
 The Sovereign-class starship USS Dauntless NCC-75310 maneuvered between the pylons of the 

Cardassian-built space station designated Deep Space Nine.  With ease, the vessel attached to one of the upper pylon 

airlocks before her thrusters shut down and the umbilicals connected. 

 “Ship is moored,” reported Lt Commander Kevin Fry, the vessel’s chief helmsman.  At that report, 

crewmembers around the command center placed their consoles in stand-by and started to leave the bridge. 

 “Two weeks for R&R and they send us to Bajor!” Commander K’danz complained as she shut down the 

First Officer’s monitor and joined Captain Peter J. Koester, the starship’s Commanding Officer, near the turbolift.  

“And not even all the way to Bajor, but to DS9!  Do you realize how long a transport takes to reach Bajor from 

here?” 

 “Five hours,” Koester answered as the two entered the turbolift together.  “You and Dar have plans?” 

 K’danz nodded, saying, “Yeah, Dar has this desire to go study the geology around the Fire Caves.  How 

about you?  What are you going to do for two weeks with Gem off the ship?” 

 “I’m fortunate enough that Commander Petersen managed to catch a transport that’ll arrive here in just 

over thirty hours,” the captain said with a smile, referring to his fiancée, an officer aboard a different starship with 

whom he had started a relationship years earlier during a special mission.  “It feels like months since we’ve seen 

each other.  In the meantime, though, I must go pay a courtesy call on the station commander.  And with Gem away 

I’ll be able to take some time out to window shop along the Promenade.” 

 The turbolift doors opened on deck 10, where both officers had their quarters, and the captain and first 

officer stepped out. 

 “Where has Gem gone to anyway?” K’danz asked, referring to the captain’s eleven year-old daughter. 

 “Her FSC unit is spending two weeks aboard the science vessel Akademik Sechenov, performing a 

planetary survey in the Al Na’ir system.  They’re supposed to meet us here in the Bajor sector in ten days.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Ten sectors away, aboard the Akademik Sechenov, Cadet Gem Koester and her fellow Fleet Space Cadet 

Corps members, eleven year-old Cadet Kaycee Doyle, twelve year-old Cadet Chris ‘Kringle’ Clark, and twelve 

year-old Cadet Chance Wilson were just compiling their survey data on the computer in the ship’s Geological 

Survey Lab.  The four kids had spent two days on the surface of Al Na’ir III amassing a large amount of data that 

had to be collated, analyzed and reported. 

 “I want all this information compiled within the next hour,” Chance ordered the three younger cadets while 

the scientist who normally monitored them was briefly out of the lab.  Cadet Wilson had appointed himself the head 

of the Dauntless’ small FSC contingent based solely on being older than the others, combined with the fact his uncle 

was an admiral in Starfleet.  His superior attitude did not always endear him to the people he was around most often, 

especially the three other cadets and the FSC program’s supervisor aboard the Dauntless, Gunnery Sergeant 

O’Laughlin. 

 “Why don’t you come over here and help us?” Chris asked, looking at the slightly older boy with 

annoyance as Chance continued to just stand at the end of the lab table barking orders. 

 “Because…,” Wilson started to say when the science vessel suddenly shook violently for a moment and 

klaxons sounded throughout the ship. 

 “What’s happening?” Kaycee asked, looking around in alarm.  However, before any of the other kids could 

offer an opinion, Dr Hayes, the scientist in charge of the cadet’s summer project, rushed into the lab. 

 “There’s been an accident with the ship’s impulse engines,” Hayes explained.  “There’s no need to panic, 

but I want you to gather your data and all your belongings, quickly.  You’re being transferred to another ship to be 

transported to Deep Space Nine.” 

 “What other ship?” Gem asked, curious. 

 “Whichever arrives here first,” Hayes answered. 
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 The turbolift rose out of the deck on the upper level of ops and Captain Koester stepped across to the doors 

of the station commander’s office, nodding pleasantries toward the various Bajoran and Starfleet personnel who 

manned the stations.  As he reached the doors he tapped on the chime to announce his presence.  A moment later the 

double door slid open and the captain stepped inside. 

 “Good afternoon, Colonel,” Koester said, stepping up to the desk where an old Earth baseball still sat on its 

small display stand.  “Captain Peter Koester, USS Dauntless, here to pay you a courtesy call.” 

 Colonel Kira Nerys looked up from the padd she had been working on and smiled as she stood up, offering 

the Starfleet officer a handshake and a seat. 

 “I remember you, Captain,” Kira commented.  “Though it’s been a while.  I remember your ship was 

assigned to this sector before the war with the Dominion started.  What brings you all the way to Bajor today?” 

