
Previously in Star Trek: Fifth Fleet… 

 

An evening of swapping stories in the bar with the crew of the USS Sarek prompts Johannes Spaak, commander of 

the IMV Pariah, to seek out the location and status of a Dominion shape-shifter that had infiltrated the Sarek’s crew 

prior to the Dominion War, only to be captured by Starfleet and rescued by a mysterious Orion spaceship before 

V’Pier N’Vorda could be interrogated. 

Using long-neglected resources, Spaak and his crew manage to track down the former commander of the Orion ship 

that rescued N’Vorda, which leads the Pariah across the border into Cardassian space.  There, Spaak learns that 

not only did N’Vorda fight for the side of the Dominion during the war, but was directly responsible for the attack 

on the USS Besiege that nearly killed Cathryn Pearson almost thirteen years earlier. 

Their contact on Cardassia leads the Pariah crew on a dangerous quest into the Breen Confederacy.  In Breen 

space, Spaak learns information that could rock Starbase 719 to its very core… 
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 Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh and Captain Cathryn Pearson were standing opposite each other at the main 

systems display in the center of Ops, reviewing the spacedock arrival and departure schedule. 

 “I heard from Kethry this morning,” Pearson said.  “The Sarek is having a problem with warp plasma 

balancing; too much drive plasma is going to one nacelle and not enough to the other.  Their engineer believes it’s a 

problem caused by their last major overhaul, when they removed the third nacelle, and that the pounding they took 

during the Kairn war only made the problem worse.  Kethry’s keeping the Sarek’s speed in the low warp factors as 

they head back here, so they won’t reach the station until after Delta Shift assumes the watch tonight.” 

 “I guess that frees up my dinner schedule,” Raiajh started to remark when she was interrupted by the officer 

manning operations, Lt Gregory Korolov. 

 “Excuse me, Admiral.  We’re receiving a transmission from the Pariah,” the lieutenant announced.  “They 

request priority docking as soon as they arrive back at the station, and Commander Spaak wishes to meet with both 

you and Captain Pearson as soon as the gangway is across.” 

 “Sounds urgent,” Pearson remarked. 

 “What could be such an emergency after a simple charter?” Raiajh asked.  “And I thought he was going to 

send a message through Marie to let us know when he expected to return?”  Raiajh then turned to Korolov and said, 

“Tell the Commander he has permission to dock at his earliest convenience and that Captain Pearson and I will meet 

him in the embarkation area.” 



 Korolov acknowledged and then passed the order on to the approaching Pariah.  Several minutes later the 

lieutenant announced, “Vessel dropping out of warp, bearing 181 mark 6.”  A moment later he added, “Confirmed; 

it is the IMV Pariah.” 

 “Shall we go see what has Hans all excited?” Raiajh asked her executive officer. 

 “Right behind you, Val,” Pearson answered as the two women headed toward one of the turbolifts.  “Mister 

Korolov, Ops is yours for the duration.”  She then turned her attention back to Raiajh and added, “Personally I think 

he’s found himself a third wife.” 

 Several minutes later, Raiajh and Pearson watched from inside the embarkation waiting area as one of the 

sets of spacedoors opened and, moving quicker than any vessel either officer had ever seen enter a spacedock, the 

Pariah maneuvered into its usual slip.  The mooring tractors locked the merchant vessel in place and the gangway 

extended to mate with the Pariah’s airlock.  Seconds later, the indicator glowed green.  Then, as soon as the inner 

airlock door opened, Topuc and Chor’Ruus rushed out and, grabbing both women and covering their mouths to 

prevent them from screaming, hustled them aboard the Pariah, the door locking behind them. 

 “What in the galaxy is going on?!?” Admiral Raiajh demanded to know as she was brought into the 

Pariah’s bridge, where Spaak and Lady Val waited. 

 “Are both of you alright?  Has there been any unusual incidents aboard the base that could not be 

explained?  Are all your family members okay?” Spaak demanded to know. 

 “What’s happened?” Pearson suddenly wanted to know.  “Has there been a threat to the children?” 

 “Nothing direct, no,” Lady Val responded, prompting both Pearson and Raiajh to relax slightly, but the 

response still did not clear up the confusion on the admiral’s part. 

 “I still don’t understand what just happened!” she said to Spaak.  “If I didn’t know better, I would have 

thought we had just been kidnapped by you… again!” 

 “I had to make sure you were safe,” Spaak replied.  “I want you all to have your families come here and 

stay aboard the Pariah until we can get this cleared up.” 

 “Our families?” Pearson responded.  “All here?  Why?” 

 “Until what gets cleared up?” Raiajh demanded to know.  “You’re not making any sense, Hans.  I can’t run 

a starbase from aboard the Pariah!”  Raiajh then looked at her twin ‘sister’ and said, “He’s acting a lot like when he 

first arrived at my starbase last year.  Is he going through some sort of mental breakdown again?” 

