
Captain’s log, stardate 58289.7: 

For the last several months, Starfleet communications relays have been picking up an 

unknown and unidentified subspace radio signal.  In the last week, Starfleet 

communications has narrowed the origin of the signal to the Sigma Iotia system.  The last 

recorded contact with the inhabitants of Sigma Iotia was over a hundred years ago.  At 

the time the population was reported to be at the cultural level of the violent early 20
th
 

century Earth.  The Dauntless has been diverted from our regular training mission to 

investigate these mysterious signals. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 “We’re entering standard orbit,” reported Midshipman William Hyland III from the seat at the conn.  

“There’s a surprising amount of orbital traffic!” 

 “Orbital traffic?” asked Captain Peter J. Koester, the Sovereign-class starship’s commanding officer.  The 

young captain turned toward the Bolian woman sitting at the nearby science console.  “What sort of orbital traffic, 

Midshipman Mortati?  And what do we know about Sigma Iotia?” 

 “Sigma Iotia is a class-M planet with a dominant humanoid species,” Mortati answered, consulting her 

LCARS readout.  “The planet was last visited by the starship Enterprise NCC-1701 in 2267, when it was discovered 

that the entire planet’s population had been culturally contaminated by a book left a century earlier by the crew of 

the USS Horizon.” 

 “I’ve heard of this planet,” said Tanzia Gera, the joined-Trill Ship’s Counselor.  “The Iotians were an 

extremely imitative society and based their entire planet’s culture on a book about American gangsters of the 

1930’s.” 

 “Gangsters?” said Koester.  “That doesn’t explain where the subspace signal came from!  Or where all that 

orbital traffic originated!” 

 “The orbital traffic is a combination of low-orbit and geo-stationary satellites with a number of manned 

spacecraft and stations,” Mortati explained.  “And Captain, I do not think you will believe this…” 

 “What is it, Cadet?” 

 Before Mortati could answer, Lt Cdr Phillip Winters, the operations officer, interrupted. 

 “Captain, we’re being hailed!” 

 “What?  By whom?” 

 “The transmission is coming from the planet’s surface.” 

 Speechless for a moment, Captain Koester exchanged looks with Counselor Gera before finally saying, 

“On screen.” 

 The main viewer blinked to an image of a man with dark brown hair sitting behind a desk.  The most 

startling thing about the man was the gold shirt he wore, complete with stripes on the sleeve cuffs and a century-old 

Starfleet emblem on the chest. 

 “Greetings, Captain,” the dark-haired man said.  “Welcome to Iotia.  I assume you’re here to finally pick up 

your piece of the action?” 

 

 

Space, the Final Frontier… 

These are the voyages of the starship Dauntless! 
 

Star Trek: Dauntless 
 

“The Ultimate Convention” By PJK 
 

 



 Captain Peter J. Koester stood staring at the viewscreen.  Many of the bridge crew around him glanced 

briefly at the captain, then back to the viewer themselves.  Finally Koester spoke. 

 “Action?  What action?  And how did you know we were here, Mister…?” 

 “Captain, actually,” the man on the viewer said.  “Captain Alpho Capo.  And we were monitoring you from 

the moment you entered the Iotian solar system, so we knew exactly when you arrived in orbit.  Now, you realize 

it’s been some time since you Feds visited last, so we’re not exactly prepared for your arrival.  But we’ve been 

maintaining the books, so you should have no trouble collecting your share.” 

 “Our… uh… share?  Of what?” Koester asked, utterly confused. 

 A frown crossed Captain Capo’s face. 

 “Perhaps it would be easier to explain if you just beamed down in person, Captain?” the Iotian said with a 

sigh. 

 “You know about… um… beaming?” Koester asked, his alarm now growing.  He gestured to Winters to 

cut the audio. 

 “Just how much damage did the Horizon do?” Koester finally asked his crew in frustration. 

 “Actually, sir,” said Lt T’Pan, who watched over Midshipman Mortati at sciences, “judging from the 

uniform ‘Captain’ Capo is wearing, I would surmise the Enterprise is responsible for this more recent case of 

contamination.” 

 Koester nodded in agreement, then said, “We’re not going to find out what happened down there from up 

here.  Commander K’danz, Major McIntyre, Lt T’Pan, meet me in transporter room two in five minutes.”  Once 

more the captain gestured to Winters. 

 “Frequency open, sir.” 

 “Captain Capo, I’ll be happy to beam down and meet with you.” 

 “Excellent!” Capo said with a smile.  “I’ll transmit my coordinates to you.” 

 “Thank you,” Koester replied, his growing sense of unease returning.  “We’ll see you soon.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The Dauntless Away Team materialized in the outdoor plaza of a large building.  The eight people looked 

around curiously, noticing almost everyone walking by wore some variation of the late 2260’s Starfleet uniform, 

varying only in color or gender style, and all acted as if strangers materialized in their midst every day. 

