
Author’s Note:  This story takes place about two and a half weeks after the events portrayed in 

 “Return to Gideon.” 

 

 “Steady as she goes, helm.” 

 The Dauntless had returned to her assigned patrol of the Neutral Zone.  Once again life seemed back to 

normal.  Captain Peter J. Koester, commanding officer of the Sovereign-class starship, crossed his legs as he got 

more comfortable in the command chair. 

 Unfortunately the quiet was not peaceful for long. 

 “That’s odd,” said Lt Jorruss, the Chief Science Officer.  The captain looked over at the bald-headed Deltan 

officer. 

 “What is it, Lieutenant?” 

 “I’m picking up a sensor echo.  But I can find nothing that would be causing it,” Jorruss replied. 

 “Perhaps it’s not a sensor glitch?” Marine 1
st
LT April Mendez suggested from where she stood at tactical 

as she tied her console into the science readout. 

 “If it’s not a ghost…?” Captain Koester started to say and then amended to, “Can you put it on screen?” 

 Midshipman Omar Saldana at ops changed the view.  In the extreme distance could be seen a tiny shape as 

it passed in front of the far-away stars.  Koester stared at the viewscreen, squinting his eyes, before ordering, 

“Magnify.” 

 It took a few seconds and the control being pointed out by the normal ops watchstander, Phillip Winters, 

before the view on the screen blinked in. 

 “Well, well, well…  Look whose back,” the captain commented, his tone suggesting he had suspected as 

much. 

 On the viewscreen, following the Dauntless on a distant parallel course, was the same small green Romulan 

scout ship the crew had encountered three weeks earlier. 

 “What’s their position in relation to the border, Mister Mendez?” 

 The Marine officer at tactical consulted her readouts, then reported, “He’s maintaining a course almost 

twenty kilometers inside the Neutral Zone.  He has not crossed over into Federation space like our last encounter.” 

 Koester resumed his seat in the command chair, continuing to study the small Romulan vessel on the 

screen.  After a few minutes with no change in the distance between the two ships, the captain decided to try an 

experiment. 

 “Let’s see what he does.  Helm, alter course, five degrees left.”  Midshipman William Hyland III 

acknowledged the order and the Dauntless turned minutely away from the Neutral Zone border.  “Now if he wants 

to continue to play sensor ghost, he’s going to have to enter Federation space.” 

 The bridge crew continued to watch the Romulan ship as Mendez periodically called out its position 

relative to the border. 

 “Fifteen kilometers…  Ten kilometers…  Five…  Four…  Three…” 

 Without any warning, and before the Romulan ship crossed over into Federation space, the image 

shimmered and the vessel faded from view. 

 “He’s cloaked, sir,” the tactical officer reported. 

 “I think they caught on to our trick,” Koester said, wondering what was going on with this particular 

Romulan ship and why it had recently taken such an interest in his vessel. 

 “Mister Winter…  Mister Saldana, transmit a message to Starfleet.  Let’s keep them apprised of this 

situation.” 
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 Captain Peter Koester relaxed in a seat in the 10-Forward lounge with his daughter Gem, her friend and 

fellow Space Cadet Kaycee Doyle, the First Officer Commander K’danz and her husband, Chief Engineer Lt Dar, 

and Ship’s Counselor Tanzia Gera.  Koester and K’danz were telling Gera stories of their previous tour aboard the 

Dauntless and some of the adventures they had faced while the two young girls played a game of Abalone on the 

table. 

 “…And so there I am,” said Koester.  “Covered in green slime from head to toe, and all my security chief 

can think to say is, ‘Ghesuntite.’”  All four adults burst out laughing. 

 “Bridge to Captain,” said the voice of Lt Commander Kevin Fry over the intercom, interrupting the 

laughter.  Koester swallowed one last gulp of his synthale and tapped his combadge. 

 “This is the Captain.  Go ahead, Mister Fry.” 

 “Would you please come to the bridge, Skipper,” the ship’s second officer requested.  “We’ve encountered 

an unusual situation.” 

 The captain exchanged a silent look with his Exec, then asked, “Is it that Romulan Scout again?” 

 “Negative, Skipper, though we’re not sure the two are unrelated.” 

 “Understood.  Counselor, would you please make sure the girls get back to their quarters safely?”  Gera 

nodded, then warned Gem and Kaycee they had time for only one more game before bed as Koester, K’danz and 

Dar all headed toward the bridge. 