 “No,” Lady Val replied.  “We have found out you are all in grave danger!” 

 “From whom?” Raiajh asked. 

 “With you and your families aboard the Pariah you will be safe,” Spaak said, again sounding like he had a 

million point checklist going through his head and was simply ignoring what was going on in the room around him.  

“At least the Sarek is not in spacedock.  We can warn them before…” 

 “The Sarek is en-route here right now,” Pearson mentioned, making Spaak’s eyes go wide.  “She’s 

supposed to reach the station shortly after midnight station-time.  Why?  How is the Sarek involved in this threat 

against our families?” 

 “It is not your families specifically that are being threatened,” Topuc explained.  “It is anyone associated 

with the crew of the Sarek.  More specifically, anyone who served as a member of the crew prior to Captain 

Sehente’ taking command.” 

 “Why, that would include me, Sylvan, Cathryn, Kethry, A-ZuRQuIL…,” Raiajh started to rattle off a list of 

names, her voice fading as a thought suddenly struck her.  “N’Vorda!”  She stepped closer to Spaak, leaning down 

in his face as she said, “Have you and the Pariah been hunting V’Pier N’Vorda for the last two months?” 

 “Yes, and we found him…,” Spaak replied, finally looking at Raiajh.  “Or rather; where he disappeared to.” 

 “And where is that?” Pearson asked, a feeling of dread in her stomach. 

 “We tracked him from his escape from the Valley Forge to Cardassia Prime to the frozen Breen 

homeworld,” Lady Val explained.  “A little over four years ago he left Breen space and, using a single-man scout 

ship, made his way to the Vega Colony.  From there the records got a little fuzzy, but we managed to determine that 

a ‘mysterious stranger’ traveled by commercial route to Earth shortly after his arrival on Vega.  Several weeks later, 

what appeared to be a murder scene was discovered in a hotel room in San Francisco, though the body in question 



had been vaporized.  Based on the evidence found in the room, including uniforms, authorities at first thought what 

was found might be the remains of some Starfleet officer killed by a phaser, but no personnel were ever reported 

missing and the only identification they could make was that they were 85% sure the remains had been a human.  

The investigation remains open, one of Earth’s few unsolved murders in the last decade.” 

 “Just prior to the discovery of the murder scene,” Spaak added to his wife’s story, “a transport ship 

departed Earth, transporting personnel destined for a new assignment far out on the frontier.” 

 “Don’t tell me, let me guess,” Raiajh said, the puzzle pieces finally coming together to form a whole 

picture.  “That was the transport ship that brought many of this station’s original crew out here to 719?” 

 “Yes,” Spaak confirmed. 

 “You mean we’ve had a shape-shifter as a member of the crew for almost four years?!” Pearson asked with 

shock. 

 “Not only that,” Lady Val replied.  “You have a shape-shifter with a grudge against you.” 

 “I was transported out here aboard that ship as well,” Raiajh said, looking again at Spaak.  “You’re not 

accusing ME of being N’Vorda, are you??” 

 “Of course not, Val,” Spaak replied.  “But we need to know the names of all the members of your crew 

who were transported out here with you.  They need to be isolated and tested!” 

 “You realize that there were more than one hundred starbase crew members, plus all their family members, 

transported to the base by that transport,” Raiajh pointed out.  “How are we going to isolate each one of those people 

without tipping N’Vorda off to the fact we know he’s here?” 

 “We can logically eliminate anyone who has transferred off the base since it was commissioned,” Lady Val 

suggested.  “N’Vorda would not simply leave before accomplishing whatever it is he intends to do.” 

 “We can eliminate anyone killed during the Kairn War too,” Pearson replied.  “But what makes you think 

he is even still posing as a member of the crew?  Once he got here, he could have become ANYONE!” 

 “Because none of the crew who transferred out here with us has gone missing,” Raiajh answered.  

“Everyone is accounted for.  If he had changed disguises, we would have had a report that someone among the crew 

had gone AWOL.  And he would have to be posing as a member of the crew.  It’s the only way he could have access 

to everything he needs to exact his revenge on the present and former members of the Sarek crew.” 

 “It is likely he is posing as someone with no family aboard the base as well,” Lady Val pointed out.  

“Family members would probably have noticed any significant change in personality or habits.  And as a shape-

shifter, he has to spend part of his daily cycle in his liquefied state.” 

 “Factoring all that in, that cuts the number of possibilities down to around 40 personnel,” Raiajh stated. 

 “It’s still going to be near impossible to identify him among all those people without him realizing what is 

going on before the Sarek docks tonight,” Pearson remarked. 

 “I know, which is why we need to start our search as soon as possible,” Raiajh said.  “Which gives me an 

idea.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 An hour later, Lt Gregory Korolov and Lt(JG) Rheta Herring were reviewing cargo manifests for shipments 

that were heading back to Federation space within the next week when Raiajh, Pearson, and station security chief 

Commander Michelle Petersen stepped out of one of the turbolifts into Ops.  Petersen was reading from a padd as 

they emerged. 

