
Previously in Star Trek: Dauntless… 

 

After pulling some strings, Peter J. Koester manages to not only reactivate his commission in Starfleet, but after 

recruiting his former security chief (Carrie) K’danz as his new first officer, also finds himself back in command of 

the Sovereign-class starship USS Dauntless NCC-75310. 

 

With the starship just completing a year-long overhaul, Captain Koester and his crew prepare for their first new 

mission. 

 

And now the conclusion… 

 

 

 “Clear all moorings.  Thrusters at station keeping.” 

 Captain Peter J. Koester sat in his command chair, enjoying the thrill of getting his ship underway for the 

first time… again.  All the bridge stations around him were manned by crew both familiar and unknown, including 

familiar faces Lt Commander Phillip Winters and his ever-present satchel at the Ops console and Starfleet Marine 

Major Sean McIntyre manning the Tactical station, while on the viewscreen before them all the blackness of deep 

space beckoned. 

 “Thrusters at station keeping,” Kevin Fry reported from the Conn. 

 “All stations report ready,” K’danz added. 

 Koester savored the moment for a few seconds more, then ordered, “Thrusters ahead.  Take her out, Mister 

Fry.” 

 Slowly, the Sovereign-class starship began to move out of the drydock.  Within moments her nacelles had 

cleared the framework and she was space-borne once again. 

 “We are free and clear to navigate,” Fry reported. 

 “Very well, helm.  Lets take her for a little trip around the block.  Set course 095 mark 45, three-quarters 

impulse.” 

 Fry repeated the order and soon the starship maneuvered away from the plain of the ecliptic and sped off 

into deep space.  Within an hour the crew was testing the warp drive and the ship was running like a well-oiled 

Swiss clock.  However, the relative peace of the space-trials was soon broken by an unexpected communication. 

 “Captain,” alerted Major McIntyre, head of the starship’s Marine contingent and the Chief of Security.  

“We’re receiving a distress call from the freighter Hakuba Maru in sector 006.  They’re under attack by an 

unidentified vessel.” 

 By the time McIntyre had finished his report, K’danz had already accessed LCARS on her personal 

monitor. 

 “Captain, sector 006 is less than 20 light years away and we’re the only starship in range.” 

 “Helm, alter course.  Heading 270 mark 0.  Warp 8.” 

 The Dauntless quickly maneuvered and increased speed.  Within moments they had entered sector 006 and 

began their search for the Hakuba Maru and its attacker.  Sensors quickly detected the two vessels. 

 “Captain, long-range sensors are detecting strange energy readings,” reported Lt Jorruss, the Deltan 

Science Officer.  “Patterns I’ve never detected before.” 

 “Red alert!” K’danz ordered, automatically raising the shields and starting the alert klaxon ringing 

throughout the ship.  “Sickbay, stand ready to receive casualties.” 

 “Sickbay is standing by,” replied the voice of the Bajoran Chief Medical Officer, Dr Rasa Palin, over the 

intercom. 

 “Estimated time to intercept, ten minutes fifteen seconds,” reported Fry from the helm. 

 Eight more minutes passed in tense silence as the Dauntless closed in on its objective, when Jorruss 

suddenly reacted to a new reading on his monitor. 

 “Captain, I’ve just detected some form of energy burst from the vicinity of the Hakuba Maru!” 

 “Has the freighter been destroyed?” Koester asked, concern etching his features. 

 “I do not believe so, sir, though I’m only registering one vessel in the vicinity now.” 

 Koester and K’danz exchanged looks.  Moments later, the Dauntless dropped out of warp and slowed to a 

stop near the drifting freighter. 

 “No power emanations,” Jorruss reported.  “No life signs.” 

 Koester studied the image of the freighter drifting aimlessly on the main viewer.  The vessel seemed mostly 

intact, though pock-marked with holes, each about two meters across on various parts of the hull. 



 “Carrie, assemble an Away Team in full survival suits,” the Captain ordered his XO.  “Go over there and 

search for survivors.  And see if you can find any evidence to identify who or what attacked them.” 

 “Aye, sir,” K’danz responded, quickly stepping toward the turbolift.  “Major McIntyre, you and Sergeant 

O’Laughlin are with me.  K’danz to sickbay.  Dr. Rasa, meet me in transporter room two.” 
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 An hour later the Away Team had returned with little to report. 

 “No survivors, sir,” said K’danz.  “Not even any bodies.” 

 “The cargo holds are completely empty too, but we have no way of knowing if they were even carrying any 

cargo or not, since we couldn’t access the computer manifest.  All power aboard the ship has been drained,” added 

Major McIntyre. 

