
Captain’s log, stardate 53112.4: 

The Dauntless has been assigned to explore and catalogue the planet known as ‘Laxia.’ 

Long described by passers-by as a dream world of unparalleled beauty, with the war now 

over, Starfleet has finally decided to take notice and send in a team. 

This sounds more like a vacation than work to me. 

Koester, out. 
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 “We have entered standard orbit,” Lt Lenny, the ship’s helmsman reported as the Sovereign-class starship 

Dauntless began circling the blue-green planet far below. 

 “Very well,” said Commodore Peter J. Koester, the starship’s Commanding Officer as he stood from his 

command seat and walked the few paces to the nearby starboard Sciences console. 

 At the console sat a Vulcan man with a very un-Vulcanlike demeanor.  Commander Jeff Bloom, a Vulcan 

orphaned as an infant and raised by human parents on Earth, smiled as he read off the results of the Dauntless’ 

initial scans. 

 “Atmosphere is 72% nitrogen, 22% oxygen, 5% inert trace gasses.  There is a compound not previously on 

record that is part of the final 1%,” the emotional Vulcan reported.  “Life forms consist mostly of various plant 

species and a number of insects, but no larger or more complex animals.” 

 “Is it safe to send down an Away Team?” Koester asked as other members of the crew, including his first 

officer, Captain Virgil Dylan Kane, and ship’s counselor and chief medical officer Kethry Sutherland, gathered 

around the chief science officer. 

 “Safe?” chuckled Bloom.  “Commodore, if I were a few years older, I’d consider retiring and settling down 

here.” 

 “What about that unknown compound you said made up less than 1% of the atmosphere?  Anything that 

could harm the away team?” Koester asked, his expression hopeful. 

 “Sensors indicate the compound is non-toxic,” Bloom reported.  “It appears to be inert as well.  There 

should be no danger to humanoid life forms.” 

 Koester’s face broke out in a smile broader than his atypical Science Officer’s own.  The Commodore 

tapped his combadge. 

 “Lt T’Cah,, report to Transporter Room 3 for Away Team duty.”  Koester looked to his right, where the 

main Tactical/Security post stood. 

 “Commander K’danz, I want you and one of your Security Guards on the team as well.”  (Carrie) K’danz 

nodded once, then turned her post over to a junior officer as she moved toward the turbolift. 

 “You too, Jeff,” Koester said, patting Bloom on one of his broad shoulders.  “I want two Science Officers 

on this Team.” 

 Bloom nodded and grinned again, while Kane moved closer. 

 “It’ll take me just a couple of minutes to outfit out, Skipper,” Kane started to say when Koester interrupted 

him. 

 “I’ll be leading this Away Team, Exec.” 

 “But, Skipper…,” Kane protested.  “Your place is on the ship.  We can’t have you always being exposed to 

danger.” 

 Koester gently shook his head, saying with a chuckle, “Mister Bloom just said there is no danger.” 

 “But, Skipper…” 

 “I’m going, Exec.  Just call it ‘Captain’s privilege’.” 



 Kane sighed as Koester moved to join Bloom at the turbolift.  He paused briefly at the threshold, winking at 

the human-turned-Bajoran First Officer and said, “Mister Kane, the Bridge is yours.” 

 As the doors swished shut, Kane slumped into the Center Seat, dejectedly saying, “Aye, aye, sir.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The transporter beam materialized at the edge of the woods beside an open field.  Koester looked around. 

His expression of pleasure quickly replaced by one of confusion, then concern. 

 As the Commodore gazed around, he realized he was alone. 

 “Koester to Dauntless,” he said, urgently tapping his combadge.  No one responded.   

 “Koester to Away Team.”   

 Silence. 

 “Koester to K’danz!” 

 Still nothing. 

 Pulling a tricorder out of the holster on his waist, the Commodore began scanning the vicinity, hoping to 

find some trace of the other members of the Away Team.  Perhaps some localized natural phenomenon was blocking 

his com signal, but he should be able to find five other Starfleet officers on an unpopulated planet. 

 Setting out across the field, scanning as he went, Koester began his search for his missing team.  His back 

turned; he did not notice the pair of eyes watching him, hidden among the branches of one of the nearby trees. 

 

* * * * 

 

 What seemed like hours later, still out of contact with both his ship and the other members of the Away 

Team, Koester trudged along in his search.  The terrain had changed from forests and fields to a barren, boulder-

strewn desert.  After briefly stopping to attempt another hail to the Dauntless, he walked around the edge of a 

particularly large rock, still scanning for other life forms, when he suddenly stopped short, amazed by the sight that 

greeted him. 

