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Clear and Present Danger 
 

 
 
Home of Tanner D. Querby and Selina Querby 
Medford, Oregon [Earth] 
0923 FST – March 9 
 
 
Selina Querby carried a large basket of fresh laundry onto the second 
floor. She knew that her teenage daughter, Jasmine, had a few new 
friends over and she decided to check on them before continuing her 
chores.  

Jasmine was her and her husband’s only child now and they 
had always been rather protective of her. Tanner, her husband, 
worked for Starfleet. She didn’t like the fleet. It had been Starfleet 
that had taken Hunter from them. And even though Tanner had been 
out there in the vastness of space with his son, he had not been able 
to prevent his tragic demise. She hated the fact that he was still in 
Starfleet after all that had happened to them but at least he had 
finally gotten that desk job in San Francisco, just a few minutes away 
by shuttle. 

Selina knocked against the door of her daughter’s bedroom and 
pushed it open with her shoulder. 

“I’m going to town later so if you and your friends want 
something to eat you can just–“ 

Selina froze in the door frame, her mouth wide open in shock. 
Jasmine sat on her bed with two other young women who were 

clearly alien. They were more than that however. Their skin was 
sickly pale, gray almost. Black metallic and synthetic appendages 
protruded out of their skins and disappeared under their clothes. 

The woman sitting closest to Selina turned her head to reveal 
an ocular implant where her left eye socket should have been. 
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Selina dropped the basket, covering the floor with the neatly 
folded laundry. 

She knew what she was looking at right away. She knew all too 
well. She turned away quickly and ran towards the staircase. 

“Mom!” Jasmine yelled and jumped out of her chair. “This is 
not what you think. These are my friends!” 

It was no use. Selina didn’t listen. The only thing on her mind 
now was to contact the only person she knew could help. 
 
 
 
Office of the Secretary-General of the United Earth Government 
New York City, New York [Earth] 
1246 FST – March 9 
 
Chief of Staff Yan Quin entered the spacious office located at the very 
top of the super-scraper with a determined pace. He held a padd in 
his hand which carried information he knew the Secretary-General 
would want to hear right away. After all the newly elected leader of 
the United Earth Government had been sworn into office with a firm 
pledge that he would no longer tolerate Starfleet’s tendency to 
meddle with state affairs. 

Quin remained right. Zenzo Nkosi showed great interest in his 
report. 

“These … individuals, I guess?” 
Quin nodded. “Three doctors have thoroughly examined them 

before they ever set foot on Earth. One of them a Starfleet physician. 
They all attested that they are human and have no remaining 
connectivity to the Collective and that they pose no threat 
whatsoever.” 

Secretary-General Nkosi glanced up from the padd. “And yet 
you are sure that Starfleet is trying to detain them?” 
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“The young woman who contacted us was very concerned that 
they might. In fact our sources tell us that plans to apprehend them 
are underway as we speak.” 

Nkosi stood up, anger swelling up in his eyes. “This is clearly a 
planetary matter. They have no business doing that. I want you to 
dispatch security forces right away. These individuals are under our 
direct protection.” 

“Perhaps we should inform the office of the President and–“ 
“This is exactly what they want. We’ll contact Paris and while 

we wait for the red tape to clear they go ahead and do whatever they 
want. No, Mister Quin, this is an Earth matter and as such we will 
take action.” 

The Chief of Staff nodded curtly and headed quickly for the 
exit to delegate orders. Timing would be everything 

 
 
 

Office of Rear Admiral Tanner D. Querby 
San Francisco, California [Earth] 
1312 FST – March 9 
 
Admiral Tanner Querby sat behind his desk. His eyes finding the 
picture frame that held the image of his wife and his late son Hunter. 
He had always admired how proud he had looked in his brand new 
uniform. What a handsome young man he had been. 

“Sir, we have a situation here.” The disembodied voice came over 
the office’s speaker system. 

“What kind of situation, Lieutenant?” Tanner asked 
impatiently. He had learned that the enemy had infiltrated his very 
home. Without warning his nightmare had become deadly reality, 
shattering the recent tranquility of his life. His family he loved so 
deeply was at risk. The last thing he needed now were people losing 
their heads. 
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“Earth Security Forces have taken up position and are preventing us 
from entering the house.” 

“My house?” 
“It would appear that way, sir.”  
“Dad?” 
Tanner looked up. His daughter had appeared just inside his 

office. “Jas, what are you doing here?” 
“Dad, please, you don’t understand. They are not a threat to 

anybody. They are–“ 
“I will not have this conversation with you. You let me do my 

job.” 
“Sir, what are your orders?” 
“Lieutenant, I want you to acquire the subjects by any means 

necessary. They represent a clear and present danger to Earth 
security.” 

Jasmine took a few steps towards her father. “They don’t! They 
really don’t. They mean no harm.” 

“You stay out of this. You cannot possibly understand–“ 
“No, it’s you who doesn’t understand!” she shouted, almost in 

tears now. 
“Sir, I am not certain how you want us to proceed,” the voice of the 

lieutenant interrupted. “The Security Forces are armed.” 
“Damn it, Lieutenant! Engage and secure the subjects.” 
“Sir, you want us to fire upon them?” he asked, not able to hide 

the surprise in his voice. 
“You can’t do that!” Jasmine cried, tears beginning to fill her 

eyes. 
“What part of this order don’t you understand!” the admiral 

yelled and brought down his fist hard against the wooden desk, 
causing the picture frame to topple over. “I gave you a direct order.” 

Silence. 
“Sir, with all due respect, I don’t think I can follow that order.” 
“Then I will find somebody who can.” 
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Jasmine moved swiftly around the desk and reached out for the 
admiral but he simply shoved her away. 

“Sir, Admiral Owens is here to see you,” announced a female voice 
over the intercom. 

“Not now,” barked Querby. 
But the admiral had already entered his office and quickly 

proceeded to Querby’s desk. Anger written all over his face. “What 
the hell do you think you’re doing, Tanner?” 

“You can’t let him do this, sir,” Jasmine said, sitting in a corner, 
sobbing. 

Owens looked at her for a moment before he turned back to the 
rear admiral. 

“We have to do something. They’re in my home! Don’t you 
understand?” 

Owens stared at Tanner’s empty eyes. 
“You know what they can do. You know what they did to me. 

To so many of us. They took my son and now they’ve come back to 
finish what they started,” Tanner’s voice lost conviction with every 
word he spoke. He dropped down into his chair. “They’ve come to 
take the rest of my family.” 

Jasmine stood up and slowly approached her father. Her 
sadness and frustration replaced by pity. 

“This is Admiral Owens. Lieutenant, stand down and await 
further orders.” Owens directed his attention to Jasmine. “Don’t 
worry I’ll take care of this situation. I think you should help your 
father. He’ll need you now.” 

Jasmine nodded and assisted Tanner onto his feet.  
“You’re making a mistake, a damn mistake,” Tanner Querby 

mumbled as his daughter led him to the exit. 
Owens watched them silently as they stepped out of the office.  



 9 

 
Office of the Secretary-General of the United Earth Government 
New York City, New York [Earth] 
1009 FST – March 12 
 
 
“I don’t understand, Commander, it has been two days now. Where 
are they?” asked Yan Quin. 

The Chef of Staff was looking at the face of Admiral Owens’ 
adjutant on a large screen, embedded at the far wall of the office. The 
brunette woman had not been very forthcoming. 

“I’m afraid there is not much more I can tell you, sir.” 
“This is not good enough. You can’t simply keep them away. 

They were my friends,” Jasmine, who sat next to Quin, almost 
shouted, no longer able to sit by quietly. 

The commander gave the young woman a small nod. “Keeping 
them away is not our intention. As you know they were being examined at a 
local hospital and then … disappeared.” 

“Disappeared?” Quin asked skeptically. “I find that hard to 
believe.” 

“I’m afraid so. We are of course extremely worried about this as well. 
If their intentions should be hostile–“ 

“They are not,” Jasmine interrupted. “They are peaceful and 
friendly. I don’t believe for a second that they left willingly.” 

“I want to assure you Miss Querby, as well as United Earth, that 
Starfleet will fully investigate this matter and we will contact you as soon as 
we have learned of their whereabouts. Starfleet Command out.” 

Her image disappeared from the view screen. 
Jasmine stared at the blank viewer with disbelief. She turned to 

Quin. “They can’t get away with this. What do we do now?” 
Yan Quin leaned back in his chair, a heavy sigh coming over his 

lips. “I’m afraid there is little we can do.” 
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Starfleet R&D, Maximum Security Facility X874-1 
Unspecified Location 
1009 FST – March 12 
 
 
“What is your name?”  

“Four.” 
The former drone was strapped to an examination chair, facing 

a large mirror in a white, sterile looking room. Sitting at her side was 
a man wearing a white lab coat. 

“What was your designation?” 
“Four of Eight, Quaternary Adjunct of Uni-Matrix Zero-Six.” 
“What is your age?” 
“Sixteen years, three months.” 
“What is your birth name?” 
Four hesitated. 
“What name did your parents give you?” he asked more 

insistently. 
“Elizabeth … I think.” 
The man nodded. “What is your name now?” 
Four cocked her head. “You already stated that question.” 
The interrogator leaned forward in his chair, a wicked smile on 

his lips. “Let’s start over then.” 
 

A woman and a man, both clad in black suits, watched the 
interrogation with great scrutiny through the two-way mirror in the 
adjacent room.  

“How much longer are we going to do this?” the woman asked. 
“As long as it takes,” the man replied without taking his eyes 

off Four’s face. “As long as it takes.” 
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There Are No Rules 

 
 

“Victoria, this will be your final training assignment and your first mission 
in the field. As you should know, Eteron is not a nice place so be careful. 
Head to the Dancing Romulan once you arrive and make contact with your 
Echo Six, he will give you additional details pertaining the assignment. 
Good luck.” 

Admiral Thackaberry hadn’t lied when he had said that Eteron 
wasn’t a nice place. In fact Victoria Dibley could not remember 
having ever seen a worse place. The planet was technically within 
Federation territory but was nested in a space triangle between the 
Klingon border and the Romulan Neutral Zone. It was a lawless 
place which seemed to attract the worst kind of people from all over 
the galaxy. 

Lieutenant Junior Grade Victoria Dibley had wanted to be a spy 
as long she could remember. For the last four years she had 
undergone an intense physical and mental training program, 
designed to make her a top agent within Starfleet Intelligence. All the 
long and hard work had been to prepare her for this moment. Her 
first deep cover assignment. She was excited of course but felt at least 
a bit apprehensive especially once she had caught a glimpse of the 
patrons which frequented the Dancing Romulan. They were 
smugglers, criminals, gangsters, both small and big and they were all 
armed and extremely dangerous. 

Victoria had been quite aware of the stares and lustful gazes 
she had received after entering the establishment. After all she was 
an attractive young woman with a body that had all the right 
proportions. She had opted to wear a tight jumpsuit outfit that did 
little to hide her curves but would allow her maximum moveability 
in a fight. She hadn’t thought that her outfit would draw much 
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attention but it appeared that on Eteron women dressed in more 
conservative outfits were the ones that stood out the most. 

“Haven’t seen you around here before. You wanna come with 
me, I promise I show you a hell of a good time, eh?” 

Victoria turned around to see a bulky, green-skinned Orion 
man hover over her. He wore a menacing looking dagger at his hip 
and threw her a wicked grin. He was clearly drunk. 

“There is nothing you could show me I’d be interested in.” 
“You change your mind once you see what I’ve got,” the man 

replied as his hand moved towards his dagger. 
Victoria jumped up with lightning-fast speed. She grabbed his 

arm, twisted it harshly behind his back and used her leverage to push 
him forward so that his upper body slammed hard against the table. 
She swiftly drew his own dagger and brought it up against the 
panting Orion’s face. 

“You have nothing that I want so why don’t you do us both a 
favor and get your pathetic behind out of my face.” 

The man grunted a few unintelligible words and Victoria let 
him go. He almost pleadingly asked back for his dagger but the 
young girl just sat back down in her chair, ignoring his request. 

She had to put in an effort to keep a wide smile off her face 
when the large Orion began to shamefully walk towards the exit 
amidst a choir of laughs and chuckles from the amused patrons. 

Victoria’s hope that her forceful demonstration would 
discourage any other attempts by foolish ruffians to approach her 
was short lived. 

“I like the way you handle yourself.” 
She had to admit that the man who had stepped up to her table 

looked much more pleasing than the Orion had. He possessed a 
youthful, almost boyish face, complete with intense blue eyes and 
short blonde hair. He looked like a character from a holo-novel, 
carefully styled and formed by an artist. She would never have 
admitted it but she found the man rather attractive. 
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“In case you hadn’t noticed, I’m not looking for company,” she 
said roughly, trying hard to ignore the fantasies her mind had begun 
to allow itself. 

The man carried two mugs filled with ale, he sat down opposite 
from Victoria and placed one right in front of her. He wore a 
confident smile on his lips. 

Victoria, irritated by his self-invitation, pushed the mug away. 
“Listen, Mister, I’m not interested. If you know what’s good for you, 
you get out of here now.” 

“Or what? You’ll dispose of me like you did with that green 
fellow?” 

Victoria slammed the large dagger into the desk, it trembled 
slightly from the impact but remained stuck in the thick wood. A few 
patrons glanced at Victoria, expecting another, entertaining fight. 

The man just stared at the dagger and then calmly took a drink 
from his own mug. 

“We have a mutual friend.” 
“I don’t associate with scum,” Victoria shot back. 
She felt bad when she saw the hurt expression on his face. She 

took no pleasure in talking this way but she knew it was necessary. 
“You know ol’ Thack would be really hurt if he heard you say 

that,” he said, his smile widening now. 
Victoria opened her mouth with surprise. But she couldn’t 

think of any words right away. It took her a second attempt to speak 
out. “Echo Six?” 

“I prefer Galvan.” 
“Oh,” was all she could say. 
“And you must be Victoria Dibley,” he said. “You’re much 

more charming in person than I was led to believe.” 
Victoria felt embarrassed and blushed slightly. “You could 

have told me who you were sooner.” 
“Yeah, but where’s the fun in that?” 
“I’m sorry.” 
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“Don’t sweat it. Now we should talk about business, don’t you 
think Victoria?” 