 “Could they have been attacked by the Borg?” Koester asked with a shudder. 

 “Unlikely,” said McIntyre.  “Judging by the method of the attack and what was left behind it’s not the usual 

Borg MO.  They generally assimilate the entire vessel for its technology, not simply the crew.  And besides, based 

on information from the reports filed since Voyager returned, the Collective may not be presenting a problem for 

quite some time.” 

 “Even ruling out the Borg though, the damage to the freighter was fairly extensive,” K’danz continued, 

“although the damage was limited to the outer hull.  The interior systems were still intact.” 

 “I see,” said the Captain thoughtfully.  “That damage we’re seeing…  Is that from weapons fire?”  Koester 

pointed toward the image on the main viewer. 

 “Negative,” McIntyre replied.  “No evidence of weapons impact.  It looks more like…”  The Marine Major 

hesitated, as if what he was going to say sounded impossible. 

 “More like what, Major?” the Captain asked, looking pointedly at his Chief of Security.  McIntyre 

exchanged a brief glance with K’danz. 

 “Well, sir, I was going to say it looked more like it was…. eaten through.” 

 “Eaten through?” Koester asked incredulously, but before McIntyre could elaborate an alarm sounded from 

his console. 

 “Another distress call, sir!  And not too far distant!” the Major said, urgency in his voice. 

 “Send coordinates to the helm,” Koester ordered.  “Mister Fry, best possible speed!” 

 Mere minutes later the Dauntless emerged from warp into a scene the crew could not believe.  On the 

viewer a passenger transport was under attack by a large unrecognizable vessel, but not in a conventional fashion.  

The mystery vessel had latched onto the transport, a connection tube of sorts leading from the triangular-shaped 

craft directly into the hull of the smaller ship, breaching the hull and not a regular hatch or airlock.  However, the 

thing that most confused the Dauntless crew were the creatures crawling all over the hull of the transport. 

 The creatures, which looked like a cross between a three-meter long cockroach and an earthworm, moved 

around the hull on spindly legs, occasionally leaning in and tearing off chunks of the hull plating, consuming them 

like an aphid would a leaf. 

 “What the hell are those?” Koester asked, momentarily forgetting the mystery ship which appeared immune 

to the creatures. 

 “They appear to be some form of space-borne insectoid,” reported Jorruss from the science station.  

“Exoskeletal structure seems to be composed of organic and inorganic compounds, such as tritanium and 

rhodinium.” 

 “They’re cybernetic?” Koester asked. 



 “No,” the Deltan science officer answered, easing the captain’s fears that perhaps the Borg had come up 

with something new and deadly.  “It appears they injest the metal alloys that make up the vessel’s hull and their 

metabolism processes it the same way our bodies process vegetable matter and meat proteins.” 

 “We’ve got to get them off there, before they open the hull to space!” K’danz suggested with some 

urgency. 

 “Major, hail that vessel.  Warn them off!” Koester ordered. 

 “No response, sir,” McIntyre reported a moment later.  Suddenly the entire starship shuddered. 

 “They’re firing on us!” Lt Commander Phillip Winters, the Chief of Operations, reported.  “Low power 

phasers.  They may only be attempting to warn us off.” 

 “We’re not going anywhere,” Koester said through gritted teeth.  “Major, lock phasers and arm quantum 

torpedoes.” 

 “Weapons armed and locked, sir,” McIntyre reported. 

 “Try not to damage the transport.  Fire!” 

 Phaser beams lanced out from the underside of the Dauntless’ saucer hull, striking the mysterious vessel 

amidships.  Almost immediately the insectoid creatures stopped gnawing on the transport’s hull, and as many of 

them leaped across the vacuum separating the two connected vessels, they all started scurrying toward what had 

appeared to be a thruster port in the hull of the strange ship and which was now recognized as an open hatch of some 

sort. 

 Seconds later a volley of brilliant white quantum torpedoes streaked from their tubes aboard the Dauntless, 

striking the intruder vessel and causing some damage, but not as much as would be expected against an unshielded 

hull.  One side effect of the torpedo strikes, however, was the injury or death of several of the creatures as they were 

blasted off the hull while attempting to enter the vessel hatch. 

 “Captain,” said Jorruss with a slight frown.  “I can’t explain why, but our torpedoes are striking the alien 

vessel with less than one-one-hundredth of their projected yield.  It’s like the energy is being drained from the 

weapons enroute.” 

 “Sir, the alien ship is breaking away!” McIntyre reported as he proceeded to rearm the torpedoes.  On the 

screen the strange vessel started maneuvering away from the transport, literally ripping the connecting tube out of 

the transport’s hull in a spray of escaping atmosphere.  Additional phaser strikes lashed at the craft with little to no 

discernable effect. 