 “Just some R&R.  A chance to let the crew relax for a short time while we wait for the science vessel 

Sechenov to rendezvous with us.  Also, my fiancée is supposed to arrive on the transport Shooting Star sometime 

tomorrow.  It’s our first chance to get together face to face in almost six months.” 

 After a few moments of pleasant conversation between the two officers, Kira offered to introduce the 

captain to the rest of the station’s senior staff, First Officer Starfleet Commander Elias Vaughn, Medical Officer Dr 

Julian Bashir, Counselor Ezri Dax, Chief of Operation Lt Nog, Science Officer Ensign Shar and Security Chief Ro 

Laren. 

 “Ro Laren?  The same Ro Laren who used to be stationed aboard the Enterprise?” Koester asked in 

surprise. 

 “I believe so,” Kira said.  “Why?” 

 “Just that we share a mutual friend,” Koester replied secretively.  “Maybe I’ll stop down in the security 

office later and say hello.  But first I need to get some shopping done on the Promenade.” 

 Koester stood and offered his hand to Kira once again. 

 “I don’t want to keep you from your work, Colonel.  We’ll talk again later.”  And within moments Koester 

departed the station commander’s office. 

 

* * * * 

 

 With the impulse engines now nothing more than slagged wreckage, the science vessel Akademik 

Sechenov’s orbit was slowly decaying.  A distress call had been sent out and answered.  Help was close by.  Now, 

however, it was time to evacuate all non-essential personnel from the ship, and with a small crew the size of the one 

assigned to the Sechenov, the term non-essential applied only to the four young Fleet Cadets. 

 “I’ve stored all your data and materials onto isolinear chips,” Dr Hayes explained as he escorted the 

children to the science vessel’s transporter.  “You can complete your analysis and write up your reports when you 

get back to your own starship.”  He handed a small case containing the data chips to Gem.  A moment later, Chance 

grabbed them away from the young girl and gave her a dirty look. 

 “Where are we going, Doctor?  And what’s going to happen to the Sechenov?” Kaycee asked with concern. 

 “You are being beamed over to the first ship that responded to our distress call,” Hayes explained.  “They’ll 

take you back to the Bajor sector.  They’re also going to tractor this vessel back up to a higher orbit.  We can’t get 

home, however, until a tow-ship arrives in almost three weeks, but at least we won’t burn up in the atmosphere 

either.” 

 A moment later, bags in hand, the four cadets arrived in the Sechenov’s small transporter room. 

 “Is everything ready?” Hayes asked the technician at the control console, who answered in the affirmative 

as the kids mounted the transporter pads.  “Good.  Cadets, you all did very good work.  I wish we could have 

completed the project together.  Now take care and don’t cause any trouble on your way home.”  Dr Hayes then 

turned toward the technician and said, “Energize.” 



 As the tingle of the transporter faded, the first thing that struck Gem as odd was the smell of smoke, and 

she became alarmed that she had somehow been beamed aboard a ship which had caught on fire.  But as her eyes 

adjusted to the dim lighting of her surroundings she realized she was no longer standing in the clean, bright spaces 

of a Federation spacecraft.  She glanced at Kaycee standing next to her, noticing for the first time the look of horror 

on the blonde-haired girl’s face.  Following Kaycee’s gaze, Gem finally noticed who was operating the transporter. 

 A Klingon. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Captain Koester finished his shopping on the Promenade rather quickly.  To his disappointment, Garak’s 

tailor shop had closed its doors almost five years earlier, not long after the captain’s last visit to the space station.  It  

was too bad, because Koester had hoped to find a new suit he could wear for the special dinner he had planned when 

his fiancées transport arrived. 

 Instead he found himself sitting at the bar at Quark’s, sipping a drink the Ferengi bartender had called a 

‘Warp Core Breach,’ and occasionally glancing across the Promenade at the security office, which had remained 

empty since he had arrived at the bar to arrange the dinner. 

 “You strike me as either someone who is trying to avoid the law or who can’t find a policeman when you 

need one,” Quark commented as he paused near Koester’s seat for the fifth time in as many minutes.  “And judging 

by that uniform, I’m willing to take bets it’s not the former.” 

 “Just trying to catch the Security Chief for a moment,” Koester explained, for some reason telling the 

Ferengi the stories his former first officer used to spin about his time in the Bajoran underground and the people he 

had known.  One of the names that Virgil Kane had mentioned quite often was Ro Laren. 

 “Let me give you some free advice, Captain,” Quark offered. 

 “Free advice is seldom free.  Isn’t that one of your sacred Rules of Acquisition?” 

 “The 59
th

 rule, which actually says ‘Free advice is seldom cheap.’  But nevermind that now.  I’m speaking 

as your bartender.  You might want to consider keeping your distance from Ro.  She’s not too friendly with 

strangers under the best of circumstances.  And even less-so with strangers wearing Starfleet uniforms.” 