 Emerging from the turbolift a few minutes later, all three immediately saw what had caused the starship to 

divert from its patrol.  On the viewscreen, slowly tumbling through space, was a small vessel not much larger than a 

Starfleet runabout. 

 “A yacht?” the captain questioned.  “What are they doing way out here, so close to the Neutral Zone?” 

 “We attempted to hail them,” Lt Cdr Fry reported.  “No response.  And sensors indicate no life signs.” 

 Koester turned to his First Officer and asked “Carrie, would you?”  The Exec nodded and immediately 

turned back toward the turbolift. 

 “Dar, Dr Rasa, Lt M’nday, Major McIntyre, meet me in transporter room one in fifteen minutes.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Ninety minutes later the five away team members, along with Counselor Gera, Lt Cdr Winters, Chief of the 

Boat Piotr Zubatka and Captain Koester, were gathered in the briefing lounge, listening to Commander K’danz’s 

report. 

 “There was nothing, Captain.  Nothing at all.  You’d swear that yacht had just come out of the shipyard 

brand new, yet the computer logs indicate it’s at least ten years old.  The SY Nova, registered out of Rigel IX.  

According to our records, it belongs to industrialist Vern Benson.” 

 “Mister Winters,” Koester said, turning toward his Chief Operations Officer with his ever-present satchel.  

“Contact Rigel IX.  See if Mister Benson has reported his yacht missing.”  When Winters acknowledged, Koester 

commented, “Carrie, you said the yacht looks almost brand new.  Is it possible Mister Benson is just an extremely 

clean person?” 

 “I doubt anyone could be this clean, Captain,” Dr Rasa Palin said.  “I mean, the yacht is sterile!  Beyond 

what even I can achieve in my sickbay.  There is not one molecule of organic matter I could detect being present 

prior to the away team’s arrival.  Just our brief visit contaminated the environment completely.” 

 “Well, I’m not sure what else we can do here,” Koester commented.  “Mister Dar, see to it the yacht is 

brought aboard and properly stowed in the main shuttlebay.  We’ll return it to Rigel and its owner as soon as 

feasible.  In the meantime, let’s resume our mission.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Koester set the dinner plate in front of his daughter, who sniffed at it before saying, “Earth food again?”  

The captain ignored the comment, refusing to be drawn into another debate between Terran cuisine and Klingon 

food, as he replicated his own dinner and sat down to eat. 

 “Captain to the bridge!” urgently called Commander K’danz.  Koester growled slightly under his breath as 

he grabbed his uniform jacket and rushed out the door.  His daughter Gem looked at the now-closed door for a 

second, back at her plate, then walked over to the nearby replicator. 

 “Pippius claw,” she ordered. 

 The turbolift opened on the bridge and as he stepped out, Captain Koester asked, “What is it, Exec?”  

Commander K’danz moved over to her own seat and Koester took his normal place in the captain’s chair. 



 “We received a distress call from the freighter Da’Joth.  They reported they were under attack, but didn’t 

say by whom.” 

 “Estimated time to intercept?” the captain asked. 

 “Three minutes, twenty seconds,” the Bolian officer at the helm answered. 

 “Very well.  Yellow alert.” 

 Three minutes later the Sovereign-class starship dropped out of warp.  On the viewscreen the medium-sized 

freighter sat motionless. 

 “Tactical?” 

 Major Sean Elliott McIntyre scanned the sector, his expression one of concentration. 

 “Sensors only indicate the freighter.  No other vessels present.” 

 “Could there be a cloaked ship?” 

 “Readings indicate there has not been any other vessels present in the vicinity, cloaked or otherwise.  No 

plasma trails.  No indications of any weapons fire.” 

 “Captain,” said the disembodied voice of Lt Spot from the science console.  “I am currently interfacing the 

sensors and readings indicate no life-signs on the freighter.”  The non-corporeal entity paused a moment before 

adding, “In fact, no evidence of any organic matter aboard the freighter at all!” 

 “That’s impossible!” exclaimed K’danz.  “They just issued a general distress call not ten minutes ago!” 

 “Escape pods?” Koester surmised. 

 “All escape pods are still in place,” Spot’s British-accented, slightly metallic sounding voice reported. 

 Koester sighed, then said, “Go check it out, Exec.  We need to know as much as we can about this 

situation.  This could be evidence of some sort of new Romulan weapon they’re testing.” 

