to 

beam down for a face to face meeting.  “Only you and your first mate,” Djmok warned.  “If any others materialize in 

the beam, I will have your ship, whatever its name, blown out of our skies.” 

 “I look forward to seeing you again,” Spaak said as he rose from his seat to walk to the transporter. 

 Several minutes later, Spaak and Topuc materialized outside a building in the capital city.  They started 

approaching the door when Djmok appeared in the doorway, holding his hand up to stop the pair of visitors.  

Without warning, two other Cardassians soldiers appeared from behind columns, one on each side of Spaak and 

Topuc.  One held a phaser rifle, trained on the two.  The other held a strange looking device in one hand and a sharp 

instrument in the other.  He looked at Djmok, who nodded, then quickly approached Spaak.  Wordlessly, the soldier 

swiped the sharp device against the human man’s neck. 

 Spaak reacted, grabbing the side of his neck as Topuc moved to protect his commander, only to have the 

armed Cardassian almost fire on him.  Instead, the pair watched as the first Cardassian placed the sharp instrument’s 

tip into the box-like device.  It whirred momentarily, then beeped.  The Cardassian frowned, handing the device to 

Djmok.  The Cardassian officer looked amazed at the reading it apparently displayed.  He then nodded to the armed 

soldier, who stepped aside, allowing Spaak and Topuc to enter the building, following them inside. 

 “I’m not sure how you cheated death, but the scanner confirms you are who you say you are,” Djmok said, 

taking a seat behind a desk in an office that had no other chairs. 

 “It’s good to see you again too, Glinn Djmok,” Spaak replied, still rubbing his bleeding neck. 

 “Gul Djmok now,” the Cardassian corrected. 

 “Then congratulations on your promotion as well.” 

 “It has not been easy being a member of the Central Command since the end of the war,” Djmok 

complained.  “The military took a large part of the blame for the misery Cardassia has suffered since Dukat allied us 

with the Dominion.  Most of those I served with back when you smuggled contraband across the DMZ for me before 

the war have either been killed by the civilians or fled for backwater planets in the distant recesses of the Union.  It 

is only my love for Cardassia that keeps me doing my job.  Now what brings you to see me?  What information do 

you think I can supply you?  And what makes you think you can afford it?” 

 “I’m trying to track down the whereabouts of someone who was transported across the front lines aboard a 

Wanderer-class Orion blockade runner much like the Pariah to Cardassia Prime during the early months of the 

war.” 

 “I’m sure there were numerous people being smuggled back and forth during the war,” Djmok sneered.  

“Can you be more specific?” 

 “It was one of the shape-shifters.  A Founder that had infiltrated Starfleet.” 

 Suddenly Djmok looked interested.  He smiled, an unpleasant expression on most Cardassians to begin 

with.  “Yes!  I know who you are talking about,” the Cardassian said.  “He was regarded very highly by the Vorta 

when he arrived.  They treated him more like a god than anyone I had seen, aside from the female Founder that was 

trapped in the Alpha Quadrant when Sisko mined the wormhole.  Personally, I found him to be pathetic; too 

egotistical, considering he had been unable to accomplish what he was assigned to do; steal a Federation starship 

and turn it and its crew over to Dominion forces for study.” 

 “Do you know what happened to this shape-shifter?” Spaak asked. 

 “Why do you want to know?” Djmok asked. 

 “Let’s just say it’s… a hobby.  Like locating lost children.  It’s a passion of mine really.” 

 Djmok stared at Spaak intently for a moment in silence.  Finally he broke out in a wide grin as he said, 

“Fine, I’ll tell you, but only because the shape-shifter annoyed me and you somehow managed to find a way to 

return from the dead, and that intrigues me.  The Founder they called N’Vorda took his capture by the crew of that 

starship very personally.  Vowed he would see them all defeated, then destroyed.  He became a field commander, 

leading Dominion troops during what the Federation calls the Battles of Tyra and Betazed.  When the Breen joined 



the war on the side of the Dominion, the female Founder assigned N’Vorda to be her official liaison with the Breen 

fleet.  He was in charge of most of the Breen starships when the Founders turned on Cardassia – beginning to 

systematically destroy every major city on the planet’s surface – right before our fleet changed sides.” 

 Djmok spent the next hour telling Spaak and Topuc exactly what had happened in the last days of the war 

and the part N’Vorda had played in it, shocking Spaak more than he ever expected.  Finally, Djmok told Spaak and 

Topuc what he knew of the shape-shifters fate after the signing of the Treaty of Bajor and where he believed the 

Changeling could be located, though admittedly his information was more than ten years out of date.  Several 

minutes later the pair beamed back up to the Pariah. 