She nodded slowly. “Omega Eight. My code name is Omega 
…” 

“Nobody gives a damn about names around here. They are 
completely meaningless and interchangeable, trust me. If you want to 
get through these assignments in one piece there is just one rule you 
need to know.” 

“Which is?” 
“There are no rules.” 
Victoria nodded even though she wasn’t quite sure what he 

meant. It was certainly nothing she had been taught at the Academy 
or in the SI training program. 

“Nobody and nothing is what it seems around here. For 
example, look over my right shoulder.” 

She did as she was told. She spotted a large Nausicaan by the 
bar counter. He was intimidating, easily seven and half feet tall. He 
seemed to be involved in an argument with a Ferengi. Except that 
instead of words he used his large hands to smash the Ferengi’s head 
repeatedly against the counter. 

“Yeesh.” 
“That charming monster is Kren. You can’t tell from his 

interpersonal skills but he’s a real good guy and my only friend on 
this backwater planet,” he said without taking his eyes off Victoria. 
“Now look over my left shoulder.” 

Victoria saw a blue-skinned Bolian entertaining a small crowd 
of men and women. He was a fairly good-looking man with 
undeniable charms. His jokes seemed to have his audience roaring 
with laughter. 

“Meet Saunik Brek, probably one of the most ruthless persons 
in this entire sector. A mass-murderer, he gambles with people’s lives 
like they were candy. He has brought more suffering to this galaxy 
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than a single Borg cube could ever do. I’m also pretty confident he’s a 
Romulan spy.” 

Victoria nodded. 
“And that brings us to our assignment. Let’s go,” he said and 

quickly stoodand headed for the exit. He was so swift in his 
movements that Victoria was still sitting at the table by the time he 
had reached it. 

She quickly got up and followed him. 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
Galvan had lead Victoria into the abandon skeleton of a construction 
site. One of many on Eteron. From their position they had a good 
view at a narrow and empty street below. 

“Now what?” 
“Now we wait,” Galvan said and made himself comfortable on 

a few bags of building material. 
Victoria shrugged and sat down at an opposite corner, leaning 

against a strong steel beam. “Can I ask you a question?” 
“You already are.” 
“It’s about this assignment. It’s supposed to be my last training 

job before they’ll make me a full agent.” 
“And you’re wondering if this is real?” 
She nodded slowly. 
“Trust me, Victoria, nothing here is fake,” he said and laughed. 

“That might not be entirely true.” He took on a more serious 
expression before continuing. “It’s real enough to get you killed. So 
keep your focus, I’d hate to see anything happen to you.” 

Victoria wasn’t sure if that was the answer she had hoped for. 
But Galven’s attitude seemed to radiate confidence. Somehow she 
knew that nothing would happen to her while having him at her side. 
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Or perhaps something could happen, something much more 
pleasant. She tried to get those thoughts out of her head. 

For next two hours Galven and Victoria spoke about nearly 
everything except their assignment. The young agent found warmth 
and tolerance coming from her partner she had not expected to find 
in a deep cover agent. The sun disappeared from the sky and 
darkness began to cover the streets of Eteron’s capital city. With the 
dark came the cold and Victoria found herself shivering, cursing 
herself for not having been prepared for the weather. 

Galven noticed and moved closer to her. He undid his jacket 
and put it over her shoulders. He slightly brushed up against her and 
their eyes met. Almost out of instinct Victoria moved closer and 
suddenly their lips met in a passionate kiss. Galven moved his hands 
around her waist to pull her closer. His hand accidently released a 
small device attached to her belt and it dropped to the ground with a 
clatter. 

Victoria instantly jumped back. Her face a bright red. She 
looked down to see her mini-sized phaser on the ground. 

“I’m sorry,” she stammered. “That was not professional.” 
Galven took his time to pick up her weapon while Victoria 

turned away in shame. 
“Don’t be sorry,” he said. “It was as much my mistake as it was 

yours.” He gently touched her shoulder and handed her the tiny 
phaser. “You better hang on to this, it might mean the difference 
between life and death out here.” 

Victoria slowly nodded and took the weapon. “Look, Galven I 
just want to say …” 

The sound of footsteps nearby made her whip around, bringing 
her phaser to bear. Just a few yards away stood a mammoth of a man, 
approaching her menacingly. 

“Easy,” said Galven and lowered her arm. “Kren is a friend, 
remember?” 
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As the tall man stepped out of the shadow she recognized him 
as the Nausicaan from the Dancing Romulan. 

“He’s here,” Kren grunted. 
Galvan removed a small, palm-sized device from his jacket that 

looked like a padd. But one button press transformed it into 
binoculars. Down on the street a large hover vehicle had silently 
appeared. 

“Who is it?” asked Victoria. 
Galven handed her the device and she looked through it. She 

was surprised to find that the binoculars could easily penetrate the 
pitch black windows of the vehicle. Inside sat a Bolian man. 

“Saunik Brek.” 
“As I told you he works for the Romulans. Most likely the Tal 

Shiar. Our mission is to find his Starfleet informant who has been 
supplying him with information.” 

Victoria nodded. 
“We need to go,” Kren interrupted. 
“You’re leaving?” 
Galven nodded. “I’m afraid so. I have some other business to 

attend. Find out who the informant is and follow him to make a 
positive ID. I’ll catch up with you later.” 

“But–” 
“Don’t worry, you’ll be fine,” he said with a reaffirming smile. 
Before she could say anything else Galven and Kren had 

disappeared into the shadows. 
Victoria sighed and turned back to observe Brek. She didn’t 

have to wait long. A woman had stepped into the alley, approached 
the vehicle and entered. Victoria was sure that she had never seen the 
brunette human-looking woman before but something about her 
looked familiar. The device she used to spy on the two also turned 
out to have a build-in microphone. But she could only pick up a few 
snippets of their conversation. It was enough to confirm that the 
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woman was the informant. After a few minutes she left the vehicle 
while the Bolian remained. 

Victoria wasted no time and quickly climbed down her hiding 
spot to follow the woman. She remained unseen as she trailed her all 
the way to an abandon warehouse. She was just about to follow her 
in but then felt it better to report to Galven first. She activated her 
hidden communicator. 

“Galven, you were right,” she said. “The informant showed up. 
I followed her to an empty building in the warehouse district.” 

“Good job, agent,” he said which caused her to smile. “Stay on her 
while I go and arrest Brek. I’ll meet you in one hour in the Dancing 
Romulan. Galven out.” 

Quietly Victoria sneaked into the warehouse. As she had 
suspected it was almost completely empty. She spotted a large figure 
standing near the center. It wasn’t a woman. The figure turned into 
her direction. It was a large Nausicaan. 

Victoria gasped in surprise but managed to find a hiding place 
just before being discovered. 

Kren is working with the informant, she quickly surmised. Galven 
was right. Nobody was as they seemed. She suddenly wished he had 
paid more attention to his own advice. She knew she had to warn 
him. She left the warehouse and tried the communicator again. But 
he didn’t answer. A terrible feeling came over her. It’s a trap. 

She hurried back to the street where Brek had met the 
informant. Sure enough the Bolian’s vehicle was still there. But a 
quick look through the binoculars revealed that he was no longer 
inside. She used the darkness to slip towards the black car, making 
full advantage of her intensive stealth training. She could hear 
subdued voices coming from an alley nearby. She pushed her back 
against the wall and approached the corner. She spied around it and 
couldn’t believe her eyes. 

Brek was casually in conversation with another man. Galven. 
They laughed and joked as if they had known each other for years. 
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Victoria’s head began to spin. What was going on here? As much as 
she wanted to believe otherwise only one conclusion made sense. 
Galven was the traitor. Her confusion was quickly replaced by anger. 
She reached for her phaser and stepped into the alley. 

“Galven! I’m placing you under arrest for treason!” 
The two men turned to her with surprise. 
“Damn,” Galven exclaimed and then turned to Brek. “Get out 

of here. I’ll deal with her.” 
Brek nodded and took off. 
“I can’t believe it’s you! I can’t believe you lied to me!” 
“It’s a tough business we’re in,” he said with his trademark 

smile. 
It made Victoria sick now. 
He reached for his own weapon but he was too slow. Victoria 

fired and the crimson beam caught him square in the chest. He 
collapsed immediately. 

She approached him slowly, kicking away his weapon and 
looking down at him with disgust. “Why?” she asked the half-
conscious man. 

“I had a very good reason,” he said and suddenly lunged at 
her. The abruptness of his attack made Victoria lose her grip on her 
weapon and she fell to the ground. Within seconds Galven was on 
top of her. She squirmed as she tried to get free but it was no use. 
Then one of her hands found her phaser. She took it, swung her arm 
back and pushed it into Galven’s chest. She knew that the discharge 
would be deadly on this close range but she had no choice. Galven’s 
eyes opened wide as she squeezed the trigger. 

Nothing happened. The weapon discharged but Galven didn’t 
even flinch. He simply slapped the small phaser out of her hand. 

“I’m afraid it’s useless,” he said with a smirk, “You see I 
replaced your weapon earlier. I couldn’t take the chance. It fires 
nothing but harmless holographic photons.” 
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Victoria heard heavy footsteps again. The last thing she saw 
was the massive frame of Kren approaching her before she slipped 
into darkness. 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
When Victoria awoke she found that her wrists had been bound 
behind her back. She was lying on a metallic bench but quickly 
managed to sit up. The room was dark but with just enough light to 
see the faces of her two captors. 

“What are you going to do with me?” she asked, fearing an 
answer. 

The Nausicaan stepped up behind her and she didn’t feel very 
proud when she closed her eyes expecting the final blow. Instead she 
felt her binds being cut away. 

She immediately jumped onto her feet. “What’s going on 
here?” 

Kren began to laugh. It was a deep and frightening noise. “I 
truly enjoy this part.” 

Victoria looked back and forth between Kren and the smiling 
Galven. 

He stepped closer and quietly handed her the padd.  
She took it and realized that it had a message on it. 
Admiral Thackaberry’s face appeared. “I’m certain you are 

confused and angry right now, Victoria. I’m sorry that we had to keep you 
in the dark but it was necessary for the success of this assignment. You 
performed admiringly and I am looking forward to welcome you back and 
instate you as a full agent,” Admiral smiled as he spoke. “See you soon, 
Thackaberry out.” 

Victoria looked up. “So you‘re not the informant?” 
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“Well technically I am. It’s just that the information I provide 
are not always all that accurate.” 

“You’re a double agent.” 
Galven nodded. 
“But I don’t understand. We could have taken Brek into 

custody. Now he got away. We let him win.” 
“Win?” Galven laughed. “What we do here is not about 

winning or losing, Victoria. If you want a clear cut victory you should 
join a starship crew. Brek was becoming suspicious of me. He needed 
to be reminded that he can trust me so that I can continue to supply 
him with fake intel. This way the Romulans will lose a significant 
strategic advantage in this sector. And now that I have killed a 
Starfleet Intelligence agent–” 

“Killed?” 
Kren laughed again. “Didn’t you hear? You’re dead.” 
Victoria threw Kren a surprised look. 
“Well at least in this region of space.” 
The young woman nodded with understanding. She didn’t 

know how she felt about what had happened. She knew she should 
be angry for having been deceived but in all honesty she was relieved 
that Galven was still on her side. 

“Wait what about the woman? She was an informant.” 
“You better sit down,” Kren said with amusement. 
Victoria didn’t understand. 
“There is something else you should know about me,” Galven 

said as he took another step towards Victoria. She looked on in shock 
as his face, his entire body changed to the one of the woman she had 
seen earlier. “The woman is me.” 

Victoria couldn’t find words. 
“I’m a shape-shifter. And this is my true form I’m afraid.” 
Victoria subconsciously touched her lips.  
“I’m sorry,” Galven said. 
Victoria smiled. “Nothing is as it appears.” 
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Galven nodded. 
“Your transport will leave in one hour,” Kren said. 
Victoria turned away and began heading for the only door in 

the room. Just before she reached it she turned back around to look at 
the brunette woman she had once known as a man. “I guess I still 
have much to learn to be a proper spy.” 

Galven smiled sweetly at her. “You did well today, Victoria. 
You’ll make a great agent.” 

She nodded slowly. “Will I ever see you again?” 
“I’m sure you will. In one form or another.” 
Victoria smiled and left the room. She knew that she would 

never return to Eteron. 
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Enemy Mine 
 

 
“Goddamnit, goddamnit, goddamnit!” 

“Calm down.” 
“Calm Down! Calm Down? Don’t tell me to calm down! We’re 

going to die, don’t you get it? We’re toast.” 
“You don’t know that.” 
Sergeant Trevor Davis was too preoccupied to pay Corporal 

Rhett Baker’s ravings much attention. He didn’t know Baker all that 
well. They had never met before this mission to the surface to Mentru 
XII. He had seem like a decent enough Marine, perhaps a bit too 
talkative, but now after they had been cut off from their unit and left 
behind on the surface, Trevor wished that he was stuck in this 
unfortunate situation with a cooler head. 

He tried the emergency beacon again. “This is Tango Seven-
Eight, calling Tango Control, Tango Control, please come in.” 

And again the only response was the discouraging sound of 
static. 

“They’re going to level this entire valley, you know that. If we 
don’t get out of here now we’re toast!” 

Trevor knew he was right. They had both been at the briefing 
before heading to the uninviting tundra covered planet. This mission 
was supposed to be a simple reconnaissance assignment. Get in with 
a small platoon, scout out the area and then return to a vessel in orbit 
before a massive bombardment would turn hundreds of square miles 
into nothing more than dust, ensuring the complete destruction of a 
hidden super weapon before it could be launched against nearby 
troop positions. Unfortunately the mission hadn’t quite gone 
according to plan. At least not for Davis and Baker. 
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“They won’t start the bombardment with us still on the 
surface,” Trevor said and tried another frequency. “Come in Tango 
Control. Tango Control, do you copy?” 

