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 Several Starfleet officers, all of the rank of captain and above who were either current or past 

commanding officers, gathered together in the private back room of the Bastogne Lodge, the most popular 

bar aboard Starbase 719.  Among them were Captain Kethry Sutherland of the USS Sarek, Captain William 

McLeod of the USS Besiege, General Ke’reth of the IKV Hem bortaStaH, Fleet Captain Peter Koester of 

the USS Dauntless, Captain K’danz of the USS Bellerophon, Captain Amanda Tomkins of the USS Triton, 

Captain Cathryn Pearson of Starbase 719, and Rear Admirals Val’ri Raiajh, formerly of USS Besiege, and 

Kathryn Janeway, formerly of USS Voyager. 

 It was the first time in many months that many of the Fifth Fleet commanders were able to get 

together like this, a rare opportunity they did not want to pass up. 

 As everyone settled into their seats, K’danz asked, “Whose turn is it this time?” 

 “It’s Cathryn’s turn to buy the first round,” Admiral Raiajh replied.  “And Peter’s turn to share a 

story.” 

 “Are you sure?” Koester responded, looking around at those gathered.  “Maybe we should let our 

guest share a story with us.  I’m sure not all your adventures from your years in command of Voyager have 

been published in that book the Doctor wrote last year.” 

 “No, I’m only here at the invitation of Val’ri,” Janeway said, hands in the air in a gesture of 

defiance.  “I want to hear one of your stories this time.” 

 Realizing there was no way he was getting out of it this time, Koester placed his order with the 

steward – a drink recommendation Pearson made on the way to the Lodge – then started thinking back on 

some of his adventures.  He considered telling his audience about his first mission with then-Lieutenant 

Janeway during the latter years of the Federation-Cardassian Conflict, but figured it would only embarrass 

his former mentor and old friend.  Instead he decided to tell a more relevant story. 

 “Okay, this adventure happened about five years ago.  Let me give you some background on what 

was happening,” Koester said.  “The Kairn had invaded and occupied three Federation sectors of space and 

the several populated systems within them for more than a year.  Shortly after the Dauntless made first 

contact with the Morain and we signed our technological exchange and mutual defense pact, Starfleet 

received intelligence that indicated the Kairn were preparing to invade and occupy a fourth sector.” 

 Koester paused a second to take a sip of his drink, a dynamic blue liquid that came directly from 

Admiral Raiajh’s private stock.  He tried not to choke on the liquor as he swallowed before continuing. 

 “Starfleet assembled an armada made up of twelve starships that had received the Morain shield 

upgrade that negated the Kairn’s variable-frequency disruptors, including the Dauntless, under the 

command of Admiral Dari and the USS Sagan.  The armada moved to intercept the Kairn fleet of seven 

battle cruisers.  Our starship’s ability to withstand the weapon the Kairn had used to destroy numerous 

Federation vessels with ease took them completely by surprise, and two of the Kairn’s seven warships were 

quickly destroyed…” 

 

* * * * 
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 “Two down, five to go,” Science Officer Jorruss commented, just as the Dauntless suddenly 

shuddered violently, listing to starboard. 

 “Nuclear warhead exploded one hundred meters off the port bow,” Phillip Winters reported from 

his position at ops.  “The new shield configuration absorbed most of the shock.” 



 “I’m registering an increase in ambient radiation in sections three through nine of the saucer 

section,” Jorruss reported.  “Recommend we release hyronalin into the atmosphere of the outer sections of 

the hull.” 

 “Do it,” K’danz ordered. 

 It quickly became obvious the new defensive abilities of the Federation starships had taken the 

Kairn completely by surprise.  The five remaining warships quickly lost their formation as they scrambled 

to defend themselves against what was now more than two to one odds. 

 “One Kairn vessel is moving off, Captain.  Looks like its going to make a run for it,” Winters 

reported. 

 “Mister Fry, intercept course.  Dauntless to Relentless.  The Kairn vessel at 201 mark 5 is bugging 

out.” 

 “We’re intercepting now,” Captain Sexton replied as theSovereign-class USS Relentless appeared 

on the viewer, launching more quantum torpedoes against the retreating Kairn’s shields. 

 Suddenly the science console exploded, knocking Jorruss back against the bulkhead consoles.  

Captain April Mendez rushed over to the fallen Deltan man, clasping her hands over an open wound on his 

bald head as she called out, “Computer, activate the EMH!” 