 “I know you hate running drills, Admiral, but Starfleet regulations require we run quarterly security drills 

in order to maintain qualification status for all security and embarked Marine personnel,” Petersen said.  “If we 

don’t get these certified results to Starfleet Security in less than a week, Starfleet Command will bust me down and 

remove you from command of the station.” 

 “Very well,” Raiajh said as Pearson headed up stairs to her office.  “How long will it take you to organize 

such a drill?” 



 “I can have it running in less than fifteen minutes, Admiral,” Petersen replied, showing the Vulcan-Deltan 

woman the padd.  “Fortunately I had a feeling something like this was coming our way, so I prepared a drill plan.  

All I need is your signature.” 

 Raiajh reviewed the plan, then touched her thumb to the reader on the padd, digitally adding her signature 

to the attached paperwork as she said, “Very well, Commander.  You have permission to run your security drill.” 

 “Thank you, Admiral,” Petersen replied before heading to her security console. 

 “Conducting security drills, Admiral?” Herring asked, curious about what was going on.  “I’ve never taken 

part in a station security drill before.” 

 “Yes, Lieutenant,” Raiajh replied.  “Some new regulation by Starfleet, though just between you and I, do 

we really need to?”  She turned her attention to the officer stationed at the ops console and said, “I mean, what 

happens if we don’t do it?  Does Starfleet fire everyone and shut down the station?” 

 “I doubt it,” Lt Korolov replied before returning his attention to his console.  “We received an update from 

the Sarek during your absence, Admiral.  Their ETA to the station is now 2330 hours.” 

 “Thank you for the update.  Please inform the spacedock supervisor of the new arrival time.  He’s going to 

want to have crews standing by to go aboard and perform a ship-check on the malfunctioning system as soon as 

she’s moored.” 

 “Yes, Admiral,” Korolov replied as he touched several controls on his console, sending the communiqué to 

the maintenance supervisor.  “I guess some of the old battlewagons are starting to show their age?” 

 “What do you mean, Lieutenant?” 

 “Well, just commenting about the problems the Sarek is having.  She’s been through a lot.  Battles in the 

Gamma Quadrant.  Patrols of the Cardassian border.  The Dominion War.  The Kairn War.  That ship has seen a lot 

of action.” 

 “Indeed.  Where did you serve during the Dominion War, Lieutenant?” Raiajh asked. 

 “I was still a cadet at Starfleet Academy during the war, Admiral.  The treaty was signed about six months 

before I graduated.  It’s too bad.  I was really looking forward to doing my part to help the war effort.” 

 “How about you, Lieutenant Herring?” Raiajh asked, now turning her attention to the young science 

officer. 

 “I was still in high school,” Herring replied.  “But I have some family who were badly injured when San 

Francisco was attacked.” 

 “Admiral, we’re ready,” Commander Petersen called out from across Ops. 

 “Excuse me, Lieutenant,” Raiajh said as she walked over to the security console.  “Very well, Commander.  

You may commence.” 

 Almost immediately, alarms sounded throughout the entire starbase, followed by a droning voice calling 

out, “Intruder alert!  Intruder alert!” 

 Pearson came rushing out of her office, using her hands to slide down the rails of the stairs to the lower 

deck, joining the crew in Ops.  “Report?” she requested. 

 “Unconfirmed reports of an unauthorized intruder aboard the station,” Petersen reported to the captain.  

“Initiating station security protocols, teams of two or more at all times.”  She then addressed everyone in Ops as she 

said, “No one goes anywhere without a partner, not even to the head!” 

 “Location of intruder?” Raiajh asked. 

 “Unknown at present,” Petersen answered.  “They could be anywhere aboard the station.” 

 Within seconds, two Starfleet Marines carrying compression rifles emerged from one of the turbolifts.  As 

the doors swished shut, the sound of a forcefield sealing the turbolift network could be heard.  At her console, 

Petersen monitored indications of status at various points around the station.  Within three minutes, all her 

indications showed green. 

 “Station security protocols in place,” Petersen reported to Raiajh with a nod.  “All sections separated and 

sealed.” 

 “Very well.  Initiate Changeling protocols.” 



 “Secondary force fields raised,” Petersen confirmed.  “Ventilation and transport network sealed and 

disabled.” 

 “Why are we doing that?” asked Herring, looking nervous. 

 “This drill is based on station infiltration by a Dominion Changeling,” Petersen explained to the junior 

officer.  “We’ve randomly chosen fifty members of the crew that are ‘suspected’ of being shape-shifters in various 

areas of the station.  They will all be required to provide blood and tissue samples as part of the drill to prove who 

they are.” 

 “And what if we should accidentally uncover a real Changeling?” Herring asked, her eyes darting back and 

forth between the security chief and Admiral Raiajh. 