 “Keep at ‘em, Mister McIntyre!” Koester ordered.  “I don’t want them to escape!” 

 The Dauntless began pursuing the strange alien ship, slowly closing the gap between the two until Jorruss 

alerted, “I’m detecting a tachyon pulse coming from the intruder vessel.” 

 “All stop!” Koester shouted, to the surprise of K’danz and the other members of the bridge crew.  The First 

Officer was about to ask why, when suddenly the ship they pursued disappeared in a flash of light. 

 “That was a Borg transwarp conduit,” Lt Jorruss confirmed. 

 “Well that wasn’t a Borg ship,” Koester said, anger on his face, “which means someone has access to at 

least a section of the Borg network that apparently still exists.”  The captain sighed with disappointment.  “Helm, 

reverse course.  Take us back to the transport.  Bridge to sickbay, prepare to receive casualties.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 57517.7: 

The Dauntless crew has rescued the survivors of the transport ship and we are caring for 

the seriously injured in a triage center set up in the main shuttlebay under the supervision 

of Dr Rasa and our EMH. 

Meanwhile, the Dauntless has taken the transport vessel under tow and we are now en 

route to Starbase 12, our ETA two days, five hours.  I will soon be meeting with the 

transport’s captain in my ready room to find out what he knows about this situation. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Captain Koester invited the transport captain, a human man named Murphy, to sit down by the desk, then 

offered refreshments from the nearby replicator. 

 “Do you have coffee?” Captain Murphy asked, his expression hopeful.  “Our replicators never quite got 

coffee right.  Always tasted like reactor sludge.  Milk and sugar if you could.” 



 “Two coffees, light and sweet,” Koester ordered with a nod, then handed one to Murphy as he sat down 

behind his desk.  “Can you tell me what happened?” the Starfleet captain finally asked. 

 “I’m not completely sure,” Murphy answered.  “We were traveling our regular route between Andoria and 

Risa, ahead warp 3.  All indications were normal.  All of a sudden we lost warp power, dropped to sublight, then lost 

all but barest emergency power, all within just a few seconds.  As we drifted, preparing to send out a standard 

distress call, that unidentified ship appeared out of nowhere and released what seemed like hundreds of those insect-

like creatures.  We were powerless to defend ourselves.  The insects all landed on our hull and immediately began to 

devour the plating.  Meanwhile, that ship maneuvered around on top of us, clamped on, and started drilling an 

attachment into our hull. 

 “The aliens, when they boarded us, were roughly humanoid, about two to two and a half meters tall, but 

they all wore complete body armor that prevented us from getting a real good look at them. 

 “I got the impression they had searched our cargo hold, not that we carried much of any real value.  Then 

they started herding the passengers and crew to their ship through that connection tube.” 

 Murphy looked at Koester earnestly, adding, “If you hadn’t shown up when you did, they’d have had 

everyone cleared out of the ship in less than half an hour.  As it stands, a review of the ships sailing manifest 

confirms a third of my passengers are gone along with over half my crew!” 

 “Well, Captain,” Koester said, “we’ll have you at Starbase 12 in three days.  After that, we can turn our 

attention toward capturing these pirates and hopefully rescuing your missing people.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Later that evening, the senior staff held a briefing in the observation lounge aft of the bridge.  The captain, 

for the first time since resuming command of the Sovereign-class vessel, occupied his usual seat at the head of the 

table.  To his right sat Commander K’danz, Chief Helmsman Fry, Chief of the Boat Zubatka, and Chief Medical 

Officer Dr Rasa Palin of Bajor.  To the captain’s left was Chief of Ops Phillip Winters with his ever-present satchel 

hanging off the back of his chair, Security Chief Sean McIntyre, Chief Engineer Dar and Chief Science officer 

Jorruss.  The only senior officer not present was a Ship’s Counselor, since one had not yet been assigned before the 

Dauntless had departed on her shakedown cruise. 

 “Okay everyone, what do we know?” Koester asked and then looked at K’danz. 

 “Search of the library computer databanks indicates a number of vessels have gone missing in this sector in 

recent weeks.  Mostly cargo freighters.  The rash of disappearances started about six months ago.  Several of the 

vessels have been located, empty and seemingly abandoned.” 

 “Just how many is ‘…a number of vessels…,’ Commander?” Koester asked. 

 “Twenty-nine, sir, including today’s two attacks, if they’re connected like they seem to be.” 

