
 With a stretch and a groan, Peter Koester woke up.  His back was stiff and his head felt the first indications 

of an oncoming headache.  He squirmed under the covers for a moment.  Something about the bed just did not feel 

right.  It was too lumpy and felt like it was stuffed with straw. 

 Koester finally opened his eyes slowly.  The sunlight pouring in through the open window nearby hurt his 

eyes.  He felt almost as if he were suffering from a hangover except he rarely drank, and never to excess.  

Something, however, was definitely wrong, since he did not recognize the room he was in.  Was that a thatched roof 

over his head? 

 The movement of another body alongside him in the bed made him realize he was not alone. 

 “Uh oh, what have I gotten myself into?” he mumbled to himself.  He slowly turned to see who it was who 

lay beside him, praying by some miracle it somehow would be his fiancée, Michelle.  He almost jumped out of the 

bed when he recognized the woman’s face.   He sat bolt-upright staring at her as the woman smiled and propped 

herself up on one elbow. 

 “Good morning, sweetum.  Decided to sleep late this morning?” asked K’danz. 
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 Koester rushed around the small room searching for his uniform.  The only items of clothing he could find 

were worn and tattered pants and a peasant shirt, well-used leather boots and some threadbare jackets. 

 “What’s wrong, sweetum?” K’danz asked from where she still lay in the bed, her expression confused.  

“What are you looking for?” 

 “This is a joke, right?” Koester responded as he slipped a pair of pants on under the nightshirt he wore.  

“This has got to be a joke, right?  I mean, I know we’ve known each other for years, but I think this went a bit too 

far, Carrie.” 

 “What do you mean, a joke?” K’danz asked as she climbed out of the bed.  To Koester’s relief, she was 

also wearing a long nightshirt of a style similar to the one he himself wore.  “And of course we’ve known each other 

for years.  You wouldn’t want to be married to a total stranger, now, would you?” 

 “Married?!” Koester exclaimed, then sat on the edge of the bed feeling lightheaded.  “Wait a minute!  Let 

me try and figure out what’s going on here!” 

 K’danz sat on the edge of the bed next to Koester, placing an arm around him and leaning her head against 

his shoulder.  The effect was distracting. 

 “Last I remember, I was on my way to Risa…,” Koester said. 

 “Where’s Risa?  I’ve never heard of it.  Is that in the next province?” 

 “No!” Koester said, starting to sound annoyed.  “You know very well Risa is a resort planet in sector 012.  

I was headed there for a two week vacation…” 

 “A planet?  What do you mean, a planet?” K’danz asked, lifting her head off Koester’s shoulder and 

looking at him with a puzzled expression.  Her expression almost seemed to indicate K’danz thought Koester might 

be going insane. 

 “Carrie, you and I are the Executive and Commanding Officers of the starship Dauntless, remember?” 

Koester asked hopefully. 

 “A… ‘star’ ship?” she replied dubiously. 

 “You don’t remember, do you?” Koester asked. 

 “I remember the day we met, almost fifteen years ago.  It was a bright early summer day.  You helped me 

pull my cart out of a muddy ditch.  I remember how for a year after that you would not leave me alone until I agreed 

to court you.” 

 Koester listened, but could not believe what he heard. 



 “I remember the day you asked me to marry you, ten years ago,” K’danz continued, a smile forming on her 

lips.  “It was the happiest day I’ve ever known.  The whole village witnessed our joining.  And we’ve had nothing 

but happiness ever since!” 

 Koester still could not believe his ears.  Married?  Village?  Fifteen years?  He stood up and moved over to 

the pane-less window and looked out.  He saw a small village with stone buildings and red-tiled or thatched roofs 

surrounded in the distance by a two and a half meter tall wall.  No building he could see was taller than two stories 

and most, like the one he now stood in, were only a single story.  People milled about through the narrow street 

outside, all wearing clothes very similar to what Koester had found in the bedroom wardrobe, simple and 

unpretentious.  The town itself looked like something out of dark-ages Europe.  And as he watched the people pass 

he recognized one man who lead a mule-drawn cart through the narrow cobblestone street. 

 “Lieutenant!  Lieutenant High!” Koester shouted.  The man looked toward the window and waved, though 

he seemed slightly confused by being addressed as ‘lieutenant,’ as he continued on his journey. 

 “What’s going on here?” Koester asked in aggravation. 