“It’s useless. That piece of crap is busted,” Baker said and 
turned to look at the red sky and the bright hot Mentru sun as if he 
could somehow establish eye contact with the Tranquility in orbit. 

“It’s our only chance. This transmitter is the only thing strong 
enough to cut through the Cardassian interference field. I’m open to 
other suggestions.” 

“Well I’m not going to stay here and be vaporized,” he said and 
gripped his phaser rifle. “There was a building half a click east.” 
Without another word Baker began to walk off. 

“That won’t help us, that building will be leveled like 
everything else around here.” 

But Baker wasn’t listening. 
“Corporal!” 
“Damn,” Trevor mumbled under his breath when Rhett Baker 

continued through the lifeless tundra. He turned back to the bulky 
emitter, slung it over his shoulders and followed his fellow Marine. 
All the while making a mental note to file a strong worded report 
concerning Baker should he ever step foot on Tranquility again.   

By the time Trevor caught up with Rhett Baker they had almost 
reached the building. It was not much more than a shabby prefab 
shack that threatened to collapse all by itself at any moment. 

Baker had brought up his rifle and used a few large boulders 
for cover while approaching the building. 

“I just saw somebody inside. A damn snakehead, I bet,” he said 
when he noticed Baker catching up with him. 

“You sure?” Baker checked his own weapon. It was set to kill. 
The stun setting had been long since abandoned by the Marines 
during the costly and brutal war against the Dominion. 

“Yeah, let’s get him! He’s bound to have a way to get the hell 
out of here,” he said, his glassy eyes fixed at the small, silvery shack. 
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“Alright,” said Trevor and took a knee next to Baker. The 
weight of the transmitter on his back was weighing him down 
significantly. “I’ll take the front and you circle–” 

“We have no time for subtleties,” he said and dashed for the 
door, his rifle at the ready to blast away any opposition he might run 
into. 

Trevor swore quietly and then followed with all the speed that 
the extra weight allowed. 

Corporal Baker stormed through the open front door and out of 
Trevor’s view. 

Phaser fire. A couple of shots. At least two weapons. 
Trevor could feel the adrenaline coursing through his body as 

he approached the opening. 
There was a loud cry. It sounded like Baker. And then a thud. 
Trevor slowed down, determined not to make the same mistake 

his overeager companion had made, he pressed himself against the 
outer wall of the building, brought up his rifle and spun into the 
opening. 

“Tell me how to get out of here! Talk to me you damn reptile!” 
There had been two Cardassians in the building. Baker had 

shot one of them. Now he was sitting on top of the other one. He had 
lost his rifle and instead used his fists to batter his defenseless 
opponent’s face. 

Trevor secured the room. 
“You gonna die if you don’t talk! We’re all gonna die!” 
Another hit. His fists were turning red. 
“Corporal!” 
“Talk, damnit!” 
Trevor took a step towards Baker. And then he realized his 

mistake. His victim was a woman. 
“Stand down, Corporal!” 
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But the beating continued. Baker was no longer responsive, his 
eyes filled with hate and rage, his words had began to lose any 
coherence. 

Trevor watched as her face was being pounded again and 
again. 

His finger slipped to the trigger of his weapon. 
Not a second later Corporal Rhett Baker lay dead next to the 

Cardassian woman. 
The phaser rifle slipped out of Trevor’s hands as his brain 

slowly began to catch up with he had just done. 
The woman coughed and pushed herself up. Her hands quickly 

found Baker’s hand phaser still clipped to his waist. She brought the 
weapon to bear on her human enemy with shaky hands. 

Trevor didn’t seem to notice. Instead he just stared at his fellow 
man as if he could will him back to life. He sacked to the floor. 

The Cardassian found a dirty piece of cloth and slowly began to 
wipe away the blood on her face. Her weapon however remained 
trained on the unresponsive Marine in the corner. Her bony facial 
structure had prevented any major injuries. When she was done she 
threw the blood-soaked cloth at the human. 

Trevor looked up. For the first time he realized that she wore 
Cardassian military armor. She was also quite young, probably no 
older than himself. She had sparkling brown eyes and more color in 
her face than most other Cardassians he had seen. He couldn’t tell if 
that was because of her injuries or not. His eyes wandered from her 
face to the phaser which was pointed at him. 

“Human. Consider yourself a prisoner of the Cardassian 
Union,” she said with a steely voice. 

Trevor looked away. “Why not just shoot me now?” 
She took a step closer and brought the weapon up a bit higher. 

Her finger hovered over the trigger. But then she hesitated. “You just 
saved my life. Why?” 

“I don’t know.” 
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“It doesn’t matter,” she replied after a moment. “Your pathetic 
compassion is one of your many weaknesses.” 

“That’s just what I need now,” Trevor shot back. “Your cold-
hearted Cardassian do-or-die mentality.” 

“What do you expect? Thanks?” 
Trevor stood up so suddenly that it forced the Cardassian 

soldier to take a quick step back. “Why the hell not?” he shouted. 
“Would it be so damn dangerous to open up your heart just a little 
bit? To show some compassion for once, some feeling? I am so sick of 
your people’s attitude!” Trevor turned her back to the speechless 
woman. “You’re right it doesn’t matter. Shoot me, don’t shoot me 
we’re all going to die today anyway.” 

Trevor fully expected to be shot down from behind. Somehow 
he was beyond caring. He had killed a fellow man and for what? The 
ungrateful enemy. What could he expect if he would go back now? 
Nothing less than a full court martial that was for certain. 

But the deadly strike never came. “What do you mean?” she 
said after nearly a minute of silence had passed. 

Trevor noticed that the weapon was no longer trained on him. 
“The ship in orbit is about to bomb this whole valley into kingdom 
come and us along with it.” 

“But you are still here. Why would they do that?” 
“Because they don’t have a choice. It’s bombardment or risking 

your missiles to be launched against our positions on Mentru XI,” he 
replied and began to remove the transmitter he still carried on his 
back, thankful to rid himself of it. 

The woman began to laugh. It was very subtle at first but 
within a few seconds it had developed into a full out belly laugh. 

“What the hell is funny about being bombed to pieces?” Trevor 
demanded. 

“You and your people,” she said while she continued to laugh. 
She found a chair and sat down. “There are no missiles on this world. 
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I am certain of it. If anything it is a rumor started by the Dominion. A 
ruse you easily fell for.” 

Trevor watched her amusement with his mouth hanging open. 
“That’s just perfect,” he mumbled and set up the transmitter again. 

“You humans truly are pathetic,” she said and discarded the 
phaser. 

“Tango Control this is Tango Seven-Eight, please come in. I 
repeat this is Tango Seven-Eight calling Tango Control.” 

Nothing but static. 
“Your ship is probably space dust by now.” 
“Tango Control be advised I have new information regarding 

this mission. Be advised that our intelligence might be corrupted. I 
say again, intelligence might be unreliable. This might be an ambush. 
Tango Control do you copy?” 

Nothing. 
“You might as well give up,” she said with a chuckle. “They’re 

gone.” 
Trevor whipped around with anger in his face. “What if they’re 

not? Ever think of that? In that case we’ll both die.” 
“I am not afraid to die for the Union.” 
“Tango Control, please come in. This is Tango Seven-Eight. 

Tango Seven Eight calling Tango Control. Goddamnit, Tango 
Control, respond!” 

A powerful blow hit the transmitter. Which was quickly 
followed by another and another and then a few kicks until the 
indicator lights began to flicker. 

Trevor stopped punishing the offensive transmitter, breathing 
hard now. 

“That wasn’t very smart, human. We could have used your 
device to call for my people.” 

The Marine sergeant got back to his feet. “To spend the rest of 
my days as a POW? No thanks I know how you people treat your 
prisoners,” he said and began to walk to the far wall of the shack. 
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“You better get used to the idea, human. Because that’s exactly 
what’s going to happen to you sooner or later.” 

He slumped down by the wall. “Trevor. My name is Trevor.” 
The woman didn’t reply. In fact she avoided eye contact 

altogether. 
“What’s yours?” 
She remained quiet. 
“I’m sorry, I forgot you can’t show weakness in front of your 

enemy. I understand your great Cardassian leaders would–“ 
“Latesh,” she said quietly. 
Trevor nodded. 
“Well Latesh, how soon are your people going to be here?” 
“Soon,” she said with no conviction in her voice. 
“Funny because our reconnaissance registered no Dominion 

troop movements on this entire continent.” 
Latesh briefly glanced at Trevor. Her previous intensity gone. 

She seemed vulnerable all of a sudden. For a moment Trevor almost 
felt pity for her. 

“Why do I have the feeling that you are as abandoned as I am?” 
“You are mistaken, human!” she snapped back. 
“Tango Seven-Eight this is Tango Control, come in.” The weak 

voice coming out of the speaker of the transmitter was filled with 
interference but it was clear enough. 

Trevor jumped to his feet. “Space dust, eh? I don’t know about 
you but I’m getting out of here,” he said to Latesh and rushed 
towards the transmitter. 

“Tango Seven-Eight this is Tango Control, come in.” 
“Tango Seven-Eight, copy.” 
“Tango Seven-Eight this is Tango Control, do you copy?” 
“Yes, yes, I copy, I copy. This is Tango Seven-Eight. Tango 

Control I copy.” 
“Tango Seven- Eight this Tango Control, come in Tango Seven-

Eight.” 
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“Damn it, something’s wrong.” He began to fiddle with the 
limited controls of the transmitter. 

“Tango Seven-Eight be advised that strike is on schedule. Negative on 
evac due to heavy enemy opposition. Recommend you proceed to safe zone 
and stand by.” 

“That’s over sixty clicks from here how do you suppose I get 
there?” he shouted at the machine. 

There was no answer. 
“Tango Control, come in! I can’t get to the safe zone! Tango 

Control! Tango Control!” Trevor didn’t find the strength to keep 
himself on his knees. Instead he dropped down next to the 
transmitter. 

When he looked up again he saw Latesh standing over him. “ I 
lied earlier.” 

He shot her an asking expression. 
“When I said that I wasn’t afraid to die,” she said and sat down 

next to him. 
“What are you doing?” he asked when he felt her closeness. 
She smiled weakly. “Opening up my heart?” She let her hand 

slip into his. “I don’t want to die but if I have to I’d rather not be 
alone … Trevor.” 

He nodded slowly as he looked into her eyes. Her intensity had 
returned but it was no longer that of a cold warrior. Those were the 
eyes of a living and breathing sentient being. More than that even. A 
woman. 

“Do you think it be possible for two complete strangers, two 
enemies to come together and forget that they are enemies for just a 
few minutes?” Trevor’s voice was weak, not much more than a 
whisper, all strength had drained out of him. 

Lakesh nodded. 
They moved in closer to each other, his warmth spreading to 

her cold body. 
A roar ripped through the skies above. 
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“It has begun.” 
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Long Live The Empire 
 
 
Men are weak.  

Men are not made to rule. That much seems obvious by now. 
Of course they think otherwise. But most often they are deluded by 
their own ludicrous ambitions. They become so obsessed with their 
quests for power that they become oblivious to anything and anyone 
around them. They are so self-assured that in the end they will 
achieve ultimate victory that they can no longer conceive of the 
possibility of failure. And that is always their downfall.  

Archer was such a man. He believed himself to be in control 
but the truth is that he was merely playing his part. He believed 
exactly what I wanted him to believe and in the end he fell like a 
pawn in a chess game. He never suspected that the queen was the 
figure that held all the power. Even though she was right in front of 
his eyes from the very beginning. 

Archer is dead now. Defeated. But he was just the first piece of 
the puzzle. With the immense power of the future Defiant at my 
command, nothing could stand in my way. The Empire was mine for 
the taking.  

Gardner put up some resistance. But he was just as weak as 
Archer had been. Loyal to the weakling who called himself Emperor, 
he believed that the Earth defenses could stop me. But their missiles 
didn’t even dent Defiant’s shields and their fighter craft were quickly 
destroyed by our advanced phasers. Gardner would still not give up. 
Not until Kyoto, Birmingham and Atlanta lay in ruins and I 
threatened to target Rome–the heart of the Empire–next. Yes, it was a 
great sacrifice but one that had to be made. 

Within hours of the attack Earth had surrendered. It was a 
momentous occasion when the Emperor was presented to me in 
chains among the magnificent white marble columns and statues of 
the rebuild halls of the Forum Romanum. It was only fitting for the 
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ruler of the galaxy to make his home among the great conquerors of 
the past. 

With Mayweather at my side, the only man I would ever trust, 
the Emperor watched helplessly as I was declared the new supreme 
leader of the Terran Empire. Thousands watched on as I took my 
rightful place as the first Empress that had ever been. Their eyes 
reflected terror and fear, they knew about the devastating attacks and 
the powerful vessel in orbit. But that suited me just fine for now. 
Hoshi the Merciless was a nickname I could get used to. It had all 
played out the way I had foreseen it. 

However what happened next I had not anticipated. 
Travis Mayweather cleared his throat and his powerful voice 

boomed through the ancient halls, “In light of your glorious conquest 
…” 

Yes, it had been a conquest. I had single-handily conquered 
Earth. Something no woman, or man, had ever accomplished before. 

“And your rightful installation as the glorious Empress Hoshi 
the First, I, your humble servant, present you with a gift which I hope 
you will find pleasing!” 

My interest was immediately piqued. This of course would be 
only the first of many gifts to come, that much was certain. I nodded, 
“Proceed.” 

Mayweather smiled and I delighted in seeing his perfectly 
white teeth. “Bring forth the prisoner!” 

Two guards stepped forward from the crowd, holding in 
between them a woman. Her head was covered but her body and 
stature seemed familiar. 

The cover was removed and I instantly knew that I would come 
to appreciate my present immensely. It was none other than T’Pol, 
the rebellious Vulcan officer from the former starship Enterprise. She 
had caused Archer much trouble and I had assumed that she had 
been executed by now. I didn’t regret the fact that she hadn’t. 
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“Instead of having her killed I thought you might enjoy her. 
Perhaps as a slave?” Mayweather said and grinned. 

I gently stroked his smooth, ebony-colored cheek. “You are so 
thoughtful,” I whispered to him before I turned to my present. “Bring 
her to me.” 

