
Fleetyards, Vulcan 

Stardate 52031.5  

Earth year 2375 

 

 Workbees skimmed lazily around the structure of the orbiting dry-dock, towing cargo containers and 

structural supports intended for vessels under construction.  Inside the framework, Naval Construction Contract – 

Seven Five Three One Zero was nearing completion.  Within another month the new Sovereign-class starship would 

be launched and run through shakedown. 

 A small shuttlecraft departed the Oberth-class science vessel that orbited nearby.  It maneuvered deftly 

through the heavy working traffic and in through the rear of the open dry-dock framework.  Slowing as it 

approached the huge starship’s now-open main shuttlebay at the rear of the saucer section, it gently landed inside, 

where a lone figure wearing a Starfleet duty uniform stood out among all the workers clad in coveralls, spacesuits, 

and construction gear. 

 “Welcome aboard the Dauntless,” the man said as the shuttlecraft’s rear hatch opened and a number of 

Starfleet officers emerged.  “I’m Fleet Captain Peter J. Koester, the Prospective Commanding Officer of this new 

ship.” 

 “Thank you, sir,” said the first woman to emerge from the shuttlecraft.  “I hope you remember me, I’m 

Commander Sue Herzberg, First Officer of the Christa McAuliffe.  We met last year at that diplomatic function on 

Betazed.”  The Commander offered her hand, which Koester enthusiastically shook.  “Allow me to introduce other 

members of the crew.” 

 Commander Herzberg gestured toward a few of the half-dozen people who had exited the shuttlecraft. 

 “Captain Richard F. Giguere, currently our Command Attaché.”  Koester turned and shook the man’s hand 

as well.  “…Our Chief Conn Officer, Chief Medical Officer, our Chief Engineer, and Commander Michelle 

Petersen, our Chief of Security.”  Koester shook hands with the rest of visitors, smiling as he greeted the Security 

Chief. 

 “If you would all please follow me,” he finally said as he lead the small group through the heavy doors out 

of the shuttlebay. 
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 The USS Christa McAuliffe, one of the oldest commissioned starships in the fleet, had pulled into Starfleet 

Yards, Vulcan for minor repairs and a systems upgrade following a skirmish with a Jem’Hadar vessel.  Once in 

orbit, a few members of her crew had decided to use the opportunity to examine some of the newer technologies and 

techniques in starship construction while they were there.  The new Sovereign-class ship under construction was too 

good an opportunity to be missed. 

 As Koester lead the group of six around through the habitable sections of the starship under construction, 

introducing them to Department Heads and senior members of the crew they met along the way, he also explained 

some of the history behind the new vessel. 

 “NCC-75310 was originally to be named USS Illustrious.  However, as I’m sure you’ve heard, about three 

months ago, my original command, the Dauntless-74658 was destroyed by a warp core breech.  When I and the 

majority of the surviving crew were subsequently assigned to this new ship, her name was changed to reflect the 

ongoing tradition.” 

 While the Fleet Captain entertained his guests with exciting tales from his missions aboard the previous 

Dauntless, the tour made it’s way through Main Engineering, the newly designed Marine Corps barracks that were 

added into the ship’s basic design, the bridge, and finally ending in the 10-Forward Lounge, where an elaborate meal 

was served to the distinguished visitors.  Eventually though, it came time for the McAuliffe crew to return to their 

own ship.  Koester escorted them back to the shuttlebay. 



 “I believe I speak for everyone when I say thank you for the tour, Peter,” Herzberg said as she again 

exchanged handshakes with the Fleet Captain.  “We appreciate you going out of your way like this.” 

 “It was my pleasure, Sue,” Koester said, then waved to the departing officers as they boarded the 

shuttlecraft.  He watched for a moment as the shuttle’s systems hummed to life, then turned and departed the bay as 

it lifted off the deck and returned to the McAuliffe. 

 

* * * * 

 

Eight Months Later 

Stardate 52689.0  

Deep space near Starbase 218 

 

 The shuttlecraft Khitomer dropped out of warp and proceeded at a steady pace on impulse power toward its 

destination.  Aboard the shuttlecraft, Fleet Captain Peter J. Koester, Commander Virgil Dylan Kane, Lt Ga’gh 

Schuukveldlaan, and Fleet Captain Penji Fil, First Officer of the warship USS Besiege, reviewed their notes one last 

time for the briefing ahead, making last minute changes and suggestions to one another until the proximity alarm 

sounded.  Koester looked up from the panel mounted computer monitor out the window toward the huge cruiser they 

now approached. 

 “USS Salem, this is the shuttlecraft Khitomer on final approach,” he announced. 

 “Roger, Khitomer, we hold you on scanners,” the Salem’s Deck Officer replied.  “You are cleared for 

landing, Shuttlebay Two.” 

 “Thank you, Salem.  Khitomer, out.” 

 The Type-8 shuttle slowed as she glided through the rear hanger bay doors of the Ambassador-class 

starship, quickly touching down on the deck.  Tractor beams maneuvered the craft into a parking slot off to one side 

of the hanger, which was already almost full of shuttlecraft from a dozen other starships and nearby starbases. 

 As the Khitomer’s hatch opened and Koester and the others stepped out onto the Salem’s deck, the 

computer voice announced, “Dauntless, arriving.  Fleet Captain, Federation Starfleet, arriving.”  Koester nodded to 

himself at the old fashioned courtesy, then again toward the young Lieutenant sent to escort the newly arrived 

officers to the war brief they were present to attend. 

 As the party entered the Salem’s wardroom, Koester recognized faces of some of those present.  Picard and 

Riker of the Enterprise-E, Sisko of the Defiant, Tarrington of the Yorktown, T’Luk-ta of the Anasazi, Richardson of 

the Tian-Nan-Men and Worf of the IKS Rotarran. 

 Then, as he walked toward the center of the room, accepting a drink from a passing steward along the way, 

he noticed Commanders Hurzberg and Petersen talking with Captain Giguere and other officers from the McAuliffe, 

including their Commanding Officer, Captain Karen Gehm. 

 Their presence more than anything impacted on Koester, making him realize just how badly the Federation 

was losing the war against the Dominion if Starfleet was resorting to sending science vessels into battle.  With Fleet 

Captain Fil representing the Federation Council for this meeting following close behind, Koester approached the 

McAuliffe officers and exchanged pleasantries and small talk until the briefing was called to order. 