 “We haven’t seen an actual shape-shifter in the Alpha Quadrant since the end of the Dominion War.  What 

are the chances we would have one among us now?” Petersen answered with a subtle glance at Raiajh.  “Report 

from Check Station 1.  Test subject 1 comes back as human.” 

 “Very well.  Keep me informed, Commander,” Raiajh ordered. 

 Over the next several minutes, Petersen made occasional updates on status of various areas around the 

station, including reports on the blood and tissue sample tests being performed on supposedly random members of 

the station crew.  Twelve negative reports had arrived before she received a signal on her console. 

 “Admiral, the medical team is in turbolift 1.  They have provided the required pass codes.” 

 “Very well.  Allow them access,” Raiajh ordered.  Petersen nodded, then touched a seemingly-random 

series of controls on her console.  A moment later the far-left turbolift opened in ops and three medical personnel – 

including chief medical officer Sylvan Xaran – and two Marine guards entered Ops, the doors sealing again behind 

them. 

 “Who is being tested, Admiral?” Xaran asked, opening his medikit and pulling out a hypo. 

 Raiajh looked around at everyone in Ops, then asked, “Which members of the crew are normally on duty 

this shift?” 

 “I am, Admiral,” Herring answered. 

“I am as well,” Pearson replied, slightly raising her hand.  No one else spoke up. 

 “Lieutenant Korolov, aren’t you the on-watch operations officer?” Raiajh asked. 

 “Yes, Admiral.  Yes, I guess I am.  I guess I forgot in all the excitement of the drill,” Korolov replied. 

 “You will test Lieutenant Korolov, Doctor.  After all, he was merely a cadet during the Dominion War.  Let 

him see what we had to go through for several months.” 

 Xaran nodded, then approached Korolov.  The man looked slightly nervous as he watched Xaran approach. 

 “Did I ever tell you I hate needles, Doc?” the man joked. 

 “Don’t worry,” the Betazoid doctor assured.  “This isn’t going to hurt at all.  Just let me see your arm.” 

 Korolov started to lift his arm and roll up his sleeve.  A split second later his black uniform sleeve turned a 

deep purple color and Korolov thrust Xaran aside with a long tentacle, knocking him back into one of his assistants 

and one of the Marine guards before Korolov seemingly melted into a purple column of goo and stretched up to the 

upper level, disappearing above the deck.  The Marines reacted immediately, moving to various positions around 

Ops to cover all angles as banging could be heard in the upper level. 

 “Don’t bother, N’Vorda,” Raiajh called out.  “Every door and access in Ops has been sealed.  There is no 

way in or out.” 

 “Somehow you figured out it was me.  My compliments on your investigative skills, Val’ri.  I thought I had 

covered my tracks well enough.  But I’ll find some way to escape.  I always do,” the Changeling replied mockingly 

as he continued to try every access and door in the upper level.  “If you don’t release me, give me a way off this 

station, I’ll do things so horrible, so monstrous, you’ll be begging to let me go.” 

 As the crew in Ops watched, a column of purple goo descended from the upper deck above the entrance to 

the crew’s head.  It flattened out on the deck before rising up into a vaguely humanoid shape, finally solidifying into 

the familiar form of V’Pier N’Vorda as the crew of the Sarek knew him almost fifteen years earlier. 

 “You didn’t think this through very well.  If I’m trapped in here, that means so are you.  Do you have ANY 

idea what I can do to solids like you?” 



 One of N’Vorda’s arms quickly lashed out, wrapping around Dr. Xaran and pulling him to his feet close to 

the shape-shifter.  N’Vorda’s arm coiled around Xaran’s head like a python, blocking his mouth and preventing him 

from talking, yelling or screaming.  The Betazoid man seemed remarkably calm, considering the circumstances. 

 “You came so close to losing your beloved husband after the Qualen attacked the Sarek.  If you don’t let 

me go right now, what I will do to him will make the Qualen’s actions seem compassionate by comparison.  I’ll rip 

his limbs off – one by one – as slowly and as painfully as possible…” 

 “Go ahead,” Raiajh said calmly. 

 N’Vorda was momentarily speechless.  He looked at Raiajh suspiciously. 

 “What do you mean, go ahead?  I’m not bluffing, Val’ri.  I will kill him as painfully as I…” 

 “What part of ‘go ahead’ did you not understand, shape-shifter?” Raiajh asked, confusing N’Vorda even 

more.  The Changeling started growing frustrated, and in his frustration he lashed out again, grabbing Captain 

Pearson with his other arm, coiling around her head and blocking both her mouth and nose as he did. 

 “Let me go!  Or poor Cathryn here slowly suffocates to death!  Imagine what you will have to tell her 

husband and daughters when you try to explain how you could have saved her life but chose to kill her instead!” 

 “Computer,” Raiajh said calmly.  “End program Pearson-Alpha-1.” 

 To N’Vorda’s astonishment, Pearson merely faded from his grasp.  “No!” he shouted. 