 Before him, almost mirage-like in its appearance, stood the Dauntless.  Not the Sovereign-class vessel 

Koester knew to be in orbit, but her Intrepid-class predecessor, landing legs deployed and supporting the immense 

bulk of the grounded starship, the hull number NCC-74658 appearing prominently on the underside of her main hull. 

 “Impossible!” Koester muttered to himself, awestruck, then turned around sharply when he heard what 

sounded like a child’s giggle.  He peered about, but saw nothing moving nor anyone around.  And still no humanoid 

life forms registered on his tricorder.  He looked back toward his prior command, fully expecting it to no longer be 

there, merely a figment of his imagination, and was amazed again when he saw it was still present. 

 Replacing the tricorder in it’s holster, the Commodore slowly walked toward the craft, rubbing at his eyes 

every so often, almost willing the vision before him to go away. 

 “This can’t be here!” he shouted, more to reassure himself than anything else.  “This Dauntless is nothing 

more than a slowly expanding cloud of vapor and debris in Sector 679!  I know!  I was there until almost the last 

second!” 

 As he spoke, Koester reached the closest of the four landing legs.  He tentatively reached his hand out, fully 

expecting it to pass through the apparent metal, or touch something that was creating the illusion, or anything, 

anything other than what he actually felt.  The Duranium/Tritanium alloy of the starship’s landing leg. 

 Taking one last nervous look around the landscape, hoping to spot at least one other member of the missing 

Away Team, and failing that, he swallowed, then ascended the steps mounted on the leg up into the starship. 

 

* * * * 

 

 He had tried looking in what he supposed should have been the most heavily populated areas of the ship for 

any signs of inhabitants, including Main Engineering, the Crew’s Mess, and Sickbay.  Koester had even gone so far 

as attempting to activate the Emergency Medical Hologram, but to no avail.  The ship was empty, looking as pristine 

and whole as the day all those years ago when she was launched. 

 The Commodore was enroute to the Bridge, the final place he felt could have any evidence of people on 

board or any clues as to how the ship had even gotten onto this planet when he saw her standing at the end of the 

long corridor.  She looked human, apparently teenaged, with tanned skin and long, dark hair.  The curves of her 

body were both child-like and alluring at the same time.  She wore what looked like a tight fitting t-shirt and a pair 

of jeans, which appeared to have a number of hand-made drawings all over them.  She giggled when she saw 



Koester, the same sound he had heard outside when he had first discovered the Dauntless.  Her happy-looking eyes 

seemed almost closed as she smiled.  However, before he could say anything, she turned, her long curly hair 

whipping around behind her, and darted down an adjoining passageway. 

 “Wait!  Come back!” Koester shouted after the vanished girl as he pursued her down the corridor, but upon 

reaching the side passage he slowed, realizing he had lost her in the ship’s twists and turns.  Suddenly he 

remembered his tricorder and started scanning for the girl.  To his disappointment, neither she nor any other life 

forms registered.  Still, he continued a cursory search of the ship as he continued on to the Bridge. 

 The Bridge, like the rest of the Dauntless, was pristine and empty.  Koester tried accessing the computers, 

but nothing actually functioned.  He attempted to activate the helm, hoping at least to launch the vessel off the 

planet’s surface and into orbit where he could rendezvous with his current Dauntless, but the helm was likewise 

locked out.  Finally conceding to the pointlessness of it all, Koester sighed and quickly returned to the planet’s 

surface outside. 

 Again he started off in search of his missing Away Team.  Almost a kilometer into his renewed journey 

curiosity got the better of the Commodore and he turned around to look back toward the grounded Dauntless.  To his 

continuing surprise, the ship was still visible in the distance.  It had not faded or evaporated or shimmered from 

view, but still stood there, sunlight gleaming off her hull and windows, an enigma in physical form. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Koester continued his quest for what seemed like hours, though a glance toward the sun high in the sky 

assured him it was still early afternoon on this part of Laxia, apparently not very long since he and his now missing 

Away Team had beamed down.  His occasional communications attempts with both the Dauntless and the other 

Away Team members still yielded no contact, though as best he could tell his combadge was functioning properly.  

His constant tricorder scanning likewise revealed nothing. 