 The briefing had been called to organize a new offensive into Cardassian/Dominion held territory.  Admiral 

Simmons, the regional commander, quickly outlined the scale, objectives, and hoped for results of the attack to 

come, as well as projected casualties and damage. 

 Considering the distance he’d had to travel from the Dauntless to get to the briefing, Koester was surprised 

by how short the meeting actually was, finishing off in less than an hour.  However, as the gathering broke up, some 

of the officers returned to their shuttlecraft and their own vessels.  Others, like the McAuliffe officers made their way 

to the Salem’s main crew lounge where a large buffet was served.  Koester and his party joined their McAuliffe 

counterparts. 

 As they ate, the small talk resumed, however tense due to the looming threat of battle ahead.  Through the 

course of the conversation, however, Koester started to realize the many common interests he shared with 

Commander Petersen, whom he had barely met during the McAuliffe’s visit to Fleetyards.  The two officers quickly 

entered into a conversation that lasted, between bites, through most of the evening’s dinner. 

 As dessert ended and the stewards began to remove the plates, the remaining officers departed the lounge 

together, continuing their conversations along the way before returning to the shuttlebay and their long trips home to 

their own vessels.  As they said their goodbyes and best hopes for their parts in the upcoming offensive, Koester and 

Petersen promised to keep in touch with one another via subspace. 



 “McAuliffe, departing,” the computer announced as the shuttle’s rear door slowly swung up into place.  

Then as Koester, his officers, and Fil stepped into the nearby Khitomer, the computer intoned, “Dauntless, 

departing.  Fleet Captain, Federation Starfleet, departing.” 

 As the Khitomer’s engines hummed to life, Fil opened the com channel to the Salem one last time while 

Koester remained unusually quiet. 

 “Salem flight control, this is shuttlecraft Khitomer requesting clearance to depart.” 

 “Khitomer, this is Salem flight control.  You are cleared to depart immediately following McAuliffe 

shuttlecraft Spindrifter.” 

 “Roger that, Salem,” Fil responded.  “Khitomer, out.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Three Months Later 

Stardate 53151.2 

Earth year 2376 

 

 Commodore Peter J. Koester stood in the office of Admiral Ross.  It had been a few weeks since the 

combined fleets of the Federation, Klingon Empire, and Romulan Star Empire had invaded Cardassia Prime, 

captured the Founder leader, and forced the Dominion surrender. 

 Mopping up operations, mostly minor conflicts and casualty control, was still ongoing, especially within 

the area that had only a few short years before been the Cardassian/Federation Demilitarized Zone. 

 Koester stiffened to attention as the office door swooshed aside, admitting Admiral Ross. 

 “At ease, Commodore,” Ross said.  “Please, have a seat.  Coffee?” 

 “Cream, two sugars,” Koester said as he took a seat in front of Ross’ desk, then accepted the steaming mug 

the Admiral handed him from the nearby replicator. 

 “I suppose you’re curious why I called you all the way back here,” Ross started.  Koester could not help but 

nod with a slight smile. 

 “Well, it’s too soon to promote me again,” he grinned.  “We just finished our mission at Laxia a few days 

ago, and were enroute to Utopia Planitia for a systems upgrade when I received the communiqué to leave the ship 

under Captain Kane’s care and report here to you.” 

 Now it was the Admiral’s turn to nod. 

 “We’ve come up with a unique assignment that we believe fits your talents.  Have you ever heard of Kosov 

IV?” 

 Koester looked thoughtful for a moment, then replied, “I think so.  Isn’t that one of the planets the 

Federation had to abandon when the DMZ was created five years ago?” 

 “Yes,” Ross said, calling up a star map on his desk terminal.  “There was a single fairly large agricultural 

colony on the planet, the citizens of whom refused to relocate when the DMZ was formed.”  Koester again nodded 

at the often-told story of so many of the planets in that region of space.  Ross continued. 

 “During the war, the Dominion, in the form of the Cardassian military, invaded and occupied the planet, 

using it as a staging area for offensives into Federation space.  When the tide turned against the Dominion, that base 

was abandoned.” 

 Koester’s expression turned curious as he asked, “Why am I needed there?  I’m not an Intel Officer who 

can decrypt and study the abandoned materials.” 

 “You misunderstand,” Ross clarified.  “I don’t mean the Cardassians pulled out of the base.  A small 

contingent of almost twenty was left behind when the Dominion pulled out of the sector.  Recently, after a Valcorian 

freighter made a stop at the planet, they reported heavy fighting between the remaining Cardassians and the colony’s 

population. 

 Koester’s first thought was that it served the scaly bastards right for all their past atrocities.  But on second 

thought, he remembered the Cardassians did not merely surrender, but had turned against and fought the Dominion 

during the war’s last battle. 

 “What then is my assignment?” Koester asked. 

 Ross clicked off the image on the monitor, then said, “You are to lead a diplomatic effort to re-establish 

relations with Kosov IV.  Establish a peace if possible.  At the very least, get the remaining Cardassians…” 

 “If there are any left,” Koester interrupted.  Ross frowned then continued. 



 “…Off the planet.  Your team will be assigned a member of the Diplomatic Corps.  And you’ll need a 

Security Officer, to aid in both planning and your own protection.  Personally I preferred you have an active duty 

Chief of Security…” 

 Koester interrupted once again. 

 “Admiral, my Chief of Security, Lt Commander K’danz, is still aboard the Dauntless.  It would take at least 

three days for her to get here.” 

 Ross shook his head, than said, “I’ve already assigned a Security Officer for your team.”  He pressed the 

intercom on his desk.  “Would you please send the Commander in.” 

 A moment later, the office door swished open and a female human Starfleet Officer wearing the gold 

collared uniform of Security walked in.  Koester suppressed a shocked breath and smiled as he immediately 

recognized her.  Commander Michelle Petersen smiled back at Koester as she stepped further into the room.  

Admiral Ross could not help but notice the silent exchange going on between them. 

 “You know each other?” the Admiral said, not quite a question. 

 Koester looked at Ross, smiling a somewhat sheepish grin. 

 “The Commander and I met a few months ago during a briefing aboard the Salem,” he explained.  “We’ve 

kept in touch since then.” 