 “Computer, end program Xaran-Alpha-1.” 

 This time, N’Vorda’s other hostage faded from existence.  “This is impossible!” the shape-shifter shouted. 

 “Computer,” Raiajh said, smiling slightly.  “End all holographic programs.” 

 Immediately the entire crew in Ops, save for N’Vorda himself, faded away.  He looked around in shock and 

fear, wondering what he could do or where he could go, when the main viewscreen that overlooked all of Ops 

activated.  On the viewscreen, Raiajh, Pearson, Petersen, Lt Commander B’Elanna Torres, Commander Konstantin 

Harkonnen, and Commander Johannes Spaak were all visible. 

 “Give it up, N’Vorda.  There is no escape,” Raiajh said over the viewscreen.  “If you don’t give up quietly 

and allow us to place you in stasis, we’ll simply shut down life support systems in Ops.  It will take a few hours, but 

eventually the temperatures will drop so low that you will literally freeze.  Then we can deal with you at our 

leisure.” 

 Surprisingly, N’Vorda’s expression turned rebellious once more. 

 “If you do that, you may save yourselves, but you will be responsible for the deaths of over a thousand 

beings,” he said. 

 For the first time since the holographic drill had started in Ops, Raiajh momentarily lost her look of 

confidence. 

 “What do you mean?” 

 “Do you really think what is happening aboard the Sarek is a random malfunction?” N’Vorda replied with a 

grin.  “I programmed the imbalance in their engines the last time they were in port here almost two months ago!  

They were supposed to have blown up already.  I can only imagine Kethry kept the ship’s speed down for some 

reason.  But it all works out even better this way, because based on the latest reports we have received the chain 

reaction has started, and when that starship explodes inside your spacedock, it will take the entire starbase with it!” 

 Down in spacedock control, Raiajh turned to Pearson. 

 “Hail the Sarek!  Inform them they have been sabotaged, that the engine problem they are experiencing is 

deliberate!” 

 “Yes, Admiral,” Pearson said before rushing over to one of the nearby communications consoles normally 

used to contact and guide in approaching starships and supply vessels. 

 “You’re wasting your time, Val’ri,” N’Vorda said, his confidence apparently returned.  “When you ordered 

me to tell the spacedock supervisor that the Sarek was arriving early, I was actually jamming your subspace 

communications system.  You have no way of contacting the Sarek and warning them of the fate that awaits them.  

And you.” 

 In spite of her best efforts, Raiajh could feel herself growing angry. 

 “If you destroy the station, you will be destroying yourself as well,” she pointed out. 



 “You see, unlike you solids, I do not fear placing myself into a dangerous situation.  Before the war, one of 

my fellow Founders managed to plant a bomb in a conference on Earth and escape literally as it blew up. So I have 

confidence in my resourcefulness.  And even if I am killed, as long as I accomplish my goal; the death of the 

Starfleet officer most responsible for uncovering my plan to turn a Federation starship over to the Jem’Hadar and 

most responsible for my capture.” 

 “You mean A-ZuRQuIL?” 

 “That is exactly who I mean,” N’Vorda replied.  “The deaths of all the rest of you is merely icing on the 

cake.  But A-ZuRQuIL!  I never trusted him from the first moment we met.  I had to make sure he was dead!  And 

that he knew who had beaten him!” 

 As N’Vorda finished his last sentence, his face changed, melting slightly and reforming into that of 

Gregory Korolov once again.  He then walked over to the console where he had served as operations officer for the 

past several years and opened a hailing frequency. 

 “Starship Sarek, this is Starbase 719 on Starfleet frequency 680.  Please respond.” 

 Several seconds later, the main viewer changed to display the bridge of the Galaxy-class starship.  Sitting in 

the chair at the center of the bridge was a tall man wearing a gold-shouldered skant-type uniform with a sash of blue 

feathers crossing from his right shoulder to his left side. 

 “This is the Sarek.  Go ahead 719,” Commander A-ZuRQuIL responded. 

 Down in spacedock control, the station’s command staff could see and hear what was happening on the 

viewer, but were still unable to transmit.  They watched helplessly. 

 “Sarek, Admiral Raiajh has informed me the traffic pattern around the station will be near capacity at your 

scheduled time of arrival, currently listed as 2330 hours station-time,” ‘Korolov’ stated.  “She requests you increase 

speed to change your arrival time to no later than 2000 hours.” 

 “Stand by, 719,” A-ZuRQuIL said, and the screen went blank for a moment. 

 In spacedock control, Commander Petersen said, “We have to do something!  Colonel McIntyre and his 

Marines can storm Ops and regain control before the Sarek gets here!” 

 “If he sends enough men and they cover any possible route of escape, I’m sure they can capture N’Vorda,” 

Torres added. 