 “Twenty-nine ships!  It can’t possibly be no one has noticed this!  Why hasn’t someone stopped routing 

vessels out here until this can be investigated?” 

 “Impossible, sir.  This sector is right in the middle of the busy Teller-Andor and Earth-Andor trade routes.  

The routes can’t simply be closed, and the pirates we encountered have over three-dozen vessels to choose from 

each week.  Added to that there doesn’t appear to be any pattern to these attacks.  They seem completely random.” 

 Koester shook his head with a mixture of wonder and sadness, then looked toward his CMO. 

 “Dr Rasa, anything on that creature we managed to contain and bring aboard when we were rigging the 

transport for tow?” 

 “Surprisingly quite a bit in such a short time,” the Bajoran doctor replied.  Unlike the rest of the senior 

staff, Rasa Palin was not a member of Starfleet, but of the Bajoran militia on exchange to Starfleet.  As such, the 

doctor wore a Bajoran-style medical uniform of tan and bright blue.  “The creature we captured was still alive, 

though I do not believe it will last much longer.  It was badly injured during our battle. 

 “My analysis of the creature has determined it to be non-sentient, obviously not a member of the alien 

vessel’s crew.  Probably more like an animal trained to perform a specific task.  And it appears to have some rather 

unusual physical attributes beyond its high-alloy exoskeleton.  Apparently they are gestated on a planetary surface 

based on their physical structure and musculature, yet they can survive for unlimited time in the vacuum and cold of 

deep space.  And scans have found an unusual organ in the abdominal structure that at first puzzled me completely 

as to what purpose it might serve.” 

 “What did you determine, Doctor?” K’danz asked. 

 “I had no clue until I tried scanning it with a low-power medical scanner.  The device went powerless 

almost immediately,” Rasa explained.  “I then tried a medical tricorder, which lasted about seven seconds before it 

too lost power.  Yet in that short time I managed to determine enough information to make further analysis 



justifiable.  I finally resorted to using the main diagnostic scanner in sickbay, and even then the device only worked 

at seventy five percent capacity.” 

 Curious and amazed looks surrounded the table as Dr Rasa continued. 

 “I’ve come to the conclusion that the organ is a power absorber of sorts, more or less a natural biological 

capacitor.  It supplies the creature with the extra energy they require to metabolize their primary food sources; 

tritanium, duranium and other alloys that make up most spacecraft hulls, and to allow it to survive in space.” 

 “And this one creature disabled all your medical devices?” Major McIntyre asked.  Rasa nodded his head. 

 “If one creature could almost disable a science lab or sickbay…,” K’danz started saying. 

 “…Then an entire hive of them like we’ve seen…,” continued Winters, not liking the implications. 

 “…Could disable a spaceship, probably even cause one to drop out of warp,” concluded Rasa. 

 Everyone in the room remained quiet for a moment as they contemplated what they had just heard, until the 

silence was broken by the captain. 

 “Where do those creatures come from?” 

 “I don’t have a clue, sir,” the doctor replied.  “I’ve never encountered anything like them, not even in the 

database.” 

 Koester grumbled for a second, then said, “Well I vow these attacks are going to stop, here and now!” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 57522.1: 

After towing the disabled transport to Starbase 12, I’ve spoken with Admiral Juro, the 

sector commander, who has agreed to re-route all vessels around the sector while 

Dauntless assumes a patrol near the sight of the most recent attack in hopes we will act as 

a decoy and draw the mysterious alien vessel into attacking, so they can be disabled and 

captured. 

While at starbase, Lieutenant Dar and Major McIntyre rigged a new weapon based on Dr 

Rasa’s study of the creature we captured that we hope will incapacitate the rest of the 

insectoids. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Captain Koester and Commander K’danz stood near the bridge engineering console where the Executive 

Officer’s half-Klingon husband, Lt Dar, was addressing their concerns. 

 “If they’re out there ready to swarm on whatever hapless ship comes along, what’s to stop us from being 

disabled before we even get off one phaser shot, just like the transport?” K’danz asked. 

 Dar called up an engineering drawing of the Sovereign-class vessel on his console and explained, 

“Federation starships incorporate a much heavier shielding around key systems such as propulsion and defense.  As 

such, our ship should not be disabled like the others.” 

 “You’re absolutely sure of this?” Koester asked to confirm his understanding. 

 “Yes, sir.  Our last encounter proves my hypothesis.  We were unaffected by the energy-absorbing insects 

when we came to the rescue of the transport.” 

 “But if the creatures can’t affect us, how can we be sure we’re not just zipping by the pirates at warp 3?” 

K’danz added. 