 “Aye, sir,” K’danz replied, frustrated. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 58177.7: 

After determining the freighter, like the yacht we found yesterday, was completely 

sterilized of all organic matter, we have placed a marker on the Da’Joth and informed 

Starbase 163 to retrieve the craft.  In the meantime, we’re trying to figure out where the 

crews of two ships have disappeared to. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 “I’m concerned,” Koester said as he passed a coffee mug each to K’danz and Phillip Winters.  The three 

officers were gathered in the captain’s quarters, discussing the two ships they had found.  “What if the Romulans are 

testing some new weapon we know nothing about?  Something they started developing during the Dominion War?” 

 “If they are, Pete, why would they be testing it on civilian ships?” Winters asked in his refined English 

accent. 

 “Perhaps they don’t want to risk testing on a starship in case it doesn’t work?” K’danz surmised.  “A yacht 

can’t shoot back.” 

 “Or perhaps they did attempt to test it on us and it didn’t work?” the captain added.  “Our little encounter 

last month with that scout?” 

 A chill ran up the captain’s spine. 

 “We need to be careful, Exec,” Koester stated.  “I want the ship at red alert at the first inkling of a 

Romulan, cloaked or uncloaked, in the same sector as us.” 

 “Aye, Skipper.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Later that evening, the captain slept uneasily, tossing and turning in his bed until the red alert klaxon 

sounded.  Within seconds, Koester was out of bed, into his uniform and on his way out the door, slapping at his 

combadge as he walked. 

 “Bridge, this is the captain.  I’m on my way.  What’s the situation?” 

 As he stepped into the turbolift and ordered it up to deck one, the voice of Lt Cdr Fry started to explain. 

 “We received another distress call, from the tramp-freighter Alonso.  ETA to scene; one minute.” 



 By the time Fry had finished, Koester was already stepping out onto the bridge and into the command 

chair.  Fry assumed his battlestation at the helm and Commander K’danz, still fastening her uniform jacket, 

appeared out of the starboard turbolift. 

 “Alonso in visual range,” Major McIntyre reported. 

 “On screen.” 

 The viewscreen blinked to the image of a small passenger freighter moving wildly across space.  Every few 

seconds the freighter’s reaction control thrusters would fire, changing the vessel’s course or speed. 

 “Are they out of control?” Koester asked, worried about moving his starship too close to the madly 

careening freighter. 

 “They’re firing phasers!” Major McIntyre exclaimed.  “They look like they’re fighting someone!” 

 The freighter continued its unpredictable course changes as it began firing its low power phaser banks, the 

only defensive weapon the small vessel carried, in all directions, apparently at random.  The scene would have been 

comical if it were not so serious. 

 “It’s like they’re trying to find, or avoid, an invisible enemy,” K’danz remarked, causing the captain to 

growl a single word. 

 “Romulans!” 

 “All weapons systems armed and ready,” McIntyre reported. 

 “As soon as we can determine a target…,” K’danz started to say when suddenly an object of some kind 

passed between the Dauntless and the Alonso.  Only those on the bridge looking directly at the freighter on the 

screen perceived the momentary image. 

 “There!” Fry shouted, pointing at the freighter. 

 “Anything on sensors?” Koester demanded of Lt Jorruss. 

 “Nothing but the Alonso,” the Deltan officer reported, his frustration growing as he switched between 

different sensors and frequencies. 

 After a moment of fruitless searching, Koester turned to his Chief of Security. 

 “Mister McIntyre, set phasers to minimum power.  Use them like a searchlight, all bearings.  We have to 

find what’s out there!” 

 As the Major continued his search by phaser-light, Phillip Winters reported, “The Alonso has ceased firing 

its phasers and making radical course changes.” 

 “Open a hailing frequency to the freighter, Mister Winters.” 

 It took a moment, but eventually Winters managed to contact the now-drifting vessel.  Unfortunately, the 

only thing that could be heard were painful, frightened screams. 

 “Turn it off,” Koester ordered a moment later. 

 “Captain, I think I’ve found something!” McIntyre exclaimed as the screams faded from the speakers.  The 

viewer switched to a view of one of the Dauntless’ phaser beams.  The beam lashed out into empty space, abruptly 

ending half a kilometer from the starship.  Instead of disappearing into the almost familiar ripple distortion of a 

cloaking device, it simply stopped dead against the edge of a slowly undulating mass.  As the bridge crew stared at 

the image, the overall shape started becoming discernable as they discerned where it blocked out distant stars in the 

background. 