 “I don’t know if you ever dealt directly with a shape-shifter like N’Vorda,” Raiajh remarked.  “Before he 

revealed himself to be what he actually was – a Dominion spy – we used to run Changeling infiltration drills aboard 

the Sarek with him playing the part of a saboteur.  Any little opening, even just the crack between unsealed turbolift 

doors, is enough to allow him to escape.  It usually took us three or four hours to locate N’Vorda during one of these 

drills.  On one occasion, Captain Kale had to call an end to the drill because it was almost 24 hours and we hadn’t 

located him.  Turned out he was disguised as a used coffee cup sitting in the replicator on the bridge the whole time!  

No, even in the relatively small space of a starship, it was almost impossible to find him.  Imagine if he got loose on 

a starbase the size of this one?” 

 “Well, I for one refuse to stand here and simply wait for the shape-shifter to either escape or blow up the 

Sarek,” Spaak stated before turning to Commander Harkonnen.  “Would you care to join me, Konstantin?” 

 “Of course!” the strategic operations officer replied with a grin as the two men started to head out of 

spacedock control. 

 “Wait!  What do you intend to do?” Pearson asked; her voice tinged with desperation.  “All outgoing 

communications are jammed except from Ops, you can’t get free of the mooring tractors, and even if you did you 

wouldn’t be able to open the spacedoors to launch any of the ships we have in port!” 

 “That may be true of an ordinary ship,” Spaak said to Pearson before turning back to head out the door.  

“But the Pariah is no ordinary ship!” 

 Just as Spaak and Harkonnen left spacedock control, the image of the Sarek’s bridge reappeared on the 

monitor screen. 

 “I just spoke with my chief engineer,” A-ZuRQuIL reported.  “She has informed me that, while slightly 

dangerous given our current condition, she thinks she can give us enough speed to reach Point-Alpha on the 

spacedoor approach by 1930 hours your time.” 



 “That’s great, Commander,” ‘Korolov’ responded.  “We look forward to having the Sarek back in port 

again.  Starbase 719, out.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Aboard the Pariah, Spaak took his usual seat – replacing his wife Val – while Harkonnen took a position at 

the helm. 

 “What’s going on, Hans?” Val asked her husband. 

 “N’Vorda has sabotaged the Sarek and cut off all outgoing communication,” Spaak informed.  “We need to 

warn them before it’s too late.”  He then addressed Harkonnen as he ordered, “Activate cloaking device.  Stand by 

on the phase drive.” 

 As the bridge lighting dimmed, Harkonnen replied, “Ship is cloaked.  Standing by on phase drive.” 

 “This is probably going to be a little weird,” Spaak warned.  “We’ve never activated the phase drive while 

the ship was in the hold of even a single tractor beam, no less four.  I’m not sure what will happen.”  He then shared 

a meaningful look with his First wife before ordering, “Activate the phase drive.” 

 From up in the tower high above spacedock, the station crew had watched the Pariah fade from view as it 

activated its cloak. 

 “What does Hans think he’s going to do?  He may be invisible, but he’s still moored to the dock,” Pearson 

said. 

 Suddenly, there were what looked like sparks erupting in the area where the Pariah had been seconds 

earlier.  The entire starbase jostled momentarily, and unexpectedly the mooring tractors in the Pariah’s berth cut off. 

 “The sensors could no longer detect a vessel in the slip and registered a malfunction in the mooring 

tractors.  They automatically powered down,” B’Elanna Torres reported, a grin playing across her lips. 

 “Godspeed, Hans,” Raiajh implored, believing she knew what the Pariah’s commander was planning. 

 

* * * * 

 

 N’Vorda, still disguised as Korolov, paced in a circle around the lower level of ops.  The Sarek was 

supposed to have arrived over half an hour prior, and there was still no sign of the starship or any attempt to 

communicate.  He hoped this meant that his hated nemesis, A-ZuRQuIL was already dead, but it presented 

additional complications, as he had now lost his only bargaining chip.  As soon as the starbase crew knew the Sarek 

had been destroyed, they would shut down life support and heat in Ops, and he would slowly solidify completely in 

the near-absolute zero environment. 

 N’Vorda’s pacing ceased when he noticed an indicator flashing on the operations console.  His eyebrows 

knitting, he walked quickly over to the console and activated the control.  A second later the main viewer blinked to 

life, once again showing the bridge of the starship Sarek.  This time Captain Kethry Sutherland sat in the center seat, 

Commander A-ZuRQuIL to her right, her own ship’s counselor in the chair to her left, and a woman with typical 

Bajoran nose ridges that he did not recognize standing at the tactical console behind them all. 

 “Starbase 719, this is the starship Sarek on final approach to spacedock.  Sorry we’re late, our engine 

problems were a little more extensive than we thought and it slowed us down further than we wanted, but we’re still 

here before 2000 hours.” 

 N’Vorda opened the communications frequency and responded, “Not a problem, starship Sarek.  The 

admiral was getting a little worried, but at least you’re finally here.  Please stand by; we’ll be opening Spacedoor 3 

for your entry into the dock.” 