 It was as Quark was speaking that Koester noticed the security office door open and a dark-haired Bajoran 

woman step inside.  Koester quickly paid his bar tab and as quickly ignored the bartender’s unsolicited advice, 

leaving the establishment for the security office across the way. 

 He had almost reached the office doors when a voice sounded through his combadge. 

 “Ops to Captain Koester,” said Colonel Kira.  “We need you to report to ops right away.” 

 Koester sighed as he noticed Ro look up at him through the door briefly, then return her attention to her 

work.  He tapped his combadge, saying, “Acknowledged, Colonel.  On my way,” then turned around and headed for 

the nearest turbolift. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The four Dauntless Fleet Space Cadets marched single-file through the corridors of the Klingon cruiser, 

following close behind one of the crew.  Kaycee’s expression was one of worry, wondering what was going to 

happen to them aboard this strange alien vessel.  Chris looked around in mild curiosity but remained quiet as a 

church-mouse.  Chance looked on the verge of wetting his pants he was so scared.  Gem, on the other hand, seemed 

utterly fascinated by the whole experience, and began to ask so many questions about everything in sight that their 

escort rolled his eyes and resorted to threatening to toss the young cadet out an open airlock. 

 Eventually the small group, after drawing many stares and rude whispered comments from the crew they 

passed, arrived on the bridge and were presented to the ship’s captain. 

 “Welcome aboard the IKS qul’maS.  I am Captain Kargoth, son of Koloth, but you will call me sir!  I have 

agreed to transport you four to the Bajor sector, but only because my vessel was traveling toward that destination 

anyway.  One thing all you…”  The Klingon captain paused for a second to chuckle.  “…All you… cadets… must 

remember is there are no passengers on a Klingon warship!  You are now members of the crew and will be treated 

as such!” 

 Kargoth smiled at the look of surprise on the faces of the two boys.  They had obviously not expected to be 

put to work, and it was clear the older boy liked the idea least of all of them.  However, both Gem and Kaycee 

seemed to take the news fairly well.  Deep down inside, Kargoth was developing a small bit of respect for the two 

young females.  He then pointed at a slightly younger and taller Klingon warrior who skulked around the support 

beams at the side of the bridge. 



 “This is my first officer, Commander Krag, grandson of Kor.  You will also call him sir.  He will assign 

you your jobs and your bunks.” 

 “Come with me,” Krag ordered, leading the young humans back off the bridge and into the bowels of the 

Neg’Vahr-class warship.  They soon arrived at what the cadets supposed must have been the crews mess, and the 

term ‘mess’ aptly described it.  Pieces of food, some of it still squirming, littered the floor.  On each of the tables 

were large bowls containing exotic dishes from which various Klingons grabbed servings with their bare hands and 

slopped it onto their plates. 

 Krag lead the four human children toward two doors at the far end of the mess hall. 

 “Males will sleep in the compartment on the left,” the first officer explained, pointing at the left door.  

“Females in the compartment on the right.  If you find an empty bunk to your liking, sleep in it.  It is yours… Until 

someone else wants it.” 

 “When do we get to eat?” Gem asked after the four cadets placed their belongings into their respective 

berthing areas and Klag lead them across the mess hall again.  “I’m starving.” 

 “You get to eat when you have made your contribution to the crew,” Klag said.  “You will all work in the 

galley while you are here.  Maybe…”  Klag stopped a moment to laugh, then continued, “Maybe the quality of our 

food will improve.” 

 Licking her lips, Gem kept glancing toward the eating tables still piled with food, some half-eaten, some 

still alive.  Klag noticed her glance and asked, “You perhaps like Klingon food?” 

 “Yes… some… My daddy has served Klingon dinners on occasion back on our ship.  I especially like 

Pippius Claw.” 

 Klag’s face broke out in a sharp-toothed grin. 

 “I can’t believe it.  A human after my own stomach!  She knows what’s good to eat!”  The first officer 

paused for a moment, then looked around the near-empty mess hall and finally said, “Don’t tell Captain Kargoth I 

did this.  He would think I’ve grown weak and far too caring for his tastes, but go and eat.  Then you can clean up 

the mess afterward.  And then I will have real work for you!” 

 Gem lead the other cadets to one of the nearby tables, pointing out and explaining each dish she recognized 

from her father’s dinners, such as ga’gh, Pippius Claw, Skull Stew and Heart of Targ, telling her fellow cadets 

which foods she liked and which she felt they were better off avoiding.  Then as she piled her plate high with 

Pippius Claw and Targ meat, she sat down and started eating as if she had not eaten for days.  The other three kids 

looked at the food on their plates with a mixture of disgust and hunger, and by the time Gem had finished with 

ravenous abandon, the others had barely touched their meals. 