 “Peter, we may have a bigger problem than we thought,” Commander K’danz, the Dauntless’ first officer 

said as she gestured toward the building.  On its façade was attached a large Delta with star emblem with the words 

‘Iotian Starfleet Command’ carved in the stone building face below it. 

 Koester’s face looked grim.  He turned to Lt T’Pan and said, “Take Gunnery Sgt O’Laughlin, Corporal 

Hicks and Midshipman Saldana and scout around.  See what you can find.  Commander K’danz, you, Major 

McIntyre and Midshipman Der Boghossian are with me.” 

 With knods all around, the Away Team split up.  T’Pan, with her two Marines and the Starfleet Academy 

cadet, headed out of the plaza while Koester, K’danz, McIntyre and Der Boghossian headed toward the nearby door 

leading into the Iotian building. 

 “May I help you?” asked a young woman sitting at a reception desk and wearing old lieutenant stripes on 

her sleeves as the three Dauntless officers and one short, stocky cadet entered the lobby. 

 “Yes, we’re here to see Captain Capo,” Koester said pleasantly.  “I believe he’s expecting us?” 

 The Iotian woman nodded, then pointed them toward a bank of doors to one side of the lobby just beyond a 

glass display case. 

 “Take the turbolift to the eighth floor.  The Captain’s office is just to the right when you get off.” 

 Koester nodded his thanks and the four crew members headed for the lift bank.  The captain had almost 

reached the doors when he, McIntyre and Der Boghossian noticed Commander K’danz had fallen behind.  She stood 

looking at a small black and gold object within the display case the others had simply walked past. 

 “Peter, I think I may have found the root cause of our contamination,” she said. 

 Koester and McIntyre walked back to the case and peered in at the palm-sized object, below which read a 

display tag stating, “The Real McCoy.” 

 “Oh my God,” whispered McIntyre as he immediately recognized the object on display. 

 “Is that what I think it is?” Koester asked. 

 “Yes, sir,” McIntyre confirmed.  “An old Starfleet issue communicator, circa late 2260’s.” 

 “This just gets better and better,” Koester grumbled. 

 



* * * * 

 

 Moments later, Koester, K’danz, McIntyre and Der Boghossian entered the office of Captain Capo.  The 

décor and furnishings appeared a bit tacky to Koester, and not unexpectedly, looked almost exactly like pictures he 

had seen of the offices of Starfleet commanders and high-ranking officers of more than a century before. 

 Capo smiled broadly as he stood to greet his guests and offer them seats. 

 “Captain Capo, this is my first officer, Commander K’danz, my security chief, Major McIntyre, and one of 

our cadets, Midshipman Der Boghossian,” Koester introduced, then took one of the offered seats.  “I have to admit, 

Captain, from what we’ve seen, this is quite some little operation you’ve got going here.” 

 “Little operation?” Capo said, sounding slightly insulted.  “This is just Command Headquarters.  We have 

operations centers all over the planet!” 

 “I must admit, we’re a little confused,” Koester said with a smile.  “How did all this happen?  How did 

your planet leap ahead over three centuries technologically in just one hundred and ten years?” 

 “Well, Captain,” Capo said.  “We Iotians have always been very adaptable.  We learned quite a bit when 

Captain Kirk and his ship visited all those years ago.” 

 “But how could you possibly learn all this in so short a time?” K’danz asked. 

 Capo smiled as if he had a secret he was about to share. 

 “When Captain Kirk and his crew departed, they left us a little present.” 

 “The communicator we saw in the lobby,” McIntyre commented.  Capo again smiled a broad smile. 

 “That little baby taught us everything we needed to know.” 

 “I can understand that to a point.  The communicator contained transtators,” Koester said.  “The transtator 

was the basis of all Federation technology until the isolinear chip was developed in the early 24
th

 century.  With 

transtator technology you could build almost any kind of standard Federation device.  But it still doesn’t explain all 

this.”  The Dauntless captain gestured at everything around him. 

 “When Captain Kirk left, this planet was still under the control of the mobs.  But according to our history 

books, the system Kirk set up slowly turned the mobs into actual working governments.  And a part of each year’s 

profits were set aside to be collected by the Feds.  But no one ever came to collect it.” 

 “Another of James Kirk’s great mistakes,” commented Major McIntyre.  “First Khan Singh, now the 

Iotians.  Didn’t he follow up on anything?” 

 Captain Koester sighed, then said, “Please continue, Captain.” 

 “Well, after the first few years, when nobody came to collect the cut, we invested the money back into the 

planetary treasury.  The added revenue allowed us to put more into research and development.” 

 “Probably Captain Kirk’s plan all along,” K’danz commented proudly. 

