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Prologue

**  When we left off on Star Trek:  The Legend Continues  **

· “Thank you, Admiral.  But we’re still not out of the woods yet,” Captain Tyler replied.

“Don’t I know it…,” the admiral replied.
· “The Romulans aren’t making this any easier…” Hayes blurted out.  

     Tyler hung his head for a dramatic moment.  “What now?”

     Admiral Hayes rubbed his weary eyes.  “The Romulan fleet has assembled in sector 23, and now they’re on-route to crossing the border…  Outpost 86 is begging us for help, but I don’t have very many ships available!”

     “Do we know what their intentions are?” Tyler asked.

     “No, but with our luck, they can’t be good.  I’ve called 7 starships to the area, but they’re still two days or so out.”

     Admiral Hayes nodded his head.  “You’d get there just ahead of the Romulans, and be the first of our ships on site…  Go, and do what you can to stop the Romulans…  We can’t afford hostilities from them or anyone else right now.”

     “Agreed, admiral.  It would seem that we have enough problems of our own right now…”

     “Take care of yourself, and let me know when the doctor completes her autopsy.  Hayes, out.”

     The small computer’s display screen went dark, as the admiral’s image disappeared.  

     He tapped his communicator.  “…set a course for Outpost 86, full warp…”
· “Drop us out of warp, and bring us to all stop…” the captain ordered as

he walked around to the command center.

     The new Ensign at helm responded in full to the captain’s order.   “Answering all stop, sir,” Ensign Wesley Scott said.

     “Scan the area…” Tyler called out.

     Ensign Jaros did as she was ordered, and spoke up with the results of the ships scan.  “Sir, there are four Starfleet ships arriving in system, as well as the Outpost itself…”

     “Do you have the Romulans on sensors yet?”

     “That’s affirmative, sir.  They’re dropping out of warp now…”

     Tyler wasted no time in issuing the order to put a visual of the Romulan fleet on screen.  When the viewscreen switched to the approaching hostile fleet, his heart fluttered excitedly.  

     Four ships and a poorly outfitted outpost against that many Romulan ships?  We don’t really stand a chance, he thought.  Perhaps now would be one of those times were a retreat would be strategically smart…

     “Open a channel…”

     The captain stood up out of his chair.  “To the approaching Romulan fleet, this is Captain Damien Tyler of the U.S.S. Endeavor.  You have crossed the Neutral Zone in violation of the treaty.  Please identify your intentions…”

     “No reply, sir,” she answered.

     Jaros spoke up from tactical, a slight quiver in her voice.  “Captain, the Romulans are going into an attack formation -- they’re weapons are armed, and they’re moving in…”

     “Shields up, red alert…  prepare to return fire, ensign…” he said.

***  And now, the legend continues…***
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-- U.S.S. Endeavor, at Outpost 86
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Captain Damien Tyler stared at the fleet of Romulan warbirds, ominous and threatening, approaching on the viewscreen.  


“What’s their distance?” he asked.


Behind him, at the tactical station, Ensign Jaros checked her panel before quickly responding.  “8,000 kilometers and closing – they’ve locked weapons on the outpost…”


“Are they within weapons range yet?” he asked.


“Negative, sir,” she replied.


Tyler shot a cursory glance back at the communications station.  “Signal the other starships to take up a defensive position in front of the outpost,” he ordered.


“Aye, sir,” Ensign Darie Dunn answered.


The captain sat back down, attempting to contain his apparent restlessness.  They were facing down one of the most heavily armed threats of all of the Federation’s possible enemies.  

The worst part about it was that only months ago, the Romulans had been on their side during the Dominion and Vendoth Wars…  Now that they were threatening again, Tyler was extremely worried that with the current state of the Federation, they could potentially do some severe damage.

His thoughts momentarily floated back to the events of the last week or so that had placed the Federation in its very precarious position.  It had all started with the small group of terrorists, led by his own first officer’s brother Robert Kylan.

Then came the suspected suicide of the Federation’s President Jaresh-Inyo, and the cryptic message that he had sent out to the member worlds urging them to fight against the sinister plans of Starfleet.  All of which had been proved untrue by the investigation of his own crew – the only people at the moment that knew the truth about the entire situation.

Potentially, with the threat that was approaching just outside the starship, the Endeavor could meet its end.  By sheer virtue of the fact that the Endeavor held all the evidence that could help the Federation’s predicament, the end of this ship meant the end of the Federation.

Pushing those thoughts aside, he shot another look back over his shoulder to Ensign Dunn.  “Try to hail them again…”

She worked her panel for a second.  “Still no response, sir.”

An almost inaudible alert sounded from the tactical station.  “Captain, they’re entering firing range now…”

“Lock phasers and torpedoes onto the lead warship and prepare to return fire, but wait for my order…” Captain Tyler ordered.

A few seconds later, Jaros came back with another report.  “They’re preparing to fire…”  

Tyler sat forward in his chair, the excitement and worry growing.  As he stared at the warbirds preparing to attack, his thoughts quickly passed over each member of his crew, most of whom he had known for some time now.  The others were new, having come aboard only recently and received their new promotions from him.

He had been very pleased with his crew, and he knew that they would perform their duties to the best of their ability, even to the end if it came to that.

Tyler waited for the report from Jaros that the warships had opened fire, but it did not come right away.  A look of confusion on his face, he swiveled in his chair to look back at the new tactical officer.  “Jaros?”