 A few minutes later, as his ‘wife’ K’danz cooked breakfast over an open hearth in the cottage’s main room, 

filling the house with the smell of what seemed to be sizzling bacon, Koester pulled on the old worn boots he had 

found, donned a regular shirt and jacket and walked outside.  His pace quickened as he walked through the narrow 

passages and alleyways of the seemingly ancient village.  The town reminded him of some of the carefully preserved 

and restored thousand-year old towns he enjoyed visiting on Earth.  And everywhere he went he encountered people 

he knew, or thought he knew; members of his crew, such as Counselor Gera, Major McIntyre and Commander Fry.  

However, no one he questioned, no matter who they looked like, could confirm any knowledge of his starship, 

Starfleet or the United Federation of Planets, squashing his developing theory that perhaps they had all been 

survivors of the Dauntless crashing on some unknown, backwater planet and he just could not remember it. 

 “This has to be some sort of bad dream I can’t wake up from!” he said to himself as he headed toward what 

appeared to be the village’s main gate. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The door chime rang and Commander K’danz, First Officer of the starship Dauntless, looked up from the 

padd she had been reading. 

 “Come,” she said. 

 The ready room doors slid open and Ship’s Counselor Tanzia Gera walked in, stopping near the chair 

across from K’danz. 

 “I’m worried, Commander,” the joined-Trill said without preamble.  “The captain’s been gone two days 

and we haven’t heard a word from him.” 

 K’danz placed the padd on the desktop and said, “I wouldn’t worry too much.  After all, the captain is a big 

boy, and like you said, it’s only been two days.” 

 “Yes, but shouldn’t the captain have signaled his safe arrival?  What if something happened to him?” 

 K’danz smiled as she answered, “This is the first real vacation the captain has managed to fit into his 

schedule in years.  I’m sure he’s just gotten distracted and forgotten to file an arrival report.  It is Risa, after all.  I 

bet you we’ll hear from him in another day or two.” 

 Gera did not seem entirely convinced. 

 “Perhaps we should contact Risa and check, just in case?” 

 “The last thing the captain needs is us checking up on him.  Before he left he gave me explicit instructions 

that he be disturbed only in an extreme emergency or if war breaks out again.  I intend to follow his orders.  He 

already thinks I’m too much of a mother-hen because I don’t let him lead many away missions.” 

 “Well, you know the captain better than I do,” Gera admitted.  “Perhaps you’re right.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “It’s got to be a holodeck program.  Why didn’t I think of that before?” Koester said to himself as he 

walked along the rutted dirt road outside the town wall.  A small stream gurgled to his right, leading off past the 

village wall, and sounds of birds filled the air with their melodic calls.  “Computer, freeze program,” he called 

loudly, hoping to hear the familiar acknowledging bleep of the computer system aboard the Dauntless.  When 

nothing happened he added, “Computer, end program,!”  Still nothing occurred.  The birds continued to sing.  The 

stream continued to gurgle.  And the village continued to recede in the distance as he walked down the road. 



 “Is there some sort of malfunction?” Koester asked himself, still trying to be hopeful.  He quickened his 

pace, hoping to overcome the ‘treadmill’ effect a holodeck would normally use to keep the participant in the center 

of the room while ‘projecting’ the scenery on the walls around them.  His plan was to try and reach one of the walls 

that had to be nearby and from there locate an exit.  He ran almost a kilometer and a half before admitting to himself 

either he was trapped in the most perfect malfunctioning holodeck program he had ever heard of, or he was really 

and truly on some unknown planet with no technology available to contact the outside galaxy. 

 “Either way, I’m screwed,” he groaned. 

 

* * * * 

 

  The sun had set and a full moon was rising over the village when Koester arrived ‘home.’  In his travels he 

encountered no less than eighty people he recognized as members of the Dauntless crew, but not a single one of 

them professed any knowledge of the starship or the Federation. 

 He walked back to where he fortunately remembered the house he had left was located.  His head still 

pounded slightly, but all these hours later it still felt like a headache only just beginning.  As soon as he walked in 

the door of the little stone-walled house K’danz was upon him, her arms wrapped around his shoulders as she kissed 

him passionately. 

 “I was so worried, sweetum,” she scolded, looking up at him with eyes both angry and relieved.  “With the 

way you were talking so crazy this morning I thought you had gotten lost, or worse!” 