 “What is it?” the captain wondered, curious about the newfound object. 

 “It’s as black as space!” K’danz commented.  “Blacker even.  Whatever it is, it just absorbs all light around 

it.” 

 “Mister Jorruss,” said the captain, anger appearing in his voice.  “I don’t care if you have to go out there 

and attach a homing beacon to that thing, but find some way of detecting it on sensors!  And tell me if there are any 

more of them!” 

 As the Dauntless crew watched, a second identical object could be distinguished, both objects moving 

together toward the drifting freighter.  As they reached it, the slightest glow could be seen coming from both of 

them, outlining their full shape, which looked like a football almost 30 meters long and 15 meters across at its 

widest point. 

 “What are they?  Are they alive?” K’danz asked. 

 “Yes, Commander,” Jorruss answered.  “And there’s more of them.  I’ve finally been able to detect them 

by scanning for theta-band emissions.” 

 The science officer switched the main viewer to a tactical mode.  On the screen the freighter now appeared 

as a dark outline against the lighter background of deep space.  Around the freighter, almost like native Americans 

surrounding a wagon train, ten creatures could be detected in five pairs, glowing white on the tactical image.  Like 

giant fat inchworms, the football-shaped entities rippled across space, making what could only be described as 



attack runs on the disabled freighter, one on each side.  As they passed within a few meters of the drifting vessel, the 

freighter would glow the same bright white as the entities, indicating a theta-band burst. 

 “McIntyre, phasers full power.  Ready quantum torpedoes.” 

 The Dauntless fired its phaser banks, the beams striking the nearly un-seeable flanks of the last pair of 

creatures.  They moved on, apparently undamaged. 

 “Torpedoes ready.” 

 Before the order to fire could be given, the tactical display showed something amazing.  All ten creatures 

turned away from the attacking starship and receded almost faster then the eye could follow. 

 “Where did they go?” K’danz asked. 

 “According to sensors, the creatures are departing the sector on course 156 mark 9, speed .98c,” reported 

Jorruss. 

 “What?!” Koester exclaimed, not sure he heard correctly. 

 “Those creatures are traveling through space on their own at almost the speed of light?” Lt Cdr Fry said 

with awe. 

 “What were they?” K’danz asked. 

 “I’m not sure,” Koester replied, ordering the viewscreen back to normal view now that the creatures were 

gone.  “They seemed to work together like a pod of Terran whales, yet their frenzy against only the freighter 

reminded me more of sharks.”  Koester turned to his first officer and added, “Commander, enter into the ship’s log, 

until we can observe and study these creatures more, for clarity and conformity sake in logs and reports, we will 

refer to them as space-sharks.”  K’danz nodded acknowledgement as the captain gave out one final order. 

 “I know it’s probably useless, but take an away team over to the Alonso and look for survivors.” 

 “Aye, sir,” K’danz answered sadly. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captains log, stardate 58183.2: 

As expected, the freighter Alonso was completely devoid of all organic matter.  After 

placing a marker beacon on the ship, we transmitted the coordinates to Starbase 163. 

Dauntless is now in pursuit of the pack of space-sharks, but even if we do find them, what 

do we do then? 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 The command staff had once again gathered in the briefing lounge.  The mood was subdued.  No one 

chatted.  No one ordered drinks of any kind from the replicator.  All simply sat in their seats waiting for the captain 

and Lt Cdr Fry to arrive. 

 When Koester finally walked in with Fry, taking his seat at the head of the table, he could see Commander 

K’danz was visibly upset. 

 Without preamble, the captain began the brief. 

 “I have only one question.  If and when we find our sharks, what do we do with them?” 

 Before anyone else could speak, in a voice much softer than normal but still loud enough for everyone at 

the table to hear, K’danz said, “Wipe them out.  All of them.  Before it’s too late.” 

 Koester looked at his first officer, not unsympathetically, and said, “Our mission is to seek out new life.  

You don’t believe life-forms never before encountered, like these, should be studied?” 