 “Lt Jorruss has programmed the sensors to recognize the field generated by the creatures, give the crew 

enough time to prepare, and then automatically drop us out of warp as if we were influenced by the insectoids.  

Except we’ll appear in normal-space with full shields and weapons armed.” 

 “Very well.”  Koester turned toward the forward end of the bridge and ordered, “Mister Fry, initiate course 

Koester-Alpha-1.  Make us look like one of the regular transports that pass through this sector.”  He then looked 

across the bridge at McIntyre.  “Major, stand by weapons.  I want to be ready for anything.” 

 As the Dauntless assumed her patrol pattern, all on-watch hands at the ready, the first day slowly passed 

with no sign of the alien craft.  Soon after the second day passed.  Then the third.  And with each passing day the 

crew grew more restless.  Finally two full weeks had passed with no appearance by the vessel they sought. 

 “Perhaps we scared them off for good after our first encounter?” K’danz suggested from her seat across the 

desk from Koester in the captain’s ready room. 



 “That’s what Admiral Juro believes, which is why he keeps pressing to allow shipping through the sector 

again.  I asked him to hold off a few days longer.  Something about all this just doesn’t feel right.  But he warned me 

a couple of shipping lines are fed-up and ready to ignore the order and resume their regular routes either way.” 

 “What are you going to do?” the exec asked. 

 “Well, we can’t sit out here forever.  Eventually we have to…” 

 Koester’s sentence was cut short by the beep of the intercom. 

 “Bridge to captain.  We’re receiving a distress call from a convoy of trivium ore freighters one point two 

light years distant.  They’re under attack by an unidentified vessel and a swarm of insectoid creatures.” 

 Koester and K’danz exchanged looks, annoyance on the captain’s face as he stood up. 

 “Red alert!  Mister Fry, set an intercept course to the convoy.  Ahead warp factor nine!” 

 Seconds later, Koester and K’danz emerged from the ready room, the captain assuming the center seat Lt 

Commander Fry vacated. 

 “This is irritating,” Koester said.  “We’re out here two weeks without a nibble.  But as soon as a convoy 

disobeys the quarantine and moves through they’re attacked right away.  Why?” 

 “I believe I may have the answer to that,” Lt Jorruss offered.  “I believe it is our warp signature.  It easily 

identifies us as a starship and not a civilian transport or freighter.” 

 “Damn,” the captain hissed to himself.  “How could we have overlooked that?” 

 “We had no way of knowing, Captain,” Major McIntyre said sympathetically.  “All the indications were 

they simply went after any warp signature, not specific ones.” 

 “Convoy coming into visual range,” Winters reported. 

 On the viewer, four modified Antares-class freighters could be seen as the Dauntless moved closer, with 

what seemed to be an undulating cloud of debris surrounding them, the mysterious triangular-shaped alien vessel 

closing in on the lead ship of the convoy.  As the Dauntless closed the distance further it became clear the cloud of 

debris was actually the insectoid energy-draining creatures moving across the vacuum between the alien ship and the 

freighters. 

 “Major, is the beam ready?” Koester asked. 

 “Charged and ready,” McIntyre responded. 

 At that moment it became obvious the alien ship had noticed the arrival of the Dauntless.  The vessel broke 

off its attack on the lead ship, pulling it off course with the connection tube that had already begun drilling into the 

hull, and turning toward the nearing starship. 

 “They’re locking weapons,” Winters reported.  “Full power.” 

 “Fire phasers.  Stand by on the beam.” 

 Phaser fire lanced out, but as during the previous encounter, they did little or no damage when they struck 

the ship.  Several dozen of the creatures however noticed the approaching Federation starship and launched 

themselves across the void in hopes of a tasty new treat. 

 “Now, Major!” 

 McIntyre tapped the command on his console.  Around the primary deflector dish on the front of the 

engineering hull a blue glow pulsed, powered by charged anti-protons.  Once the charge reached its maximum 

frequency, it loosed a beam which spread before the Dauntless, causing a high-frequency vibration that literally 

cooked the nervous system of the insectoid swarm. 

 “It’s working, sir!” McIntyre shouted.  “Continuing to fire phasers.” 

 All around the convoy, the insectoids were dying, as if sprayed with insecticide.  As the Dauntless moved 

in closer to the attacking alien craft, insect corpses began ricocheting off the starship’s shields.  And with each large 

grouping of the insects killed, the starship’s phasers were able to more easily damage the mysterious alien ship. 

 “Captain!” shouted Winters at ops.  “The lead freighter has drifted off course.  It’s going to collide with the 

second ship!” 

 “How many crew members are on each ship?” Koester asked urgently. 

 “Crew of fourteen on each vessel,” Winters replied. 