 In the corner of the room, Klag watched Gem eat, shaking his head in amazement.  Who knew a human 

child would have the stomach of a warrior?  This one deserved watching. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Koester arrived in ops to find Kira, Dr Bashir and Counselor Dax standing around the main ops plot 

waiting for him. 

 “What’s the matter?  Is something wrong?” the captain asked.  Kira took a moment to explain the station 

had received word there was an accident aboard the Akademik Sechenov, but they had not yet learned the details.  

Koester started to express some concern for his daughter and the other cadets when Lt Nog at operations announced 

a transmission was coming in from the Sechenov. 

 “On screen,” Colonel Kira ordered.  The screen high above ops filled with the image of Professor Sal 

Torial, lead scientist aboard the small science vessel as well as its commander. 

 “What happened, Professor?  Is everyone alright?  How are the children… I mean, cadets?” Koester asked 

quickly.  Professor Torial explained the situation with the vessel’s impulse drive and that the ship was out of danger 

but in no condition to make the journey to Bajor. 

 “We transferred your contingent of Space Cadets to the first vessel that responded to our distress call.  That 

vessel is enroute to your location and should arrive in seven days.” 

 Koester’s relief was palpable.  As his heart rate slowed and his blood pressure returned to a more normal 

level, he finally asked what ship was transporting the cadets. 

 “The IKS qul’maS,” Professor Torial answered, then signed off. 

 Kira, Bashir and Dax watched Koester with concern on their faces, surprised and confused when the 

captain started to laugh, very loudly. 

 “Why are you laughing, Captain?” Dax asked.  “What’s so funny?” 



 Koester took a deep breath, and as he wiped a tear from his eye said, “I don’t know who to feel more sorry 

for?  The kids?  Or the Klingons?” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Aboard the qul’maS things began to settle into a routine.  Chris and Kaycee, with the help of Gem, found 

their niche to fit in among the Klingon crew, working to prepare some of the less-dangerous meals in the galley and 

earning a small bit of grudging respect from the crew.  They worked hard, eventually learned what they themselves 

liked among the exotic dishes, and ate well, sleeping soundly during their off-shift in spite of how uncomfortable the 

hard, steel bunks were, especially when left undisturbed.  Chance, however, was a completely different story. 

 The oldest cadet had not stopped complaining since the day he beamed aboard.  His claim to be a nephew 

of a Starfleet admiral carried no weight among the Klingons, especially when it was found out the admiral had never 

once faced combat.  His declaration of his age, which he usually lorded over his fellow cadets back aboard the 

Dauntless, was met with scorn aboard the qul’maS, especially since Klingons younger than he were already full-

fledged warriors in the Klingon fleet.  When he refused to handle some of the live food in the galley, such as the 

ga’gh and racht, Klag had reassigned the boy to the ‘enviable’ position of caring for the live Targs on the lower 

decks.  And each night, no matter which bunk Chance chose, one of the Klingon warriors would decide that was the 

bunk he wanted to sleep in that night and toss the human boy out, usually leaving him to sleep on the even more 

uncomfortable deck. 

 After their galley shift, Gem and usually at least one of the other cadets, but never Chance, would roam the 

qul’maS, asking questions, learning about how some of the systems on the Klingon ship worked, comparing 

procedures with how they had seen things done on Federation starships.  The more interest they showed, the more 

eager the crew became to instruct the cadets under the watchful eye of Commander Klag.  Eventually, during what 

little time Klag had free, he even began to instruct Gem, Kaycee and Chris in the use of Klingon weapons, such as 

the bat’leth and mek’leth. 

 “You must have Klingon blood flowing through your veins, cadet,” the first officer said to Gem after their 

third session on the training deck.  Klag was impressed.  The young human girl was awkward, the bat’leth unwieldy, 

and she had a number of cuts and scrapes to show for her efforts, but Gem showed true warrior spirit in her attempts 

to learn the proper form and movements. 

 Klag found himself liking the young human cadet even more. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Captain Koester spent most of the day trying to track down the location of Security Chief Ro.  Realizing 

how rude it would be for a complete stranger to simply contact her and ask her whereabouts, the captain instead fell 

back on good old-fashioned investigative techniques, starting on the Promenade and asking the shopkeepers and 

residents of the station if they had recently seen the Bajoran security officer. 

 A tall, grey-skinned Lurian at Quark’s Bar initially sent Koester out to the docking ring and cargo bay six.  

From there he followed the trail across connecting bridge three to the habitat ring and runabout pad C.  Over the 

course of the next three hours he visited almost every part of the station, apparently trailing a short distance behind 

Ro the whole time, including making stops at one upper pylon, two lower pylons, cargo bays nine, twelve and 

fourteen, the control room of the fusion reactors, ops and eventually back to the Promenade. 