 “Worse?” Koester asked, subtly prying himself from K’danz’s hug. 

 “I spoke to a few of the people in the village, and they all told me the same thing.  That you had been 

asking everyone about your… your ‘starship.’  I was afraid perhaps they had taken you to the sanitarium!” 

 K’danz seemed to calm down a little now that Koester had come home.  She directed him toward the rough 

handmade wooden table that dominated the main room of the house, then spooned a bowlful of stew from a 

cauldron hanging over the fire and gave it to him. 

 “Carrie…  Your name is Carrie, right?” Koester asked as he sniffed the bowl.  He began to realize just how 

hungry he really was. 

 “Of course my name is Carrie,” K’danz replied, sounding insulted and defensive.  “Carrie Koester.” 

 “Just bear with me a moment, okay?” Koester asked, spooning up a mouthful of the stew.  Like everything 

else around him it seemed to be real, though the flavor was nothing like what he would have preferred.  “Let’s play a 

game, okay?  I’m going to ask you some questions, and no matter how crazy they sound, you give me the answer, 

okay?” 

 K’danz seemed to accept that what her husband was doing was simply playing a game.  Her smile returned 

and she nodded in agreement. 

 “What planet is this?” Koester finally asked gently after another spoonful of stew.  K’danz giggled as she 

answered, apparently amused by this new game. 

 “It’s Kairn of course, you silly.” 

 “Of course,” Koester agreed.  “You and I have lived here in the village all our lives?” 

 “Well, I have,” K’danz answered.  “You arrived in the village about a year before we actually met in the 

ditch.” 

 “And where did I come from?” 

 K’danz looked confused. 

 “I don’t know, sweetum.  All you ever told me was you came from far, far away.  A place called… New 

York.” 

 Koester looked at K’danz in surprise and knew he was finally onto something, that he was not going crazy, 

with the mention of his home state, but before he could ask any more questions there was a knock on the door.  

K’danz got up from the table and opened the door, inviting in the people Koester knew as engineer Alan High, 

helmsman Kevin Fry and Counselor Tanzia Gera.  He looked at them closely as they joined him at the table.  Except 

for their clothing they all seemed to be his ship’s officers, though he was beginning to suspect they really could not 

be.  Gera even still had the spots across her forehead and down each side of her neck normal for most Trills.  

Koester found himself wondering if this Gera also had a symbiont implanted in her abdomen like the ship’s 

counselor he knew.  And if so, how these dark-age peasants would explain that! 

 “Carrie told us you were very troubled this morning,” Fry said.  “We thought maybe we could help you sort 

out your thoughts.” 

 “Perhaps if you tell us what’s been going on in your head, it would help ease your consciousness,” High 

added. 



 “Tell them what you told me this morning, sweetum,” K’danz prompted.  Koester sighed, but could not see 

how retelling his story could hurt. 

 “I am… as far as I remember…,” he quickly amended, “Captain Peter J. Koester of the Federation starship 

USS Dauntless.” 

 Fry and Gera looked at one another as High prompted Koester to continue, much as an adult might comfort 

a child describing a nightmare he had had. 

 “It’s not a dream.  It’s real.  And you’re there…”  Koester pointed at his ‘wife,’ then each of the others in 

turn.  “…And you, and you , and you too.  Except you’re not peasant villagers.  You, Carrie, are my first officer.” 

 K’danz looked like she had no clue what a first officer was. 

 “And you, Mister Fry.  You’re my chief helmsman.” 

 “And what do I do on this… this ‘star’ ship?” Gera asked. 

 “You’re the ship’s counselor,” Koester answered with conviction. 

 All four ‘villagers,’ K’danz, Fry, Gera and High exchanged looks before Fry made a suggestion. 

 “Perhaps it would help if we figured out just how detailed this fantasy life is?” 

 “It’s not a fantasy!” Koester responded angrily as his headache pounded again.  K’danz attempted to calm 

him by placing her arm around him caringly. 

 “Describe your ship,” High proposed. 

 “The Dauntless?  She’s a Sovereign-class starship.  Twenty-four decks.  Over six-hundred eighty-five 

meters in length.” 

 “Does it carry weapons?” Fry asked. 

 “Standard Starfleet weaponry.  Phasers, photon and quantum torpedoes.” 