“Sir, the Romulans are… standing down…” she finally reported.  “Their weapons are disarming!”

Speaking to himself, but aloud, Tyler pondered why the Romulans had ceased the attack.  “Why did they stop?” he muttered.

A sensor alert sounded again on the tactical board and Ensign Jaros got the captains attention with a startled cry.  “Captain, another D’Deridex class Command cruiser has exited warp just ahead of us…”

Acting as the temporary first officer, Counselor Kai spoke up.  “Onscreen,” she ordered.

The screen shifted from the view of the outpost surrounded by the enemy ships to a massive warbird sitting squarely in front of them.  

“They’re hailing us…” Ensign Dunn called out.

“Onscreen,” the captain replied.

The image of the colossal enemy ship disappeared and was replaced by a face that most of the senior crew knew very well.  Several looks of recognition passed over their faces as the commander of the Romulan command cruiser stared back at them.

“Sorry I’m late, Captain Tyler…” the Romulan commander said.

A smile on his face, Tyler stood up out of his chair.  “T’Shanik!  Fancy meeting you here…” he said sarcastically.

“Captain, I want to introduce Commander Taluk, who is in command of this vessel,” T’Shanik said, motioning to the Romulan standing next to her on the opposing bridge.

The Romulan stepped forward.  Haltingly, he began to speak, as if he were being prodded against his will.  “Captain Tyler, I wish to convey my apologies for my fellow commander’s itchy trigger fingers…”

Captain Tyler nodded at the apology, and the Romulan commander continued.

“Our ships were sent to assist you in any way possible in the Federations’ current crisis…” he said.

Stepping forward, the captain stood between the two forward stations.  “Commander Taluk, allow me to relay the Federations gratitude for your assistance.  I am sure that we could use some help, but you’ll forgive me if I contact Starfleet Command to run this by them first…”

Commander Taluk nodded his head in complete understanding.  “A wise precaution.  I await your response…” he said.

The viewscreen clicked off, and Captain Tyler sat back down in his command chair.  It was then, and only then, that the captain was able to breath a sigh of relief.

“Get Starfleet on the line…” he said.
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Lieutenant Jason Nesmith stared dead-panned back at the screen, attempting not to return the glower of the more senior officer at the other end of the communication.

The captain at the other end could hardly contain his excitement.  “This is the fourth time I’ve called!  Do you mean to tell me that the Admiral is still not available?” he asked.

Nesmith put on a smile, hoping to throw the officer off track even more.  “I’m sorry, Captain Tyler, but as I have already said -- Admiral Hayes is still indisposed at the moment.  I can’t say anything more than that, by his own orders!”

“Well, has he gotten any of my messages?” Captain Tyler demanded.


The lieutenant nodded his head.  “The Admiral has been informed of your situation with the Romulans, and he has dispatched the Enterprise to your location,” he replied.


Tyler himself was getting rather irritated with the second grade officer and his growing attitude, whom he had now spoken to four times.  “And what does the Admiral want us to do until they arrive?”


“Look, Captain, I don’t know what to tell you.  The Enterprise should be there within the next day or so, and besides you have new orders yourself…”


Captain Tyler shook his head.  “We have received no new orders!?”


The admiral’s aide looked off to the side of the screen for a moment, presumably down at his desk.  He picked something up and brought it to within the scope of the viewscreen, revealing it to be a PADD.  “I have them right here…  You didn’t receive new orders this morning?”


The captain shook his head again.  “Lieutenant, if I had received new orders from the Admiral, I wouldn’t be sitting here trying to get a hold of him, would I?”


The lieutenant glanced back at the captain, exasperation written all over his face.  It looked for a moment as if the younger officer were going to lose all semblance of a mild temper and unleash a tirade on the captain, but a moment of silence allowed his beat-red face to return to normal before he answered.


“I will re-send your orders.  That’s all I can do for you at the present time, sir…” he said stiffly.

“You do that.  Endeavor, out…” the captain replied.

The captain’s face disappeared and the screen went dark, replaced by the Federation symbol.  The lieutenant allowed a smirk to play across his face as he swiveled in his chair to face the man standing to his left.

“It’s done, boss” the lieutenant said.

Robert Kylan stepped forward from the corner’s shadow.  “Good work…” the man replied.

Readjusting the tunic of his Starfleet uniform, the lieutenant slumped his shoulders in the chair just a bit.  “You know, I am so glad to have finally gotten rid of that stupid cadet’s uniform…” he reflected casually, his fingers drifting up to the two circular rank pips on his lapel.

The older man looked down at him.  “I’m sure you are.”

“That was the quickest promotion I could ever have expected…” Nesmith replied.

Robert smiled at his young, naivete counterpart.  “There’s more where that came from if you continue to work this hard for me…”

The fake lieutenant looked back up at the man he knew as boss.  “What I still don’t understand is why you would want the Endeavor to go there…  Wouldn’t they just get in the way again?”

Robert shook his head for a moment.  “I have every confidence that Arrik will take care of them for me.”

“How?” 

A sheepish grin cross Robert’s face.  “Arrik has his ways, and if his experiment works as well as he says he does, then we will no longer have to worry about the Endeavor or it’s intrepid, pesky crew…”

“I’m sure that will help us a whole lot.  Having them out of the way for good, I mean…” the lieutenant replied.

Robert’s smile faded just a little bit.  “If what my contacts tell me about the Endeavor’s investigation are true, then the evidence will die with them when they reach Baradas…”