 “Needless to say, we took the communicator Captain Kirk had left behind and studied it.  Figured out how 

it worked.  Then based all our technology on it.  But it was ten years before the ultimate breakthrough occurred.” 

 “The ultimate breakthrough?” Koester asked. 

 “Yes,” Capo said.  “We built a subspace transceiver, and to our surprise, it managed to link our computer 

systems with similar computers on your Starbase 12.  We started to download all sorts of information we needed.  

Uniform designs.  Equipment.  Amazing devices like the transporter.  In less than seventy-five years we were equal 

to you Feds!” 

 “Just one hundred years out of date,” McIntyre said under his breath. 

 At that moment a buzzer on Capo’s desk sounded.  The Iotian captain looked at a monitor nearby, then 

said, “I’m afraid something important has come up.  Can you meet me again later, perhaps in an hour or two, and we 

can discuss how we will arrange delivery of your cut.” 

 “Well, if you don’t mind, we’d like to take the time to look around your city,” Koester requested. 

 “Please do!” Capo said, his broad smile returning.  “I’ll contact you when I’m free again.”  The Iotian lead 

the four Dauntless members toward the door, which swished aside at their passing.  As they entered the lift back 

down to the lobby, Koester tapped his combadge. 

 “Captain to Lt T’Pan.  What is your location?” 

 “The Gunny, Corporal, Cadet and I are one block west of our beam-down point,” T’Pan answered.  “And 

we found something I think you should see.” 

 Koester exchanged concerned glances with his XO and security chief before replying, “We’re on our way.” 

 

* * * * 

 



 Koester and his party arrived to find T’Pan, the two Marines and Cadet Saldana standing in front of the 

glass display window of a store.  The sign above the window read ‘Cree A. Tonne Star Fleet, Book and Collectables 

Store.’  The cadet was reading a large poster taped in the window near the shop’s door advertising a ‘spectacular 

event’ as the rest of the Away Team walked up. 

 Inside the display window the captain could not help but notice the merchandise that was for sale.  Ceramic 

busts of James Kirk, his first officer Spock and Chief Medical Officer Leonard McCoy, action figures and 

accessories, model starships, painted plates, replicas of the century-old communicator and phasers with cards 

advertising them as ‘Fancy Heater Type I’ and ‘Fancy Heater Type II.’  Looking behind the dolls and toys Koester 

could also see comics, magazines and books, each plastered with the faces of either Kirk, Spock or McCoy or all 

three together. 

 “Jeez,” Koester mumbled to himself. 

 “We found the origin of the latest contamination,” K’danz started to tell T’Pan and the others before she 

too really noticed the window display.  “Holy…!” 

 “This goes deeper than you think, Commander,” T’Pan explained.  “In just the one block since leaving the 

plaza where we beamed in, we passed no less than two other stores identical to this one.” 

 “Talk about a bad case of hero worship,” O’Laughlin remarked around the edge of his ever-present well-

chewed cigar. 

 “As you’ve probably guessed by now, Lieutenant, it was Kirk’s Enterprise that was responsible for this 

culture’s more recent contamination,” said Koester as he slowly turned in a circle looking at the whole area, it’s 

many old Starfleet-clad people and numerous Star Fleet stores. 

 “Well, you have to admit, Skipper,” remarked K’danz.  “If the Iotians were going to mimic another culture, 

they could have had a lot worse example to follow.  I mean, imagine if they had managed to get hold of Klingon 

technology a century ago?” 

 The sound of the Cree A. Tonne store’s front door slamming shut made O’Laughlin realize one of the 

cadets was gone.  With a grumble, Koester lead the Away Team into the store where Saldana was talking to the man 

behind the counter about the poster he had seen in the window. 

 “Yes, it’s going to be a spectacular convention,” the man, who wore an old red engineering uniform shirt 

with Lt Commander stripes on the sleeves, said.  “It’s our 38th annual Star Fleet Convention celebrating the 

anniversary of the visit over one hundred years ago by Kirk, Spock and Dr McCoy.  Our special guest speakers, live 

on stage, will be the grandchildren of Bela Oxmyx and Jojo Krako, who as you know were the two heroic Iotians 

that made contact with the Feds, brought us the technology that we have today and saved our civilization!  All three 

days, including special reserve seating, is only six hundred fifty credits!  And of course, that includes this year’s 

most special event!  We’ll be the only organization carrying a live feed during the con!” 

 “Mister Saldana,” Captain Koester said with a hint of anger in his voice, “when I say I want the Away 

Team to stick together that doesn’t mean cadets can go exploring off on their own!  If I had felt like babysitting, I’d 

have brought my daughter Gem on the Away Team.” 

 As Saldana acknowledged the captain’s directive, Commander K’danz resumed the conversation with the 

shopkeeper. 

 “You mentioned a special event, Mister…?” 

