
Previously in Star Trek: Dauntless… 

 

When Lt Commander Phillip Winters goes missing in the heat of battle against a new enemy, Captain Peter J. 

Koester of the Federation starship Dauntless begins to suspect one of his crew – and one of his oldest friends – may 

in fact be a Kairn spy! 

 

And now the conclusion… 

 

 

 Captain Peter Koester exited the turbolift and walked down the corridor, flanked by two burly Marine 

security guards.  He was angry, and it radiated to the guards, who were visibly tense as they marched behind him. 

 Captain Koester was on his way to arrest one of his longest-serving officer crewmates. 

 

 

Space, the Final Frontier… 

These are the voyages of the starship Dauntless! 
 

Star Trek: Dauntless 
 

“Engagement” By Philip Comins 
 

 

 The door-chime sounded. 

 “Come,” called Lt Commander Phillip Winters from the head in his quarters.  Still young looking even 

after all these years, he was half dressed in his uniform pants, fingering a uniform shirt in his hands that he had just 

removed.  It was ripped and torn to shreds, covered with splotches of grease and blood.  Bunching it up he tossed it 

into the recycler and called for another clean shirt which he was starting to unfold as his captain walked in.  Winters 

was noticably surprised. 

 “Captain, this is a surprise,” he started, a strong commanding British accent coming from his short frame.  

Then he saw the guards in the doorway.  “Afternoon, boys.  I guess you’re not here for a social mug of tea?”  He slid 

his shirt over his head and brushed his reddish brown hair out of his eyes with a free hand. 

 “Lt Commander Phillip Winters,” stated Koester.  “Under the authority vested in me by Starfleet Command 

I hereby place you under arrest for dereliction of duty.  In accordance with the seventh guarantee, you have the right 

to remain silent.  Guards, take him to the brig.” 

 Phillip looked at Peter with a moment of shock and then raised his hands.  “All right, boys, you’ve got me.  

I won’t cause you any trouble.” 

 He walked out into the large space of his quarters.  “I assume you will not allow me to take my satchel.”  

He referred to the battered tan bag he had been carrying around since the first day that Koester had met him a 

number of years ago; somehow he had gotten special dispensation to have it as part of his uniform from ‘someone.’  

Koester had never cared much why before today, but the two were almost never separated. 

 “It will be safe here.  No one will be entering your quarters without my permission,” answered Koester. 

 “Of course,” nodded Winters.  “I wouldn’t allow me to have it either, if I were in your shoes.”  They 

walked out through two more guards flanking the doorway outside.  Koester stayed behind for a moment. 

 “Computer,” Koester said aloud.  “Notify me if any object in this room moves, disappears, reappears or 

changes shape.  I want to know if anything larger than a gram shifts in any way.” 

 The computer beeped acknowledgement. 

 

* * * 

 

 Phillip sat in the cell, shifting uncomfortably.  He hated being without the notebook, but there wasn’t any 

choice.  He considering calling to it, almost raised his hand to do so, then stopped.  That would be a bad move at this 

moment - better to play out the Captain’s hand and see where this was going to go.  He closed his eyes and 

meditated. 



 It was a few hours before Koester came down to the brig.  Phillip’s eyes snapped open as the brig doors 

opened. 

 “Hi, sleepy.  Resting comfortably?” 

 “You know I’m not,” replied Winters testily.  “You know I hate being caged in any way.” 

 “Good,” said Peter icily.  “Maybe you’ll be more willing to talk.” 

 “If I can, I will,” nodded Phillip.  “You know that.  Have I ever been anything but frank with you?” 

 “Lots of times,” said Koester angrily, almost hitting the wall with a fist.  He glanced around to the security 

detail and motioned them with his head to exit.  When the doors closed behind them Koester executed a Alpha Level 

command seal protocol on the door and released the forcefield on the cell.  He sat down inside. 

 “What shall we talk about?” asked Phillip quietly.  “What’s this all about, Pete.” 

 Koester paused before answering.  “How are you getting off this ship?” 

 So he knows about that, thought Phillip, his head nodding up and down.  Well, it was only a matter of time 

and I’m surprised I managed it this long. 

 “I suppose you’re going to check into whatever my answer is,” replied Phillip thoughtfully, as he raced to 

find a plausible explanation in his mind.  “For the sake of the argument, what if I choose not to answer?” 

 “Then you’ll be dropped of at Deep Space 5, our current destination, as a criminal and face trial by court-

martial.  We’ll be there in twenty-one hours.  Maximum security prison and hard labor await you if you choose that 

route.” 

 Winters continued nodding.  “We have a problem then.  Because I can’t answer the questions you’re going 

to ask me, and I think we both know that I can not only avoid that trial you speak of but get public commendations 

for my actions.” 