The guards reacted instantly, throwing her at my feet. 
She looked up at me, defiance written all over her face. 
“Your race is pathetic but I will enjoy breaking you. You’ll 

make a good servant.” 
“One day,” she said, her teeth gritted. “One day a Vulcan will 

wear the robe of emperor.” 
I couldn’t contain my laughter and my terrified subjects quickly 

joined in. The notion just seemed utterly ridiculous. 
“The day a Vulcan will rule the empire will be the day of its 

demise.” 
I turned to Mayweather and nodded. “Well spoken. Except of 

course,” I said and turned back to my newest servant, “the Empire is 
forever.” 

“Long live the Empire, long live the Empress!” Mayweather 
shouted and a choir of thousands joined in. I relished the sound for a 
moment as I let it wash over me. I would never tire of the sound, I 
decided. 

“Long live the Empress,” T’Pol whispered almost inaudibly. 
My smile of joy grew even wider. Had I conquered her already? 

Had it really been that easy? I couldn’t be sure. I carefully lowered 
myself to hear her say it again. “What was that?” 

As she suddenly locked her dark green eyes with mine, I 
spotted something that shouldn’t have been there. She possessed a 
knowledge that I lacked. She was still fully defiant and more even; 
she had a plan. 

“Your reign will be a short one, Empress,” she whispered with 
such devilish delight that she barely seemed like a Vulcan any more. 
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I suddenly panicked. Something here was very wrong. I 
quickly turned to Mayweather but he simply stood there. Motionless 
like the many statues all around us but his smile, his smile was still 
there. 

Instinctively I reached for my dagger and not a second later, 
out of the corner of my eye, I saw the attack coming. I raised my 
weapon just in time to deflect her blow. Her dagger crossed with 
mine, the sound of the blades reverberated through the suddenly 
deadly silent halls. 

The force of the impact pushed me onto my back. I had been 
caught off guard and could muster just enough strength to keep my 
own blade up, stopping T’Pol from pushing hers into my flesh. Her 
eyes were filled with fury now. 

“Travis!” I screamed. “Help!” 
But the answer came from T’Pol. “Nobody will help you now,” 

she said. “It is just you and me this time. Nobody else.” 
I shot a glance at Mayweather but he didn’t move. Of course he 

didn’t. He had planned all of this. Like Brutus to Caesar, I had been 
betrayed by the one closest to me. Not a single guard, not one soul 
would come to my rescue. 

But T’Pol was a Vulcan after all. And as a Vulcan she must have 
deemed it improper to strike down an unprepared enemy. She 
backed off.  

I jumped to my feet, somewhat unsteadily, and dropped the 
heavy robe I was wearing. I assumed a defensive posture, ready to 
fight for my empire. My life. 

“I defeated you once, I will defeat you again!’ she proclaimed. 
“Bring it, bitch!” 
And then everything happened very fast. Very little thought 

went into the fight. It was all instinct and adrenaline. Blow, counter-
blow, attack, defend. She landed her hits, I landed mine. I can’t recall 
who served the first fatal strike. We both collapsed to the marble 
floor, covered in sweat and blood … 
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* * * 

 
It was Hoshi, to her credit, who had buried her dagger into her 
opponent first. But her technique had been sloppy. She had fought 
out of desperation, scared of losing everything she had accomplished. 
She had left herself wide open for one last attempt to defeat the 
Vulcan. 

T’Pol had nothing to lose. She remained more calculated 
throughout the fight. She showed no pain, didn’t even flinch when 
she was hit. Perhaps it was her superior Vulcan anatomy which 
allowed her to remain on her feet after Hoshi had delivered her final 
strike. Unarmed and defenseless Hoshi couldn’t stop the vicious 
blow against her temple. She lost all her focus then, blood streaming 
into her eyes she could do nothing when T’Pol took her time to finish 
her off. Spinning the dagger in her palm, more for show than 
practicality, she suddenly grabbed it firmly and placed it right into 
Hoshi’s chest. 

Seconds later neither warrior was able to remain standing. 
T’Pol had seemingly saved her last breath for the killing strike. She 
died knowing that Hoshi would not, could not survive. 

I slowly stepped in between the two enemies into puddles of 
red and green blood. I smiled when I realized that it had ended the 
way I had foreseen it.  

“Travis … please.” 
Hoshi was not quite dead yet. 
I squatted down next to her. “I’m sorry but you see in this 

universe there is simply nobody you can trust,” I said, put my hand 
on the grip of T’Pol’s dagger lodged in her chest and pulled it out. 
Her eyes opened wide before they closed one last time. I swiped the 
dagger clean on her vest and then stood. I picked up the discarded 
robe and attached it to my shoulders. It was a decent fit. 
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I turned to the assembled masses who had watched the 
spectacle with silent fascination. 

“Behold the new Emperor! Behold Travis the Cunning!” 
Gardner shouted and dropped to one knee. 

Not a single man or woman remained on their feet. 
I looked across the bowed heads in front of me and I knew. The 

most deserving person had become the ruler of the empire. 
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Tomorrow’s Truth 
 
 

“Mister Spock, lower your weapon!” 
“I am afraid I cannot do that, Number One.” 
Lieutenant Commander Robbins took a step backwards until 

her back was pressed against the wall. From her position she had a 
good view on both Spock and LeBeau, both having their laser pistols 
trained at each other. 

It was becoming hot in the cramped room and Robbins wiped 
the sweat off her brow. 

“Commander,” LeBeau started. “I know you lost family in the 
war. So did I. This is the man who betrayed us all. He’ll pay for that. 
Right here, right now.” 

Robbins looked at Spock but he didn’t speak, didn’t even 
attempt to defend himself against the accusations. She pointed her 
weapon at the science officer. “This might all be a 
misunderstanding,” she began. “But I’d rather be safe than sorry. 
Stand down, Mister Spock.” 

The Vulcan’s eyes remained focused on LeBeau. “The 
Lieutenant’s laser pistol is set to kill. I cannot risk lowering my 
weapon.” 

Robbins shot LeBeau a glare. 
“We don’t know if the stun setting works on him,” he replied 

dryly. 
“That is it!” Robbins had enough. “Everybody lower their 

weapons now!” 
And then the deck erupted violently.  
Spock fired. 
LeBeau fired. 

 
* * * 
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One Hour Earlier 
 
Captain Christopher Pike leaned forward in his command chair on 
the bridge of the USS Enterprise. “Call to general quarters. Ready all 
weapons.” 

“Batteries one through four charged and ready.” 
“Deflectors raised and ready.” 
“Photon Torpedo launcher one and two loaded and ready.” 
“All stations confirm general quarters. All hands at full battle 

stations.” 
Pike swiveled in his chair to turn to the science station at the 

back of the bridge. “Mister Spock, what do the sensors say?” 
The Vulcan science officer looked through the sensor hood, a 

blue glow shimmering on his face. “The contact originates from this 
system. Fourth planet.” 

The captain gently stroked his chin. “What do we know about 
it?” 

Spock turned away from his station to face Pike. “This system is 
completely uninhabited. The fourth planet possesses a nitrogen-
oxygen atmosphere but it is too thin to sustain human-like life forms. 
It is also prone to seismic activities and strong surface storms. The 
average temperature is fifty seven point seven degrees Celsius.” 

“The perfect vacation spot then,” Pike said with a smirk. 
“What would the Romulans want in this system this far from 

the Neutral Zone?” The question was put forth by Lieutenant 
Commander Eunice Robbins, Enterprise’s first officer. She sat at her 
station in front of the captain, overseeing helm and navigation. 

“Good question, Number One,” Pike replied. “I intend to find 
out. Get us to that planet, half impulse, nice and easy.” 

“Yes, sir,” Robbins replied and began to manipulate the 
controls. On the screen their destination, a green hued planet was 
steadily increasing in size. 
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Tensions on the bridge ran high. Nobody had heard much of 
the Romulans since the end of the Earth-Romulan War almost a 
century ago. Earth had ultimately prevailed against their mysterious 
foe but at a heavy price. Thousands had given their lives and nearly 
half of the fledging Earth fleet had been wiped out. And yet nobody 
had ever laid eyes upon a Romulan. 

“Spock, any signs of other ships?” 
The Vulcan barely shook his head. “Negative.” 
“Then where is the signal coming from?” asked Robbins, her 

eyes piercing the view screen. 
“The most logical conclusion is that the signal is originating 

from the surface of the planet.” 
“A base?” Pike speculated. 
Science officer Spock stepped away from his station to join the 

captain in the command pit. “The signal we are receiving is 
analogous to the signatures of Romulan ships during the war.” 

Pike turned to look at Spock. “So we’re dealing with a ship 
here? On the surface?” 

The science officer nodded.  
“We are now entering orbit,” the first officer announced. 
Pike stood up. “This could be a one in a lifetime opportunity to 

learn more about the Romulans,” he said and headed for the 
turbolift. 

Robbins quickly jumped out of her seat. “Sir.” 
Pike stopped and turned around. 
“Am I right in assuming that you plan on beaming to the 

surface yourself?” 
“You have a problem with that, Number One?” 
Robbins took a few steps towards the captain. “I need to point 

out that this could be a trap. As the most senior officer on this ship 
you should not leave the bridge.” 



 41 

Pike smiled. Robbins probably knew Starfleet policies better 
than most admirals. This one was utterly new to him though. “I 
wasn’t aware of that regulation.” 

Eunice Robbins looked slightly dumbfounded. “Well it’s not 
really in the books … but it should be.” 

“Captain, I must agree with Lieutenant Commander Robbins. 
This might be a potentially dangerous situation and an unnecessary 
risk for you to take,” Spock added. 

“This feels like the outset of a full fledged mutiny,” Pike 
replied. 

“I assure you,” Spock countered with a raised eyebrow, “that 
my interest is limited to your personal safety.” 

“I’m touched,” Pike said and returned to his chair and let 
himself fall into it. 

“Considering the hostile surface conditions on the planet I 
suggest that I beam down and conduct the reconnaissance,” Spock 
said. “My physiology is less susceptible to the environment.” 

Robbins quickly shook her head. “I don’t care how superior 
you think you are, Spock, you’re not going down there by yourself.” 

“I agree. Number One, you will accompany Mister Spock and 
Lieutenant LeBeau to the planet.” 

“Captain,” Spock began but was quickly cut off. 
“Go before I change my mind,” he said and turned in his chair 

to face away from his officers. “Some people just can’t be pleased,” he 
added eliciting a chuckle from blonde haired José Tyler at navigation 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
Lieutenant Jeffrey LeBeau was one of Enterprise’s most experienced 
security officers and had been chosen by Pike for exactly that reason. 
However Robbins wasn’t so sure if he had been the right choice. He 
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might have been experienced but he was also a hot-head. Somebody 
who liked to shoot first and ask questions later. 

LeBeau gripped his laser pistol firmly after he, Robbins and 
Spock had materialized on the surface of the planet. “What a hell 
hole.” 

It wasn’t an understatement. The surface of the planet was 
shrouded in near permanent darkness. The landscape was dotted by 
large craters and massive chasms. There was no vegetation to speak 
of and the only rivers were filled with burning hot lava. They had 
beamed straight into a valley surrounded by volcanoes, each angrily 
shooting smoke and dust into the air, ready to erupt at a moment’s 
notice. 

Both Robbins and Atkins found it difficult to even stand their 
ground. Strong hot winds blew up against their faces and the little air 
that reached their lungs had a repugnant copper taste to it. 

Spock however showed no signs of discomfort. His complete 
attention was focused on what clearly were the remains of a starship, 
dangerously perched over one of the deep fissures. The ship’s hull 
had faded to a dark gray and one of the warp nacelles was missing 
entirely, probably torn off on impact. 

Robbins reached for her communicator and flipped it open. 
“Robbins to Enterprise.” 

“This is Pike,” the captain’s voice was heavily distorted and 
difficult to read. 

Spock checked his tricorder. “Atmospheric disruptions are 
interfering with the com-signal.” 

Robbins nodded. “Captain, we have located the vessel. It looks 
like a Romulan Bird-of-Prey and it has been here for a while.” 

“Very well. Attempt to investigate but be careful. No … ‘unnecessary 
risks’.” 

“Understood, Robbins out.” 
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* * * 
 
 
The inside of the Romulan ship was unremarkable. The design was 
simple and cramped with very little room given to corridors and 
quarters. There were no signs of the crew or anything else 
salvageable for that matter. 

“I wouldn’t mind meeting one of those damn Romulans,” 
LeBeau said, spearheading the team. “I’d have a few things to say to 
them.” 

“It seems extremely doubtful that we will find survivors. 
According to my scans this vessel has been here for nearly eighty 
years,” Spock replied. 

Robbins didn’t admit it but she too wished they could take 
some prisoners. She had lost both her grandparents in a Romulan 
raid during the war and she had never been able to completely let go 
of her urge for satisfaction. “Let’s see if we can find the bridge.” 

The ship shuddered, almost slinging the landing party off their 
feet. The first officer shot a glance towards the Vulcan. 

“This continent is experiencing severe seismic activity. I 
recommend we do not remain here for too long. We are also cut off 
from the Enterprise while we remain inside this vessel.” 

The bird-shaped starship was much smaller inside than its 
large size would have indicated. It didn’t take the away team long to 
locate what seemed to be the command center. The room was as 
confined as the rest of the ship, perhaps half the size of the bridge of 
the Enterprise. There were no chairs here or view screens. The walls 
were lined with computer stations and a triangle shaped column 
with small monitors on each side formed the center. 

The deck plates creaked noticeably when they entered. 
Spock immediately tended to the controls. Most were burned 

out but after a minute he managed to activate emergency power. Dim 
green lights flickered to life, giving the bridge and eerie appearance. 
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“I would love to see what these bastards look like,” LeBeau 
said. 

“Agreed. Mister Spock, see if you can access the ship’s logs.” 
Spock hesitated for a moment as he turned to look at Robbins. 

An empty expression on his face. Then he turned back to the 
instruments. “Most of the data has suffered immense corrosion over 
the years. The logs might not be readable anymore.” 