 “Bridge to emergency transporter.  Lock onto all lifeforms on the two lead freighters and beam them out, 

now!” 

 The seconds seemed like minutes as the bridge crew watched the two vessels, both loaded with 

unprocessed trivium ore, which was highly unstable until smelted.  Moments later the two vessels collided, plating 

shattering and drive plasma venting out of the hulls.  Within milliseconds an explosion had engulfed the two ships. 

 “Transporter room…!” Koester started to say before he was cut off by the quick response of the transporter 

chief in the Marine’s 22-man Troop Transporter near shuttlebay two. 

 “We got them all, bridge.” 



 “Thank God,” K’danz muttered, turning her attention back to the viewer.  The explosion and debris had 

momentarily obscured the view of the alien ship. 

 “Let’s not take any chances,” she said.  “Transporter room, lock onto and beam aboard the crews of the two 

remaining freighters.  Bridge to sickbay, medical team report to the troop transporter.  There may be injured 

personnel.” 

 “On our way,” responded the Bajoran CMO’s voice. 

 As the intercom circuit closed the viewscreen image finally cleared enough to show what remained of the 

convoy drifting aimlessly among the multitude of dead insectoids. 

 “Captain!  Alien ship is turning towards, on a collision course,” Winters reported urgently. 

 “Evasive maneuvers!” 

 The Dauntless maneuvered away faster than her inertial dampers could compensate for, causing the crew’s 

stomachs to jump figuratively into their throats.  However, the alien ship had apparently counted on the Dauntless’ 

maneuver and flew overhead unmolested. 

 “Captain, I’m registering a tachyon pulse emanating from the alien ship,” Jorruss reported.  “They’re 

attempting to activate their transwarp corridor!” 

 “Major, aft torpedoes, now!  Target their engines!” 

 Just as the alien vessel had cleared the Dauntless’ warp nacelles and an opening in the Borg transwarp 

corridor was being created, two bright orange fireballs emerged from the tubes below the engineering hull.  The twin 

torpedoes raced across the gap between the two vessels and struck the alien ship directly upon what appeared to be 

the ship’s impulse engines.  The vessel started to spin on its axis as the transwarp corridor fluttered briefly then 

closed.  Arcing energy surged for a few seconds along the hull, then abruptly stopped. 

 “The vessel is adrift and powerless, sir,” Winters reported. 

 “Major McIntyre,” Koester said.  “Signal the alien ship, surrender and prepare to be boarded.”  The captain 

then turned to his First Officer and added, “Exec, form an Away Team, armed heavily, and go over there.  We have 

to know who they are and what happened to the missing crews and passengers that have disappeared over the last 

six months.” 

 “K’danz nodded, then motioned toward McIntyre and Winters.  Both officers wordlessly joined the First 

Officer and disappeared into the turbolift. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The Away Team, which consisted of K’danz, McIntyre, Winters, Dr Rasa, McIntyre’s Master Sergeant 

O’Laughlin and another Marine Private First Class materialized on the bridge of the alien ship.  The bridge was 

completely dark.  Not a single emergency lantern or even any console buttons were lit.  K’danz, Winters and Rasa lit 

the palm beacons they carried with them, shining their light around the small, cramped control center.  The three 

Marines lit the sights of their compression phaser rifles, ready for any contingency.  Nothing happened.  

Immediately Winters drew his tricorder and scanned their surroundings. 

 “The ship is completely powerless, Commander,” he reported.  “In fact, I estimate less than twenty minutes 

worth of breathable air remaining.” 

 “How?” McIntyre asked.  “They were shooting at us just moments ago.” 

 “I don’t like the feel ‘a this,” Gunnery Sergeant O’Laughlin mumbled around the edge of a well-chewed 

20
th

 century cigar, unlit of course, that was almost as old as the Sergeant himself. 

 “I think I may know what happened,” Winters said cryptically, and lead the Away Team toward an open 

hatch at the rear of the bridge. 

 As soon as they had all passed through the hatch they started to see the bodies.  Dozens of them, laying 

everywhere.  The crew were humanoid in appearance, though they had dark purple-grey skin that covered gaunt, 

emaciated bodies.  However, it was hard to tell if this was a natural condition or if it had somehow occurred after 

death.  Every single one of the aliens had an expression on their faces that indicated they all had died in great agony.  

Every now and then Dr Rasa would stop and scan one of the humanoid corpses, muttering to himself or petitioning 

the Prophets before catching up to where Winters lead the Away Team. 

 “Our phasers and torpedoes couldn’t have done this to them all,” McIntyre said, not quite believing what he 

was seeing.  “We barely dented their hull!” 