 “Your powerful friends can’t get you out of this one, my friend.  It’s you against me this time, and I won’t 

be bought off or convinced to back down.”  Koester’s eyes bored into Winters.  “You weren’t there when you were 

needed!  There can be only one explanation.  You shouldn’t have betrayed me, Phillip.” 

 Winters chewed his lower lip thoughtfully.  “Tell me what you think and what you know, and maybe we 

can work something out,” he said finally. 

 Koester blinked.  “I think you’re one of HER people,” he answered.  “And this ship and I are at a point 

where I can no longer tolerate that anymore.” 

 Winters laughed out loud.  There was only one person the captain could have meant.  He got up and started 

pacing in the cell, arms clasped behind his back.  “That’s funny, Pete.  I never figured you for a comedian.” 

 “I was being serious.” 

 Phillip stopped for a moment.  “Yes, I believe you are.  All right then.  No, I’m not.” 

 “No you’re not what.” 

 “I’m not one of HER people.” 

 “Then what?” 

 “If I answer you’re going to have to live with the fact that you’ll need to keep certain other officers from 

finding out.  And you’re going to hate it.  You’ll never trust me again.”  Phillip had stopped, was looking directly 

into his eyes now.  “There’s only one organization I could possibly be associated with, isn’t there.  Only one with 

friends who can arrange some of the things you’re going to ask me about.  Only one small section in Starfleet who 

can make it all happen.” 

 “No!”  Koester shook his head like it was foggy.  “No I won’t believe that.  I refuse to accept that you work 

for those people.” 

 “That’s true,” admitted Winters, pacing again.  “We’re just... passing acquaintances.  Doing... favors for 

each other to make things a bit easier.  Safer, if you like.” 

 “Is there verifiable data on your movements and friends in your satchel?  Is that why you always carry it?” 

 “No, but the means to my movement are in there.  And it’s got some nasty anti-tampering systems so I 

wouldn’t mess about with it if I were you.  You’re liable to wake up a woman.  Or be turned to stone.” 

 Now it was Koester’s turn to laugh.  Winters stopped and looked at him seriously.  His eyes crinkled.  “I 

wasn’t joking,” he stated plainly.  “There is some nastiness in there.  Leave alone what you don’t understand.” 

 “Why are you on my ship?” 

 “I make possibilities turn into realities.  That’s my specialty,” replied Winters honestly.  And that was the 

truth and the closest explanation for what he did constantly.  “It happens to be in our mutual best interest to 

cooperate, so here I am.” 

 “What you’re speaking is gibberish!  You realize that I cannot allow you to continue your duties as an 

officer on this ship?” 



 “Stalemate then, because you realize that I could have orders issued forcing you to.  And I don’t want to 

have to do that.” 

 “I’ll give up my command first before allowing you back on my bridge.  I’ve done it before!” 

 Phillip shook his head and approached his Captain.  “I definitely cannot allow that Captain; you’re needed 

here.  Now.  In this Fiction Line.”  He pressed a finger against Peter’s uniform.  Koester felt the minute sting a 

fraction of a second before feeling himself become relaxed.  Too relaxed.  “Sorry about that old friend.  But I can’t 

let you harm your career or my mission.” 

 Winters held out his hand and concentrated.  The satchel appeared, hanging from his arm by the strap.  At 

the same time the computer chimed out from the captain’s combadge, “Warning; Movement detected in personal 

quarters belonging to Commander Winters.  Object match: One satchel, personal belonging of Lt Commander 

Phillip Winters.  Object is no longer located in quarters 08-0481.  Warning; Object has appeared in Detention Cell 

Two.  Likelyhood of object being a match; 99.9%.” 

 Phillip looked at Koester.  “Thought you might have done that.”  He sat down next to his friend and pulled 

out the notebook, which he began typing on.  “Now my friend,” he said quietly, “when you stir you’re going to have 

another reason for my being in here.  And you’re going to release me for it when you hear my satisfying answer.  

And you’re going to forget that these events have occurred.”  He finished typing, thought again and typed something 

else.  “Now ... here’s where I am when your scanners say I’m not aboard ship ...” 

 

* * * 

 

 Lt Commander Winters’ file was flagged for possible disciplinary action.  He admitted to the multiple 

infractions filed against him for turning off the safeties in the holodecks when he used them and forgetting to turn 

them back on, which had caused several injuries, none fatal, among the crew, and served his time in the brig.  He 

would have to be more careful from now on when he disappeared on his personal business; the frequency of his trips 

were starting to get noticed.  None of that affected him as much as having to tamper with his captain’s, his friend’s 

mind though.  He hated it, and he hated himself for doing it.  And he hated the lie of the lie of the lie since most of it 

was an untrue but convenient excuse to continue his operations within the Fiction Line of the Federation. 

 

The End… For Now 

 