“Just try one.” 
A moment later the screens in the middle column activated, 

showing nothing but static. Without warning an utterly alien voice 
began booming through the speakers of the bridge. 

Both Robbins and LeBeau covered their ears in pain. 
“At least now we know what they sound like!” LeBeau yelled. 
“Spock!” Number One cried, “Try to adjust the volume,” she 

said and hurried over to the panel. She pressed a few of the 
unfamiliar controls and by accident found the right ones. The voice 
became slightly more bearable and the screens cleared up, showing 
an unmistakably humanoid man speaking. 

“Oh my God,” LeBeau whispered as he noticed the man on the 
screen. 

Robbins turned towards the column and took two steps 
towards the screen. And then she noticed it as well. The Romulan 
man on the screen looked just like they did except for one very 
distinct feature. His pointed ears. 

LeBeau stared at the screen for a few moments longer and then 
slowly turned to the only other member of the landing party who 
exhibited the exact same physical characteristics as the Romulan. 

Another quake forced everybody to regain their footing as the 
ship shuddered slightly. Spock had been momentarily distracted but 
by the time he looked up again he noticed that LeBeau had drawn his 
weapon and it was now squarely pointed at him. 

“Mister Atkins!” Robbins shouted. 
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The distraction was enough for Spock to draw his own laser 
pistol and aiming it at the other man. 

The security officer quickly trained his focus back on the 
Vulcan. 

“This is insane,” Robbins said and reached for her own weapon 
even though not entirely sure whom to target. 

“Open your eyes, Commander,” LeBeau said, never taking his 
glance off Spock. “The enemy is right in our midst.” 

The voice of the Romulan officer continued to boom through 
the ship but it seemed to be increasing in intensity as if the speaker 
was becoming more agitated by the second. 

“There might be a simple explanation for this,” Robbins said, 
her voice without any conviction. Her eyes wandered back and forth 
between the visual log and Spock. The similarities were undeniable. 
He was a Romulan. The first she had ever seen and he had been 
amongst them all along. But he claimed to be Vulcan. Did that mean 
Vulcans were the real enemy? It couldn’t be. Her head was beginning 
to spin. The insistent Romulan voice grinding her concentration.   

The walls surrounding them felt as if they were beginning to 
move in on them. Robbins suddenly found it difficult to breathe. 
 
 

* * * 
 
  
“That is it!” Robbins had enough. “Everybody lower your weapons 
now!” 

And then the deck erupted violently.  
Spock fired. 
LeBeau fired. 
This time the quake was much stronger than anything that had 

come before. The Romulan ship was lifted off the ground only to 
harshly smash back into the earth.  
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In the small control room nobody managed to stay on their feet. 
Robbins fell backwards her head impacting hard against the 
bulkhead behind her. 

Spock’s laser beam found its target and LeBeau was stunned 
before he hit the ground. 

However LeBeau’ weapon discharge had come a second too 
late and swooshed past the science officer’s head by inches as he 
himself was forced to the deck. 

When Spock realized that he was the only one left conscious he 
quickly made it back to his feet. The ship was beginning to fall apart 
however, years of being exposed to a hostile environment finally 
paying its toll. Loud creaking noises hinted towards a complete 
structural collapse within minutes. The entire wreck was moving and 
the deck plates were beginning to pitch upwards. The dead ship was 
sliding towards the chasm. 

Spock hurried towards LeBeau and found him still alive but in 
deep unconsciousness. 

He rushed over to Robbins. She was bleeding from a wound at 
the back of her head. Her eyes fluttered open as he hovered over her. 
“Spock? What … what just happened. Where are we?” she whispered 
but didn’t find the strength to remain conscious. 

It took Spock less than a second to make his decision.  
He made it outside of the doomed vessel in the nick of time. He 

watched the Bird-of-Prey go over the edge and spiral towards utter 
destruction as he and the only other survivor were beamed off the 
planet. 
 

* * * 
 
 
“Mister Spock, what the hell happened down there, what did you 
discover?” asked Captain Pike as soon as he had rematerialized in the 
transporter room. 
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Spock however turned to Doctor Boyce who stood next to the 
captain instead. “Doctor,” he said as he stepped off the platform, 
carrying the body of Commander Robbins in his arms. “Number One 
appears to have suffered a concussion and likely damage to her 
short-term memory. She required immediate attention.” 

Boyce nodded and instructed his medics to take her and then 
quickly followed them to sickbay. 

Spock turned to the captain. “I regret to report that Lieutenant 
LeBeau perished when the Romulan vessel was destroyed,” he said 
and started out towards the doors. 

“Mister Spock,” Pike said. 
The Vulcan froze and turned towards the captain. 
“You didn’t answer my question. What did you learn about the 

Romulans?” 
“Sir, I believe there are certain discoveries which mankind is 

not yet ready to understand,” he said and left the transporter room. 
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Letters From Home 
 
 

The following is a log of recovered communiqués sent between a Cardassian 
woman named Senja of Avenal VII and her husband. They are presumed to 
have been sent during the final weeks of the Dominion War. 
 
 
Dear Beloved Husband, 

It is springtime here and I know your heart would warm with 
delight if you could see this year’s plentiful tirak harvest. Old and 
young are celebrating the end of our recent years of drought and 
famine with great excitement and spirit.  

I’m also filled with pride to be able to tell you that Hernas, your 
son, has not stopped to astonish his teachers with his insights in 
galactic events. Just the other day he proposed the idea of an united 
quadrant in which our people will lead as examples and without the 
need for violence or subjugation. I don’t think the Vorta commander 
likes his ideas too much. I know you have a low opinion of our 
neighbor Trebus, but he told me that he can see our son to grow up to 
be a great philosopher some day. 

There are so many delightful news, my husband which can 
only mean that the fates are smiling on us. The Vorta keeps speaking 
of our victory against the Federation to be close at hand and I for one 
cannot wait for that day to arrive so that I may welcome you back to 
your home. 

Your son and I miss you greatly. I understand the sacrifices you 
must make for Cardassia and I can only hope that my letters will 
continue to give you strength for what you must do. 

Love from your loyal wife and glory to the Union. 
 

* * * 
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My Dearest Wife, 

I cannot express in words the pride and satisfaction that I feel 
from serving here at Central Command, doing my part to help bring 
victory to Cardassia and our allies. 

The Dominion has become a most valuable friend to our people 
and with our new alliance with the Breen, the Federation and their 
puppets will not stand a chance against us. 

It would be remiss of me if I didn’t praise Legate Damar who 
has become a formidable leader even if treacherous voices have 
emerged to suggest that the Vorta and the Changeling now hold 
complete control over Cardassia. But do not listen to these distracting 
tales, dear wife. Cardassia now is stronger than it has ever been 
before. 

I hope you remember the emergency shelter which I begun to 
work on before leaving for Prime. Please ensure you continue to 
work on it in the unlikely event that our enemies will strike against 
Avenal. 

As for Trebus, he is best advised to keep his wicked hands off 
the kanar bottle and mind his own business. As we have discussed on 
many occasions Hernas will join the Fourth Order and continue the 
legacy of serving Cardassia like his father and my father before me. 

I shall see you and our son again soon. Glory to Cardassia. 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
My Beloved Husband, 

We had a bit of a scare a few days ago when we learned that a 
Klingon attack had taken place. Our soldiers and the Jem’Hadar 
fought valiantly however and completely destroyed the invaders. We 
celebrated their destruction until the early morning hours. 
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But the Jem’Hadar and their Vorta leader are becoming more 
demanding of us by the day. Yesterday a Jem’Hadar patrol came into 
Hernas’ school and took away the teacher because they didn’t like his 
lessons. He had taught at the school for fifteen years! He had 
adamantly refused to teach that the changelings are gods and so the 
Vorta had him taken away. Nobody knows where they took him. 

I know I should not worry about these things but some of the 
people are getting anxious. The authorities won’t do anything and 
old Trebus is saying that they now take their orders from the Vorta as 
well. 

I would never dream of questioning the wisdom of Legate 
Damar or his policies, I know they are for the greater good of 
Cardassia. We are at war and I perfectly understand the need for 
sacrifice. 

Please watch out for yourself. 
With limitless love for you and Cardassia. 

 
 

* * * 
 
 
Dear Wife, 

Times are difficult and I would be lying if I were to say that it 
will become easier before we have emerged victorious. 

The Breen have struck a decisive victory at the very heart of the 
Federation and some say that Cardassian commandos have 
destroyed their Starfleet Headquarters on Earth and will return to 
Cardassia with their president as a trophy. 

Do not worry about matters that are beyond your grasp of 
understanding. People much smarter than you or even myself have 
come together to ensure that Cardassia will once again rule the 
galaxy as their rightful masters with the Klingons, Humans and 
Romulans as our servants. 
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Tend to my son with all your love and care and nurture him so 
that one day he will take his part in our glorious future. 

Glory to Cardassia. 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
Beloved Husband, 

I’ve heard terrible rumors about Legate Damar having turned 
against Cardassia. I cannot believe that a man you have spoken off so 
highly would betray his people. Was he not a close associate of the 
great Dukat who made Cardassia great again? 

The news is very confusing and I’m not sure what to believe. 
Trebus has been suggesting that it is not Damar who has turned on 
us but the Dominion. We are all very afraid and I hope you would be 
able to provide clarity in these times of uncertainty. 

My eternal love for you and Cardassia. 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
Dear Wife, 

Events have been unfolding quickly here on Prime and I cannot 
say much now. Damar is no longer our leader and I don’t know-- I 
cannot speak now, I will contact you again as soon as I can. 

Be careful. 
 
 

* * * 
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My Beloved Husband, 
I haven’t heard from you in over two weeks and I’m greatly 

concerned.  
The Jem’Hadar have tripled their patrols and the Vorta has 

ordered a general curfew after dark. I’m too scared to leave the house 
since … I didn’t tell you but they raided Trebus’ place next door 
saying that he is a traitor for having sided with Damar’s rebellion. It 
all happened very quickly and I think they may have killed him. You 
should be proud to know that I didn’t cry. I’m trying to be strong for 
you and for our son. He keeps asking when you’ll be back. 

We have begun to work on the shelter which you told us about 
in case of a Federation attack. I now fear that it might not be the 
Federation we will have to hide from. 

I just wish you could come back soon. I need you.  
Forgive me for being weak. 

Eternal love. 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
Dear Wife, 

I am proud to hear that you have weathered these confusing 
weeks with strength and wit. There is restlessness in the air here on 
Prime as well.  

You must have faith that our new leader Legate Broca has a 
handle on the situation. I hear that he along with the Vorta, Weyoun 
and the Changeling have managed to kill Damar and end this 
shameful rebellion. 

We have paid a high price for Damar’s treachery. Lakarian City 
has been wiped out by Dominion forces which were forced into 
action after the rebellion sabotaged the planet’s power grid. I mourn 
for the millions of Cardassian’s lost but we cannot look back now. 
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The Federation and its allies are knocking on our door and we must 
stand ready to defend what we love. 

Never before have I depended more on your strength than I do 
now, my wife. Tell my son that his father lived and died for 
Cardassia. Tell him of the sacrifices a man must make to defend his 
land. Someday he will understand and I hope so will you. 

My love to you and our son and to Cardassia. Shall it never 
cease to be great. 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
My Dearest Husband, 

I do not understand what has happened anymore. They say 
Damar is alive and a hero, liberating us from the evil of the 
Dominion. There is fighting in our streets now, our fields are 
scorched and many houses in the city are on fire.  

The news from Prime is contradictory. Some says that we have 
fought back the Federation and that Cardassia is victorious while 
others say that the Dominion has turned against us and is attacking 
our people. 

There is chaos here. I have retreated into the emergency shelter 
with Hernas but I don’t know how much longer we can stay here 
with power and supplies dwindling. 

Please, husband, will you not give us instructions of what we 
should do? I fear I have reached the end of my sanity. 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
Dear Husband, 
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Please respond if you can. There are voices crying in the streets 
that the Dominion has destroyed Prime but I cannot believe this. 
How could this have happened? Husband, please talk to me and tell 
me that you are alright and what to do. 

Hernas keeps saying we should go out and see about the 
Starfleet ships which they shout have arrived in the system. I am so 
scared. I do not know what to do. I think I will stay in the shelter and 
wait to hear from you. 

I love you, always and ever. 
Please, talk to me …. 

 
 
No further communiqués were recovered. 

The Cardassian planet Avenal VII surrendered two days later to a 
combined Starfleet and Klingon task force. 

Senja and her son Hernas were recovered one week later from within a 
sealed shelter underneath their home by Starfleet personnel and treated for 
exhaustion and malnutrition. 

Senja’s husband was identified as Glinn Rentrek stationed at Central 
Command. His fate has not been determined but he is presumed killed in the 
Dominion bombardment of Cardassia Prime in which an estimated 800 
million Cardassians perished. 
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And The Next President Is 
 
 

Author’s note: 
The following is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are 
products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to 
actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental (well, 
maybe not entirely). 
 
The following story is not to be taken as a political endorsement of any kind. 
 
