
 The shuttlecraft passed through the atmosphere retaining field and entered the main shuttlebay of the USS 

Dauntless, quickly settling down on the deck.  A few seconds later the door of the small craft opened and Captain 

Peter J. Koester stepped through it, stopping short and causing his First Officer, Commander K’danz, to run into him 

from behind when he suddenly heard the barked order, “Ten-hut!” 

 The Captain looked around in amazement at the crew gathered in the shuttlebay, seeing faces both familiar 

and new, all standing in ranks proudly at attention.  After a moment of utter silence one crew member, whom 

Koester recognized as Lt Commander Kevin Fry, his Chief Conn officer, stepped forward.  With the hint of a smile, 

the Commander announced, “Dauntless, returning.”  Immediately the shuttlebay was filled with the sound of 

applause as both Koester and K’danz were surrounded by well-wishing old friends. 
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 It had been three years since Peter Koester had turned command of the starship Dauntless over to his 

former First Officer Virgil Dylan Kane.  He was amazed how little had really changed since then. 

 As he toured the ship over the course of the entire day to re-familiarize himself with the immense 

Sovereign-class starship, everywhere he went he recognized crew members who would happily greet him with 

salutations of, “Welcome back!” or, “Good to have you back, sir!” and even a few, “Glad to serve with you again, 

Commodore.” 

 Having toured all the major areas of the ship, from the 10-Forward lounge at the bow to Shuttlebay 2 and 

the Marine Barracks back aft, finding almost all exactly as he had left it with only minor upgrades in some 

equipment and systems, he saved what he considered the best for last.  The anticipation built as the lift rose higher in 

the hull. 

 Moments later the turbolift doors opened with a swish.  The Captain took a deep breath, savoring the smell 

of the synthetic materials that made up the carpeting and upholstery, then stepped onto the bridge. 

 His bridge. 

 He felt like he had never been gone. 

 “Status?” he asked the Duty Officer, Lt Commander Fry, who occupied the command chair.  Fry quickly 

stood up and faced the Captain, who unconsciously started stroking his hand along the top of the chair. 

 “With the exception of a Ship’s Counselor, all final replacement crewmembers have reported aboard, 

Commodore,” Fry reported.  “All propulsion systems have passed simulator trials and await shakedown for full 

recertification.  Ship’s systems are all functioning within design parameters.  All departments manned and ready.  

The ship will be ready to get underway as scheduled at 0900 hours tomorrow.” 

 “Thank you, Mister Fry,” Koester said as he finally took the initiative and circled around the helmsman and 

sat in his chair.  It felt exactly as he remembered it, the most comfortable chair on the ship. 

 “If you don’t mind me asking, what brings you back to the Dauntless, Commodore?” Fry asked as he took 

the seat to Koester’s left, the one normally occupied by the Ship’s Counselor. 

 “Actually, it’s just plain captain now, Commander,” Koester said, pointing out the pips on his collar.  “And 

to answer your question, purely by chance.  Until I actually arrived here, I was still under the assumption Dauntless 

was under the command of Captain Kane.” 

 Fry shook his head sadly, then said, “Captain Kane was badly injured when the ship collided with a tanker 

near New Gibraltar last year.  That’s what put us into drydock to begin with.  Once they started assessing the 

collision damage the shipyard started finding all sorts of structural cracks and weaknesses, all attributed to our 

battles during the Dominion War.  Starfleet ordered the ship into a major overhaul and Captain Kane was reassigned 

to a new post at Epsilon 8.  But what about you?  Why the demotion, sir?” 

 “Personal choice,” Koester replied cryptically.  He looked around the bridge at the various stations, his eyes 

settling on the mission ops console beyond Fry. 

 “You know who I haven’t seen since I’ve been back aboard?” Koester asked.  “Where’s Chief Kyman?” 



 Fry looked surprised. 

 “As close as the two of you seemed to be, I would have thought you of all people would know where he 

is!” the helm officer said.  “Not long after you transferred, the COB decided to retire.  Last we heard he settled down 

on some small planet in the Briar Patch region.  Our new Command Master Chief is Chief Piotr Zubatka.” 

 Koester smiled to himself, thinking with what he knew of his former Chief of the Boat it made a lot of 

sense for Kyman to have retired to Baku.  The Captain was about to ask about the fates of other crew members he 

had known when the turbolift door behind Fry opened and K’danz stepped out, smiling widely. 

 “Are you and Dar all settled into your new quarters, Exec?” Koester asked. 

 “Yes, Pe… Captain, we are, thank you,” K’danz answered as she took her own seat to Koester’s right.  “It’s 

going to take a little getting used to though.”  When Koester looked at her questioningly she added, “Compared to 

the quarters we had almost three years ago.  This new one is huge!” 

 The Captain smiled and said, “Well what did you expect?  You’re not only married now, you’re the XO!” 

 “Well I know, but…” 

 “Carrie,” Koester interrupted.  His First Officer shut her mouth and looked at him as he finished.  “Just sit 

back and enjoy the ride, okay?  You’ve earned it.” 

 K’danz chuckled, answering, “Aye aye, sir.” 

 

To Be Continued… 

 


