
Captain’s log, stardate 58597.9: 

In response to reported raids on outlying colonies in sector 428, the Dauntless has been 

assigned to patrol along the frontier in hopes that a show of the flag will curb the attacks. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Captain Peter J. Koester sat in the command chair, wearily looking at the main viewer and fighting back a 

yawn. 

 “Do you want me to take the conn so you can get some rest?” asked Commander K’danz, the starship’s 

first officer, from her regular seat at Koester’s right.  “You look like you haven’t slept in days.” 

 “Thanks, Carrie, but no,” Koester replied as he stretched out in his chair.  “I can make it through the last 

hour of my watch.  What’s been keeping me up at night is the nagging feeling that something about this whole 

situation just doesn’t feel right to me and I can’t stop thinking about it.”  He turned to look at his first officer.  “What 

do you make of this situation, Exec?” 

 “From what I’ve read in the reports, it sounds to me like pirates again,” K’danz replied.  “Pirate and 

smuggling activity jumped in this sector during the Dominion War, and haven’t really dropped off much in the five 

years since, because Starfleet is still rebuilding and can’t spare the resources to continually patrol this region.” 

 “I know, but there’s still something that bothers me even deeper about all this,” the captain said.  “Pirates 

will usually hit interstellar transports or cargo ships.  These recent raids on Nelbana are way out of the usual pattern 

for pirates.  Not to mention two starships sent out here to investigate before us have disappeared without a trace.  

Something about this feels too familiar.  I just hope we’re not in over our heads.” 
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 Captain Koester had just replicated a mug of warm milk and sat down on the couch in his quarters with a 

padd displaying the latest chapter of the book he had spent the last week trying to get through when the red alert 

klaxon sounded throughout the Dauntless. 

 “Red alert!  All hands to battlestations!” said the voice of Commander K’danz.  “Captain to the bridge!” 

 Moments later, Koester barreled out of the turbolift and onto the bridge. 

 “Report?” he asked as he relieved the first officer of the conn.  

 “Our patrol route took us through the Nelbana system,” K’danz said, taking her own seat to the right.  “As 

we neared the fourth planet, THAT dropped out of warp.  Seemingly came out of nowhere!”  The first officer 

gestured toward the viewscreen where a vessel bristling with weapons sat motionless in space. 

 “That’s no pirate ship,” Koester commented as he took his seat.  “Analysis, Major?” 

 Major Sean Elliott McIntyre, security chief, tactical officer and CO of the embarked Starfleet Marine Corps 

contingent, replied, “Sensors confirm the vessel is of an unknown configuration.  However, we have encountered 

that weaponry before.  Twenty-six variable-frequency disruptors, ten torpedo bays, ten missile bays.”  The major 

paused to let his report sink in. 

 “Ah, hell!” Koester cursed as he looked back at the image on the viewer.  The design looked different, but 

the captain started to notice the similarities to the vessels the Dauntless had grappled with about eight months 

earlier.  Especially the weapons.  “The Kairn.” 

 The captain looked back at McIntyre, swallowed hard, then said, “Open a hailing frequency.  Maybe we 

can determine what they want here peacefully.” 

 “Hailing frequencies open, sir.” 

 For the third time, Koester looked at the alien vessel on the viewer, and this time said, “This is Captain 

Peter J. Koester of the Federation starship Dauntless.  Please explain your purpose in this star system?” 

 The captain waited a moment for a reply, then glanced back at McIntyre questioningly. 



 “No response,” the Major confirmed. 

 Koester frowned, then tried again. 

 “This is the Federation starship Dauntless.  You are currently in Federation space.  Are you in need of 

assistance?” 

 A few more seconds passed before McIntyre’s eyes widened and he exclaimed, “Captain, they’re 

energizing their disruptor banks!” 

 “Arm photon torpedoes.  Lock phasers on target,” Koester ordered without hesitation. 

 “Phasers locked.  All forward tubes armed,” McIntyre confirmed a moment later.  “Shields remain fully 

raised.” 

 “Hail them aga…,” Koester started to say before McIntyre interrupted him. 

 “We’re receiving a transmission, voice only.” 

 “On speakers.” 

 “Starship Dauntless,” said a voice with low, deep tone and a slight hiss.  “We are of the Kairn Empire.  We 

had thought there would be no other examples necessary.  You will withdraw from what is ours.” 

 “Examples?” Koester asked, confused.  “Examples of what?” 

 There was a brief pause before the low voice spoke again, saying, “The vessels you called Splendid and 

Moskva.”  Koester looked at his first officer to confirm his suspicions. 