 Soon, the barren desert he trod gave way to the dunes and crashing surf of a wide, sandy beach.  Koester 

smiled at the beauty of the landscape, how the waves rolled onto the shore.  With the exception of the lack of any 

sea birds, the scene reminded him very much of his years growing up and the weekend trips to Jones Beach with 

friends and family back on Earth.  Koester was almost tempted to remove his boots and walk barefoot through the 

foamy surf. 

 As he slowly started walking along the sand, deeply inhaling the salty air, he saw her again. 

 Yes, it was definitely the same girl, dark hair blowing in the sea breeze; eyes squinted as she smiled toward 

him.  But unlike earlier aboard the empty and seemingly abandoned Dauntless, she now wore only a bikini and was 

lounging on a beach towel. 

 “Good afternoon,” Koester yelled in her direction as he began walking closer to her.  “I hope you wouldn’t 

mind answering a few questions?” 

 The girl giggled again, her smile growing a little broader. 

 “Well, I don’t know all that much about everything,” she answered. 

 Koester stopped at the edge of the large towel and squatted down to talk to the young woman. 

 “My name is Commodore Peter J. Koester, Commanding Officer…” 

 “…Of the Federation starship Dauntless,” the girl finished for him, and then added, “Cassie.”  She stuck 

out her arm to shake hands. 

 Koester was a little startled that the young woman knew what she knew, despite her original protestations.  

It took him a moment to return the proffered handshake. 

 “I’ve been searching for my Away Team since I first arrived here, um… Cassie… and you’re the only 

person I’ve encountered on this whole planet so far.” 

 “It really doesn’t take much imagination to populate a planet,” Cassie replied cryptically.  “I actually prefer 

it like this.  The solitude is nice.  I guess I’ve always been a loner at heart.” 

 Koester blinked in confusion at the young woman’s answer, trying to comprehend what she had said. 

 “Are you telling me,” he asked, trying to straighten out his thoughts, “that you created all of this?”  He 

gestured at the landscape around them. 

 “No,” Cassie responded, her face taking on a more serious expression.  For the first time Koester could see 

her eyes were brown. 

 “Then what…?” Koester started to say before Cassie interrupted him. 

 “You really don’t understand?” she said with an edge of amazement in her voice. 

 “Understand what?” 



 “There you are!” a new female voice with a slight South American accent exclaimed from behind Koester.  

The Commodore turned to look and almost fell over onto Cassie in shocked surprise.  He slowly stood. 

 “Anna?” he asked tentatively. 

 “Who else, Petey?” 

 Koester’s confusion multiplied exponentially. 

 “Anna?  I haven’t seen you since we graduated high school.  That must be close to… fourteen years?  You 

haven’t changed a bit!  What in the universe are you doing here?” 

 Koester looked in awe at Anna Carmen, a girl he had spent the better part of four years during high school 

pursuing, and failing.  She still looked seventeen.  Her long brown hair was tied into a ponytail that reached down 

past the small of her back.  Like Cassie, she wore a bikini, which was not at all unusual for the beach.  The big shock 

was her unexplained presence on the planet at all. 

 “Questions, questions, questions!” Anna complained.  “You know, one of the reasons I kept turning you 

down in high school was you could never keep your mouth shut!” 

 Koester, still shocked beyond rational thought, opened his mouth to say something else, but never got the 

chance.  Anna reached out, grabbing the front of Koester’s uniform shirt, and pulled him into a kiss.  Cassie, 

giggling again, pretended to cover her eyes, but peeked out between her fingers.  As their lips parted, Koester’s 

confused expression was now merged with a slight smile.  But before he could say anything more, Anna again 

grabbed the front of his uniform, pulling him around the far side of a tall nearby sand dune.  Cassie’s expression 

changed momentarily to surprise before her wide smile obscured her eyes again.  She tiptoed toward the sand dune 

for a moment before discretion overcame her momentary curiosity and she returned to the beach towel, gathering it 

into a bundle, and set off down the beach. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Koester awoke from a peaceful state of bliss and looked around in sudden confusion.  There was no Anna.  

No sand dune.  For that matter, even no beach.  A sudden chill ran through him as he realized he was lying in a snow 

bank.  He sat up and looked around.  Snow fell softly everywhere.  The sky was dark, and he could not see further 

than a few dozen meters in any direction. 

 “Reminds me of some ancient horror film,” he said distractedly, beginning to pick himself up off the 

ground.  He looked down, not knowing really what to expect, only to find his uniform in place as normal, if slightly 

wrinkled. 