 “What is it, Hans?” Val asked, sensing something was wrong the instant Spaak and Topuc arrived on the 

bridge. 

 “My part in this, however small, had a much larger impact than I could have imagined,” Spaak replied, 

practically falling into his command chair and putting his head in his hands. 

 “What?  What is it?” Val demanded to know. 

 “I unknowingly was the cause of ten years of pain for Konstantin, ten years he remained separated from his 

beloved.” 

 Still confused, Val pressed her husband even further. 

 “I still don’t understand.  What does N’Vorda have to do with Konstantin and Cathryn?” 

 “The shape-shifter was in charge of the Breen ships defending Cardassia at the end of the war,” Spaak 

explained finally, looking up at Val with tears filling his eyes.  “When the Federation and Klingon forces broke 

through the perimeter and attacked, the shape-shifter recognized the USS Besiege among the Federation fleet.  

Having read Cardassian intelligence reports, he apparently believed the ship was under your command… or rather, 

that of Admiral Raiajh, and deliberately targeted it intending to destroy it.  The damage the Besiege sustained in that 

attack was responsible for the injuries Cathryn suffered just as the Cardassians switched sides and the war was 

ended, and those injuries were responsible for Cathryn rejecting Konstantin and the stalemate that was fostered by 

Dr. Simmons for over a decade.” 

 “An awful long string of coincidences for you to be claiming responsibility for,” Val remarked, trying to 

convince her husband he was not to blame for what had happened to keep their friends apart.  “Rather than blame 

yourself, you should be blaming the one person responsible.  N’Vorda!  Now did you find out where he went?  Is he 

still alive?” 

 “Oh, he’s alive all right,” Spaak stated, snapping out of his mood.  “Helm, set course for Ghiacciato VI!” 

 “Commander!” the helmsman responded.  “That planet lies deep within Breen space!” 

 “I know.”  Spaak then looked at his wife again and said, “The shape-shifter found it much easier to live and 

work among the Breen than the Cardassians, and his apparent shame kept him from returning to his own people.  

When the treaty that ended the war was signed, rather than return through the wormhole, he moved to Breen space, 

at least according to Djmok.” 

 “Course plotted,” confirmed the helmsman. 

 “Break orbit.  Warp speed as soon as feasible.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The Pariah spent the next several days moving slowly through Breen space.  In spite of its cloak, Spaak 

ordered the slower speed to make sure there was little – if any – chance of detection before his ship reached their 

intended destination.  Over the course of the next several days, crisscrossing Breen space, the Pariah stopped at 

several planets where the two Orion members of the crew, Chor’Ruus and Dr. Ves’Dell, made discrete inquiries so 

as not to raise any suspicions about the Pariah or its mission.  On some planets they learned N’Vorda had stayed for 

a year or two; on others that he had only stayed several months – perhaps even just several weeks – before moving 

on. 

 The trail eventually led to Breen itself, the capital world of the Breen Confederacy.  Hans Spaak waited in 

the transporter room as Chor’Ruus and Ves’Dell beamed back aboard once again. 



 “Any luck?” the commander asked as soon as the materialization process had finished. 

 “As near as we can determine, we’re about four years behind the shape-shifter,” Chor’Ruus replied as he 

and Ves’Dell removed the heavy jackets and face coverings they were forced to wear on the surface of the frozen 

planet before handing Spaak a padd containing information files.  “According to the last contact we made down 

there, he took a scout ship and headed to that planet.” 

 Spaak looked at the information displayed on the padd, his eyes widening in shock briefly. 

 “This is a Federation member world!” he exclaimed. 

 “I know,” Chor’Ruus replied. 

 “Bridge to Commander Spaak,” said Topuc’s voice over the shipwide intercom. 

 “Go ahead, Puck,” Spaak said after activating the com panel. 

 “Commander, we’re being approached by a Breen patrol craft.  They demand our authorization code to be 

in Breen space.” 

 “I’m surprised it took this long for them to quire us, not that we’ve been in one place for very long at a 

time,” Spaak remarked to Dr. Ves’Dell and Chor’Ruus before responding to Topuc, “Give them the usual story until 

we can get the cloak activated and break orbit.  I’m on my way to the bridge now.  Spaak, out.” 

 Spaak then thanked his two Orion crew members for their help in tracking down the missing shape-shifter 

before starting the walk to the bridge.  Halfway there he felt the slight vibration in the deck as the lights dimmed, 

indicating the ship was cloaked, but was unable to make himself smile. 

 

To Be Continued… 