 “The two missing starships,” K’danz said with a nod after consulting her monitor.  Anger started to fill 

Koester. 

 “You destroyed two Federation starships?!  For what purpose?” 

 “You invade our territory.  To quote your own history, which we extracted from the databanks of an ore 

carrier some time ago, ‘We need breathing room.’  Withdraw from Kairn territory now, Dauntless, or you too will 

join your comrades.” 

 Koester gestured to cut the communications line, then asked McIntyre, “Major, besides the two missing 

Starfleet vessels, are there any other ships reported missing in this sector?” 

 McIntyre consulted his LCARS readout before replying, “In the last four years, eight cargo vessels or 

freighters have disappeared without a trace.  The wreckage of three more have been discovered crashed on various 

moons in the Selerus and Cyrus systems.  Two other freighters reported being attacked within five parsecs of our 

current position but managed to escape their attackers.  The majority of these attacks and missing ships have been 

attributed to pirates in the sector.” 

 “Pirates my a…,” Koester started to say before the whole starship shook. 

 “Disruptor fire, very low yield,” McIntyre reported.  “Either their ship isn’t anywhere near as powerful as it 

looks or…” 

 “…Or…?” the captain prompted. 

 “…Or they’re simply trying to nudge us along,” McIntyre concluded. 

 “Well let’s show them we can nudge right back.  Phaser yield to 70%.  Take out a few of their disruptor 

banks,” Koester ordered. 

 Energy beams erupted from the phaser strip on the top of the saucer hull, striking the shields of the Kairn 

vessel. 

 “Their shields are down by 3%,” McIntyre reported.  “No damage to the alien vessel.” 

 “Frequency open,” the captain ordered.  “Kairn vessel, please withdraw from Federation space.”  He then 

looked back at McIntyre.  “Any response?” 

 Suddenly the Dauntless lurched into a ninety-degree roll to starboard.  Everyone on the bridge went flying 

before the ship’s inertial dampers managed to compensate.  Commander K’danz landed hard against the tactical 

console and now lay slumped at its base, moaning painfully, her right arm jutting out at an unnatural angle. 

 “Bridge to sickbay, medical emergency!” Koester announced as he climbed back into his seat, then 

demanded, “What in hell happened?” 

 “That was a nuclear detonation, point-blank range,” McIntyre replied as he resumed his station.  “Shields 

are down to 50%!  Minor damage to the main hull and deflector.” 

 “Captain, we’re drifting,” reported Commander Kevin Fry from the helm. 

 “Maintain position, Mister Fry.  Major, return fire, full power all weapons!” Koester ordered. 

 Every forward facing phaser on the Dauntless opened up on the intruding Kairn vessel, followed by a full 

spread of photon torpedoes.  Explosions wracked the alien ship. 

 “Ten disruptors damaged or destroyed,” the major reported.  “Their shields are…” 

 An explosion and sparks suddenly filled the bridge with smoke.  As crewmembers scrambled to put out the 

flames, McIntyre, his face smudged with soot, reported, “Hull breech, decks two and three!” 



 “Seal off those decks!  Damage control crews to decks two and three.  Major, I thought you said we still 

had 50% on our shields?” Koester asked as he ordered Fry onto a new course.  “Get us out of here, Mister Fry!” 

 As the chief helmsman struggled to get the Dauntless moving, McIntyre said, “Shields are currently at 

47%.  They appear to have guessed our shield modulation frequency and penetrated the shields!” 

 “It was more than a guess!” said the captain.  “It’s those damn shield-piercing disruptors like they hit us 

with last year!” 

 As the captain grimly digested all the information, a doctor and Corporal Hicks, the Marine medic, arrived 

on the bridge with a gurney.  As Hicks and Ship’s Counselor Gera gently lifted the unconscious K’danz onto the 

antigrav unit, the doctor, one of Rasa Palin’s assistants, checked the rest of the bridge crew and treated the minor 

injuries he encountered with his medikit. 

 “Captain, on course 175 mark 9,” reported Commander Fry.  “Accelerating to warp speed.” 

 “Kairn vessel in pursuit!” McIntyre reported. 

 “Ready aft torpedoes!” 

 “Captain, they just launched another missile!” 

 “Bridge to all decks, brace for impact!  Fire torpedoes!” 