 “And what sectors do you usually patrol?” K’danz asked. 

 Koester was about to answer when it occurred to him that the question sounded peculiar, especially coming 

from someone who claimed to have never been off-planet in a pre-industrial civilization. 

 “We patrol the Tzencata sector,” he lied, making up the name off the top of his head, just to see what 

response it would bring. 

 “And what is Starfleet’s strength in the Tzencata sector?” Fry asked, not missing a beat.  This set off the 

alarm bells ringing in Koester’s head. 

 “Let me ask a question now,” he said, turning toward his ‘wife,’ who still held her arms comfortingly 

around him.  “Carrie, you say we’ve been married for ten years?”  When she nodded and snuggled his shoulder, 

Koester continued.  “What was your maiden name before we were joined?” 

 K’danz giggled again in a manner Koester swore he would never see his real first officer do as she said, 

“Carrie K’danz, you big silly.” 

 “Really?” Koester said, sounding amazed.  “Because my first officer’s name before she got married, and 

not to me by the way, was Carrie Karandanz.” 

 “That’s what I said,” K’danz responded.  “Carrie Karandanz.” 

 To Koester it sounded more like a computer making a correction when presented with updated data.  Yet he 

had already determined he was not on a holodeck of any kind.  Slowly his mind began to understand what was going 

on.  Maybe he was not on a true holodeck, but it was certainly some form of computer-generated environment.  And 

since even the holodecks aboard the Dauntless were not this perfect, he began to surmise exactly where he was. 

 “This isn’t real, it’s all in my head,” he began to repeat like a mantra.  The four other people gathered 

around him alternately tried to reassure him everything he was experiencing now was real or continued to ask 

questions about the Dauntless’ and Starfleet’s defensive capabilities.  Finally Koester just closed his eyes, ignored 

everything that was going on around him and repeated over and over to himself, “This isn’t real, it’s all in my head.  

This isn’t real, it’s all in my head.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Koester opened his eyes and was not at all surprised to find himself not in a medieval thatch-roofed house, 

but in a more modern looking laboratory.  Looking around, he first made sure he was alone, as hoped.  He was 

laying on a raised platform, bands holding him down exactly across the spot where the imaginary K’danz had been 

holding him.  A single piece of equipment, which Koester assumed was the computer that controlled the illusion he 

had been experiencing and recording his responses to the unusual interrogation stood near one wall.  He reached up 

and tore off the wire leads attached to his head and immediately the now-familiar pounding subsided.  He then 

loosened the single strap as best he could and wiggled out from under its hold.  Apparently its only purpose was to 

keep the subject from falling off the table since an unconscious subject was unlikely to attempt escape. 



 He found his uniform jacket with its combadge folded at the foot of the platform and slipped it on before 

trying to figure out a way out of the lab.  He was about to chance the only door when he noticed the air duct built 

into the wall next to the computer console.  As quietly as he could, he pried it open and crawled inside, pulling the 

grate shut behind him. 

 The air duct was only slightly smaller then the jefferies tubes that criss-crossed the bowels of his starship.  

When he felt he had crawled far enough away from the lab, he paused a moment and tapped his combadge. 

 “Koester to shuttlecraft one,” he whispered. 

 He waited a moment, then tried calling again, again receiving no acknowledgement.  Abandoning hope of a 

quick and easy escape, he resumed crawling through the air ducts. 

 A few minutes later, after pausing near a number of vent grates and looking into various rooms, Koester 

had learned he was in a base of some sort on the surface of a planet he was unfamiliar with.  The few times he 

caught site of the alien beings who populated the base it was through the thick vent covers and the view was unclear.  

The captain could tell they were humanoid but little else. 

 Eventually he found his way to what appeared to be the base commander’s office.  It took a few seconds for 

the universal translator incorporated into his combadge to interpret the alien syntax, but once it started working 

Koester knew he had found what he was looking for. 

 “…the prisoner responding to the interrogation?” one of the voices coming from within the room said. 

 “Confused, as expected,” a second voice replied.  “The being is having trouble comprehending where he is 

apparently at.  However, he was just starting to respond with the answers we seek as I left the lab a short time ago.” 

 “Good.  The Kairn Empire’s expansion is dependant on knowing how this Federation will react to an 

incursion of their claimed territory.  If they resist, we will know their fleet’s capabilities, strengths and weaknesses 

so we may overcome them.  Were you able to retrieve any useful information from the prisoner’s craft?” 