 “Negative, 719,” Sutherland replied.  “Due to the problem we’re having, my chief engineer feels it would 

be safer to perform the repairs outside of spacedock.  This malfunction has the possibility of causing loss of anti-

matter containment, and if something goes wrong we certainly don’t want to take the entire station with us.” 

 N’Vorda thought quickly, responding, “I’m not sure the admiral is going to approve that, but let me inform 

her.  In the meantime, make preparations to enter spacedock.” 



 Sutherland looked rather upset on the viewscreen. 

 “Lieutenant, I don’t think you understand the gravity of our situation.  We’ve discovered something quite 

concerning to us.  I’m going to beam my first officer over there with a full report of what we have already identified.  

Can we beam him directly to your Starbase Operations?” 

 ‘Korolov’ glanced up, looking at the darkened and deactivated transport chamber and control console at the 

far side of Ops.  Thinking quickly again, he said, “We are just securing from a drill, and our transporter system here 

in Ops has not yet been restored.” 

 “That’s okay, we can beam him into Ops using our transporter,” Sutherland stated. 

 N’Vorda, still disguised as Korolov, smiled slightly.  Realizing he would never have such an opportunity 

fall into his lap like this ever again, he imagined finally having A-ZuRQuIL under his control, forcing him to watch 

as he activated the starbase’s weapons and destroyed the accursed USS Sarek before finally killing the Capellan 

himself.  He could then somehow find a way of escaping the station in the ensuing chaos and deal with Raiajh and 

her crew at a later date. 

 “Very well, Sarek.  Ops is standing by, ready to receive your first officer.” 

 On the viewscreen, N’Vorda could see A-ZuRQuIL get out of his chair and cross over the upper level 

before entering the turbolift as Sutherland said, “He’ll beam over in just a few minutes.  Sarek, out.” 

 N’Vorda’s smile widened.  It would not be long now! 

 

* * * * 

 

 Five minutes later, the communications circuit signaled again. 

 “Starbase Ops, this is Sarek.  Commander A-ZuRQuIL is ready to beam over.” 

 “We’re ready for him,” ‘Korolov’ responded.  A moment later a hum filled Ops and a sparkle just in front 

of the transport chamber coalesced into the form of A-ZuRQuIL.  The Capellan was carrying two objects, one a 

padd, the other a device about as tall and wide as a transport enhancer.  He placed the tall device on the deck at his 

feet, then looked around, evidently confused. 

 “Where is everyone,” A-ZuRQuIL asked.  “Where is Admiral Raiajh or Captain Pearson?” 

 “They aren’t here,” ‘Korolov’ said just as his face changed shape, resuming the look of N’Vorda just as he 

changed his arm into a tentacle and stretched out, pushing A-ZuRQuIL back against the bulkhead to the side of the 

transporter.  “And soon, neither you nor your starship will be here either!” 

 “N’Vorda!” the Capellan spat, struggling against the gel-like tentacle that suspended him several dozen 

centimeters above the deck.  “What are you doing here?” 

 “Taking my revenge on you, A-ZuRQuIL.  Because of you, I was unable to complete the mission I was 

assigned in the Great Link.  Our knowledge of Federation starship design, capabilities, and weaknesses would have 

greatly increased, had I been able to turn the Sarek over to the Jem’Hadar, and with that knowledge, we would have 

been able to build a weapon that could defeat even your most powerful warships.  The entire Alpha Quadrant would 

now belong to the Dominion!  Instead, I have lived in exile for more than ten years, awaiting my opportunity for 

reprisal against you.” 

 “Don’t you remember what happened to you the last time you tried this?” A-ZuRQuIL remarked, speaking 

like he was talking to a disobedient child. 

 “Yes, I do.  You froze my ability to shift shapes, which is why I have adjusted my plan.  I had no intention 

of ever going aboard the Sarek to get at you!  I don’t know whether you ever removed that device Giacobbe built, 

and I wasn’t going to risk it.” 

 “Actually, that entire bridge module, anti-Changeling device and all, was removed not long after you 

escaped from the Valley Forge,” A-ZuRQuIL stated, surprisingly conversationally.  “However, Mister Giacobbe 

continued his research after transferring off the ship.  Unfortunately, nothing was ready for field testing before the 

end of the Dominion War.” 

 N’Vorda moved closer to A-ZuRQuIL, his tentacle arm retracting as he moved. 



 “It’s too bad you weren’t prepared to encounter me here today.  Perhaps you could have ‘field tested’ one 

of Giacobbe’s designs?  Of course, it takes several minutes for it to take effect, during which time I could simply kill 

you, turn off the device, and destroy your ship.”  N’Vorda then took on an officious look as he pronounced, “On 

behalf of the Great Link, I hereby find both you and the starship Sarek guilty of crimes against the Founders of the 

Dominion.”  N’Vorda got close in to A-ZuRQuIL’s face as he asked, “Any last words before I carry out sentence?” 