 
“Welcome back to Illuminating the City of Light and to the final 
minutes of our Election Day coverage right here in Paris. I’m your 
host, Velisa,” said the Kriosian woman who sat in the center chair, 
flanked by four others, two on each side, all of which occupied. 
 Behind them the City of Light was visible through a window or 
a display with such a sharp resolution it was impossible to tell the 
difference. It was already night in Paris and the city lived up 
completely to its nickname, shimmering in a radiant glow. 
 The attractive host smiled gently for her viewers. “As this 
historic election draws to a conclusion with just minutes away from 
the polls closing all over the Federation, we’ll also conclude our 
ongoing discussion with our panel of experts. As you can see from 
our live feeds from polling stations all across the Federation, this is 
shaping up to become a close race and we have so far refrained from 
projecting a winner. Stay with us and we will be the first to tell you 
who our next president will be. 
 If you are only just joining us, I’m in the studio with four of the 
Federation’s top experts on the two candidates and their campaigns. 
To my far right, Kelvin Schoppenhauer, chairman of the 
Schoppenhauer Political Academy and supporter of the Admiral 
O’Sullivan campaign. To my immediate right, T’elka, senior 
campaign analyst for the Federation Gazette. With us at my far left is 
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Professor Thomas Williams from the University of Alpha Centauri 
who has published a number of works on Councillor M’kaar A’Rarb-
bo. And to my immediate left we welcome political correspondent 
and freelance writer Brett Maroney. 
 Again thank you all for joining us today.” 
 The four men around Velisa all nodded in acknowledgement. 
 “Gentlemen, we have discussed in great detail this lengthy 
campaign and the many issues which have undoubtedly made this 
one of the most memorable presidential campaigns in history. I 
would like us to further explore the greater significance of this 
campaign and what it may mean for future generations.” 
 “The historical implications are quite clear, Velisa” said 
Professor Williams. “A’Rarb-bo is the first non-humanoid candidate 
to run for the office of the presidency. I cannot overstate the 
significance of that fact alone. For a long period of time the 
Federation has all but ignored the fact that a great amount of races in 
the galaxy are not humanoid–“ 
 “Ignored is an overstatement,” interrupted Schoppenhauer. 
 Williams continued. “The election of the first non-humanoid to 
the highest office of the Federation sends a clear message to the 
galaxy that non-humanoids are as much a part of the intergalactic 
community as humanoids are. It will also greatly improve our 
standings, I believe, with the many non-affiliated races beyond our 
borders who have looked upon us for generations as a hypocritical 
humanoids-only club who talks a lot about all inclusiveness but 
simply doesn’t fit the bill.” 
 “Look,” said Schoppenhauer, “I agree with the Professor that 
we need to do more for non-humanoids, especially those who are 
part of the Federation but–“ 
 “Those who are part of the Federation,” repeated Williams. 
“That’s the problem with O’Sullivan’s entire campaign. He just 
doesn’t look beyond our borders, there is more to the galaxy than the 
Federation and his failure to understand this–“ 
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 “Trust me,” said Schoppenhauer, “Admiral O’Sullivan 
understands this perfectly. Before his retirement the man was a 
Starfleet officer for most of his life.” 
 “And a decorated war hero,” added T’ekla. 
 Williams appeared annoyed by that. “Yes, a war hero. We have 
been beaten over the head with that fact by now.” 
 “There is no need for your disrespectful tone,” said T’ekla. 
 “I completely respect O’Sullivan’s war record and I’m grateful 
for what he did while serving in Starfleet,” said Williams. “But I 
don’t believe that being a war hero qualifies somebody to be 
president.” 
 “More so than being a first term councillor from a world that 
has been part of the Federation less than a decade,” shot back 
Schoppenhauer.  
 “If you had made the effort of looking at A’Rarb-bo’s record 
you would have found that he almost single handedly reformed his 
entire planet by bringing three hostile factions to the table for the first 
time in centuries and transforming Endathu into a paradise.” 
 “Local accomplishments do not translate to successful 
presidencies,” countered T’eka, “We’ve seen that time and time 
again.” 
 “A quick election update at this time,” said their host. “As 
predicted Endathu, the home world of the Councillor is going to 
A’Rarb-bo. However Earth, the birthplace of Admiral O’Sullivan, is 
still too close to call.  
 We know that there has been a great amount of enthusiasm and 
early popularity for Councillor A’Rarb-bo’s campaign who is running 
on a platform of bringing a new, outsider perspective to Paris. Or is it 
perhaps that O’Sullivan is suffering from his close ties to the current 
Satie administration?” 
 Williams took the question first. “There is no denying that 
Satie’s approval ratings are at their lowest since she took office. And 
for good reasons. Most Federation citizens–myself among them–feel 
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as if we are headed into the wrong direction. The Cardassian 
rebuilding efforts have been slowed down significantly thanks to an 
increasingly strong insurgent movement to which the current 
administration has had no answers for. In the meantime Starfleet 
continues to take heavy losses.” 
 “Professor Williams,” said Schoppenhauer, “you know as well 
as I do that the administration has made great progress with 
Cardassia and Councillor A’Rarb-bo’s refusal to acknowledge this is 
quite frankly staggering. Since last year we have increased Starfleet 
presence in Cardassian territory by nearly 30 percent which has led 
to a sharp reduction of insurgent activity. And Admiral O’Sullivan 
was a key co-author of that strategy.” 
 But Williams shook his head. “This problem cannot be solved 
by more starships. What about the economic implications? The cost 
of rebuilding Cardassia has completely strained our resources to such 
a point that regular citizens are concerned about their future. The 
moneyless economy which has been a cornerstone of the Federation 
for hundreds of years is near collapse.” 
 “You have a tendency to exaggerate matters, Professor,” 
quipped T’ekla.  
 “Really? Well you should have another look at recent polls 
suggesting the rising anxiety levels among Federation citizens.” 
 “I’ll tell you why citizens are anxious,” said Schoppenhauer. 
“It’s not an economic collapse they are worried about but the steadily 
increasing influx of refugees into core Federation worlds. A’Rarb-bo 
seems completely uninterested in discussing the issue and even 
President Satie has failed to provide clear policies to handle this 
growing refugee problem.” 
 “We do not have a refugee problem,” countered Williams. 
“You and O’Sullivan especially, being a former Starfleet officer, 
should be well aware that the Federation has always been about 
diversity and welcoming new people and races to our community. It 
is our greatest strength and what will ultimately lead to a more stable 
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galaxy. O’Sullivan’s plan is to turn the Federation into a closed 
society and Starfleet into a military organization not unlike the 
Klingon Defense Force. And that is exactly why our reputation 
beyond our borders has deteriorated. We have to return to the 
Federation’s original promise.” 
 Schoppenhauer chuckled at this a bit. “Once again, Professor, 
you’ve done a terrific job at completely missing the point of our 
platform. O’Sullivan has never advocated to change Starfleet’s role.” 
 “His plan is to divide Starfleet,” said Brett Maroney who had 
said very little in the conversation up until that point. “An 
exploratory arm and a defensive unit.” 
 “That is ridiculous,” said Williams. “Starfleet has always 
fulfilled both roles more than adequately and the fact that we have 
never resorted to a purely militaristic organization is what has made 
the Federation so attractive to many of the worlds which have joined 
us. It’s part of the Federation spirit.” 
 “And O’Sullivan is very much aware of this. But what you and 
A’Rarb-bo fail to understand is that we have an increasing number of 
enemies. The galaxy has become a more hostile place and quite 
frankly I don’t see how you cannot understand this after the Borg 
and the Dominion. We have to start thinking about survival instead 
of expansion. A pure defensive unit will be able to provide us with 
the protection we need while continuing the spirit of exploration 
with a separate, independent organization.” 
 Professor Williams shook his head with clear disagreement but 
didn’t get a chance to voice them. 
 Velisa beat him to it. “It now seems that Vulcan and Grazerite 
are projected to go for Councillor A’Rarb-bo. Andoria which was 
anticipated to be a swing world is still too close to call. Tellar Prime, 
Cait and Alpha Centauri are projected to go to Admiral O’Sullivan. It 
might come down to the outcome of the elections right here on Earth 
which at the moment seems to be evenly split. Perhaps most 
surprisingly is that this election will be much closer than first 
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anticipated when A’Rarb-bo appeared to enjoy a significant lead in 
the polls. Could we attribute the closeness of the race to the recent 
scandals which have surfaced?” 
 “Absolutely, Velisa,” said Williams. “Admiral O’Sullivan has 
pretty much tried every rule in the book and quite a few too dirty for 
any book to discredit his opponent. It is of course a tactic not 
unknown amongst presidential candidates but since O’Sullivan 
realized that he would lose this race if he would continue with the 
kind of dignified campaign he promised us, he has quickly moved on 
to a strategy of mudslinging and accusing A’Rarb-bo of the most 
ridiculous associations.” 
 “I resent Professor Williams’ accusations,” said Schoppenhauer. 
“It is Admiral O’Sullivan’s duty to demand that the electorate knows 
all there is to know about Councillor A’Rarb-bo–“ 
 “By bombarding it with constant lies and unabashed negative 
campaigning? That’s not carrying out a duty to the electorate but 
pure self-interest,” interrupted Williams. 
 “Kelvin is right,” said T’eka. “We need to know who the real 
A’Rarb-bo is. Most people in the Federation have never even heard 
his name before he decided to run for president. And if it is true that 
he has close friends amongst the Neo-Maquis then that warrants 
closer scrutiny.” 
 “It has been proven again and again that the Councillor does 
not have nor has ever had any ties to the Neo-Maquis– “  
 “It has not been proven at all, Professor. In fact a number of 
former Maquis members have come forward and admitted that the 
Endathu government actively supported their fight against the 
Cardassians on numerous occasions. The Councillor at the time was a 
senior member of his planet’s ruling party,” Schoppenhauer insisted.  
 “He was,” agreed Williams. “One of about a thousand. 
Endathu’s political entities are well known for their magnitude. And 
A’Rarb-bo was a junior member of that party at the time and worked 
at the interior affairs ministry. As such he would not have had 



 61 

contact with foreign organizations. Your point also continues to fail 
to make the vital distinction between the now defunct Maquis and 
the more violent Neo-Maquis.” 
 “They’re both terrorists,” said Schoppenhauer. “I don’t see 
much of a difference. And you make another interesting point, 
Professor, which is A’Rarb-bo’s undeniable lack of experience with 
dealing with foreign issues. We are at a time were we need well-
vetted and experienced leadership. Somebody who knows the galaxy 
inside and out. Not a person who has spent most of his life dealing 
with minor internal issues on a world which for a long time had little 
to no contact with other races.” 
 “What we’ll get with O’Sullivan,” said Williams, “is a 
continuation of Satie’s failed policies. It is no secret that O’Sullivan 
has served as a principle advisor to her administration since day one. 
In fact the two have served in Starfleet together. And let’s not forget 
that O’Sullivan was directly involved in the Efrosia Affair which led 
to the resignation of an entire Sub-Council and brought shame to the 
Satie administration. We need to ensure that something like that will 
not repeat itself. We need to restore integrity to the Palais de la 
Concorde.” 
 “You know as well as I do,” shot back Schoppenhauer, “that 
Admiral O’Sullivan was never implicated in that regretful affair. In 
fact he vehemently opposed that particular legislation from the very 
beginning. If anything he can be accredited for exposing the scandal 
and those responsible. You talk about integrity but forget to point out 
that Admiral O’Sullivan has one of the best track records of being 
open, honest and an independently minded person who has never 
been afraid to disagree with Satie on key issues.” 
 “That’s right. About 10 percent of the time,” sneered Williams. 
 Velisa smiled in an attempt to break the tension created by the 
panelists. “With only moments away until polls all over the 
Federation close, would you gentlemen like to make some closing 
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remarks. It may very well be the last time we hear from you before 
the next president is elected.” 
 “Well, Velisa, let me say that I have faith in my fellow citizens 
that they will have realized that this election is too important to 
choose inexperience and questionable associations over proven 
leadership. The very future of the Federation might hang in the 
balance and Admiral O’Sullivan is a person committed to ensure the 
safety of the great worlds which make up our Federation. We will be 
stronger, safer and a more stable union under President O’Sullivan.” 
 “There isn’t much I can add to Kelvin’s words,” said T’ekla. 
“Except perhaps to say that our enemies will think twice before 
trying to take on the Federation once O’Sullivan has been sworn into 
office.” 
 Velisa nodded and looked at Williams for his statement.  
 “I am convinced that voters are smarter than to be misled by 
O’Sullivan’s negative campaign. I am convinced that they will see 
right through the misinformation that they have been fed and come 
to the conclusion that what we need most in these trying times is for 
an outsider to take the wheel of the Federation. Councillor A’Rarb-bo 
is the only person who can steer us back onto the right path after 
years of dead-end polices which are bound to continue with an 
O’Sullivan presidency. A’Rarb-bo will be president and the 
Federation will become a better place for it.” 
 “Thank you, gentlemen,” said Velisa and then turned to look at 
Maroney. “Is there anything you would like to add, Brett?” 
 He looked at her for a moment and then nodded. “I believe 
both candidates have some good ideas and both are qualified to be 
president.”  
 This seemed to shock the other panelists as well as the host 
herself. 
 “But I guess those views are not particularly popular these 
days. I have no illusions why I was invited to this panel, Velisa. I 
know that because of my articles in the past you and your producers 
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assumed that I would provide a good counter to an analyst from the 
Gazette whose political views are hardly a secret. I’m sorry if I didn’t 
play the expected role but I have to say, I am somewhat tired of this 
format which continues to be perpetuated by the media and I’m 
certainly grateful that this overlong campaign is about to come to an 
end. Sadly I know that partisan bickering as we have seen here today 
will continue long after this election. If you ask me why things are as 
bad as they are now, I think we can attribute it to exactly what we 
have seen from both sides over the last months. I don’t think things 
will really improve until we can start agreeing on some common 
grounds and stop focusing on all our differences.” 
 The Kriosian host seemed lost for words for short moment. 
“Well, I certainly appreciate what you are saying, Brett, but there’ll 
always be differences.” 
 “Of course,” Maroney said. “But all we seem to be interested in 
these days is why and how we are different. It has become an 
exercise in accusing each other and questioning the other person’s 
character. We don’t even analyze the issue anymore, instead all we 
crave for is the next gaffe. We focus on the handful of voters who 
haven’t made up their mind while the rest of us seem to cling to our 
candidates as if they could do no wrong.  
 What we need in order to make the Federation great again is an 
honest and bipartisan discourse. And that takes all of us, including 
the media who has been perfectly content with pitting both sides 
against each other in forums such as this one. You have a much more 
important role than to provide the arena in which we fight. You too 
need to take some of the responsibility for bringing us back together 
instead of trying to divide us.” 
 Velisa had clearly not expected this kind of argument and was 
now scrambling to keep her composure. Then her visage quickly 
managed that friendly smile again, as if an unseen person had just 
whispered great news into her ear. “Mister Maroney, you bring up 
some interesting points but I’m afraid we’re out of time to discuss 
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them any further. I’ve just received words that the polls have now 
closed throughout the Federation. We have also been able to project 
Earth and Andor and with them the election.”  
 She placed a finger on her ear. “Correction, I’m just being told 
that we are in a position to actually call the election. That is right, we 
are now confident, based on the data available to us, to declare the 
winner of this election.” 
 Velisa took a deep breath, fully appreciating the monumental 
news she would be able to announce. “It has been a long and historic 
campaign but it has now come to its ultimate conclusion. 
 Ladies, gentlemen and all beings of the galaxy, the next 
President of the United Federation of Planets is … 
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I’ll Never Look  
Into Your Eyes Again 