 “Please state the nature of the medical emergency,” the holodoc recited before quickly evaluating 

the situation.  The holographic doctor, who fortunately could appear on the bridge because the Dauntless, 

like many newer vessels, had been built with a holomatrix in most of the ship’s vital areas, quickly sprayed 

plastiskin over the head wound and started scanning Jorruss with a medical tricorder before injecting a 

hypospray into his neck. 

 “What was that?” K’danz shouted after spraying what remained of the science console with an 

extinguisher. 

 “We were struck by an isolytic burst,” Major Sean McIntyre responded as he struggled to reset the 

shields.  “It appears the Kairn have a few new surprises too!” 

 “Shields are down to seventy percent,” Winters reported.  “We actually lost all shields for almost a 

full second before I managed to restore power.  If they had hit us with their disruptors at precisely that 

moment...!” 

 “Cadet Koester to Captain Koester,” said the whispered voice of the captain’s daughter through 

his combadge.  Koester exchanged a look that verged on annoyance with K’danz before tapping his 

communicator to reply. 

 “We’re a little busy up here right now, Gem.  Can this wait?” 

 “Daddy, I’m on deck seven, section twenty five.  There are alien soldiers in the corridor!” Gem 

reported, her voice still barely audible.  Again, Koester exchanged looks with K’danz, this time concern 

replacing the prior annoyance. 

 “Intruder alert!” K’danz exclaimed, initiating another alarm throughout the ship. 

 “Gem, try and stay hidden.  Help is on the way,” the captain tried to assure his teenage daughter. 

 “Quickly, Daddy, they’re coming this...” 

 The comm channel went dead.  Captain Koester clenched his fists. 

 “Gem?  Gem!” 

 “Security’s on its way, Skipper,” K’danz said, but Koester had already grabbed a phaser out of one 

of the nearby weapons lockers and moved deliberately toward the nearest turbolift. 

 “Mendez, with me!  You have the bridge, Exec.” 

 “Skipper, you can’t...” K’danz started to say before the look on Koester’s face cut her off.  Instead 

she announced, “The XO has the deck and the conn,” as Koester and Mendez disappeared into the lift. 

 “Deck seven, section twenty four,” Koester ordered, sending the turbolift to the closest section 

near where the enemy boarders had been reported.  He then looked at the female Marine captain and 

ordered, “Set your phaser for level 3.” 

 “That’s only a heavy stun setting, Captain,” Mendez informed.  “Shouldn’t we at least have them 

set to disrupt?” 

 “Normally I would say yes, but we also know there are crew members in that area of the ship, 

including some of the kids.  I don’t want to risk injury to any of our crew if I can help it.” 

 As Koester finished explaining, the turbolift stopped at its destination.  The doors parted and both 

officers aimed their phasers for the empty corridor.  Fortunately no one was present.  Koester covered as 

Mendez moved out into the hallway, then took up the rear as they moved toward section twenty five. 



 As the pair passed a branching corridor, a hand reached out and clasped Mendez over the mouth, 

dragging her into the branch.  Koester spun around and aimed his phaser, only to find Gunnery Sergeant 

Christopher O’Laughlin holding the Assistant Chief of Security’s mouth, making a shushing gesture so 

neither of the senior officers would make a noise that might give away their position. 

 As O’Laughlin released Mendez, Koester noticed most of Alpha Squad was with the Gunny. 

 “The alien intruders are over in the next corridor, Captain, sir,” O’Laughling explained, his voice 

just barely above a whisper.  “Looks like they’re trying to break inta sickbay for some reason.” 

 “Having you extra personnel will make this easier,” Koester remarked, coming up with a plan.  

“Mendez, take half of Alpha Squad and go around through junction D-26.  That will bring you up directly 

behind the intruders.  I’ll take the Gunny and the rest of Alpha Squad and intercept them in front.  Pincer 

movement.” 

 Suddenly everyone heard a loud thump, and the lighting in the corridor dimmed slightly, 

emergency lights in the corridor junctions illuminating. 

 “What was that?” Mendez asked. 

 “I’m not sure, but it appears we’re on battery reserves,” Koester replied.  “Let’s make this quick, 

so I can get back up to the bridge.” 

 Everyone nodded, and O’Laughlin used silent hand signals to split the squad up, sending half with 

Mendez on a round-about route that would take them to the far end of the curving hallway, where they 

would emerge behind and unseen by the invading enemy.  Koester gave Mendez a minute and a half to get 

into position, then gestured for his half of the squad to follow. 