 After all the hours of searching the station he finally stood on the upper level of the Promenade, on one of 

the connector bridges near Quark’s that overlooked the security office, when he finally spotted Ro in her tan Bajoran 

uniform step out of the airlock and walk toward her office.  She glanced up and seemingly noticed the Starfleet 

captain but missed his attempt at waving to get her attention and simply entered her office door instead. 

 Koester started sprinting for the nearest set of spiral stairs down to the main Promenade level, trying to get 

to the security office before Ro might leave again.  He was halfway down the steps when a voice sounded through 

his combadge. 

 “Ops to Captain Koester,” said Colonel Kira.  “I just thought you’d like to know the transport ship Shooting 

Star has arrived at docking port seven.” 

 Koester stopped short on the stairs and sighed in frustration, then tapped his combadge and said, 

“Acknowledged.  Thank you, Colonel.”  He took one more glance toward the closed doors of the security office, 

then turned around and headed for the nearest turbolift. 

 

* * * * 



 On the sixth day out from the Al Na’ir system, the cadet’s work in the galley was interrupted by the sound 

of the ship’s klaxon blaring to life. 

 “What’s happening?” Chris asked, as all the Klingons abandoned their meals and ran out of the mess hall. 

 “Battlestations!” yelled the head cook as he tossed aside his work and smiled furiously.  “We’re going into 

battle!” 

 The three cadets, Gem, Chris and Kaycee huddled together a moment to keep from being trampled, then 

started to clean up the mess left behind by the Klingon’s sudden egress.  A couple of minutes later Chance wandered 

in, a little disoriented, but he too started helping out until Commander Klag rushed into the mess hall and said, “Our 

ship is being challenged by the Tholians.  We are at battlestations.  You should all wait in your berthing areas until 

this has passed.” 

 Chris and Kaycee, lead by Chance, immediately started heading for their bunks until Gem stepped up to 

Klag. 

 “Commander…Sir!  A warrior should not face death hiding in their bunk.  Can’t we come with you?” 

 The three other cadets looked at Gem as if she had lost her mind as Klag said, “I am going to the bridge.  

That is no place for human children, especially during battle!”  Klag was about to order the cadets to their bunks 

once again when Gem continued her pleas. 

 “You yourself said I have Klingon blood flowing through my veins, sir.” 

 Klag looked sternly at Gem as the other cadets gathered around her and began to plead not to be left in the 

mess hall alone.  Suddenly the qul’maS shuddered with a weapons impact and that seemed to make up the Klingon 

officer’s mind.  He smiled a mangled, toothy smile. 

 “I cannot let the little warrior face death without seeing the face of her enemy.  You will accompany me to 

the bridge, but stay out of the way!” 

 Klag escorted the four cadets to the bridge.  When they arrived, Captain Kargoth was giving orders to 

return fire with all disruptor banks.  However, when he saw the four humans walk onto the bridge with Klag he drew 

his disruptor pistol and threatened to kill the first officer on the spot. 

 “How dare you bring children onto my bridge in the heat of battle!” Kargoth bellowed. 

 “They have warriors hearts and warriors spirit,” Klag announced.  “They have served honorably aboard this 

Klingon vessel, however small their contribution.  They deserve to see the face of their enemy and die with honor, if 

that is their destiny today.” 

 Kargoth looked at the four human cadets.  Their uniforms, faces and hands were dirty and covered in blood 

from the food they had helped to prepare.  Chris and Kaycee stood aside, looking around at all the activity going on 

around them and showing no signs of fear.  The oldest boy was the only one that seemed even the least bit 

frightened, and he clung to the last cadet, Gem, who looked almost defiantly at Kargoth. 

 Without a word, the captain replaced his pistol in its holster and took his seat at the center of the bridge. 

 “There is your enemy,” he said, gesturing toward the main viewer where two cone-shaped vessels 

continued to fire energy beams at the qul’maS.  “They are Tholians.  They have challenged us to battle because they 

claim we crossed their border and infringed upon their space.”  

 Klag leaned toward the cadets and added, “The Tholians, being cowardly and avoiding confrontation unless 

they have the advantage, expanded their border claims while the other Alpha Quadrant powers were otherwise 

occupied fighting the Dominion.” 

 Gem and her fellow cadets watched as the qul’maS continued to return fire upon the smaller, more agile 

Tholian ships while they continued to take potshots at the Klingon vessel’s weapons and propulsion systems. 

 “Captain!” shouted one warrior from a console at the side of the bridge.  “Our impulse engines are…” 

 The warrior was blasted out of his seat when the console exploded, landing at Gem’s feet.  She knelt down 

and touched the Klingon’s neck, feeling for a pulse exactly how the Dauntless’ Emergency Medical Hologram had 

shown during the FSC’s first-aid training, then looked up at Klag, her hand covered in the crewman’s blood. 