 The second voice paused a moment before saying, “We were only able to retrieve enough information to 

program the interrogation with individuals the subject would know and trust in hopes it would make the whole 

process quicker and easier.  The craft’s computer contained no information of strategic importance, so our scientists 

shut down its systems.” 

 That, Koester thought, explained why he could not contact his shuttle.  Now if only he could find where 

these aliens had stored it. 

 “What of the prisoner?” 

 “The subject’s file, contained for now in the computer’s crystal memory circuit, should be helpful but is so-

far incomplete.  We still need more data.  Perhaps another day of interrogation.  Once we have obtained the 

information you require, we will dispose of the subject as is customary.” 

 “Very well.  Take one last look at the prisoner’s craft to see if there might be something your assistants 

missed, anything of value, then have it dismantled.” 

 Moments later the captain could hear footsteps cross the floor and a door open.  As the door closed, Koester 

realized he could still hear the footsteps within the air duct, coming from a vent a few meters away that connected 

with the corridor beyond. 

 As quietly as possible, Koester pushed open the vent and crawled out into the corridor, praying no other 

aliens would happen along as he looked around.  Then determining which direction the footsteps had disappeared, 

he followed a short distance behind the alien that had made the report.  Turning corridors and narrowly avoiding 

being seen a couple of times, Koester eventually found the storage hanger which housed the Khitomer. 

 The captain quietly crept up behind the alien, who was busy opening the shuttlecraft’s hatch, until he was 

less than two meters away. 

 “Excuse me, I’m new here.  Could you perhaps point me toward where I can find the cafeteria?” 

 Before the alien could even turn around fully, Koester socked him across what he hoped was the jaw of the 

strange green-skinned, reptile-like alien, sending it sprawling against the hull of the shuttlecraft with a shocked 

expression on its face before hitting the deck unconscious.  He then tied and gagged the alien with straps from inside 

the shuttle before dragging the unconscious form back behind a few cargo containers along the wall and rushing 

back up the Khitomer’s ramp, pressing the hatch close button. 

 Slipping into the pilot’s seat, he quickly activated the small ship’s systems, programmed in a special 

command and then retrieved a type II phaser from its storage compartment. 

 “First thing I have to do is make sure these aliens don’t gain any advantages from anything I may have 

inadvertently told them,” the captain said to himself.  “But I better be quick about it.” 

 Heading back out into the base corridors, trying to remember the directions he traveled while in the 

ductwork while avoiding the few aliens he happened across.  It took some time, but eventually Koester found the lab 

he had escaped from.  It was still empty, since the captain had already captured the scientist who administered it. 



 “All the better,” Koester remarked as he raised the setting on his phaser.  Taking careful aim at the crystal 

structure in the computer he assumed was the memory storage unit, he loosed a blast directly at it, sending sparks 

flying along with pieces of the crystal, wires and circuitry.  Immediately an alarm blared throughout the base and a 

spinning red light lit in the corner of the lab. 

 Firing a few seconds longer to assure himself the databanks were destroyed beyond recovery, he reset his 

phaser and burst out into the corridor. 

 As expected, a couple of the aliens were already rushing down the corridor towards the captain.  Koester 

performed a quick drop and roll to avoid the shots from their energy weapons, then shot back, his phaser set to 

heavy stun.  Both guards flopped to the floor unconscious only a meter from where Koester now stood.  For a 

moment all remained quiet except for the blaring of the alarm.  Then the captain started hearing the sound of quickly 

approaching footsteps, lots of them, and turned toward the direction of the storage hanger and ran.  Moments later he 

skidded around the corner of the corridor the entrance to the hanger was located in.  Not surprisingly another of the 

alien guards was now stationed near the door.  The guard had apparently not been expecting Koester’s sudden 

appearance and had barely begun to raise his weapon before the captain fired first.  From there it was a quick sprint 

into the hanger and the already warmed-up shuttlecraft.  Unfortunately, Koester was not quick enough as another of 

the aliens appeared around the corner of the corridor behind him, firing his weapon as Koester disappeared through 

the hanger door.  The energy beam grazed his left shoulder, leaving his entire arm numb. 