 “Comander, actually.  Lt Commander Tonne, but you can call me Adam.  It’s my middle name.  Nice 

threads, by the way.  Who’s your tailor?”  Tonne admired the real Starfleet officer’s uniforms a moment more before 

K’danz gestured for him to please continue his explanation. 

 “Yeah, well, my partner Gary is in the back room making the calls now.  We’re going to have exclusive 

rights to THE event.  Not like those fakes down the block at Slanted Derby, who are going to be broadcasting a 

recording the next day.”  Tonne gave the commander a conspiratorial grin. 

 “And what is THE event?” K’danz asked. 

 “You kidding?  How can you not know about the launch?” 

 “The launch of what?” Der Boghossian asked, having also started to listen to the conversation while 

keeping an eye on his troublesome fellow cadet. 

 Tonne looked at the Away Team as if they had just fallen out of the sky, which was not too far from the 

truth, and said, “The launch of the ISS Enterprise, of course!” 

 

* * * * 

 



Captain’s log, supplemental: 

This has got to be the worst case of cultural contamination I have ever heard of, and a 

textbook example of the reason why the Prime Directive exists.  And my gut tells me it’s 

only going to get worse. 
 

 

 The entire Away Team, including Midshipmen Der Boghossian and Saldana, stared open-mouthed at the 

shopkeeper behind the counter. 

 “Let me see if I have this straight?” Captain Koester finally managed to say.  “Your convention is going to 

launch a starship?” 

 “No, of course not,” Tonne said, to the captain’s relief, looking at Koester like he were an idiot.  “The ISC 

government is launching the starship!”  Tonne pointed at another poster hanging on the wall near the back of the 

store.  Koester groaned as he looked at it. 

 The nacelles were too long, the saucer hull too thick in the middle, the deflector dish octagon shape instead 

of round, and the whole thing was encased in the framework of an orbital drydock, but there was no mistaking it.  

The ship was definitely based closely on the design of a Federation Constitution-class starship.  A column of 

newsprint hung from one side of the poster.  The captain moved closer to read the clipping. 

 “ISS?” remarked McIntyre.  “Imperial Star Ship?” 

 “Does this planet look like an empire to you?” Tonne asked, his tone laced with sarcasm as he started to 

lose patience with this group of strangers.  “Iotian Star Ship, of course!” 

 “Thank you, Mister… I mean, Commander Tonne,” Koester said with a friendly wave after he finished 

reading the news clipping and started urging his Away Team out of the store.  Tonne’s expression suddenly turned 

from exasperation to supplication as he realized his potential customers had not bought anything. 

 “Wait!” he exclaimed as the Away Team stepped out the door.  “You didn’t buy any convention tickets yet!  

You need to get them now before I sell out!” 

 “If and when we buy tickets, you can be sure we’ll buy them from you,” Koester said over his shoulder as 

the door swung shut.  Once outside, he leaned close to his first officer’s ear, whispering something to her.  He then 

straightened up and addressed the entire Away Team. 

 “Exec, take the cadets and Corporal Hicks and return to the ship.  Contact the nearest starbase and get clear 

instructions.  If things go the way I think they’re going to, I want to be sure I have the Brass’ approval, though it 

may come down to us acting on our own.” 

 “What are you going to do in the meantime, Skipper?” K’danz asked. 

 “I’m going to meet with ‘Captain’ Capo again and…” 

 “Capo to Captain Koester,” said the voice of Alpho Capo from the captain’s combadge.  As Koester 

brought his surprise under control after realizing that the Iotians could access Federation frequencies so easily, he 

tapped his badge and responded. 

 “Captain Koester here.  Go ahead.” 

 “Captain,” said Capo, sounding very pleased.  “I’ve managed to work out the problems that arose earlier 

and now have some free time to meet with you again.  Are you available?” 

 “Yes, Captain, I am.  I’ll meet you in your office very shortly.  There is some business I need to discuss 

with you.  Koester, out.”  The captain then looked once again at K’danz and said, “You know what to do.” 

 K’danz nodded, and as the two cadets and Hicks gathered around her, tapped her own combadge and said, 

“K’danz to Dauntless.  Four to beam up.  Energize.” 

 As K’danz and her group faded away in the sparkle of the transporter beam, Koester, T’Pan, McIntyre and 

O’Laughlin started heading back to Iotian Fleet Headquarters.  Without stopping in the lobby this visit, they all 

boarded a turbolift straight up to Capo’s office on the eighth floor, where the Iotian captain waited for them by his 

office door. 

 “Welcome back, Captain.  It appears the timing of your visit is very fortuitous.  You arrived just in time to 

witness a very historic event!” 

 “That event wouldn’t by chance be the launch of your starship Enterprise, would it?” Koester asked. 

 Capo’s face registered a mixture of surprise and frustration at having his big secret already known. 