 “Captain,” K’danz said rather formally, looking directly into Koester’s eyes.  “That freighter was carrying 

one-hundred and fifty men, women and children.  One-hundred and fifty innocent men, women and children who’s 

only crime was being aboard a ship that happened to be in the shark-pack’s path.  I can’t…  I won’t let that happen 

again.”  She struggled a moment to maintain her composure before finally saying, “We can study them when they’re 

dead.” 

 Koester looked up at the rest of the faces gathered at the table, meeting each one eye to eye before saying, 

“Do you all agree?” 

 There was a general mumble of ascent from the entire group. 

 “Very well.  I agree as well.  These creatures cannot be left to prey on any other passing ships.  Now, what 

do we know about them that might prove helpful?” 



 Lt Jorruss displayed a graphic of one of the creatures on the wall-mounted viewer, then proceeded to 

explain. 

 “Based on the limited sensor data we compiled, the creatures, or space-sharks as we’ve been calling them, 

appear to be space-borne creatures, most probably evolved in the heliosphere of one of the nearby stars.  They do 

not appear to be sentient.  They travel through space by utilizing gravimetric waves, almost like tugging on strings 

attached to pulleys, which is visible as that rippling effect in their bodies we witnessed.  And as we all saw, that 

mode of locomotion can be extremely fast and require very little energy expenditure.” 

 The graphic on the monitor changed to a recording of the shark attack on the freighter Alonso and the brief 

glow.  Dr Rasa paused the image just as the glow reached its most brilliant, making the football-shaped creatures 

their most visible. 

 “As you can see, the creatures have a unique defense mechanism,” the Bajoran CMO explained.  “The 

creature’s skin absorbs all wavelengths of light, which in the blackness of space makes them visible only when 

viewed against a lighter background object, such as a ship or, more vaguely, stars.  It also appears to absorb phaser 

energy with little or no damage. 

 “The glow you see in this image occurred when the creatures made their ‘feeding pass’ on the freighter.  

We believe it is related to the theta wave burst we detected and is likely tied into their form of ingestion.  As near as 

we can deduce, they can break down organic particles into a form of theta radiation, and using their gravimetric 

manipulation literally push it to each other, which is why they always attack in pairs.” 

 “It seems likely, vith der ability not to be seen dat at least a few of dese creatures must have been present 

ven ve’ve responded to dee distress calls,” Chief of the Boat Piotr Zubatka commented.  “Vhy den did dey never 

attack dee Dauntless?” 

 “I believe the creatures only require a certain amount of energy to survive.  And unlike us, they do not 

appear to be capable of storing energy for much later use.  Based on the attacks we’ve responded to the last few 

days, their feeding cycle appears to last twenty to thirty hours.  It would require more study to confirm, bit I believe 

too much energy will harm or kill these creatures and either it’s because the Dauntless arrives on scene after feeding 

starts on the smaller ships or because our crew is just too big for them to consider a meal.” 

 As the doctor shut off the monitor, the captain stood up. 

 “Before this meeting I was discussing a plan I have with Mister Fry,” he said.  “If it works, it should attract 

the sharks and place them in a position where we can destroy them.” 

 Koester nodded his head toward the helm officer. 

 “Our plan is to position a large shuttlecraft by itself in an area that is likely to be preyed upon by these 

sharks.” 

 “What will you use to attract them?” Lt Dar, the Chief Engineer, asked. 

 “We’re going to load the shuttle with several kilograms of replicated organic matter.  And one additional 

piece of equipment…  An antimatter warhead.” 

 “Due to the delicacy of positioning the shuttlecraft and not causing the warhead to explode prematurely, we 

need to have a live pilot at the controls,” the captain explained.  “Mister Fry has volunteered to be that pilot.”  

Koester looked at his Chief of Security and added, “Major, we’ll need you and one of your fellow fighter pilots to 

escort and cover the shuttlecraft, in case our plan works too well and the sharks show up before we can evacuate 

Mister Fry from the scene.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Over the next sixteen hours, the Dauntless warped ahead of where Lt Jorruss believed was the shark-pack’s 

last known direction of travel, the captain hoping nothing along the way would distract or sidetrack the creatures.  

Meanwhile, Lt Dar and Lt Cdr Fry outfitted the shuttlecraft Tarsus IV with cargo containers full of organic material 

and the outer workings of an antimatter warhead jury-rigged from the innards of a photon torpedo.  The actual 

antimatter would not be loaded until right before the shuttle launched. 

 “Shuttlecraft Tarsus IV to deck officer.  Systems in standby, ready for warhead loading,” Fry transmitted.  