 
Inspired by the Song ‘The End’ by The Doors 

    
 
The Presidio 
San Francisco 
July 27, 17:32 FST 
 
If it hadn’t been for his crisp white dress uniform, he would have 
easily blended in with the many other Starfleet officers who were 
making their way across the scenic green landscape. 
 He stood alone, just about fifty meters from the large bronze 
statue that had been erected on the small hill a couple of years ago. 
Three Starfleet officers, a human, a Vulcan and an Andorian stood 
around a Federation flag, each with one hand firmly gripping the tall 
pole and with their heads cranked upwards to watch it waver in the 
wind. 
 Just beyond it a few children were enjoying the warm summer 
breeze, playing on the neatly trimmed grass. Most of them too young 
to understand the significance of the monument nearby. 
 A young boy spotted the Starfleet officer as he reverently 
watched the statue. And the officer saw him too. The child, with a 
large grin plastered on his bright face, waved to the man, impressed 
by his shiny uniform. 
 The man looked at the boy for a moment and then waved back. 
But only hesitantly as if it was an altogether foreign concept to him. 
What the boy couldn’t see and probably wouldn’t have been able to 
comprehend were the tears in the man’s eyes. 
 Finally the boy gave him a serious looking military-style salute 
and then turned around to join his playmates again. 
 The man watched him leave. 
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 Then he knelt down and retrieved an amber, pistol-shaped 
device from a bag he had brought. He stood and raised the weapon. 
 The many civilians around him where at a loss at what this 
Starfleet officer was doing, the device in his hands mostly alien to 
them. Some ignored him entirely, some just watched him curiously. 
 Most of the other Starfleet personnel however knew exactly 
what he was holding in his hand and after a second of stunned 
hesitation at most they jumped to action, yelling or shouting at him 
to drop the weapon even while they carefully approached. 
 It was all way too late. 
 And it was all over in an instant. 
 People screamed in terror when the phaser went off and the 
white-clad Starfleet officer fell face first into the soft grass. 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
Department of Internal Affairs, Starfleet Headquarters 
San Francisco 
July 28, 08:32 FST 
 
“Would you mind removing your boots from the furniture?” 
 Lieutenant Junior Grade Stanley Colburn turned his head to see 
his partner, Lieutenant Maxine Bernhardt enter the office and a large 
smile formed on his lips. She didn’t appreciate that he had put his 
feet up onto the desk again, a pet peeve which apparently really 
bothered her.  
 “And a good morning to you,” he said and left his boots exactly 
where he had placed them. 
 She sat down on her side of the desk with a fresh cup of 
raktajino in hand. “Pretty early for you,” she said. 
 “It’s this suicide from yesterday. Did you hear about it?” 
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 “Of course,” she said. “It’s on every newsfeed in the city. Damn 
shame.” 
 Colburn nodded absentmindedly. His entire focus was 
concentrated on a padd he was studying. 
 “The boots.” 
 He peaked over the padd and looked into her stern visage 
which gave no doubt that Bernhardt had been a fighter once. Much 
unlike Colburn. “Yes, ma’am,” he said and put them down. 
 Bernhardt rolled her eyes. She hated to be called ma’am. It made 
her feel old. And judging from Colburn’s boyish grin, he knew it all 
too well. 
 “Lieutenant Commander Varnado Goodspeed. Distinguished 
Starfleet career, more medals than I got fingers and toes. And one 
day he just decides to walk right into a public place and fry his brain 
in front of hundreds of people,” said Colburn and looked out of the 
window. He couldn’t see the spot where Goodspeed had decided to 
take his own life but it was within walking distance. 
 “They say he was on extended leave for medical reasons. He’d 
been diagnosed with Post Traumatic Stress Disorder. Sadly a rather 
common occurrence since the war. Some people just didn’t deal with 
it well. I’ve seen it myself.” 
 “We need to look into this, Max.” 
  “Trust me, nothing gets to me more than to see a fellow officer 
die like this but this isn’t anything that hasn’t happened before. If 
there is anything to look into here, it’s why the counselors didn’t 
catch the warning signs sooner.” 
 “What about his note? ‘Remember Alteres VI’. I looked at his 
service record. In ’75 he and his crew responded to a distress signal 
from a small research outpost near the Cardassian border in the 
Alteres system. They were too late. By the time they arrived all they 
found was a massacre.” 
 “Well, yeah, seeing something like that will mess with your 
mind for years to come.” 
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 “But the outpost was on Alteres III. Alteres VI is a small and 
uninhabited Y-class planetoid. There is nothing there, I looked it up.” 
 Bernhardt took the padd off him. “A mistake. The guy is about 
to kill himself, clearly he wasn’t thinking straight.” 
 “What about the fact that he used a Cardassian phaser? Doesn’t 
military tradition demand that you shoot yourself with your service 
weapon?” 
 She glared at him. “There is no military tradition for suicide. At 
least not in Starfleet.” 
 “Whatever. All I’m saying is something doesn’t add up here 
and we should look into it. I think something happened to him and 
the Von Braun in the Alteres system during the war.” 
 “The Von Braun? Under Koster?” 
 “You know him?” 
 “William J. Koster. He’s a war hero. Great man. I served under 
him shortly before the war. I think he’s an admiral now.” 
 “A war hero, huh? Like Goodspeed. Like you. Let’s see where 
this takes us. Let’s do it for the war heroes out there.” 
 “I’m not a hero, Stan. I just did my duty.” 
 “Sure. Modesty suits you much better anyway. Come on, let’s 
go,” he said and was already on his feet. 
 “Go where?” 
 
 

* * * 
 

Sanders Beach 
Pensacola 
July 28, 10:12 FST 
 
“The Von Braun was lost with most of her crew at the Battle of 
Cardassia at the end of war,” said Colburn as he walked alongside 
Bernhardt on the sidewalk of a residential neighborhood. “I’ve 
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already tried to contact the handful of survivors but I’m getting the 
distinct vibe that they don’t really want to talk to us.” 
 “Must be your charming personality,” said Bernhardt. 
 “That, or they’re hiding something.” 
  “People don’t like to open up about things like that. It’s painful 
to think of it especially after losing your ship and all those friends 
and comrades.” 
 “I tried Koster. Surviving the Von Braun’s demise must’ve 
really flown into his face. Not going down with the ship and all that 
jazz.” 
 Bernhardt glared again. She did this quite a bit. 
 “Anyway, he’s apparently way too busy with important 
meetings and the like to meet with us. But I’ve tracked somebody 
down who also lives on Earth,” he said and looked at the padd he 
had brought. “Chief Petty Officer Lesley Medina. He has since retired 
and settled down right here in sunny Florida.” 
 “Does he know we’re coming?” 
 Colburn stopped in front of a plain, white two-story house. 
“Here we are.” 
 He walked up to the door but before he could knock a middle 
aged man approached from behind the house, wearing a straw hat 
and holding large hedge cutters for garden work. 
 “Who the hell are you?” 
 “Ah, you must be Chief Medina,” said Colburn. 
 “I say again, who are you?” 
 Colburn nervously glanced at the cutters. The blades gleamed 
in the sun. They were sharpened to a hilt. 
 “This is Lieutenant Colburn and I’m Lieutenant Bernhardt. 
We’re with Starfleet’s Internal Affairs and we were hoping we could 
speak to you about–“ 
 “I’m not in Starfleet anymore and I’ve nothing to say to you. Go 
away.” 
 “Maybe if we could just come in and–“ 
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 Medina harshly interrupted Colburn. “I know your kind. 
Always sticking your noses into other people’s business. I had to put 
up with you for a long time. But no more. You will leave my property 
or I’ll call the Sheriff. He’s a good friend of mine and he doesn’t like 
Starfleet officers either.” 
 “Of course. We’re sorry for disturbing you,” said Bernhardt 
and walked away. 
 Colburn didn’t. “How well did you know Vernado 
Goodspeed?” 
 “Stan.” 
 Medina walked to the door. “None of your business. Now, if 
you’re still here by the time I reach the comms system, you’re going 
to get real well acquainted with the Pensacola jail.” 
 “Did you know he killed himself yesterday?” 
 Medina froze. 
 “Publicly. Right in front of the War Memorial in San Francisco. 
It’s because of what happened in Alteres, wasn’t it?” 
 He turned around very slowly. “Goodspeed’s dead?” 
 Colburn nodded. 
 “He was always a coward. A damn coward. Bastard thought he 
could get out of it by killing himself. Doesn’t change anything. 
Doesn’t make a bit of a difference either way. And you, you get the 
hell out of here and leave things that don’t concern you alone.” And 
with that he went inside and slammed the door shut behind him. 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
Main Promenade  
McKinley Station 
July 28, 18:48 FST 
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“I must say I was surprised when I heard that Internal Affairs 
wanted to speak to me. I’m not in trouble, am I? Is this about me 
taking those two extra R&R days? My CO is still bouncing off the 
walls about that. To be fair, she gets a panic attack if I’m two minutes 
late to my shift. She’s a real ice queen, that one.” 
 Petty Officer Hugh Turner sat with Colburn and Bernhardt at a 
replimat on the busy promenade, nursing a cold beer. He had an easy 
smile on his lips when he spoke, indicating that he wasn’t really that 
concerned about his superior. 
 “It’s not about your shore leave,” Colburn assured him. 
 “Good. I don’t need the extra aggravation. Oh and about the ice 
queen reference. If that could stay between us, I’d appreciate it.” He 
glanced towards Bernhardt who apparently hadn’t appreciated the 
comment. Maybe because she wasn’t entirely unfamiliar with it 
herself. 
 “Our lips are sealed,” said Colburn. “We’re here to talk about 
the Von Braun. The Alteres incident, to be precise.” 
 Turner nearly dropped his glass. “Alteres, huh?” he said, 
clearly much more nervous all of a sudden. “I’ve heard about 
Goodspeed. Damn, what a mess. I guess I should’ve known 
somebody was going to look into that. But listen, I was just a lowly 
crewman back then. I wasn’t kept in the loop much. You should try 
to talk to somebody who was higher up on the food chain.” 
 “We tried to talk to Chief Medina but he wasn’t exactly 
forthcoming,” said Bernhardt. 
 “Medina? Yeah, I bet he wasn’t. There’s a reason we used to call 
him Chief Crusty back on the Von Braun.” 
 “What do you know about what happened in the Alteres 
system?” asked Colbun. 
 “Not much. I mean I was just a lowly crewman, right? Nobody 
told me much of anything. We answered the distress signal and the 
away team found the crew dead. Massacred, I guess.” 
 “By the Cardassians?” asked Bernhardt. 
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  “Who else? We were about a stone’s throw away from the 
border. You have to understand the mood on the ship was low. Real 
low. We’d just heard about the attack on San Francisco. People were 
angry. That outpost was just a little research station with a crew of a 
dozen. They weren’t soldiers or anything.” 
 “So what happened after you found the outpost?” 
 “The captain wanted to find the ones responsible. But I don’t 
think we ever did. We ran some combat drills to let out a bit of the 
frustration and soon after we joined our fleet again. But as I said, I 
was just a–“ 
 “Lowly crewman,” said Bernhardt. “Yes, so you’ve been telling 
us.” 
 Turner nodded and stood. “I’m awfully sorry I can’t be of more 
help. My shift is about to start. I have to get back. Maybe if you can 
track down Redera, you can talk to her. She was pretty close to the 
command staff. I really have to go now.” 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
Department of Internal Affairs 
San Francisco 
July 29, 11:08 FST 
 
“Turner said to talk to me?” 
 Colburn nodded to the Bolian lieutenant he was talking to over 
subspace from her ship, the Venture which was currently deep inside 
the Beta quadrant. “Yes. He said that you might know more about 
what happened in Alteres.” 
 “I’ll be honest with you, Lieutenant. Alteres is a name I hoped I would 
never hear again. The truth is, hardly a day goes by that I don’t feel 
devastated over what happened there. You have to believe me I wish for 
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nothing else than to be able to go back to that moment in time and do things 
differently. Be stronger this time.” 
 “There is nothing to be ashamed of, Lieutenant,” said 
Bernhardt who sat next to Colburn. “It would have been difficult for 
anyone to see something like that.” 
 Redera’s sad eyes focused on the investigator and she slowly 
shook her head. “No, we have much to be ashamed about. In a small way I 
envy those who never got off the Von Braun alive. Sometimes I think they 
didn’t try. I know Goodspeed didn’t. He was perfectly content to blow up 
with the ship. I found him and carried him to the lifeboat. He never forgave 
me for that.” 
 “Why?” asked Colburn. “What could have happened to drive 
him to that?” 
 Redera looked away from the screen, contemplating carefully. 
“I can’t talk to you about it. Not over an open line,” she said. “I’ll contact 
you again tomorrow once I’ve been able to make some precautions. Speak to 
Turner again. If he thinks he can get out of this by claiming ignorance he’s 
got another thing coming. He was one of the pilots. He saw it all first hand. 
Redera out.” 
 Her image vanished from the screen. 
 “Pilots?” said Bernhardt. “Why would they have needed pilots? 
And why does she need to make precautions before talking to us?” 
 “I don’t know,” said Colburn and activated his computer. “But 
Alteres III has no atmosphere, they wouldn’t have needed pilots to 
get down to that planet. Alteres VI on the other hand is loaded with 
high-energy storms and interference which prevent the use of 
transporters to beam down. What if Goodspeed didn’t make a 
mistake? What if he did mean Alteres VI?” 
 “But there’s nothing there.” 
 “Nothing we know of. I’m going to send out some inquires. 
Maybe a mining company or a local government operates on that 
planet. In the meantime we should talk to Turner again. I had a 
feeling he wasn’t being straight forward with us.” 
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* * * 

 
  
Shuttlebay Eight 
McKinley Station 
July 29, 16:23 FST 
 
 “Transferred? What do you mean he’s been transferred?” 
 The ensign sighed audibly. She was halfway buried under a 
shuttle, performing maintenance work. “Exactly what I meant, sir. He 
received new orders last night for a transfer to a different post.” 
 “This is important, Ensign, what exactly happened?” asked 
Colburn. 
 The young woman stopped what she was doing and emerged 
from underneath the shuttle. “Let me spell it out for you, sir. He 
wasn’t particularly good at his job, alright? Nobody much cared for 
him, he was never on time and recently he pretty much went AWOL 
for two whole days. I’d asked for him to be transferred before,” she 
said. “This time my prayers were answered and he was taken off my 
hands. Good riddance.” 
 “Did he say anything about the transfer orders?” Colburn 
asked.  
 She looked at the junior lieutenant suspiciously. “I don’t think 
so. What is there to say?” 
 “Do you know where he was transferred to?” 
 “A new outpost in the Gamma Quadrant, I think. Very, very far 
away from me. Now, I’m quite busy here. If there is nothing else I–” 
 “Do you know who authorized the transfer?” 
 Another sigh. “Personnel, the station commander, some top 
brass at headquarters. How should I know?” 
 Colburn turned to Bernhardt.  
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 “Transfers are not unusual in Starfleet. They happen every 
day,” she said. 
  “A bit convenient though.” 
 “What are you suggesting? That he got himself a transfer to 
avoid talking to us? He’s a Petty Officer. He wouldn’t be able to pull 
off something like that.” 
 “That’s right,” Colburn said. “Somebody wanted him gone and 
I’m not talking about Miss Congeniality over here.” 
 “Hey,” the ensign protested. 
  