 “I see,” said Ross, nodding thoughtfully and steepling his hands.  “It’s good to know you’ll be able to work 

well together.”  Ross then continued on with the mission brief, explaining the situation they should expect on the 

planet, possible outcomes, and how it was expected they would finally evacuate the few remaining Cardassians.  He 

then escorted the pair to a nearby starbase lounge where he introduced them to their diplomatic liaison. 

 “This is Commander Beau Chelsea, Federation Diplomatic Corps,” Ross said as the three officers 

exchanged handshakes.  “He’ll be handling the diplomatic negotiations with the colonists to try and bring about a 

cease fire, and eventual return of the colony to the Federation family.” 

 Koester, Petersen, and Chelsea briefly discussed their plans for a moment before Ross finally ended the 

briefing, saying, “There’s a Runabout awaiting you in the hanger bay.  Good luck.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The runabout Thames dropped out of warp at the edge of the Kosov system. 

 “Beginning scans,” Petersen said as she activated the small ship’s sensors. 

 “Attempting to hail the colony on Kosov IV,” Chelsea reported.  “Kosov Settlement, this is the Federation 

vessel Thames.  Please respond.” 

 Koester, from his position in the pilot’s seat, looked over toward Petersen. 

 “As briefed,” she reported without being asked.  “Kosov consists of five planets orbiting a G-type star.  

Only planet four is class M.  There appears to have been a mining operation on the third planet, class K, but it 

appears abandoned.  Probably when the war began.” 

 Koester nodded, then turned toward Chelsea. 

 “Any luck?” 

 “No response,” Chelsea replied.  “Either they aren’t receiving us or they just don’t want to talk to us.” 

 “I have a feeling it’s the latter,” Koester commented, returning his attention to the flight controls.  “Now 

entering orbit of Kosov IV.” 

 The Thames made one quick orbit of the ordinary looking green-white planet, then quickly started 

descending toward the settlement far below.  Within moments, the Runabout landed near the outskirts of the colony. 

 The three officers left the confines of the Thames, walking toward the closest street into the settlement 

when Commander Petersen motioned them all to stop.  She had been scanning the area with a tricorder since leaving 

the small ship, and now stared in agitation at its small screen. 

 “We’re being watched,” she announced bluntly to Koester and Chelsea.  “Since we landed.  There are three 

distinct groups of between five and seven people each.  Most are human.  Two Bajorans, one Tellerite.  Hidden in 

the brush and just beyond those buildings.”  She pointed out toward the hidden groups. 

 “Why don’t they come out and talk to us?” Chelsea said.  “Hear what we have to say.” 

 “They’re probably not too happy to see us.  Maybe they don’t want to hear what we have to say,” Koester 

said. 

 The Commodore took another step forward when abruptly Petersen shouted, “Incoming!”  She knocked 

Koester to the dirt as Chelsea himself dropped to the ground.  All of a sudden the air was filled with the enormous 

roar of a detonation, the night turning momentarily to day, as the Runabout behind them exploded.  Shrapnel and 

dust filled the air. 



 “Yup.  Definitely not happy to see us,” Koester commented sardonically. 

 The three officers crawled on their bellies toward the nearest cover.  Once safe out of view, Petersen 

reported, “That was a Cardassian photon grenade.” 

 “Why are the Cardassians shooting at us?” Chelsea questioned nervously.  “Don’t they know we’re here to 

get them out of this place?”  The Diplomatic Corps Officer looked on the verge of crying. 

 “I don’t think the Cardassians are the ones shooting at us,” Koester said.  He looked at Petersen.  “If I’m 

not mistaken, that grenade came from the direction of that group behind the settlement building.”  Petersen nodded. 

 “Come on,” Koester said, starting to crawl toward the nearest colony building.  “Let’s find out what’s 

going on.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 It took the three the better part of an hour to sneak into the settlement.  In that time it became clear that it 

was definitely the colonists who had attacked their Runabout when Koester’s team came across a Cardassian 

weapons bunker with two human guards standing by the door as other colonists took phasers, grenades, and other 

such gear out.  Once the bunker was near empty, the last guard rolled a grenade into the small building and ran.  The 

explosion lit up the sky for kilometers. 

 Shortly thereafter, the three officers made their way to the center of the seemingly empty town.  Having 

noticed a crowd gathering near the center of the settlement’s small park, they cautiously approached, Petersen and 

Koester with their own phasers drawn, but not lifted threateningly.  As they all got closer to the crowd, they could 

finally see the reason for the gathering. 

 “A lynching!” Chelsea said incredulously.  “They’re having an old-fashioned lynching!” 

 Koester’s mouth gaped open in disbelief at what he saw.  As some people passed out weapons, most of 

them from the recently destroyed bunker, to adults in the crowd, a few others were preparing to hang a Cardassian 

soldier from a platform hastily built next to a large tree in the center of the park.  The soldier scowled, but otherwise 

remained passive.  The two men tying the rope around his thick, corded neck were simultaneously inciting the 

crowd into a frenzy. 

 His purpose on Kosov not to watch impassively but to prevent exactly the kind of thing now going on, 

Koester started pushing his way forward through the crowd.  Caught unawares at first, Petersen quickly followed, 

protesting the entire way.  Chelsea had no choice but to follow suit. 

 The crowd had gone dead silent by the time Koester, Petersen, and Chelsea had reached the platform and 

climbed the short steps up to the top.  Koester glared momentarily at the head inciter, who glared back menacingly, 

then turned to face the crowd. 

 “My name is Commodore Peter J. Koester of the Federation Starfleet.  My team and I have been sent here 

to evacuate the remainder of the Cardassian regiment from this planet and start negotiations to see about bringing 

your colony back into the Federation.” 

 The hisses and shouts had started before Koester had gotten halfway through the first sentence.  Now he 

was retorted by shouts of, “Where were you when the Cardy’s invaded?” and, “What about when the DMZ was 

formed?” 

 Chelsea moved forward on the platform while Koester stepped back toward the captured Cardassian, who 

regarded the Commodore with suspicion, and Petersen maintained an aware, careful watch on the crowd.  She took 

note of the many phasers pointed in their direction since before they had ascended the platform, and she did not like 

it in the slightest. 