Moments later, two engineers, under the careful eye of Lt Dar, carried a magnetic bottle using anti-gravs and 

attached it to the bomb, transferring almost a full thirty grams of antimatter into the housing. 

 “Dar to bridge.  Warhead is armed,” the Chief Engineer reported. 

 “Very well,” Koester replied.  “Hornet flight has just launched.  Shuttlecraft Tarsus IV, prepare to launch 

on command.  Good luck, Mister Fry.” 



 Moments later, very slowly and carefully, the Tarsus IV emerged from the main shuttlebay and maneuvered 

up and away from the hull of the Dauntless.  Thirty seconds later, it was intercepted by Hornet fighters Iwo Jima and 

Hiroshima, flown by Major McIntyre and 2
nd

LT Kwan. 

 As the Dauntless moved away to a safe distance, its specially configured sensor arrays searching the 

darkness for the tell-tale theta-band emissions, Fry positioned the Tarsus IV and prepared the warhead for remote 

detonation. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Captain!” shouted Lt Jorruss, his eyes wide as he looked at his console indications.  “Sensors are picking 

up a large theta-band emission at 160 mark 1, base course 357.” 

 “Good work.  We intercepted those sharks right where we expected them,” Koester commented. 

 The Dauntless had moved slightly beyond transporter range from the Tarsus IV in hopes the creatures 

would only detect the smaller, more densely packed shuttlecraft.  The plan had been to move back within extreme 

transporter range once Fry had completed the task of arming the bomb’s remote detonator, retrieve the helmsman 

and retreat back once again. 

 “Peter, Mister Fry is still setting the warhead!” K’danz warned, then opened a comm channel.  “Dauntless 

to Tarsus IV.  The sharks are approaching!  Get out of there, Kevin!” 

 “I’m almost ready, Commander,” Fry responded.  “Just five more minutes.  Maybe less.” 

 In space near the Tarsus IV, McIntyre opened his own channel and said, “This is Hornet flight leader.  

We’ll intercept the sharks and try to give you the time you need.” 

 The two Hornet fighters broke off from their shuttle escort and vectored to intercept the approaching 

creatures. 

 “Stay tight,” ordered McIntyre.  “And whatever you do, Lieutenant, don’t let them flank you!” 

 Within seconds the two fighters had intercepted the pod of creatures.  As before, phaser fire was useless, 

but it at least appeared to be distracting the sharks away from the shuttle for the moment.  Flying, however, was not 

made any easier by the fact McIntyre and 2
nd

LT David Kwan had to fly by instruments, unable to visually see their 

targets. 

 “Stand by, Dauntless.  Almost ready,” reported Fry. 

 “Kwan, look out!” shouted McIntyre.  Fry’s report had momentarily distracted the young Marine pilot’s 

attention, and in that brief moment, two of the sharks had moved in to pass the approaching Hornet, one on each 

side.  Before he could react, the fighter passed directly between the two creatures, which glowed the now familiar 

deep, dark violet.  Suddenly the comms channel was filled with a horrendous scream, which just as suddenly 

silenced. 

 “Damn!” McIntyre cursed as he concentrated on flying away from the rapidly encircling creatures before 

taking a moment to mourn his lost man.  As he cleared the pod of creatures, he glanced over to watch the now empty 

Hiroshima perform an auto-shutdown, a standard procedure if a pilot is killed in battle, and go tumbling away, 

powerless. 

 “Iwo Jima to Tarsus IV.  Heads up!  They’re coming your way!” 

 Watching the sharks on his display monitor as they closed on the shuttle, but powerless to do anything 

about it, McIntyre was amazed to see the Tarsus IV start to maneuver. 

 “Commander, if you’re not careful with that warhead…!” the Major warned. 

 “And if I don’t move, I’m lunch!” Fry stated back.  “They’re coming after this shuttle like I rang the dinner 

bell or something.  It’s pretty obvious these creatures can somehow detect organic matter from a distance!” 

 Fry raced ahead, trying to move the shuttle to within the forty-thousand kilometer range of the Dauntless’ 

transporters.  However, the sharks had superior sub-light speed and maneuverability. 

 “Shuttle range, fifty-five thousand kilometers,” reported 1
st
LT Mendez at tactical.  Fifty-thousand…  Forty-

six…   Forty-four…  Forty-two…” 

 “Bridge to transporter room one, you’re going to have to make this quick!” Koester warned. 