 

* * * * 

 

 As Koester, O’Laughlin, and half of Alpha Squad neared the junction of the corridor near sickbay, 

O’Laughlin halted the squad, then pointed out an indication on the tricorder he was carrying.  The Captain 

looked at it, frowning as he noticed that, besides the dozen alien life-signs in the corridor, there were three 

human and one Caitian life-sign. 

 Using silent hand signals, Koester ordered the Marines to remain behind and crawled to the 

junction of the corridor.  Carefully glancing around the corner, the Captain saw the four members of the 

Dauntless crew on their knees, hands entwined behind their heads, as two large reptile beings pointed their 

malicious-looking weapons at the prisoners while several others were attempting to pry open the nearby 

doors to sickbay. 

 It was the first time Koester had clearly seen a Kairn with his own eyes since being kidnapped by 

them nearly two years earlier, and on that occasion it had been scientists he had seen, not warriors like 

these.  Each was at least 2.1 meters in height and wearing a flexible protective armor, including a helmet 

that looked like it could also double as a communications device, both with other members of the boarding 

party and with their mothership.  On the shoulders of each Kairn was a swirl-like pattern that Koester 

recognized as the emblem of the Kairn from his previous encounters with their ships.  The only visible part 

of each Kairn was its face, where the blue-grey scales of its skin and the sharp teeth filling its mouth made 

them appear all the more vicious and alien to the captain’s eyes. 

 One Kairn approached the four Starfleet crew, speaking in standard with a lisping voice. 

 “You will show us the clossssest location where we can dissssable this sssstarship, or you will die 

here and now.”  The four crew members merely looked up at their captors defiantly, refusing to say a word.  

The Kairn then looked at one of his warriors and said, “Kill one.” 

 Before the captain could react, one of the Kairn warriors picked up the male human, and with his 

bare claws literally ripped the man’s throat out, throwing the corpse down the corridor in Koester’s 

direction.  Koester was about to react and attack without thinking, when a hand on his shoulder pulled him 

back.  O’Laughlin then signaled his men and all five rounded the corner of the corridor, yelling a war-cry, 

phaser rifles blazing.  At that same moment, Captain Mendez and the remainder of Alpha Squad rounded 

the far corner, catching the Kairn boarding party in a neat crossfire.  The three remaining prisoners 

immediately hit the deck as the shooting started, leaving an unobstructed line of fire for the Marines.  The 

Kairn tried to return fire, but they were too neatly boxed in, and within seconds the Kairn were lying on the 

deck.  Some of the Kairn had been killed by their own fire, others killed by some of the Marines with 

higher phaser settings than Koester had originally ordered.  As O’Laughlin checked the unconscious bodies 

on the deck, he determined that of the twelve Kairn that had boarded the Dauntless, only three remained 

alive. 



 “Mendez to security.  We need several anti-grav gurneys on deck seven, section twenty-five to 

transport prisoners to the brig.” 

 “On our way, Captain,” came the quick reply. 

 As the Marines prepared their new prisoners for transport, the first time Starfleet had captured live 

Kairn, Captain Koester approached the sickbay doors and entered a command code into the control pad 

next to the door, unlocking and opening it.  The doors swished open and Koester found himself having to 

duck aside as he realized a phaser was pointing directly at his face.  A moment later a happy-sounding 

voice yelled, “Daddy!” as first Gem – who had been holding the phaser retrieved from the CMO’s office – 

then several of her school friends and fellow Fleet Space Cadets came pouring out the door to embrace the 

captain before he guided them all back inside to avoid the carnage in the corridor, the door sliding closed 

behind him. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “I’ll admit, it was mainly O’Laughlin and his Marines that saved the day on that occasion,” 

Koester said to his audience.  “But it was a day I will never forget.  The anger I felt at the disrespect for life 

the Kairn showed my crew.  I still get angry every time I imagine what could have happened if we hadn’t 

arrived in time and the Kairn had breeched sickbay.” 

 “I think the Kairn learned a little more respect for us that day,” K’danz commented, proud of her 

own part in the battle, disabling one of the Kairn warships that was firing isolytic bursts at the Dauntless.  

“They’ve never been quite so brazen again.” 

 “Speak for yourself,” Captain Tomkins remarked, her command of the Triton the result of an 

unprovoked attack on the starship by the Kairn that had resulted in the deaths of several senior officers, 

including the original commanding officer, within days of the start of the Fifth Fleet’s mission in the 

Typhon Sector. 

 “Well, that finishes up my story,” Koester said as he drained his glass.  “I’ll buy the next round.  

Whose story is next?” 

 

The End 