 “He’s dead, sir.” 

 “It is a good day to die.  The Tholians can occasionally be worthy adversaries,” Klag explained. 

 “Captain!” the helmsman shouted.  “That last shot destroyed our impulse engines!  All we have right now 

is thrusters!” 

 “And we have our disruptors!  Continue to return fire!” Kargoth ordered. 

 “We’re not having much luck with impulse engines, are we?” Kaycee commented to Gem.  The other cadet 

could only nod in agreement. 

 “I have no control over weapons!” the tactical officer yelled.  “Command pathways are destroyed.” 



 On screen it was evident the Tholian ships knew they had disabled their enemy.  They ceased firing their 

weapons and instead maneuvered tail to tail.  A moment later the two ships moved apart again, drawing a bright line 

of energy between them. 

 “Webspinners!” Klag exclaimed. 

 “What’s a webspinner?” Chris asked. 

 Klag knelt among the human cadets and explained. 

 “When Tholian ships disable an enemy, they ensnare the vessel in an energy web.  The web takes several 

hours to complete, but once finished it is impossible to escape.  The web is drawn tight and the enemy vessel is 

crushed.  The Tholians then tow what remains back to their homeworld.” 

 Kargoth turned his command chair around to face the cadets after giving orders to get the weapons and 

impulse drive back to operational status.  When he was told it would probably take more time then they had before 

the Thomian web was complete, he looked at the human children and said, “Perhaps today IS a good day to die.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Captain Koester, wearing a dark three-piece suit and tie, pulled the chair out for his fiancée, Commander 

Michelle Petersen, then took his own seat across the small table. 

 It had taken much negotiating and a few extra strips of latinum to successfully arrange for a table in Vic 

Fontaine’s holosuite for a very special dinner and a few hours extra. 

 As Vic crooned the tune “The Way You Look Tonight” on stage, Quark appeared at the table with a bottle 

of genuine Earth champagne, uncorking it with a pop and pouring two glasses, then disappeared once again to bring 

in the main course, a fresh lobster imported live in stasis from Earth for Michelle and a steak, medium-rare, for the 

captain.  Rank, and a few called in favors, had its privileges.  Koester lifted his champagne glass for a toast. 

 “It’s been too long.  I wish we didn’t have to be away from each other for months like this.”  He clinked 

glasses with Michelle and added, “To u…” 

 “Ops to Captain Koester,” said Colonel Kira.  Koester closed his eyes in frustration, holding back a scream, 

before slowly tapping the combadge attached to the lapel of his suit. 

 “Koester here.  Go ahead.” 

 Kira’s voice sounded excited as she spoke. 

 “Captain, we’ve just received word that the Klingon ship your daughter and her cadet unit are on is 

disabled and under attack by Tholians in sector 235.” 

 All thoughts of a pleasant, private dinner flew out of Koester’s head as he quickly stood and started to head 

out of the holosuite. 

 “Thank you, Colonel.  Koester to Dauntless.  Recall all available personnel immediately!  We’re getting 

underway in ten minutes!” 

 Commander Petersen watched Koester rush out of the holosuite, glanced down at the empty plate that 

would shortly have held a bright red steaming lobster, then quickly jumped up and ran after the captain. 

 “Wait!  I’m coming with you!” 

 Quark watched, puzzled, as the two Starfleet officers rushed past him and the cart full of food he was 

pushing. 

 “There’s no refund!” he shouted toward the two departing humans, then shrugged his shoulders before 

helping himself to the lobster. 

 Precisely ten minutes later, the starship Dauntless activated thrusters and maneuvered away from Deep 

Space Nine. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Gem stood on the bridge of the qul’maS, unwilling to accept that her life was ending at only eleven years 

old. 

 “Isn’t there anything you can do?” she pleaded to Captain Kargoth, quickly adding, “Sir!” when he looked 

at her with angry eyes. 

 “What would you have me do?  I can’t beam warriors over to their ship for hand-to-hand combat even if 

they didn’t have shields raised!  Klingons… or humans… can’t survive in their hellish environment.  And you 

yourself heard; we have no weapons systems with which to fight!  No impulse drive to maneuver with!” 

 Gem backed away from the captain and started to think about all the similar situations the Dauntless had 

faced over the years and what her father might do in such a situation.  She turned to Commander Klag. 



 “The captain said we lost impulse, but what about warp drive?  Could we escape the web with that?” 

 Kargoth heard the young human’s question and turned to face her again, his expression one of outrage.  

 “We cannot just RUN with our tail tucked between our legs!” he shouted, causing Chance to break down in 

sobs.  “There is no honor in running!  We must FIGHT!” 

 Gem took a brave step closer to the captain, who glared at her malevolently. 

 “Something I once learned from my classmates in school might apply here… sir.” 