 “My friends,” Chelsea started off, to the retort of laughter. 

 “You ain’t no friend of mine!” someone in the crowd shouted.  However, the Diplomatic Officer tried his 

best to continue. 

 “I know it may seem to you like the Federation abandoned you in the past, but you must realize that every 

situation, like the disagreements we’ve had with the Cardassian Union, must be handled diplomatically.  And 

sometimes during those negotiations, some people come out a little behind.  We try to be fair, but what is fair to one 

party doesn’t always seem so to another.” 

 The crowd seemed to grow angrier at Chelsea’s words.  Even Koester felt sweat start to drip down his back. 

 “Now that the war has ended,” Chelsea continued, “I have been sent to negotiate…” 

 “Negotiate this!” yelled out someone in the crowd, and Chelsea suddenly flew backward, a phaser shot full 

to the chest flinging him away.  Koester and Petersen hit the deck, phasers at the ready, expecting themselves to be 

next.  It was not until he was prone that the Commodore realized he had also been hit, but in the leg, not the chest.  

Pain filled his appendage, which quickly, and mercifully, went numb moments later. 



 However, before many more of the settlers could bring their own weapons to bear, phaser blasts from 

nearby roofs and windows of damaged and abandoned buildings struck the crowd, sending the people scattering.  

The two colonists who had been on the platform rapidly jumped off.  One of them was struck by a phaser beam as 

he fell.  His lifeless body thudded motionlessly to the ground.  In the confusion, Koester crawled over to where 

Chelsea’s body lay, smoke still rising slowly from the chest wound.  He pressed his fingers to the diplomat’s neck, 

than looked at Petersen, sadly shaking his head. 

 “Come on!” someone shouted.  Petersen looked over her shoulder to see the Cardassian who was about to 

be hung standing at the side of the platform.  The rope around his neck hung loosly from either a hugely lucky or 

intentionally well-placed shot that had severed it.  He stared almost scornfully at the two Starfleet Officers. 

 “Well?  If you want to survive this, follow me!” he added. 

 Petersen looked toward Koester for guidance.  “Follow him,” Koester said insistently, his voice pained.  

With Petersen’s help, they made their way to the edge of the square.  As he limped along, Koester noticed that 

colonists who ventured too close to the fleeing trio or who aimed weapons of their own at them were quickly shot by 

the hidden assailants.  They soon found refuge in the bulk of an abandoned building.  As quiet descended on the 

scene outside, and Petersen saw to the Commodore’s wounded leg, Koester turned to their unlikely savior. 

 “Commodore Koester, starship Dauntless,” he said in way of introduction, then gestured toward the woman 

by his legs.  “Commander Petersen, starship McAuliffe.”  Petersen looked up from where she wrapped a piece of 

cloth torn from the Commodore’s pant leg over Koester’s injury and smiled a not-so-pleasant smile before returning 

to her paramedic work. 

 “Glinn Daline, Cardassian Tenth Order,” the former prisoner answered.  “You have a starship in orbit?” 

 “No such luck,” Koester sighed.  “We were part of a small diplomatic party sent here by Runabout to 

evacuate you and your comrades.  We weren’t expecting such a… well, warm reception.  I assume it was your 

troops who aided our escape?” 

 Daline nodded as another Cardassian, this one carrying a phaser rifle, appeared in the darkened doorway.  

He greeted Daline with an expression of joy, than glared at the two Federation officers harshly. 

 “We have located a safe haven for the night, Glinn,” the new arrival said.  He nodded toward Koester and 

Petersen.  “Do we take these Feds prisoner or kill them here?” 

 “They are not prisoners and they will not be harmed,” Daline ordered, standing to follow the other soldier.  

He paused near the door, turning to look back at Koester.  “Are you coming, Commodore?  Or would you rather try 

talking to the colonists some more?” 

 “Given the choice…,” Koester said jokingly, then steadied himself on Petersen’s shoulder as they stood and 

followed the two Cardassians to their safe hideout. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The soldier led Daline, Koester, and Petersen by a roundabout route to a half-collapsed shelter on the other 

side of the settlement.  Five Cardassians already hid there as they entered, and seven more arrived, one by one, over 

the course of an hour.  The two Starfleet Officers noted the small, easily moved pieces of equipment and weapons 

lying about. 

 As they huddled in the dark, Petersen began redressing Koester’s wound while the Commodore started 

questioning the Cardassians, first establishing that Deline was the highest ranking of the survivors. 

 “They killed Gul Bartham during the first wave of retaliation,” Deline said.  When Koester asked how the 

current situation had arisen, Deline explained further. 

 “When the Demilitarized Zone was formed, the Central Command decided that this planet was a prime 

location for a harassment campaign.  One of the strongest of the Maqui cells originated from here.  When the 

Dominion’s war against the Federation started, we invaded the planet with troops, setting up a staging area for 

further offensives.  There was no love lost between us and the settlers, but we managed to live side by side without 

killing each other.  Then last year, the Federation and it’s Klingon and Romulan allies started making greater pushes 

into Cardassian space.  Central Command could no longer keep the supply lines to our base open, and we were left 

to forage for ourselves.” 

 Daline took a deep breath, as if dwelling on some pleasant remembrance, and then continued with his story. 

 “Things worked well for the most part.  We left the settlement alone and they more or less minded their 

own business.  There was even occasional fringe trading going on.  Power converters and sarium krellide crystals for 

fresh foodstuffs.  But then word arrived of the Dominion surrender.” 

 Several of the Cardassians began muttering unintelligibly, and Koester saw Daline visibly shiver. 



 “After that,” continued the Glinn, “it was open season on Cardassians in retaliation for twenty-five years of 

real and imagined atrocities.  Half our regiment was killed in the first three days.  The rest of us found hiding places, 

like this one.”  He gestured expansively at their deteriorating shelter.  “But still we have to move every day or two.  

With the colonists, if it seems even vaguely Cardassian, they blow it up.  Since that started, the routine has been; We 

raid them, they strike back against us; They raid our bunkers, we launch a retaliatory strike against them.  Like what 

you witnessed tonight.” 

 Petersen finished with Koester’s makeshift bandage, then looked up at Deline, saying, “Perhaps if you 

Cardassians hadn’t been so brutal in the past, you wouldn’t have so many enemies like this now?”  She almost 

sneered as she spoke. 