 “Have fun?” a familiar sounding female voice inquired.  Koester turned his head with a start.  There, sitting 

on an exposed tree stump sticking out of the snow a few meters away, sat Cassie.  This time she wore a black and 

white patterned snowsuit, the fur lined hood pulled tight around her face. 

 Koester turned to face her, only then realizing that despite however long he had been lying in the snow, he 

was not cold.  He took a tentative step toward the girl. 

 “Are you a Q?” he asked, his face looking mildly annoyed. 

 “A what?” Cassie asked in response, her own face looking decidedly more serious.  For only the second 

time, Koester could actually see her eyes. 

 “A Q!” he insisted.  “An entity from the Q Continuum.” 

 Cassie shook her head, the smile returning to her face. 

 “No…  Not a Q…  Or an R, S, T, or any other letter of the alphabet.” 

 Koester rolled his eyes, taking another step closer. 

 “Then what are you?” he asked. 

 Cassie smiled again, replying, “The stuff that dreams are made of.” 

 Koester’s eyebrows knitted in vexation, but before he could say anything further, a loud howl filled the air.  

Both Koester and Cassie peered in the direction from which the sound had come, but the falling snow continued to 

obscure the view. 

 The Commodore quickly pulled out his tricorder, scanning the vicinity.  Nothing registered.  It took him a 

moment to fully realize that not even Cassie was registering as a life form.  He opened his mouth to speak but was 

cut off by a low, menacing growl punctuated by another howl, much closer this time. 

 “There!” Cassie whispered, pointing past Koester’s shoulder.  He squinted in that direction, occasionally 

wiping snow away from his eyelashes.  It took a moment before his vision detected the movement. 

 In the distance, Koester could make out the shadowy forms of what seemed like large quadruped animals.  

Slowly they crept toward where he and Cassie stood, stalking.  Another howl followed by more of the low growls 

gave Koester an indication of just how close the animals actually were. 



 One of the animals sniffed the air, its large head turning and looking directly at Koester.  Teeth were bared 

as it continued its hungry growl. 

 “Wolves,” Koester whispered as he recognized the large canines.  “There must be at least ten or fifteen of 

them!” 

 By now, the first wolf’s growl had attracted the attention of the rest of the pack.  They all stared 

menacingly at Koester and Cassie, slowly moving closer to the couple as they did. 

 “We have to get out of here,” Koester whispered, franticly tapping his combadge.  “Koester to Dauntless.  

Virg, this is the Skipper!  Answer me!”  Only silence. 

 Even Cassie’s expression turned fearful.  Slowly Koester turned in the opposite direction of the wolf pack, 

motioning Cassie to do likewise, then shouted, “Run!” 

 The two ran, the pack quickly pursuing.  Koester glanced over his shoulder to see some of the wolves 

almost on his heels.  He quickly looked around but no longer saw Cassie trailing after him anywhere.  He had not 

heard any screams so he hoped, in spite of all the mysteries she embodied, that the young girl had somehow gotten 

away. 

 The chase continued across the sloping, snowy plain.  Koester’s boots almost slipped in the snow more than 

once, sharp fangs coming close to locking onto an arm or leg.  But after some time, Koester seemed to be 

outdistancing the pursuing pack. 

 He almost did not see it until he was upon it.  Skidding to a halt in the snow, he gazed in despair at the 

chasm that blocked his way.  With the falling snow it was hard to gauge exactly, but he was sure he could not see 

the other side.  Obviously much too far to jump.  Looking over the edge of the ravine, he hoped to find a ledge or 

outcropping he might be able to leap down upon.  His spirits fell even further when he looked down into a sheer 

drop that seemed kilometers deep. 

 He turned sharply when he heard the low growl behind himself.  Standing there, studying their prey, milled 

a dozen hungry wolves.  Each growled at him in turn, pacing back and forth awaiting the prime opportunity to 

attack. 

 “You have to jump.” 

 Startled, Koester looked over to find Cassie, her breath thick and visible in the gray-white air, looking up at 

him. 

 “What?  Are you crazy?!?  I can’t jump across that!” he responded. 

 “Not across,” she explained.  “Down!” 

 Eyes wide with fear, Koester again glanced down the deep vertical wall. 

 “I’d never survive.” 

 “You have to trust me,” Cassie pleaded as she placed her hands onto Koester’s arm.  “It’s the only way.” 

 Koester watched a couple of the wolves take the first tentative steps in his direction, then again into the 

ravine.  He looked back at Cassie. 