 Kargoth continued to look at the young human but said nothing, so Gem continued. 

 “He who fights and runs away lives to fight another day.” 

 Kargoth’s eyes narrowed as Kaycee and Chris tried to pull Gem back away from the command seat, until 

the captain looked up at Klag when the first officer moved a step closer. 

 “What she says makes sense, captain.  If we can escape now, we should, and bring the fight back to the 

Tholians later on our own terms!” 

 Kargoth’s eyes darted between Klag’s face and Gem’s, trying to determine if he sensed a mutiny in the 

making that would need to be crushed hard and fast.  Seeing an opportunity, Klag seized the initiative. 

 “There is no honor lost if you escape from an enemy who waits until your back is turned to steal your 

territory, one who uses nets and not weapons, if you intend to avenge yourself on them at a later date, Captain.  

Avenge yourself another time,” the first officer said.  “We cannot do it if we are dead!” 

 The argument actually started to make sense to Kargoth.  He smiled a jagged-toothed smile and patted Gem 

on the head a number of times, harder than she really would have preferred.  The captain then turned his chair to 

face the viewscreen once again and ordered, “Helmsman, ahead warp 8!” 

 The helmsman acknowledged, and within seconds the qul’maS ripped through the uncompleted web and 

escaped into warp. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The Dauntless was traveling at high warp toward sector 235 when the tactical officer, 1
st
LT April Mendez 

alerted the captain to a ship approaching from the opposite direction. 

 “What do you make of her?” Koester asked, hoping it was not something that would delay them from 

rescuing Gem and the rest of her FSC unit. 

 “Klingon vessel, Neg’Vahr-class,” Mendez reported. 

 “Klingon?!” Koester exclaimed with surprise.  “Lieutenant, hail them!” 

 “They are responding,” the Marine lieutenant confirmed a moment later. 

 “On screen.” 

 “Hi, daddy!” 

 Captain Koester and the entire bridge crew stared at the viewer with mouths agape.  On the screen was 

Cadet Gem Koester, sitting in the captain’s chair of the Klingon warship and wearing pieces of Klingon armor over 

her own FSC uniform, including a baldric sash festooned with medals.  She was filthy, she was bloody, but she was 

smiling from ear to ear. 

 “Wha..?  What are you doing over there, Gem?” Koester asked, barely able to get the words out. 

 “I’m driving the ship!” Gem answered with a giggle.  A moment later a burly Klingon captain stepped into 

view next to the command chair. 

 “Your daughter has true Klingon spirit, Captain,” Kargoth said.  “She not only saved my ship, but avenged 

our honor on the enemy in one stroke, and for that we have recognized her as an official member of our crew!”  

 Captain Koester was still having trouble comprehending what was going on.  He looked at Commander 

Petersen, who sat in the first officer’s seat to his right and shrugged her shoulders equally perplexed, then back at the 

screen. 

 “What… um… did Gem do exactly?” the captain asked. 

 “She saved my ship!” Kargoth beamed proudly.  “It was her recommendation that we warp out of the 

Tholian’s web.  Who would have guessed that doing so would collapse the web in such a way as to draw the two 

Tholian spinners into their own trap, destroying them utterly?  And for preserving my honor, I have adopted her into 

my House, Captain.  Your entire family, in fact, is now a part of the House of Koloth!” 

 Koester was amazed.  Not only had his daughter survived almost a week aboard a Klingon warship, but had 

actually managed to become a hero of the Empire as well. 

 As the Dauntless closed on the qul’maS, Koester had his helmsman alter course to parallel the large 

Klingon warship and the two ships maneuvered closer together. 



 “Whenever you are ready, Captain, we’ll beam our cadets back over and let you resume your own mission 

without further delay,” Koester offered as he started to relax somewhat.  Kargoth seemed horrified at the idea as the 

other cadets, all wearing bits and pieces of Klingon armor, stepped into view next to Gem and the captain. 

 “It would be a dishonor if these fine crewmen abandoned their ship now, before reaching port!” the 

Klingon captain said warningly. 

 “Then perhaps you would allow us the… honor… of escorting your vessel to Deep Space Nine?” Koester 

offered diplomatically. 

 “Ah!  Now you’re talking like a Klingon!” Kargoth answered with a smile. 

 Koester nodded, then said to his daughter, “Well, Cadet, what did you think of your time in the captain’s 

chair?” 

 The young cadet squirmed slightly beneath the Klingon armor she wore and answered, “I like it… Though 

the chair isn’t as comfortable as yours.” 

 Koester laughed, then addressed Kargoth once again. 

 “Captain, you have my thanks and the thanks of the whole Starfleet for what you’ve done for my daughter 

and the rest of our cadets.” 

 “Your cadets, though I scarcely believe they deserve to be called such anymore, have my everlasting 

gratitude as well as that of the Empire,” Kargoth replied. 