 “Actually, yes,” A-ZuRQuIL responded, still surprisingly calm.  “Have you ever read the ancient Earth 

myth of Lot’s wife?”  This question caught the shape-shifter completely off guard. 

 “What does that have to do with anything that is going on right here and now?” 

 “Oh, it’s a fascinating story,” A-ZuRQuIL stated, his voice taking on an amused tone.  “The ancient God of 

the Hebrews on Earth decided to destroy two cities as punishment for their vile and evil ways.  He spared a man 

named Lot and his family by sending them away from the cities, but warned them that none could look back at what 

was to occur.  Lot’s wife could not contain her curiosity and turned around to look, so she was turned into a pillar of 

salt.” 

 N’Vorda looked at his captive like the man had lost his mind.  Again he asked, “What does that have to do 

with anything?” 

 “Because, V’Pier, you’ve been a bad boy too!” A-ZuRQuIL replied before leaning forward and kissing the 

shape-shifter on the tip of his nose just as he activated a controller he had hidden in the palm of his hand.  N’Vorda 

turned around when he heard the device that A-ZuRQuIL had carried over with him activate, and was about to lash 

out at it to destroy it with his other hand when he suddenly realized he could not move anything at all. 

 Within seconds, a white crust had formed over N’Vorda’s entire body.  Mere seconds later, the crust started 

to crack and crumble to dust.  Chunks began to fall off.  In less than a minute, A-ZuRQuIL was standing on his own 

two feet again as he smiled and watched N’Vorda disintegrate.  Soon, a pile of white dust settled on the deck where 

V’Pier N’Vorda had stood only seconds before. 

 “A-ZuRQuIL to Admiral Raiajh,” the Capellan man said after activating his combadge. 

 “Go ahead, Quil,” Raiajh quickly responded. 

 “The shape-shifter has been disabled.  I am in control of Ops.  I need your authorization to unseal the space 

and allow you and your security staff to… um…”  A-ZuRQuIL looked at the pile of dust on the deck before finally 

completing his sentence with a smile, “…Take him into custody.” 

 “We’re on our way,” Raiajh stated, the sound of relief evident in her voice. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The following afternoon, the Admiral, Dr. Xaran, Captain Pearson, Commander Harkonnen, Commander 

Petersen, Lt Commander Torres, Lt Commander Quintero, Commander Johannes Spaak, the Lady Val, Captain 

Kethry Sutherland, Commander A-ZuRQuIL, and Lt Commander Kyler Saya were gathered in the admiral’s office.  

Quintero had just passed out drinks to everyone, retaining the last glass for herself. 

 “All’s well that ends well,” Sutherland said, raising her glass.  “My thanks, and the thanks of the entire 

crew of the Sarek, Commander Spaak.” 

 “I’m just glad we were able to reach you in time,” Spaak stated. 

 “Yes.  Another thirty minutes and the engine core would have passed the point of no return,” A-ZuRQuIL 

commented.  “It’s a good thing your ship has that extra warp core installed, or there’s no way a ship like the Pariah 

would have been able to tow a Galaxy-class starship like you did.” 

 “You can thank my own engineer for that,” Spaak replied.   

 “Once we knew what to look for, the repair crews had no problem fixing the damage N’Vorda caused,” 

Sutherland added.  “The Sarek should be ready to resume its mission in less than a week.” 

“It was a good thing the designs and specifications of those advanced quantum stasis field generators your 

former engineer has been working on were in your library computer,” Spaak remarked.  “What’s going to happen to 

N’Vorda now?” 



 “Technically, he’s still powdered Changeling,” answered Petersen.  “But if anyone ever opens the stasis 

container he’s being stored in outside the influence of a quantum stasis field generator, he will immediately revert to 

his liquid form and be just as dangerous as he ever was.” 

 “And probably twice as mad,” Kyler added. 

 “What will ultimately happen to him is up to Starfleet Command and the Federation court system,” Raiajh 

explained.  “They will probably place him on trial for war crimes, like they did the female Founder.  What happens 

to him then is anybody’s guess.  In the meantime, he will remain in stasis until transported at an undisclosed time 

aboard an undisclosed vessel to an undisclosed location somewhere in the Federation.” 

 “Not willing to repeat mistakes, I see?” Lady Val remarked to her ‘sister.’ 

 “The Pariah could always transport the prisoner back,” Spaak volunteered.  “No cloaked and phased 

spaceship is going to be able to steal him away from another cloaked and phased spaceship!” 

 “I’ll keep that in mind,” Raiajh replied before finishing off her drink.  “In the meantime, who has a new 

story to share?” 

 “I do!” A-ZuRQuIL called out.  “Let me tell you about the second time I captured a dangerous shape-

shifter.”  The crew all gathered around to hear the Capellan’s amazing tale.  “So there I was…!” 

 

The End 