 Slipping back into the pilot seat as the craft’s ramp hatch closed and deactivating the timed self-destruct 

mechanism he had started in case he was captured or killed, the captain decided instead of spending time trying to 

figure out how to open the hanger’s large outer doors he would simply blast his way out, praying the doors were not 

somehow shielded.  Seconds later the shuttlecraft was space-bound, skirting through cream-colored clouds as 

Koester accelerated it as quickly as the shuttle’s systems would allow.  His last glimpse of the planet’s surface 

revealed the base he had escaped from was located on the edge of a small city, built along an ocean coastline. 

 “Computer, activate distress signal, all frequencies,” Koester ordered, hoping to attract some attention 

before his small craft was inevitably recaptured.  His hopes of a quick rescue, however, were dashed a moment later. 

 “Warning,” announced the computer’s unemotional female voice.  “Vessel detected on intercept course.” 

 “Identify.” 

 “Vessel is of unknown configuration.” 

 “Location?” 

 “244 mark 40, currently breaking orbit.” 

 “Damn,” Koester hissed. 

 “Incoming hail,” the computer announced. 

 Koester hesitated a moment, hoping for a miracle, then finally said, “Open frequency.” 

 A voice Koester recognized as the first alien he heard in the commander’s office while inside the air duct 

earlier sounded over the speakers. 

 “You cannot outrun us.  You have nowhere to hide.  You might as well make this easier on all of us and let 

us complete your interrogation.” 

 “I already figured out your computer-generated fantasy,” Koester replied, altering the shuttlecraft’s course 

slightly to try and maintain his distance from the intercepting Kairn vessel.  “It’s not going to work on me again.” 

 “We know the computer administered interrogation will not work now, but we have other methods of 

interrogation… some less pleasant than others.”  The Kairn commander let his words sink in for a moment, then 

added, “There is no place for you to run.  Give yourself up now!” 

 “Warning,” interrupted the computer.  “Vessel emerging from warp, dead ahead.” 

 Koester was mere seconds from turning his phaser upon himself to avoid capture and torture, delayed only 

by the inability to use his left arm because of the wound he suffered in the Kairn base, when the warp-burst occurred 

directly in front of his viewport and a large ship quickly slowed to sub-light.  He could not help but laugh in relief 

when he recognized the vessel. 

 The USS Dauntless! 

 The Sovereign-class starship sailed past the small shuttlecraft and engaged the Kairn ship, which although 

nearly equal in size to the Federation starship, was taken by surprise and tried to evade and maneuver out of range.  

Moments later Koester felt the welcome tingle of the transporter as he dematerialized from the pilots seat. 

 

* * * * 

 



 The captain materialized sitting on the pad of transporter room 1, where Dr Rasa Palin and Ship’s 

Counselor Gera waited.  As Dr Rasa began to treat Koester’s arm, the grateful captain asked, “How did you know 

where to look for me?  As far as you knew I should be sunning myself on a beach on Risa right now.” 

 “You can credit the Counselor for that, Captain,” Rasa answered, pressing a hypospray against Koester’s 

shoulder and then covering the wound with antiseptic and plastiskin.  “She kept insisting you would have sent word 

of your safe arrival had you made it to Risa.  Made a real pest of herself about it for two days.  Commander K’danz 

was about ready to confine her to quarters.” 

 Counselor Gera blushed, her face turning almost the same shade as her fiery red hair as she explained, “I 

finally contacted Risa on my own and found out you had never arrived.  Once I made this fact known to Commander 

K’danz it took only a short time to locate and track your shuttlecraft’s impulse trail to the point where you were 

captured, and the warp eddies from there lead us to this system.” 

 “Well, thank you, Counselor.  You have my permission to be the ship’s official worrywart when I go on 

vacation again,” Koester said, quickly adding, “IF I ever go on vacation again.” 

 “The Khitomer has been retrieved and stowed,” the transporter chief reported as Rasa helped the captain to 

his feet.  As the three officers started for the door the entire deck shook, almost knocking them all down. 

 “I need to get to the bridge,” Koester said as he started walking quickly out into the corridor. 

 “Captain, wait!” exclaimed Dr Rasa.  “I want to check you over in sickbay.” 

 “It can wait, Doctor,” the captain replied sternly as both he and Gera disappeared into a nearby turbolift.  

Before Rasa could protest again, the entire ship shook violently, and the hull-breach alarm sounded on every deck. 

 

To Be Continued…   

 