 

* * * 
 
 
Department of Internal Affairs 
San Francisco 
July 30, 08:35 FST 
 
 
“I’m really starting to worry about you.  You’re never here this 
early,” said Bernhardt as she stepped into the office, finding Colburn 
sitting at his desk, loaded with a myriad of padds. 
 But Colburn was way too distracted to even notice her 
approach. Only when she placed the mug of raktajino loudly on her 
desk, did he snap out of it. 
 Her smirk turned into a frown. “What’s that smell?” she said 
and gave him a suspicious look. His uniform looked wrinkled and he 
had a prominent five o’clock shadow on his face. “Wait a minute, did 
you stay here all night?” 
 “I was waiting for responses from my inquiries.” 
 “Really?” 
 “Yeah,” he replied. “Listen to this, the Venture is no longer 
within com-range. I can no longer reach Lieutenant Redera.” 
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 “The Venture was assigned to a deep space survey mission. 
That’s what Starfleet does, in case you had forgotten.” 
 “First Turner gets reassigned to the other side of the galaxy and 
now Redera is out of reach too. You don’t find all this a bit 
concerning?” 
 Bernhardt sipped her coffee. “I think you are getting paranoid 
which by the way is very concerning. Some more sleep should help 
with that.” 
 “See if you think this is paranoid,” he said and dropped a padd 
right onto her desk. 
 “What’s this?” 
 “The Cardassians replied to my request,” he said. “They had a 
civilian mining outpost on Alteres VI. They lost contact with it at 
some point during the war. Apparently nobody took much notice of 
it as they had bigger things to worry about. And after the Dominion 
wiped out half of Cardassia Prime most of the records were 
destroyed. However, I tracked down a Klingon survey vessel which 
visited the Alteres system two years ago. They found absolutely 
nothing on that planet.” 
 “Nothing?” 
 “They’re Klingons, they probably didn’t do an in-depth 
analysis but there were no signs of an outpost or of the sixty-five 
civilian workers plus families who reportedly lived there.” 
  “So what do you make out of this?” 
 “I think Koster snapped after finding the Alteres III outpost 
raided. They looked for somebody responsible, anybody they could 
let their anger out on. They found the Cardassians on a nearby planet 
and–“ 
 Bernhardt stood up, fiery anger in her eyes. “Be careful of 
where you’re going with this, Stan. You’re talking about a Starfleet 
crew here. A decorated captain who has served the Federation with 
distinction. Those people don’t just snap.” 
 “You mean like Goodspeed?” 
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  “I know Koster.” 
 “You served under him once. As a starry-eyed ensign fresh out 
of the Academy. You weren’t on the Von Braun with him. Don’t try to 
make excuses for somebody just because you fought in the same 
war.” 
 “It’s easy for somebody like you to start pointing fingers and 
make accusations. You never fought a Jem’Hadar, you were never on 
a battlefield with just a phaser rifle between you and a battalion of 
Cardassian soldiers trying to kill you. You’ve never seen your friends 
blown to pieces around you. So don’t start besmirching their 
memories because of a theory.” 
 “If I’m right people need to know about this. And there is only 
one person who can tell us for certain.” 
 
 

* * * 
 
 
Office of Rear Admiral Koster, Starfleet Command 
San Francisco 
July 30, 12:35 FST 
 
“Nobody was more affected by his death than me. Varnado was one 
of the best officers I’ve ever had the pleasure to serve with. I still can’t 
believe what he did. It’s not a way for a Starfleet officer to die.” 
 Koster stood by the window, overlooking the Golden Gate 
Bridge as he spoke. 
 He turned to face his two guests. “I wish he had tried to speak 
to me. He knew he could trust me. He could have talked to me about 
anything. Together we would have found a way to get passed 
whatever it was that bothered him.” 
 “Apparently it had to do with what happened in the Alteres 
system,” said Bernhardt. 
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 He looked at her. “Maxine Bernhardt?” 
 She nodded. 
 “I know you, don’t I?” 
 She smiled. “Actually I’m surprised you remember me, sir. I 
served under you on the Constantinople.” 
 “Of course. You came to use straight out of the Academy. 
Security, right?” 
 “Yes, sir.” 
 “I never forget a face or a name, Lieutenant.” 
 “Alteres, sir,” said Colburn. 
 “Yes, of course. It was horrible. We saw a lot of atrocious things 
during the war but I don’t think I’ll ever be able to ban the images of 
those bodies on Alteres III out of my mind. They were tortured 
before they were killed, did you know that? Some had all their 
fingers cut off, some entire limps. Goddamn Cardassians.” 
 “Goodspeed’s suicide note mentions Alteres VI not III. Can you 
explain that?” asked Colburn. 
 “God knows what he was thinking in those last hours before 
his death,” he said and sat down behind his large, wooden desk. “It 
was a handwritten note, wasn’t it? Maybe his hand slipped. Maybe 
he wasn’t thinking right anymore.” 
 “Did you know that there was a Cardassian outpost on Alteres 
VI. A small mining station. It apparently disappeared,” Colburn 
continued. 
 “No, I didn’t know that, Lieutenant,” said Koster. “Most of the 
system if I remember correctly was uninhabitable and so we didn’t 
go around looking for other outposts.” 
 “But wouldn’t the ship sensors have picked it up? After all you 
had just found a Starfleet station attacked and were looking for the 
people responsible.” 
 “Lieutenant, Alteres VI is a Demon class planet. Completely 
hostile. It’s certainly not someplace where we would have looked.” 
 “So you remember it was a Y-class planet?” 
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  “Yes, I do, Lieutenant. I have a good memory. Now is this 
going anywhere because I’m quite busy?” 
 “We understand this Admiral and we appreciate you taking the 
time to speak to us,” said Bernhardt and stood. “I think this is all for 
now. Lieutenant?” 
 Colburn stood and followed Bernhardt to the door but before 
he had reached it, he turned around again. “Did you know that Petty 
Officer Hugh Turner was transferred yesterday?” 
 “Who is Petty Officer Turner?” 
  “He served under you on the Von Braun, sir.” 
 “A lot of people served on the Von Braun.” 
 “Yes, but you never forget a name.” 
 The admiral stood. “Lieutenant, I wasn’t familiar with all the 
enlisted crewmembers on the Von Braun. The ship had 600 people 
onboard.” 
 “I think you know Turner, I think you had him transferred to 
the Gamma Quadrant so he couldn’t talk to us.” 
 Bernhardt made an about face and quickly stepped next to 
Colburn. “Lieutenant, we’re done here.” 
 “Why would I want to do that?” the admiral asked. 
 Colburn stepped closer. “Because you did find the Cardassians 
on Alteres VI. You found their outpost and you decided that they had 
been responsible for the attack. And then you exacted your revenge 
on them by making them disappear. After all who would miss a 
small civilian settlement in the middle of war?” 
 “How dare you? How dare you come into my office and throw 
these preposterous accusations into my face. Who the hell do you 
think you are, Lieutenant?” 
  “Sir, I apologize. This is not what–“, began Bernhardt. 
 “I’m the one to bring this whole thing to light. I’m going to 
expose you Admiral and what you’ve done. The entire Federation 
will know once I’m through.” 
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 “You’re already through, you just don’t know it yet. Get the 
hell out of my office before I have you carried out here by Security.” 
 Bernhard put a firm hand around Colburn’s arm. 
 “You were mad as hell, weren’t you, Admiral? To see all those 
people killed that way. And they weren’t even soldiers. Just a couple 
of scientists, massacred for nothing.” 
 “You’re damned right I was mad!” 
 “And you needed somebody to take responsibility for it. And 
then you found that Cardassian outpost practically hiding right 
under your nose. You went down there with an armed team in 
shuttles. Maybe you were just going to talk to them first. Find out if 
your suspicions were right but it didn’t quite work out like that, did 
it?” 
 “Get out!” 
 Bernhard tried to pull Colburn away but he wouldn’t budge. 
 “We were at war. The Cardassians were the enemy,” Coburn 
continued, “and who knows, maybe they did do it. And if not, they 
still had plenty to answer for anyway. Chin’toka, Betazed, San 
Francisco. They were butchers, all you did was give them a taste of 
their own medicine.” 
 “THEY WERE BUTCHERS!” 
 Koster let himself fall back in his chair, deflated. 
 “Of course they were,” said Colburn. “And you did what was 
necessary. You made them pay for what they did.” 
 The admiral looked up. “You have no proof of anything.” 
 “I don’t need proof, Admiral. All I need to do is put the story 
out there and sooner or later it will catch up with you. You cannot 
hide from your past. Goodspeed couldn’t.” 
 
 

* * * 
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Department of Internal Affairs 
San Francisco 
July 30, 15:51 FST 
 
“Well, now you’ve done it.” 
 Colburn was packing up his desk. 
 “Suspended indefinitely for gross misconduct. You should 
have listen to me, Stan. Confronting Koster achieved nothing.” 
 “I wouldn’t say that. At least now he knows who I am. And 
you’ve heard him. He never forgets a face.” 
 “This isn’t funny, Stan. He might have you drummed up on 
charges for a full court martial.” 
 “I doubt that very much. He’s too scared about his dirty secret 
to come out. He wouldn’t dare to try and get any more attention.” 
 “So what are you going to do now?” 
 Colburn removed his combadge and placed it on the desk. “I’m 
not sure but I’m through with Starfleet. But I’m not done with Koster. 
I’m going to keep digging until I find some proof of what he’s done.  
I can’t let him get away with it, Max.” 
 She looked skeptical. 
 “You don’t think he did it, do you?” 
 “I just don’t know what to think anymore. I’ve always looked 
up to the man and no matter what you say it’s difficult to put all that 
aside. It’s hard for me to believe he could be capable of something 
like this. Maybe there is a reasonable explanation.” 
 “I guess it’s different for you,” said Colburn. “You were right, I 
wasn’t in the war. I didn’t experience what you and Koster and 
Goodspeed went through. But there is a difference between fighting a 
war and killing out of revenge. There is a fine line there somewhere 
and Koster crossed it and he needs to pay for that otherwise he’s no 
better than the Dominion. If we don’t make him pay than we are no 
better.” 
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 Colburn took the box with his personal belongings and walked 
towards the exit. “Take care, Max, I’m going to miss your motherly 
concern. It was always touching.” 
 “Motherly? I’m five years older for heaven’s sake.” 
 “And so sensitive.” 
 But before Colburn could reach the doors a man stepped inside 
to block his way.  
 “Chief Medina?” Colburn said surprised. 
 The man looked unsure of himself now, the complete opposite 
of how he had presented himself a few days ago when he had thrown 
them off their property. “We need to talk.” 
 Colburn shook his head. “Not with me. I’m retired, like 
yourself. Any good places in Florida you’d recommend?” 
 Medina was irritated. 
 “Look, talk to Lieutenant Bernhardt.” 
 “It’s about Alteres VI.” 
 Colburn exchanged a glance with his former colleague. 
 “Alright, Chief,” she said, sit down and tell me everything you 
know. Start at the beginning.” 
 Medina did as he was told. 
 Colburn remained by the door. 
 “I suppose you want to hear this too?” she asked. 
 He nodded eagerly, placed down the box and took a seat. 
 “It was a massacre,” Medina began. “A goddamned massacre. 
It wasn’t supposed to be but somebody started shooting and then 
some of those Cardies started shooting back and all hell broke loose. 
We killed them all. Men, women, children, every last one of them. 
And after it was all done, Koster told us that we could never talk to 
anybody about what had happened. He said that we had to take it to 
our graves because people back home wouldn’t understand. He told 
us that the Cardassians deserved what they got but that Command 
would never see it that way. He wiped out what was left of the 
outpost from orbit and then altered the logs.  
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 But he couldn’t alter our memories. By God I wish he could 
have. I wish it would’ve been that easy. I suppose that was our 
punishment. To spend the rest of our lives with the knowledge of 
what we’ve done.  
 Goodspeed tried to stop it but Koster had him overruled. In the 
end he managed to convince him, convince us all, that we didn’t have 
a choice. That there was nothing we could’ve done differently. Oh, 
we had a choice alright. We could have turned around and left them 
all alone. We could’ve taken prisoners. Instead, we butchered them 
like animals.” 
 And then Medina began to cry. 
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