 “Standing by,” answered Lt Dar. 

 “Captain, the shuttle is slowing!” 

 “Range?” 

 “Forty-thousand kilometers – Now!” 

 “Transporter room!” shouted Koester, just as the open comm. channel was filled with a blood-curdling 

scream, abruptly cut off.  The bridge crew waited in nervous silence for a second before the captain asked, “Dar, do 

you have him?” 



 “Medical team to transporter room one,” called the voice of Lt Dar.  “Medical emergency.” 

 The captain was about to inquire about Fry’s status when Mendez called out, “Sir, the Iwo Jima is clear of 

the shuttle and the creatures have consumed almost all of the decoy organic matter!” 

 Koester spun to face the viewscreen as he ordered, “Mister High, now!”  At the engineering console, Lt 

Alan High touched the control that dropped the magnetic containment on the antimatter warhead.  A blinding flash 

filled the viewscreen, quickly compensated for by the automatic sensors, as the Tarsus IV detonated into subatomic 

particles. 

 As the blast subsided and everyone’s vision returned to normal, the captain was on his feet, looking 

hopefully at Lt Jorruss. 

 “Did it work?” 

 Jorruss scanned the sector, rescanned just to be sure, then smiled as he reported, “The shuttlecraft and nine 

of the creatures have been completely obliterated.” 

 “What about the tenth creature?” K’danz asked. 

 “It must have been just outside the direct blast radius, but it’s dead.  The body of the creature is drifting on 

course 331 mark 45.”  The bald-headed Deltan sighed a sigh of relief and added, “It’s over.” 

 “Not entirely,” Koester said, climbing the steps up to the upper level of the bridge.  “Exec, have that 

creature’s remains brought aboard and stored in cargo bay four so Doctor Rasa and the xenobiology team can study 

it.  I’m going to go check on Mister Fry.  You have the conn.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, supplemental: 

In just a few days, the xenobiology team’s studies of the space-shark’s remains have 

yielded amazing discoveries.  Insights into new potential sublight engine systems.  And 

information that will make detecting these creatures, if any more exist, much easier in the 

future. 

Meanwhile, Lt Cdr Fry is being treated in sickbay, where the doctors say he is expected 

to make a full recovery. 
 

 

 Captain Koester, Dr Rasa, the EMH, Lt High and Midshipman Hyland all stood around the biobed occupied by 

Kevin Fry.  His entire body had been covered in a pasty solution to prevent infection and was still sore to the touch, but for 

the first time since his miraculous rescue the helmsman smiled. 

 “The creatures had just started their consumption of the shuttle’s organic matter when Dar beamed the 

Commander off,” Dr Rasa explained.  “To Mister Fry, it was almost as if his skin had begun to be flayed off.” 

 “How did it feel, Kevin?” Lt High asked, cringing with the thought of the pain. 

 “Hard to describe,” Fry answered through barely working lips.  “Almost like the first stages of being beamed, 

except instead of the tingle, it felt like I was being sliced apart molecule by molecule.” 

 “I know I sometimes work you pretty hard, Mister Fry,” said the captain with a grin.  “But I think you could have 

come up with a better excuse to get some time off.”  The captain then looked up at Dr Rasa and asked, “How much time 

will it be before Mister Fry is fit to return to duty?” 

 “At least a week here in sickbay, then two to three weeks in his quarters,” the Bajoran doctor advised.  

“Depending on how cooperative he is.” 

 The captain nodded, then looked at the Starfleet Academy cadet standing across the biobed from him. 

 “Well, Mister Hyland, what do you say?  You think you can handle the helm for a few weeks?” 

 A huge grin spread across the cadet’s face as the captain’s words registered. 

 “Sir, yes, sir!” 

 “Very well,” Koester said.  “Report to the bridge.” 

 With a skip in his step, Hyland departed sickbay.  The captain then turned his attention back to Fry. 

 “As for you, Mister Fry, concentrate on getting better.  And thank you.  Good job.”  The captain then reached 

down and attached something to the pillow case beside Fry’s head, finally adding, “Congratulations, Commander.” 

 Kevin Fry smiled as best he could as he glanced down at the new round gold pip sitting on his pillow, then closed 

his eyes, and as his visitors departed, let himself drift off to sleep. 

 

The End 

 