 “Please,” she said. 

 Koester gulped, then turned to face the gorge.  The toes of his boots hung over the edge.  One wolf behind 

him howled again as the rest paced and growled. 

 “Well, here goes,” he said, drawing a deep breath as if about to plunge into a pool from the high diving 

board.  He closed his eyes and stepped off into nothingness. 

 Unable to hold back a scream, he plummeted down, further and further.  The wind whistled in his ears.  

Finally managing to open his eyes, he thought he could see the hard rocky bottom rising quickly to meet him.  His 

last thought was that of his young daughter Gem… 

 

 

 

 Koester awoke with a start, sitting up suddenly as the bright lights flooded his eyes. 

 “Easy, Peter!  You’re alright!” 

 Koester’s eyes focused on the figure speaking to him.  Kethry Sutherland stood next to the Commodore, 

waving a medical scanner over his head and chest as she monitored the readings on a tricorder in the other hand.  It 

took him a moment to realize he was sitting on a biobed in Sickbay aboard the Dauntless. 

 He glanced around, noticing Bloom and K’danz lying upon other biobeds, and T’Cah, apparently asleep, on 

the nearby examining table, where the EMH examined her. 

 “What happened?” Koester asked groggily.  “The last thing I remember, I had just jumped…” 



 Sutherland smiled, then explained, “That unknown compound in Laxia’s atmosphere caused the entire 

Away Team to fall into a deep, coma-like sleep the instant they materialized on the planet’s surface.  It also has the 

side effect of inducing extremely vivid dreams.” 

 “It was all a dream?” Koester whispered in wonder, not quite wanting to believe.  It had all seemed too real.  

Meanwhile, the Chief Medical Officer continued. 

 “When no one reported back to the ship after the first few minutes, Captain Kane locked the transporter 

onto your combadge signals and beamed you all straight to Sickbay.” 

 Koester nodded, the groggy feeling slowly wearing off. 

 “How long was I asleep for?  It felt like hours.” 

 “Twenty minutes,” Sutherland informed him. 

 “Twenty minutes?  That can’t be possible.  I swear I remember…  I remember…”  His voice trailed off. 

 “Actually, it’s well documented that the average REM-sleep induced dream lasts between fifteen to twenty 

five minutes, but can seem like hours to the person experiencing it,” Sutherland explained, sounding much too 

clinical. 

 “How are the others?” the Commodore asked. 

 “Well, Commander Bloom woke up about ten minutes ago.  Commander K’danz about three minutes 

before you,” Sutherland reported.  “We’re still monitoring Lt T’Cah closely, but we believe she’ll come out of it 

soon.” 

 “Monitoring her closely?  Why?” Koester asked puzzled. 

 “Yes.  We lost Ensign Hoffman, the other Security Guard who beamed down with your team and we’re still 

not sure why.  One moment he was asleep on the biobed just like the other four of you, the next moment…  all 

monitors just went dark.  He just suddenly…”  Sutherland shrugged her shoulders.  “…Died.” 

 “How soon until Bloom, K’danz, and I can return to duty?” 

 “Well, I’d normally suggest a couple of days bed rest, but that seems pointless in this case.  I guess 

whenever you feel ready.” 

 Sutherland offered her hand and Koester stood up from the biobed.  There was no dizziness or ill effects.  

He soon realized he actually felt better than he had before the Away Team had left the ship, as if he had just awoken 

from a much needed nap, which in retrospect, is exactly what he had just done. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 53112.7: 

Despite its obvious beauty, Laxia has been placed under quarantine by the Federation 

Medical Council, based upon my recommendations, until such time as we can determine 

what the mysterious compounds in the planet’s atmosphere is and develop something to 

counteract it. 

Meanwhile, the Dauntless continues to orbit Laxia as we await our next assignment. 

Koester, out. 
 

 

 Peter Koester gazed one last time at the huge blue-green sphere slowly spinning outside his stateroom 

window, then slowly moved over to the nearby bed. 

 “Lights,” he ordered, and the room was plunged into darkness, save that reflected light from the planet far 

below.  To his surprise, he felt tired.  It had been a long day, and Counselor Sutherland had mentioned the possibility 

of side effects from the mystery compound.  He laid his head on the pillow and quickly fell asleep… 

 

 

 

 When he opened his eyes, he was sitting in the Command Chair on the Bridge.  All around him consoles 

blinked and beeped and whirred, but except for himself, no one was there. 