 “Yes,” the Iotian answered as he offered seats near his desk to his guests.  T’Pol and McIntyre accepted the 

offered seats.  O’Laughlin remained alertly standing near the office door, his eyes never departing from Capo, 

feeling uneasy but unsure of why other than his captain’s agitated mood.  Koester meanwhile continued to simply 

stand in the center of the office as Capo resumed his own place behind his desk. 



 “What exactly is the purpose of your starship?” Koester asked. 

 Capo looked silently at the Federation officer for a moment before saying, “As you may know, Captain, 

until know our spaceflight capability has been limited to the orbit and space near Sigma Iotia II with a few 

unmanned probes exploring the outer solar system.  But now, with our breakthrough in warp drive, we’ll be able to 

visit worlds light years away, passing on to them the gifts we were given by Earth and the Feds!” 

 Koester felt his stomach drop to a level approximately even with his ankles.  He looked pleadingly at 

T’Pol. 

 “Please don’t tell me…” 

 T’Pol consulted her tricorder, then looked at Koester with a typically impassive Vulcan expression and 

said, “There are almost a dozen pre-warp civilizations within a twenty light-year radius from this system, Captain.” 

 Koester looked at Capo and said, “Don’t you think it might be dangerous to pass on such advanced 

technology to a civilization not yet ready to handle it?  Years, decades…  Even in some cases centuries are spent 

developing such technology step by step by step.” 

 “Why?  Why, when it is so much easier to simply pass on what we already know to someone who doesn’t?  

What makes you so special?  You Feds did so for us!” 

 “It wasn’t done on purpose, I assure you,” Koester explained.  “It was a mistake.  A mistake we hadn’t 

realized had even been made until recently.  A mistake we’re here in hopes of correcting.” 

 “Correcting?” Capo asked, suddenly defensive.  “You’re going to take away everything we learned from 

the Real McCoy?” 

 “Our Federation has a law we call the Prime Directive, which is supposed to prevent us from interfering in 

the normal development of other civilizations.  That law did not exist when the Horizon visited your world two 

centuries ago.  And when the Enterprise visited a hundred years ago, it was an attempt to correct the interference the 

Horizon caused and set your planet on a course toward a stable, peaceful government.  Unfortunately, an honest 

mistake compounded that problem even further.  We’re here to see that your problem goes no further still.” 

 “And what do you intend to do?  Tell my entire planet we can’t use our fancy heaters or communicators or 

transporters or such?” Capo asked, his hands flat on the top of his desk as if readying to fling himself over it if 

necessary.  “To force the Iotian civilization back two centuries to before our encounter with the Horizon?  You 

people started this, you know!” 

 “No, we have no intention of forcing your civilization back to the way it was.  Now that we know and 

understand what has happened here, your planet will be placed in protectorate status.  You will have Federation 

advisors sent here to guide your civilization toward maturity until you’re as developed socially as you are 

technologically, at which point your planet may consider petitioning for Federation membership.” 

 “And if we refuse your… ‘guidance?’” Capo asked through gritted teeth. 

 Koester looked intensely at the Iotian leader as he said, “We will not let the cultural contamination spread 

any further.  You must not launch that ship!” 

 “That ship is the culmination of Iotian civilization and the vessel upon which we will spread our gifts!” 

Capo growled, standing and leaning on his desk to look eye to eye with Koester.  “You cannot stop us.  That ship 

will launch tomorrow, on schedule!” 

 “I believe you know it would be better for both our societies to work together on this,” said Koester, trying 

to remain calm in the face of the Iotian leader’s rapidly heating demeanor.  The captain moved closer to where 

T’Pan and McIntire sat after gesturing to O’Laughlin to join them all near the desk.  “I don’t want to fight with you 

over this situation, Mister Capo.  But my orders are clear.  I cannot allow you to leave your solar system until your 

society has matured.” 

 “I believe we’re more than mature enough as it is,” Capo remarked. 

 Koester had to stifle a laugh. 

 “You’ve based your entire society on an out-of-date piece of technology.  Your people worship a group of 

Starfleet officers as if they were gods, when in reality they made a big mistake!  Your society is as mature as some 

teenager living in his parent’s basement, building toy starships and having never kissed a girl! 

 “It took the Earth over one hundred and sixty years to go from the first powered flight to the first warp 

flight, and almost another century before maturing enough to actually explore beyond the confines of our solar 

system with any regularity and, in the judgement of other societies we encountered, to help found the Federation!  

Do you people really believe you can simply fly out into space as you are and survive?”  When Capo refused to 

answer with anything more complex than an angry stare, Koester concluded, “That ship will NOT be launched.”  

The captain then tapped his combadge and said, “Koester to Dauntless.  Four to beam up.” 

 “Standing by, Captain,” replied the transporter chief. 



 Koester glared once more at Capo, who now stood glaring right back at the Away Team as T’Pan and 

McIntyre stood with their captain and O’Laughlin. 