 “Commander,” Deline replied.  “Like you, I am simply a soldier, following the orders of those above me.  

Can you honestly say you would not do the same thing were our positions reversed?” 

 “Yes, I can,” Petersen replied. 

 Whatever Deline was about to say in response, it was never to be heard.  One of the other Cardassian 

soldiers called out to the Glinn in hushed tones. 

 “Glinn Deline, I have intercepted a message from one of our starships.” 

 “A message for us?” Deline inquired with hope. 

 “No.  For the colony.  They warn that the ship will arrive in orbit before nightfall tomorrow, and that if our 

regiment is not turned over to them unharmed, the entire settlement and every person on this planet will be 

decimated from orbit.” 

 “They wouldn’t!” Petersen gasped. 

 “They would, Commander,” Koester commented. 

 “I’m forced to agree with you, Commodore,” Daline said.  “Morat, can you contact the ship ourselves?” 

 “Negative,” the soldier at the radio responded.  “Our transmitter is damaged and our signal too weak.  I 

doubt we could be heard even if they were in orbit.” 

 Daline threw up his hands in frustration. 

 “If I might make a suggestion?” Koester said.  All eyes turned in his direction.  “Since it’s obvious none of 

you can step outside without being shot, stabbed, or hung…”  The Commodore’s eyes locked with Deline’s.  “…I 

propose Commander Petersen and I head out tomorrow after sunrise and make… arrangements with the settlement 

leaders to depart without further violence.” 

 “And how do you plan to do this?” Deline commented, sarcasm tingeing his voice. 

 “I don’t know.  I’m making this up as I go along,” Koester replied. 

 

* * * * 

 

 As the night grew later and the temperatures dropped, all the Cardassians except the one who guarded the 

only entrance to the bunker eventually fell asleep.  Yet Koester and Petersen found themselves awake, shivering in 

the cold.  The Commodore sat to one side where he watched the female Security Chief toss and turn a few times, 

wrapping her arms tightly around herself trying to stay warm.  After some time, Koester moved closer to her, 

favoring his injured leg, and placed his arms around her, huddling for warmth.  They sat together like that for a few 

minutes, drawing looks of disgust from the guard at the door when he would occasionally glance in their direction, 

before both realized neither would be getting much sleep that night.  Instead, the two passed time talking softly.  

Eventually the subject turned to an obvious topic. 

 “We’ve been communicating pretty regularly for three months now.  Aside from what you’ve told me 

about yourself I also read a little of your service record before leaving on this mission,” Petersen said in a hushed 

tone so as not to wake the sleeping Cardassians nearby.  “Captain at 28.  One of the original Gamma Quadrant 

survey vessel commanders.  Lost that ship to the Jem’Hadar.  Later promoted to Fleet Captain and then loses a 

whole starship in an incident so classified even I can’t read about it…”  Koester shrugged nonchalantly as Petersen 

continued.  “Impressive.  But I’ve also heard through the grapevine that you were seriously involved with your 

Chief Medical Officer until she was killed during the invasion of Cardassia Prime.  What made you want to keep in 

touch with me after we met?” 

 A breeze passed through the bunker, causing both Starfleet Officers to shiver again, then hold each other 

closer, before Koester answered, “I found you very intriguing.  A common spirit, so to speak.  I noticed we share a 

lot of similar interests.  You’re fun to talk to.”  The Commodore looked away for a brief moment, mumbling 

something unintelligible. 

 “What?” Petersen asked persistently.  “I wasn’t able to hear that last part.” 



 “I said… And…”  Koester’s blush was visible even in the dark.  “And I though you had a cute butt.”  

Petersen grinned as Koester continued.  “I also felt like you can understand me better than most people.” 

 Another stiff breeze blew through the room, making even the Cardassian guard mumble bitterly about the 

cold.  Koester and Petersen huddled tighter, their faces coming closer, almost touching. 

 “I think I understand what you mean,” Petersen commented.  “When we talk, when I tell you what’s going 

on in my life during our chats via subspace I feel like you empathize.  Not like it’s falling on deaf ears.” 

 “Well, being part Betazoid, I am empathic,” Koester said with a chuckle. 

 “Oh really?” Petersen challenged.  “And just what am I feeling right now?” 

 A moment of silence hung between the two Starfleet Officers, broken only by the sounds of the Cardassian 

guard’s boots as he paced over the debris on the floor, until Koester leaned closer, gently kissing Petersen.  She 

responded by wrapping her arms more tightly around Koester’s body, drawing him even closer, and returned the 

kiss, both of them more intent then either had ever expected. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Leaning against Commander Petersen for support, Koester looked back toward the collapsed bunker one 

more time, the frown clearly evident on his face.  The two now wore tattered but usable civilian clothes. 

 “If I have to tell you to keep your regiment out of sight again, Glinn Daline, I’ll just let you all get killed.  

You know the colonists will shoot any of you on sight!” 

 “We can not just sit here idly,” Daline responded. 

 “If everything goes right, Commander Petersen and I will have you all out of here before nightfall,” 

Koester explained again. 

 “And if everything does not go right?” Daline asked with a touch of sarcasm. 

 Koester sighed, then responded, “Worry about that when it happens.”  The two Starfleet Officers took 

another step away from the bunker.  “We have a plan,” Koester added last minute. 

 “You had better,” Daline warned.  “Because if we do not see results before the second moon rises tonight, 

we will take matters into our own hands.  And that will only mean more death!” 

 “Just remember,” Koester said over his shoulder as he hobbled further toward the colonial town, “that 

would most likely mean your own deaths as well, Deline.” 

 The Cardassian Glinn grunted in reluctant agreement, watching the two humans turn a corner before gruffly 

whispering, “Good luck, my friends,” and returning into the bunker. 

 Koester and Petersen eventually made it into the center of the small village again.  The two noticed the 

majority of the colonists wore similarly ragged clothing, and quite a few limped or favored other similar injuries, so 

the Commodore’s limp did not make him stand out. 

 They blended in with the crowd that milled through the marketplace where people bought, sold, or bartered 

the many foods grown on farms and at the outskirts of the village, one of the main and only sources of food for the 

colony since the establishment of the DMZ.  Looking for signs of who organized the retaliation force, a chance-

overheard conversation in one market stall gave the two the information they needed. 