 “I’m dreaming again,” he said aloud to himself. 

 “You’re finally beginning to understand!” a now familiar voice said. 

 Koester turned his chair toward the portside turbolift alcove.  Not unexpectedly, leaning against the 

bulkhead, stood Cassie, this time wearing a standard, though snug, Starfleet uniform. 

 “I knew you had to be more than just a dream,” Koester said, smiling. 



 “Oh, but I am a dream,” Cassie replied, then gesturing around the Bridge with her arms said, “This is all a 

dream.” 

 “But a dream you control?” the Commodore asked. 

 “No, I merely guide.  Only you can control your dreams.”  She walked down off the upper level, running a 

hand along the edge of one control panel before taking a seat at the Ops Console.  She playfully pressed a couple of 

the control keypads. 

 Koester stood up from the chair, stepping down and taking the seat at Conn next to her. 

 “How do you do this?” he asked her rather directly. 

 Cassie looked over at him, her expression thoughtful, then started explaining, “My people are an ancient 

race, but not very technologically advanced.  We don’t have huge, wonderful machines to… play with, as you do.”  

She tapped another keypad, causing it to bleep at her.  She giggled like a child with a new toy as the viewscreen 

activated, showing the image of Laxia from orbit.  Her eyes grew wider as she gazed at the sight but continued 

explaining, “We have no ‘starships’ or ‘holodecks’ or anything like that.  We could never hope to build them.  So 

we created Laxia.” 

 One of Koester’s eyebrows rose in astonishment at the explanation until Cassie continued further. 

 “Oh, no, we didn’t create the entire planet.  The planet has existed for almost three billion of your years.  

But we seeded the atmosphere with our dream gas.  If used properly, guided properly, the whole planet is like one 

big natural holodeck.  Anything you can dream, you can do, see, feel, touch, taste.” 

 “And how do you fit in all of this?  I’ve certainly never dreamed of you before arriving here.” 

 “I’m a guide, as I said.  I help people along, and try to keep them out of danger.” 

 “Danger?  What kind of danger?” 

 “You’ve heard, I assume, of the old story that if you die in a dream, you die for real?”  Koester nodded.  

“It’s not just a story,” Cassie said soberly. 

 Understanding dawned across Koester’s face. 

 “You mean Ensign Hoffman…” 

 “Got into a situation he couldn’t handle, despite my help.” 

 “You’re help?” Koester asked startled.  “You mean you’ve appeared in more than just my dreams?” 

 “While young, I was recognized as one of my people’s stronger telepaths.  My body…  My real body…”  

She gestured with her hands to indicate she was not referring to the form Koester saw.  “…Is down there on the 

planet, as it has been for years, in a perpetual dream state.” 

 “And you enter the minds of the visitors to help them along, so to speak?” 

 Cassie nodded, then added, “And a little bit more sometimes.  I have fun when I encounter a new species 

that has never visited Laxia before, like yourselves.  And I learn a little about the races that visit.  But sometimes I 

get a little too caught up in things, like with your wolves.” 

 Koester shuddered as he recalled his encounter with the wolf pack. 

 “You seemed pretty insistent I trust you,” he commented.  “Almost as if…” 

 Cassie nodded. 

 “Sometimes I get too involved.  Had you died in that dream, I would have died with you.” 

 “So you saved both of us by having me jump!  You knew that when people dream they’re falling they 

always wake up just before they hit the bottom!” 

 Cassie nodded.  The two then regarded each other in silence for a moment, until Koester asked, “Why 

didn’t you just explain all this in the beginning?” 

 Cassie sighed, then said, “I thought you understood, like other visitors have.  I had never seen beings like 

yourselves, and  I was puzzled over what you all were.  I needed to study you first.  And besides, it’s been so long 

since anyone of my race has visited Laxia.  I was…. lonely.  I enjoyed the company.” 

 A warm smile crossed Koester’s face, and he stood to move closer to the dream being.  He offered her his 

hand. 

 “Well, I seem to have all night with nothing on the ‘To Do’ list.  While you’re here, how would you like a 

tour of my ship?”  He glanced around the bridge.  “I’m very proud of her.  I’ll take any opportunity to show her off.  

Even a dream.” 

 Cassie smiled, her cheeks almost covering her eyes again, and she replied, “I’d like that.”  She took 

Koester’s hand as she turned in the chair and stood.  As the two entered the turbolift, the doors swooshed quickly 

shut behind them. 

 

The End 
 