 “Energize.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Any word, Exec?” Koester asked as he stepped onto the bridge.  Commander K’danz stood up from where 

she had been sitting in the center seat, offering the chair to Koester. 

 “I’ve contacted Starbase 12, informing them of the situation and your request.  Awaiting a reply.  How did 

your meeting with Capo go?” 

 “Exactly as expected,” the captain replied.  “The Iotians intend to use their new starship to spread their 

civilization… read that as ill-gotten technological gains… to other backward planets.  We have to make sure that 

doesn’t happen.  Unless otherwise ordered by Starfleet, I’m taking all responsibility for keeping that ship in port.  

Do we know where their orbital drydock is?” 

 “Yes, sir,” K’danz answered.  “Midshipman Mortati had located it just before Mister Capo hailed us 

earlier.” 

 Koester looked over at the Bolian cadet, who blushed as much as her blue skin would allow.  The captain 

nodded his acknowledgement, then said, “Mister Hyland, alter orbit to match that of the drydock and close in.” 

 “Aye, sir.  Matching orbit,” Midshipman Hyland replied as he moved the Dauntless into a lower orbit and 

carefully closed in on the drydock. 

 After a few moments, the Iotian ship Enterprise was recognizable within the drydock framework.  Huge 

floodlights illuminated the hull, which actually looked more like the original Federation starship Enterprise than the 

illustrated picture on the poster had implied. 

 “In position, station keeping, two kilometers distant from the drydock, Captain,” Hyland reported. 

 “Very well,” responded Koester. 

 “What do we do now?” K’danz asked, settling into her own seat next to the captain. 

 Koester shifted in his chair as he looked at his first officer and said, “We sit here and wait, until either we 

get word from Starfleet or the Iotians decide to launch their ship.  And we hope the Iotians come to their senses 

enough not to launch their ship.” 

 

* * * * 

 

First Officer’s log, stardate 58295.2: 

We’ve been in position blockading the Iotian drydock for almost twenty-four hours now.  

Very little has changed other than our occasional harassment by Iotian work ships.  A 

nudge from our tractor beam, a technology the Iotians evidently never bothered to copy, 

usually frightens them away for a couple of more hours.  In the meantime, we’re still 

waiting for a response back from Starfleet. 

K’danz, out. 
 

 

 “Commander,” said the metallic-sounding voice of Lt Spot, the non-corporeal Daminian science officer.  

“Sensors are registering a power build-up in the engineering section of the Iotian starship.  I believe they’ve brought 

their intermix chamber on-line.” 

 K’danz peered at the image on the viewscreen.  Navigation and running lights on the Iotian Enterprise, 

until this moment dark, began to blink.  K’danz tapped the intercom on the command seat arm. 

 “Captain, it’s happening.” 

 Seconds later, Captain Koester appeared out of his ready room, carrying a padd.  He looked at the screen as 

he said, “Lt M’nday, hail the Iotian vessel.” 

 “Hailing frrrrequencies open, sirrrr.” 

 Koester cleared his throat before speaking. 

 “USS Dauntless to Iotian vessel.  We are authorized to prevent you from carrying out your stated goal by 

any means necessary.  Power down your vessel immediately.” 



 A few seconds passed in silence before the viewscreen image changed to a view of the Iotian ship’s bridge.  

The design, with minor differences in color and the shapes of some control panel buttons, looked almost exactly like 

the pictures Koester had seen of Kirk’s Enterprise.  The captain had to admire the Iotian’s ingenuity. 

 In the center seat of the Iotian bridge sat Capo.  His facial expression was similar to the emotions the Iotian 

captain had expressed when Koester last saw him in his office on the planet.  Angry. 

 “Enterprise to Dauntless,” Capo said over the viewer.  “You have no right to interfere with our mission.  

Stand aside and let Iotian Starfleet Command launch this vessel, or we will be forced to defend ourselves.”  Capo’s 

expression suddenly turned sorrowful.  “Captain, for the last century the Iotians have considered you Feds to be our 

friends, in spite of your lack of contact with us over the decades.  Please just let us spread our gifts to other 

deserving planets as you did to us.” 

 Koester’s own expression mellowed as he held up the padd he had been holding the entire time and replied, 

“We can’t.  Our laws just won’t allow it.  I’ve been going over our regulations for the last few hours with a fine-

toothed comb trying to find some loophole around this situation, and there’s nothing!”  Koester sighed as he then 

said, “For the last time, power down your vessel and allow the Federation to guide your society to a level of maturity 

that would allow you to join our community among the stars as an equal.” 

 Capo’s face hardened once more.  Ignoring Koester’s image on the viewer, he said, “Helm, thrusters at 

stand by.” 

 “Final warning, Capo,” Koester said. 

 “Helm, ahead slow.  Take us out.  Screen off!” 