 As the Dauntless accelerated into warp, a spread of photon torpedoes launched from the tubes beneath the 

starship’s fantail, streaking out and quickly closing the gap between the two opposing vessels.  One of the seven 

powerful weapons struck the Kairn missile nose-on, causing it to detonate prematurely, far short of the fleeing 

Federation starship.  The Kairn battlecruiser, apparently not expecting the explosion, passed right through the 

rapidly expanding nuclear fireball, emerging with shields weakened, only to be struck by the remaining six 

torpedoes.  The torpedoes pierced the Kairn shields and detonated against the hull. 

 “Their shields have collapsed!” McIntyre reported, smiling for the first time since encountering the alien 

spacecraft.  “Kairn vessel is slowing…  Kairn vessel is breaking off pursuit!  You’ve done it, sir!” 

 “All I’ve done is run away with my tail between my legs,” Koester said with a growl.  “We knew what we 

were up against and I let them get in the first shot again!”  The captain then slumped in his command chair and said 

to himself, “I promise you it won’t happen again.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 58617.0: 

USS Dauntless is docked at Starbase 82 for repairs following our latest encounter with 

the Kairn.  Repairs are expected to take at least three weeks.  In the meantime, I have 

been requested to participate in a special mission.  With Commander K’danz recovering 

from her injuries in the starbase infirmary, I’m leaving the ship under the command of 

Commander Kevin Fry while I am gone. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Kevin Fry sat in the captain’s ready room as Captain Koester gathered a handful of isolinear chips and 

some padds and tossed them into his duffle bag. 

 “This should be pretty easy for you, Kevin,” the captain said as he turned toward his second officer for a 

moment.  “I’m not sure how long my special mission will last, but I probably won’t be back before the repairs are 

complete.  Unless given specific orders by Starfleet, keep the Dauntless here at Starbase 82.  Understood?” 

 “Understood, Captain.  What of Commander K’danz?” 

 “Infimary doctors say she’ll be on her feet again in about a week.  I’ve authorized two weeks leave for her 

and Dar following her release, so you’re the authority here while I’m gone!” 

 Fry nodded, then checked his padd to make sure there were no other questions he had forgotten. 

 “Where will you be, sir?  Will we be able to contact you if something requiring the CO’s attention comes 

up?” 

 “I’m being temporarily assigned to the starship Providence as an advisor for some reason,” Koester replied.  

“Starfleet apparently wants the only starship commander to survive not one, but two encounters with the Kairn 

aboard that ship while the Providence conducts its covert survey mission into sector 548.  Starfleet needs to know 

exactly how far into Federation territory the Kairn have penetrated and what their forces consist of, and the 

Providence is the only ship equipped to handle such a survey.”  Koester’s expression turned grim as he added, “I 



don’t know if you read the report, but in the week since our encounter in sector 428, all contact with the Federation 

colonies on Selerus and Nelbana III have been lost.” 

 The news came as a shock to Fry, who had spent the better part of the last few days arranging for the 

Dauntless’ repairs and maneuvering the Sovereign-class starship into the proper slip for those repairs to begin. 

 “Besides, I doubt you’ll be able to reach me even in an emergency.  We’ll be under total subspace radio 

blackout for the whole mission.  If Carrie is unavailable, the big decisions are up to you.” 

 As Koester hefted his duffle onto his shoulder, Fry stood and followed the captain out onto the bridge. 

 “Gem’s staying aboard?” Fry asked, referring to the captain’s daughter. 

 “Counselor Gera and Gunny O’Laughlin have agreed to share responsibility for her in my absence,” the 

captain replied.  “Any other questions, Commander?” 

 “Just one, sir.  When can we expect you back?” 

 Koester made a soft chuckle before saying, “I’m not entirely sure, but if you don’t hear from me within 

sixty days…  I’m probably not coming back.” 

 The entire bridge crew, which included Lt Cdr Winters, Lt Jorruss, Chief Zubatka and Lt High, all grew 

silent at the captain’s remark, exchanging uneasy glances.  Nobody moved or spoke until Koester glanced slightly 

upward and said, “Computer, transfer all command codes to Commander Kevin Fry, authorization Koester-Alpha-

Nine-Nine-Theta.” 

 “All command codes transferred,” the ship’s computer voice responded. 

 With a final handshake, Koester said his goodbyes to Fry and his crew, then headed toward the turbolift to 

say goodbye to his daughter, who waited down in their shared quarters. 

 “Skipper,” Fry said just as the lift doors opened to admit the captain.  Koester looked back at Fry as the 

second officer added, “Good luck.” 

 “Thank you,” Koester said, giving a final acknowledgement to the entire bridge crew before disappearing 

into the turbolift. 

 

The End… For Now 

 