 Koester smiled and finally said, “I’ll see you at DS9.  The Blood Wine is on me.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 A week later, following a celebration at Quark’s during which Captain Kargoth told Koester he would 

gladly take Gem aboard his ship anytime, an offer Koester seriously considered for a moment, the Klingon ship’s 

repairs were finally completed and the qul’maS was back on its way toward its originally scheduled mission, and 

DS9 finally started to settle down from six days of rowdy Klingons carousing on the Promenade.  And now that his 

daughter was back and had taken about a dozen baths before she started to smell anything close to human again, 

Captain Koester and his fiancée never managed to finish their special dinner alone as Commander Petersen too soon 

had to catch the transport that would return her to her own starship.  In the days that followed, members of the 

Dauntless crew who had missed all the excitement, like Commander K’danz and her husband Dar, returned to the 

ship and found out what had occurred during their absence, while preparations were made to get the ship underway. 

 “Thanks for everything, Colonel,” Koester said to Kira as he made one last stop in ops to obtain clearance 

for his starship’s departure from the station.  “I hope our next visit won’t be quite so exciting… or frustrating.”  

 “How did your daughter handle her adventure?” Kira asked as she walked Koester back toward the 

turbolift. 

 “She’s a whole other story,” Koester replied with a strained smile.  “She still walks around everywhere 

wearing that Klingon sash every day and she’s constantly asking for ga’gh for dinner.”  He leaned closer to Kira so 

the other crew in ops would not hear.  “When I told her I didn’t like ga’gh she told me in no uncertain terms I was 

without honor!” 

 Kira laughed as the turbolift rose out of the upper deck, revealing its passenger, Ro Laren. 

 “Captain!” she exclaimed, and for the first time in the two weeks the Dauntless was moored at DS9, 

Koester stood face to face with the station’s Security Chief. 

 “I just heard your ship was preparing to depart,” Ro said in way of an introduction.  “You’re a hard man to 

find.  I spent the better part of the last two weeks trying to meet you.  I knew your former first officer, Virgil Kane.  

And when he and the Dauntless visited the station about eighteen months ago, the two of us got together in the 

evenings to talk.  He told me all about you and the adventures you both have had.  I was looking forward to finally 

meeting you in person when you got here, but you were never aboard your ship when I would try to meet with you 

every day.  I had hoped since you knew where my office was located that perhaps you might stop in to see me at 

some point so we could exchange some Virgil stories.”  She narrowed her eyelids, as if gazing hard at the Starfleet 

captain.  “You don’t look anything like Virgil described.  I never would have recognized you.” 

 “I…,” Koester started to say when the voice of K’danz sounded from his combadge. 

 “Bridge to Captain Koester.  We just received orders from Admiral Ross on Starbase 375.  Our presence is 

needed immediately in the adjacent sector.” 

 Suppressing another sigh, Koester finally smiled weakly at Ro and said, “Hopefully the next time I’m in the 

sector.” 

 Ro smiled and added, “I’ll be looking for you.” 

 “Tell me about it…,” Koester huffed, then stepped into the lift.  “Upper pylon one.” 



 The turbolift bleeped acknowledgement and lowered out of sight. 

 An hour later, as the Dauntless departed the Bajor system heading for Starbase 375 and their rendezvous 

with Admiral Ross, Commander K’danz walked into an amusing scene on the bridge. 

 “PLEASE, Daddy?” Gem Koester, still wearing her now-freshly cleaned FSC uniform and Klingon sash, 

begged, tugging at her father’s arm as he sat in the center seat.  “Pleeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeease?” 

 “No!” Koester answered curtly as K’danz assumed her own place in the seat to the captain’s right.  She 

noticed Koester had his fingers tightly clamped onto the arms of his chair.  “Now go below and find something to 

do.  …And no more Klingon calisthenics on the holodeck either!  Dr Rasa is running out of plastiskin bandages.  

And I need to get this ship to Starbase 375 in one piece.” 

 Gem pouted and stormed toward the turbolift, mumbling as she went, “The Klingons would have let me.  

My daddy has no honor.” 

 As the turbolift doors slid shut behind Gem, K’danz turned from watching the young girl’s departure to 

look at the captain, her expression curious. 

 “What was that all about?” 

 Koester let go one more sigh of frustration and let loose his grip on the arms of his chair. 

 “She wanted me to let her have the conn for this watch.” 

 K’danz could not help but laugh as Koester continued. 

 “Boy, you command a Klingon warship and you start to think you can do anything!  She didn’t even finish 

her homework yet!” 

 K’danz shook her head in amusement, unable to help herself from chuckling more, before finally sitting 

back in her chair and getting comfortable. 

 “Helm,” she ordered.  “Ahead warp five.” 

 

The End 

 