 “Cardy hunts are organized by the Colonial Governor’s office?” Petersen said, shocked that it could be 

true. 

 “Actually it makes sense,” Koester said as they started toward the building across the village square that 

housed the offices of the local government.  “How else can so many be carrying on what should be illegal witch 

hunts and lynchings without the tacit aide of the local law?” 

 As they approached the impressive two-story building with marble steps leading to double doors, Koester 

noticed the two guards standing at either side of the stairs.  They looked toward Koester and Petersen suspiciously 

but without malice, swinging their phaser rifles as they paced back and forth. 

 “Any ideas to get us past the local thugs?” Koester asked quietly. 

 “The direct approach?” Petersen suggested, starting to dig her hand phaser from under the tattered tunic she 

wore. 

 “Hold on,” Koester said, making her return the phaser to its hiding place.  “Maybe it can be simpler.”  He 

confidently strode… well, limped up to the closer of the two guards and smiled. 

 “Excuse me, but could you tell me if the Governor is in his office?  There’s an issue I need to discuss with 

him.” 

 “The Governor is busy,” the guard said, slowly swinging his phaser rifle up to emphasize his words as the 

second guard moved close, his rifle trained on the newcomers.  Petersen glanced nervously at Koester. 

 “Who are you?” the second guard asked accusingly. 



 “Just wanted to find out what all that phaser fire was last night, but if the Governor is busy...,” Koester 

explained as he smiled again and subtly motioned for Petersen to start moving away from the building with him. 

 “Simpler?” she casually whispered under her breath.  Koester shrugged while the second guard continued 

to call after him. 

 “I’ve lived on this planet for fifteen years.  I know everyone in the colony!  Who are you!” 

 Without a word, both Koester and Petersen spun and fired the phasers they had taken out of concealment, 

the Commodore almost falling over on his injured leg.  The move took the two guards by surprise, and neither 

managed to get a shot off before crumpling to the ground.  Koester looked around nervously, but in spite of the few 

people walking along the other side of the square, thankfully no one seemed to have noticed what had just occurred.  

Petersen dragged the unconscious guards around behind the small wall near the front of the building and quickly 

joined Koester who had limped up to the main doors. 

 “Now all we need to do is go find the Governor,” Koester said as they quietly entered the building, than 

froze when the barrels of two phaser rifles were stuck into their backs.  Both officers slowly raised their hands in 

surrender as their phasers were roughly confiscated and they were patted down for more hidden weapons. 

 “They’re clean,” one male voice said before two men wearing militaristic uniforms moved around either 

side of the Commodore and his companion. 

 “So you wanna go see the Governor, huh?” the second man said with a grin.  “Why didn’t ya just ask?” 

 Koester rolled his eyes as they were directed to follow.  The second man looked back at the Commodore, 

saying, “What?  Knock out two of our guards and you think no one would notice?  We got the call before you even 

drew your weapons.” 

 Eventually the pair was brought into the office of the Governor of the colony, who smiled an almost 

friendly grin as they approached. 

 “These were all the weapons they were carrying, sir,” the first brute said as he placed the two hand phasers 

on the table near the doorway.  Koester glanced at the confiscated weapons before looking at the jovial man behind 

the desk and his aide that stood nearby. 

 “Welcome to Kosov.  I’m Governor Kells,” the man said. 

 “Commodore Peter J. Koester.  My associate Commander Michelle Petersen.  I’d love to introduce you to 

our Diplomatic Liason, Commander Chelsea, but I’m afraid that your little mob killed him last night.” 

 “Oh, I must apologize for that regretful incident,” the governor said, mock sincerity in his voice.  “But 

accidents do happen, especially to people who are trying to aide the local vermin.” 

 “I’ll assume you’re referring to the Cardassian Regiment that was stationed here.”  The governor gave a 

slight nod.  “If your… people had just let us do what we came here to do, the Cardassians would already be gone.” 

 “But we don’t want the Cardassians to leave,” the governor said, this time surprising Koester with his true 

sincerity.  The governor then added, “We want them to die.  Horribly.  Painfully.  One… By one… By one.”  

 The governor stood and took a step around his desk toward the two prisoners.  He pointed directly at 

Petersen, almost shouting, “And what about you and your ‘lofty’ principals?  The Cardassians are our enemies!  

You’ve been fighting them for two years!  We’ve had hostilities, both declared and undeclared, for the past twenty 

years!  Why are you, of all people, here to help those same sadistic vermin?” 

 Petersen glared back at Governor Kells, looking for the moment as if she might bite off the finger still 

accusingly pointing toward her, before growling, “Every sentient species has the ability to change.  Those same 

Cardassians we fought against for two years went on to change sides, helping to defeat the Dominion in the end.”  

The security officer took a deep breath.  “I may not like Cardassians as a whole, nor even this small group in 

particular, but I can say I like them more than I like you.  At least they’re more honest in their actions and opinions.” 

 Kells face took on a hurt expression. 

 “How have we not been honest with you?  We told you we want to kill every single last Cardassian on this 

planet and that’s just what we’re doing.” 

 “Look,” Koester said resignedly.  “Our orders were to come here and evacuate the remainder of the 

Cardassian regiment and then either re-establish ties with your colony or leave you in peace to your own fate.  

That’s all we want to do.” 

 Kells walked back behind his desk, his expression thoughtful.  As he sat down, he looked once more at 

Koester and said, “Um... No.”  Then to his two goon-like guards, “Take them outside somewhere and make sure 

they won’t be a problem anymore.” 

 Koester refused to be moved. 

 “I was hoping to discuss this with you peacefully,” he said angrily to Kells.  “I didn’t want to have to resort 

to any force.”  This statement drew a chuckle from the two thugs behind the Commodore and Petersen.  Koester 

ignored them and continued.  “As I’m sure you already know, before nightfall, a Cardassian warship will arrive.  



And if their regiment hasn’t been released, their intention is to bombard this colony from orbit.  Not to mention that 

if anything happens to the Commander or myself, the Federation would institute a very harsh punishment.  

Assuming, of course, any of you are left alive to punish.” 

 Kells rolled his eyes, and without saying another word to the two officers simply ordered, “Take them 

outside.”  The two thugs gleefully started to obey. 