 “No, Major,” Dr Rasa confirmed, showing his tricorder readout to the Marine Chief of Security.  “I can’t 

explain how, but not a single corpse I’ve examined on this ship has a trace of bioelectrical energy.  Even after death, 

especially as quickly as we arrived here, there should be at least trace amounts.”  The Bajoran man’s already 

wrinkled nose wrinkled more in bewilderment.  “I just can’t explain it.” 



 “I believe I can,” Winters said, stopping at a door he had lead the team to three levels down from the 

bridge.  Immediately McIntyre, O’Laughlin and the Private took aim on the door with their compression phasers. 

 “If my readings are indicating what I believe they are, you won’t need those,” Winters said, then pulled the 

door aside by a handle set into it.  Immediately the Away Team  was overwhelmed by a high-pitched cricket-like 

chirping sound that quickly died away to near nothing.  Winters shined his palm beacon in through the door, 

prompting more occasional though softer chirps. 

 Inside the room were dozens of the insectoid creatures, all of them moving lamely as if half-dead. 

 “They’re dying,” Dr Rasa confirmed after scanning the creatures with his medical tricorder.  “But how?” 

 “I believe its all connected.  The explosion of the ore ship caused a distinct lack of power for them to 

consume.  And when we damaged this vessel’s engines it dropped the field these aliens used to keep the creatures 

from disabling their own vessel.  The tachyon pulse flared and cut off just as we hit them, flooding the ship with 

tachyon radiation.  The creatures compensated by absorbing every trace of energy they could, including the crew’s 

bioelectricity, but it wasn’t enough.” 

 “What about us?” O’Laughlin asked, the Marine Sergeant looking slightly worried as he glanced toward 

the dying insectoids.  “Why ain’t we drained too?” 

 “They’re much too weak now.  The tachyons are killing them,” Rasa explained. 

 K’danz sighed in disgust. 

 “I guess that means with everyone dead and the computer memory banks inaccessible, we’ll never find out 

what happened to all the missing people?” 

 “Not necessarily,” Winters said with a half-grin, then lead the team further aft in the dead vessel.  

Eventually they arrived in what could only be the engine room. 

 “What’s down here that can help us find the missing?” Dr Rasa asked. 

 “This,” Winters replied, pulling open a junction box near what appeared to be the warp core.  He reached in 

and pulled out a large ring-like object wrapped with delicate wire. 

 “A Borg transwarp coil!” K’danz said in amazement.  Winters nodded. 

 “Let’s go find those people,” he said. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, supplemental; 

After installing the transwarp coil into our propulsion systems, we utilized it to access a 

local corridor that lead a relatively short distance to a sector bordering between the Beta 

and Delta quadrants.  There we found a large yet comparatively undefended space 

station orbiting the system’s only planet, a barely class-M world that from appearances 

is the origin of the insectoid energy-absorbing creatures. 

The few alien pirates aboard the station put up little resistance to a fully armed 

Federation starship upon our arrival. 
 

 Captain Koester and Commander K’danz sat in the captain’s ready room, where K’danz had started 

debriefing the report of the Away Team to the pirate station to her CO. 

 “It was incredible,” she said.  “Hundreds, if not thousands of cramped little holding cages, none more than 

a meter square.  A large number of them were imprisoning the people missing from all the ships lost in sector 006 

for the last six months.  And only twelve of the aliens there to guard them all.  Including the forty-eight killed on 

their ship in Federation space brings the total to sixty.” 

 “What did the pirates possibly want with all those people?” the captain asked. 

 “Those aliens come from a star system in this area of the galaxy, just inside the Delta quadrant, so they are 

difficult to communicate with, even with universal translators, but as near as we can comprehend they were intended 

to be sold into slavery.  Apparently some local ruler requires an army with lots of cannon fodder.  And these… 

pirates…”  K’danz spat the word with a distinct tone of disgust.  “If they had captured just a few more transports, 

they would have had enough ‘merchandise’ to fill the order.  And then we never would have found them.” 

 Koester smiled grimly, then asked, “Are all the former prisoners aboard?” 

 “Yes, sir.  All have been assigned comfortable quarters.  And our dozen… guests…”  Again K’danz’s 

voice filled with venom.  “…are resting comfortably in the brig.  More comfortable then they deserve in my 

opinion.” 

 “Very well.  I…” 



 Koester’s next comment was cut off by the bleep of the intercom circuit, followed by the voice of Chief 

Engineer Dar. 

 “Captain, please come to the bridge.” 

 A few seconds later Koester and K’danz stood next to the engineering console and a grim-faced Dar. 