 The main viewer blinked back to the image of the Iotian drydock where the Enterprise slowly emerged.  

Koester looked back at Major McIntyre and ordered, “Raise shields.  Power up weapons systems.”  He then looked 

at K’danz. 

 “Red alert,” the first officer ordered. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The Enterprise finally cleared the drydock frame when the helmsman, an Iotian man wearing a gold 

command shirt with Lieutenant (JG) stripes on the sleeves, announced, “We are free to navigate.” 

 “Captain Capo,” said another Iotian man, this one wearing a science-blue uniform and studying the readout 

on the hooded viewer at the science console.  “The Dauntless is blocking our course, and their starship is much more 

advanced than ours!  I think these are weapons arrays they have powered up.” 

 “Raise shields,” Capo ordered.  “If necessary, we’ll drive right through ‘em.” 

 “Truthfully, sir, I don’t think our shields will be of much help.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Iotian vessel has raised shields,” McIntyre reported. 

 “They’rrrre maneuverrrring at one-quarrrrterrrr impulse,” M’nday added. 

 Koester sighed again as he handed the padd to a nearby yeoman and said, “Major, target their engines.” 

 “Phasers locked.” 

 As the Iotian starship closed the distance, Commander Fry, who manned the helm during red alert, 

maneuvered the massive Sovereign-class vessel out of the way. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “There.  See?” remarked Capo, pointing at the image on the screen.  “I knew they didn’t have the backbone 

to back up their threats.  Helm, ahead full impulse.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “They’re going to full impulse, sir,” McIntyre reported.  “Phasers still locked on target.” 

 Koester watched as the Iotian starship passed below the hull of the Dauntless before ordering, “Fire.” 

 The energy discharge progressed along the lower port phaser strip until the beam emitted toward the target, 

striking the smaller starship’s shields, causing a golden glow for a few seconds before the more advanced weapon 

overloaded the hundred-year-old design of the shield generators and the shield dropped. 

 



* * * * 

 

 “Dorsal shield has collapsed!” the Iotian science officer shouted as the engineering console across the 

bridge exploded in a shower of sparks, sending the engineer flying over the railing.  “Impulse engines are disabled!”  

 The helmsman turned in his seat to face Capo and added, “Loss of propulsion.  We’re on thrusters only.” 

 A trickle of blood ran down the side of Capo’s face as he looked at his science officer and said, “It’s time to 

pull out the big guns!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Iotian ship is drifting,” Commander Fry reported as he turned the Dauntless to face the Enterprise. 

 “Actually, they’rrrre using maneuverrrring thrrrrusterrrrs to turrrrn towarrrrd us,” corrected M’nday.  

 “Why?” K’danz asked. 

 As the bridge crew watched, two long hatches along the top edges of each side of the saucer hull suddenly 

popped open, and objects resembling large pipes extended from the ship. 

 “What the hell are those?” Koester asked, instinctively backing into his command chair and gripping the 

arm rests. 

 “Sensors indicate they are barrels for large-caliber automatic projectile weapons!” Lt Jorruss reported. 

 Eyes wide with shock, Koester shouted, “Shields full forward!”  No sooner had the order been spoken 

before the starship-sized machine guns started firing.  Immediately the space between the two starships was filled 

with solid projectiles, each weighing over a thousand kilograms and traveling at over eleven-hundred kilometers per 

hour straight at the Dauntless. 

 “Shields down to 83%!” McIntyre shouted after the first dozen projectiles struck the shields, causing power 

surges in key defensive systems. 

 “We’re literally being pushed out of orbit!” added Kevin Fry. 

 “Compensate!” Koester ordered as his teeth chattered together with each impact. 

 “Shields now at 71%!” 

 “Mister McIntyre, fire at will!” 

 Not needing to be told twice, the Marine Major set the auto-targeting on the phasers and proceeded to fire 

at as many of the multiple incoming targets as the system could handle.  Still, many of the projectiles managed to 

avoid the phaser fire and struck the Dauntless’ shields, causing further damage to ship’s systems. 

 “I had hoped to avoid this,” Koester said to himself, then ordered, “Major, lock quantum torpedoes on 

target.” 

 What occurred next no one could have predicted.  A number of the Iotian projectiles, bouncing off the 

shields that were protecting the hull of the Dauntless, started crashing into the projectiles still en route behind them, 

setting still others on unpredictable courses.  Several of the shells flew off and struck the nearby drydock structure, 

bending supports and crashing through floodlights and panels.  Others ricocheted back toward the Iotian vessel and 

easily overloaded the already weakened shields, causing major structural damage to the starship. 

 “Major, belay my last order,” Koester said urgently, quickly realizing what was about to occur.  He pressed 

the intercom button near his right hand and said, “Bridge to transporter room.  Lock onto all life-forms aboard the 

Iotian starship and beam them aboard!” 