 “All your vaunted Federation’s retaliation would show,” Kells said as Koester and Petersen turned to leave 

the room, “is that it is no better than the Cardassians or the Dominion, and explains why our settlement wishes to 

have no part of it.” 

 Resigned to their fate, Koester reached over and gave Petersen’s hand a quick squeeze.  She smiled briefly 

toward him, then collapsed, her legs buckling under her.  The sudden movement and the crys of pain that followed 

took everyone in the room by surprise as Petersen tucked forward, her legs kicking out to hit the knees of the two 

guards who were to have escorted the pair of prisoners, knocking the phaser rifle out of the hands of one and the 

other completely to the floor.  Koester used the momentary distraction, quickly jumping over the tumbled bodies, 

grabbing one of the hand phasers off the doorside table.  Rolling onto his back as he grimmaced with pain from his 

injured leg, he quickly changed the setting and fired. 

 The guard who had fallen under Petersen’s tumble was just bringing his rifle to bear when the beam from 

Koester’s weapon struck him, knocking him back, the rifle itself falling uselessly to the floor. 

 Koester fired a second time, causing the guard who had lost his rifle in the first place to soon join it 

sprawled on the floor. 

 The Commodore reached up to reclaim the second phaser from the table when he noticed the governor’s 

aide fumbling around inside his jacket, quickly pulling out a small Type-1 phaser.  Without hesitation, Koester fired 

a third shot, sending the man flying back against the wall where he slid lifelessly to the floor. 

 Tossing the second hand phaser back to Petersen, who had also kicked the phaser rifles out of reach of the 

goons, Koester slowly rose to his feet and limped toward the governor, who sat behind his desk in a silent state of 

shock.  He thrust his phaser, settings indicator toward the man’s face, showing Kells the power readout, set to 

medium stun. 

 “If we were truly no better than the Dominion,” Koester growled, “the setting level would have been far 

higher than simply stun.” 

 A rivulet of sweat wound its way down the side of the governor’s round face. 

 “Revenge is not a policy to live by,” Koester said angrily, half sitting on the edge of the governor’s desk to 

take weight off his injured leg.  “It’s not an answer.  It’s not a way of life.  Because when it becomes a way of life, 

as it has here, it will go on, and on, and on, getting worse and worse, until both sides have lost.  Then who will you 

kill when all your enemies are gone?  Your own colonists who traded with the Cardassian troops?” 

 Koester leaned closer to the governor’s face, the phaser in his hand waving back and forth under the silent 

man’s nose.  Kells could not help but notice that the Commodore thumbed the power setting up one level with each 

wave. 

 “Do you really want peace?” Koester asked the now profusely sweating man before him.  Kells nodded 

enthusiastically. 

 “Then let us do what we came here for.  To evacuate the Cardassian soldiers.  Then we’ll be gone.” 

 The governor tried to once again appear defiant, but failed miserably with the amount of sweating and 

shivering he did. 

 “We’ll give you one day to leave the planet,” he advised.  “Beyond that, no guarantees.” 

 Koester nodded in agreement, then limped his way back to Petersen, who had used the time to gather the 

various weapons laying around the room.  Behind them, they could hear the pained moans as the governor’s aide 

and the two guards slowly returned to consciousness. 

 “Let’s go,” Petersen advised, and Koester could only nod in agreement. 

 

* * * * 

 

 As daylight broke over the eastern mountain ridge, Koester, Petersen, and the thirteen remaining 

Cardassians emerged from the collapsed bunker to the sound of two transporter beams materializing.  As expected, 

three Cardassians, lead by a Cardassian Gul Koester knew of as Sicoa, materialized close by.  The two guards with 

him momentarily raised their phasers toward Koester and Petersen until the second beam completed materializing.  

To the Commodore’s surprise, before him stood Captain Virgil Kane, Security Chief K’danz, and Master Chief 

Pono Kyman, phasers likewise drawn. 

 “Exec,” Koester said, the surprise evident in his voice.  “What are you doing here?” 



 Kane stepped over, shaking his commanding officer’s hand as he explained, “When we received word that 

Starfleet had lost contact with your Runabout, we diverted from our assigned mission, fearing the worst.” 

 “We arrived in orbit shortly before the Cardassian warship,” Kyman added, glancing with barely disguised 

disgust at the other landing party who now inspected and debriefed the stranded regiment.  As they spoke, Koester 

also noticed a small group of the colonists approaching, lead, reluctantly, by Governor Kells. 

 “I suggest you take your people and be on your way, Gul Sicoa,” Koester said to his Cardassian 

counterpart. 

 “You expect us to simply leave without even a word to these colonists?” Sicoa said in disbelief. 

 “Yes,” Koester stated simply.  “Too much has already been said.  There’s been too much death here.”  He 

took a limping step toward Sicoa, his expression extremely serious.  “Do not make the situation any worse.” 

 The Cardassian Gul took the thinly veiled threat to heart.  Returning to his landing party which now 

included the abandoned regiment, he activated his communicator. 

 “Acco, this is Gul Sicoa.  Ready to return.”  

 Sicoa deactivated the communicator and stood stiffly with the others.  However, before they 

dematerialized, Daline called out to Koester. 

 “Commodore...  Thank you.” 

 Koester nodded toward Daline, a small smile forming as the sixteen Cardassians faded away in transporter 

sparkle. 

 As the hum faded, Kane, Kyman, and K’danz gathered closer to Koester, Chief Kyman looking closely at 

the Commodore’s injuries. 

 “What do you say we get you two back to the ship, Skipper, so Kethry can take a look at those wounds,” 

Kane said.  Meanwhile Governor Kells and his entourage walked closer now that the Cardassians were gone. 

 “How do we know they’ll keep their word?” Kells demanded to know. 

 “I have a feeling they will,” Koester responded, his smile quickly fading in Kells presence.  “But just to 

make sure, the Dauntless will remain in orbit until the Cardassian vessel is long gone.” 

 “Very good,” Kells blustered.  “Now, about re-opening ties between our colony and the Federation...” 

 Koester took a menacing step toward Kells, but almost collapsed in the burst of pain it produced.  

Commander Petersen moved up beside him, holding him up with an arm around his shoulders. 