 “I’ve completed my analysis of the Borg transwarp coil, and I’m concerned,” the half-Klingon engineer 

said.  “It was already damaged by use in the pirate’s vessel, and it was obviously not designed to function with 

Federation technology.  I’m not positive I can get us back to Federation space.” 

 “How long a journey on regular warp drive?” the captain asked. 

 “We’re 30,000 light years from our prior position.  Even at warp 8 it will take us 30 years.” 

 “Somewhat longer than I want to be out here,” K’danz commented without humor. 

 “I agree,” Koester said.  “Mister Dar, do your best to get us home.” 

 “Aye, sir.  I’ll be in engineering.” 

 K’danz watched as her husband disappeared into the turbolift, then took her seat at Koester’s right side, 

exchanging worried looks with her CO. 

 “Captain,” said Major McIntyre.  “All Away Teams have returned to the ship.  The space station is now 

completely empty.  Ready to implement phase 2.” 

 “Very well, Major,” Koester said.  “Lock quantum torpedoes on target.” 

 “Torpedoes locked,” McIntyre confirmed. 

 The captain took one last lingering, disgusted look at the decrepit orbital platform, then ordered, “Fire.”  

Seconds later a full spread of quantum torpedoes struck the station, tearing it into sections which soon entered the 

nameless planet’s atmosphere.  Koester hoped some of the larger pieces would survive re-entry and make planetfall 

amidst the alloy-eating insectoids, a way of making up to the creatures for what the alien pirates had forced them to 

do. 

 “Mister Fry, set a course for home,” Commander K’danz ordered as the last pieces of the pirate station 

disappeared from view.  “Bridge to engineering, can we access the transwarp corridor.” 

 “I’m not making any promises.  I’m no miracle worker,” Dar’s voice responded with a growl. 

 “Engineers!” Koester grumbled, then turned his attention to the ops console.  “Mister Winters, activate 

tachyon pulse.” 

 The Chief of Ops acknowledged the order and initialized the pulse that would open the small remnant of 

the Borg interstellar network.  Almost immediately the opening formed, looking like a bright tear in the fabric of 

space. 

 “Mister Fry, take us in.” 

 Within moments, the Dauntless had entered the conduit, which sealed behind them.  The crew was jostled 

about while the starship rattled and vibrated as it traveled roughly through the passage. 

 “Engineering to bridge,” said Dar’s voice over the intercom.  “The Borg coil is arcing!  I don’t know how 

much longer I can keep it functioning well enough to keep us in the corridor!” 

 “Just keep it holding a little while longer, Lieutenant.  We’re almost through!” ordered the captain. 

 Down in main engineering a team of engineers surrounded the jury-rigged equipment that allowed the 

Federation starship to utilize the Borg component, which was currently giving off multiple sparks and smoke.  Two 

of the crew were constantly readjusting the connections and the computer software while Dar stood close by 

scanning with a tricorder. 

 “I think we just about have it, sir,” one of the junior engineers said, 

 Suddenly Dar’s face lit with alarm.  “Get away from there!” he shouted as he grabbed one of the men 

leaning over the device by his uniform collar and tossed him aside with one arm.  Just as everyone managed to clear 

away from the transwarp coil it exploded in bright blue flame, which was quickly extinguished by the ship’s 

automatic fire suppression system. 

 “Well that did it,” Dar grumbled as he tapped his combadge.  “Engineering to bridge.  The transwarp coil 

just failed.” 

 On the bridge, members of the crew were busy reconfiguring their consoles, which had briefly gone off-

line when the coil overloaded, and were quickly trying to calculate where in the galaxy they now were. 

 “Understood, Lieutenant.  We know you did your best,” Koester responded.  “Mister Fry, any luck figuring 

out where we are?” 

 “Give me a moment, sir.  I just got the navigational program back on-line,” the helmsman replied.  After a 

few more seconds inputting data into his console Fry turned toward the captain with a grin.  “I’ve got us plotted on 

the board, sir!  Sector 001, two point three light years outside the Sol System!” 

 Both the captain and XO breathed a sigh of relief and smiled. 



 “Very well, helm.  What do you say we wrap up this shakedown?” 

 “I’d agree were thoroughly shaken,” Fry grinned and then plotted a course toward Earth.  “Helm ready.” 

 Koester smiled and turned toward his First Officer as he stood up. 

 “Carrie, you have the conn.  I’m going to catch up on reports in my ready room.” 

 “Aye, sir,” K’danz replied, replacing the captain in the center seat.  She looked around at the crew with a 

smile, then finally said, “Ahead warp 5.” 

 

The End 

 