 As the bridge crew watched in silence, sections of the Iotian vessel started to break apart.  First the port 

nacelle strut failed, trailing a sparkling stream of drive plasma in its wake.  This was quickly followed by the 

buckling of the dorsal connector between the two hulls as inertial stresses pushed the saucer to the side, exposing the 

bridge module straight on to the next out of control projectile.  The shell pierced the dome covering deck one.  

Explosions immediately started engulfing the saucer hull. 

 “Transporter room to bridge.  We’ve got them all!” 

 Without hesitation, Koester yelled, “Kevin, get us out of here!” 

 Seconds later, the Dauntless warped out of orbit, just ahead of the explosion which engulfed the Iotian 

starship and the nearby drydock.  The explosion was visible on the surface of the planet below, where crowds of Star 

Fleet convention fans waiting on line for the doors to open cheered the unexpected fireworks display. 

 

* * * * 

 



Captain’s log, stardate 58296.6: 

USS Dauntless has returned to orbit of Sigma Iotia II to return our unexpected guests home. 
Our transporter crews miraculously managed to beam aboard all two-hundred and three 

Iotian crewmen using every transporter aboard the ship, but at the risk of dangerously 
overloading our transporter system.  Repairs are underway. 

In the meantime, I have placed a request to the Federation Council for formal protectorate 

status for the Iotians so they may be guided in the direction they must go to one day reach the 
goals they set for themselves prematurely. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Captain Koester, Commander K’danz and Major McIntyre stood in the office of former-Captain Alpho Capo.  

The Iotian was covered in bandages and one arm in a cast as he reluctantly sat in the chair behind his desk. 

 “Captain Koester, Sigma Iotia formally requests your Federation’s aide,” Capo said. 

 “Already done,” Koester replied with a half-smile.  “The Dauntless will remain in orbit here until the Federation 

Council representatives arrive in a few days.  Your planet will get all the help it needs.” 

 For a moment it looked as if Capo were struggling between anger and gratitude.  After a few seconds, his 

expression simply melted away to sadness. 

 “Perhaps you were right, Captain.  Perhaps we did gain all this knowledge too quickly and easily without 

developing the maturity, as you call it, to be able to use it properly and safely.  Your non-interference directive is the only 

way to go.” 

 “Believe me,” said Koester.  “It took a lot of years, and a lot of mistakes, for Earth and the Federation to realize 

that.  But you already have a good start here.  With just a couple of generation’s of guidance, it won’t be too long before 

your culture’s acceptance into the galaxy-at-large.  You’re already a Federation protectorate.  You’re now a part of a very 

special family.” 

 For the first time since their confrontation in the same office the previous day, Capo smiled. 

 “Thank you, Captain.  Now if you will excuse me, there’s much work to be done.  Plans to be changed.  Goals to 

be reset.  But please, stay for a time and enjoy the hospitality of my world, such as it is.” 

 The Iotian leader reached into a desk drawer and withdrew an envelope and handed it to Koester. 

 “With everything that has happened lately, I certainly won’t have time to make use of those.  Please be my 

guests.” 

 The Away Team said their goodbyes, and as Capo resumed his work of realigning the goals of his society, 

Koester, K’danz and McIntyre departed. 

 “What was that Capo handed you, Skipper?” K’danz asked once they had entered the turbolift back down to the 

lobby.  As it traveled down, the captain ripped open the envelope and pulled out what looked like four tickets and a 

schedule. 

 “They’re passes to today’s Star Fleet convention!” Koester said, looking at the schedule.  “Guest speaker…  

Costume contest…  Guest speaker…  Auction…  Hey, you’re an admirer of James Kirk, aren’t you, Exec?”  When K’danz 

nodded yes, Koester continued, “At three o’clock they’re holding the ‘James T. Kirk Sound-Alike Contest.’”  The 

captain’s voice took on a different tone and his arm movements became exaggerated and jerky.  “Do… you… think… 

Icouldwin?” 

 K’danz frowned and smacked the captain’s arm just as the turbolift doors opened and the three stepped out into 

the lobby and finally the plaza outside. 

 “Well, what do you say?” Koester asked his companions. 

 “I’m game,” McIntyre replied. 

 “Sure, why not?” K’danz answered, still pouting over the mockery of her childhood hero.  Koester nodded as he 

tapped his combadge. 

 “Koester to Dauntless.” 

 “Dauntless.  Fry here.” 

 “Mister Fry, have my daughter beam down to my present coordinates.  Tell her I’m taking her someplace special 

and that she needs to be in her Fleet Space Cadet uniform.” 

“Aye, Skipper.  We’ll have her there shortly,” Cdr Fry replied. 

 “Great,” the captain said, closing the frequency and then turning with a big smile to K’danz and McIntyre.  

“Hey!  Do you think they’d let us work security?” 

 

The End 

 