 “Governor, you stated you wanted your colony to be on its own.  Not twenty-four hours ago you told me 

how you wanted to be no part of my Federation.  Well quite frankly, Governor, my Federation wants no part of 

you.”  Koester looked at the colonists surrounding Kells.  “Or your mob.” 

 Kells stammered, unable to form the words to express himself while Koester tapped his combadge. 

 “Koester to Dauntless.  Five to beam up.” 

 “With pleasure,” responded Commander Jeff Bloom’s voice.  And within moments, the Dauntless Away 

Team also faded from view. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 53157.1: 

Upon my recommendation, the Federation Council has declared Kosov IV an 

independant culture which now falls under the protection of the Prime Directive.  It may 

not have been their initial intention, but the settlement of Kosov is now effectively 

isolated from the rest of the galaxy. 

Meanwhile, the Dauntless has returned to Federation space, enroute to a rendezvous with 

the USS Christa McAuliffe at Starbase 173, where Commander Petersen will return to 

her duties as Chief of Security. 

Koester, out. 
 

 

 Peter Koester and Michelle Petersen, ranks dropped for the evening, cuddled together on the couch in the 

darkened Commanding Officer’s quarters aboard the starship Dauntless, gazing out at the warped stars flashing past 

the window.  The two had been very quiet for the last hour, preferring instead to simply enjoy each other’s company 

while it lasted, until finally Peter cleared his throat and spoke. 

 “So what do you think we should do?” 



 Michelle lifted her head away from Peter’s chest where she had lain comfortably, looking at Peter with a 

puzzled expression.  “What do you mean?” she asked. 

 “I mean us,” he added, getting up from the couch and ordering two more cups of tea from the nearby 

replicator.  “It’s kind-of obvious we have a relationship going here.  I’m not into one-night-stands, but it’s not going 

to be easy trying to maintain a real relationship with us assigned to two different starships.” 

 A frown crossed Michelle’s attractive features.  She looked thoughtful for a moment before she spoke 

again. 

 “I suppose I could request a transfer to the Dauntless,” she suggested, the frown still evident on her face. 

 “No,” Peter replied immediately, shaking his head vigorously.  “It would mean a demotion of sorts for you.  

Dauntless already has a more than competent Chief of Security.  I couldn’t ask you to damage your career.”  Peter 

sighed softly as he handed Michelle the new cup of tea, steam slowly drifting off the top of the cup, and sat down 

next to her again.  “And besides,” he added, “if I had you in my chain of command, possibly having to assign you to 

missions where you could be killed...  It would be an impossible task for me.” 

 “How were you able to deal with it when you were involved with your CMO?” Michelle asked, truly 

puzzled.  Peter’s face took on a momentary look of annoyance. 

 “Commander Q was... a special case.  I won’t put myself in that situation again.” 

 Petersen nodded knowingly, placing the teacup down on the coffee table in front of the couch and putting 

her arms back around Koester. 

 “Then my only suggestion is to try and make a long-distance relationship work.  We’ve got subspace 

communication.  We can try to see each other as often as can be arranged...” 

 Koester nodded, adding, “I’ve got about thirty days leave built up.”  Petersen smiled, then cuddled closer to 

Koester’s neck. 

 “Maybe it will work,” Petersen said softly. “Maybe it won’t.  But at least we can give it a try.” 

 “Agreed,” Koester said, holding the young woman tighter. 

 

* * * * 

 

Two Days Later 

 

 Commodore Koester and Commander Petersen slowly walked down the corridor.  Both were quiet as they 

rounded a corner and entered the doors of Transporter Room 1.  The Transporter Chief on duty looked up as the two 

officers entered. 

 “Take a break, Chief,” Koester ordered, thumbing back toward the double doors.  “I’ll take care of this 

myself.” 

 “Aye, sir,” the Chief said as he stepped down from behind the control console and disappeared out the 

doors which swished shut behind him. 

 “Well, this is it,” Koester said, a half-smile on his face as he looked at Petersen. 

 “Yup,” she agreed.  “Looks like it.” 

 The two stood silently looking at one another, the silence growing awkward. 

 “The... uh... McAuliffe’s waiting for me,” Petersen commented, gesturing toward the transporter platform. 

 “I know,” Koester said, taking the visiting Security Chief’s hands in his own.  “It’s just...” 

 “I know,” Petersen commiserated, then drew Koester into a tight hug.  “But don’t forget, we have joint 

shore leave coming up in just a couple of months.” 

 “I know.  I hope I can last that long.” 

 The two lovers gazed into each others eyes for a moment more, then Koester bent forward as the two kissed 

passionately. 

 “Until next time,” Petersen said as she moved away from the Commodore and stepped up onto the 

transporter platform.  She turned around to face the control console as Koester stepped behind it. 

 “Until then,” he said, smiling slightly, then opened a communications channel.  “McAuliffe, this is 

Dauntless.  Ready for transport.” 

 “Understood Dauntless,” replied the voice of Commander Sue Herzberg.  “Standing by.” 

 Koester smiled once more at Petersen, who returned the grin, then said, “Energizing.”  The Commodore ran 

his fingers along the transporter controls, and the room quickly filled with the familiar hum.  A moment later, 

Commander Petersen faded from view.  Koester stood staring at the spot she had been standing just seconds before, 

gripping the edges of the console for support for a moment as he let out a long breath.  With a final sigh, he placed 

the transporter into stand-by and departed the room for the starship’s bridge. 



 As the turbolift doors swished open and Koester stepped down to his command chair, he looked up at the 

viewscreen, which showed the floating mass of Starbase 173 close abeam and the relatively small Oberth-class 

science vessel just turning away as it engaged its impulse engines.  With one hand gripping the back of his chair, the 

Commodore blew one last kiss toward the image on the screen just as the McAuliffe warped away from the system.  

Then, as he sat in the center seat, he looked at Captain Kane, who pretended to ignore the silent exchange. 

 “Status, Exec?” 

 “Ship’s ready for departure, Skipper,” Kane answered.  “Starfleet’s assigned us to investigate a report of 

possible warp technology development in the Canis system.” 

 “Potential first contact.  Very well.  I hope we’re all up for a quiet observation mission,” Koester said, 

settling more comfortably into his seat.  “Mister Fry, lay in a course for the Canis system.  Ahead, warp 5.” 

 

The End 
 


