
 “Slow to three-quarters impulse.  Steady as she goes,” Captain Peter J. Koester, commanding officer of the 

Sovereign-class starship USS Dauntless, ordered just as the turbolift behind his right shoulder swished open.  The 

captain looked over to see who was arriving on the bridge and broke out in a big smile when he saw it was his first 

officer, Commander K’danz. 

 “Welcome back to the bridge, Carrie.  How are you feeling?  Has Doctor MacMillan cleared you for duty 

again?” 

 “I’m feeling much better, thank you, Skipper,” K’danz replied as she sat down in her regular seat to the 

captain’s right.  “And I think I’m going to go stir crazy if I have to spend another day confined to my quarters.  

Think Alasdair will mind if I resume my duties today?” 

 “I don’t know?  I think he was starting to get used to running the afternoon shift,” Koester said with a grin. 

 As the two top officers continued their discussion of the XO’s return to duty, K’danz catching up on 

everything she had missed in the ship’s operations over the last several weeks, Lt Colonel Sean Elliott McIntyre, the 

starship’s Chief of Security, reacted to a new indication on his tactical console. 

 “Captain, long range sensors are detecting an unidentified vessel on an intercept course,” McIntyre 

reported, ending Koester’s friendly conversation. 

 “Can you recognize it, Colonel?” the captain asked. 

 The Starfleet Marine officer tied several other sensor systems into his console, increasing his ability to 

track and identify the vessel that was approaching the Dauntless.  After several seconds, the starship’s computer 

managed to classify the intruder. 

 “Captain, I’ve identified the warp signature,” McIntyre reported, his voice sounding alarmed.  “The vessel 

is Borg.” 
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 “Battlestations!” Captain Koester ordered.  “Sound red alert!” 

 The klaxon alarm sounded throughout the starship as crew members rushed to their stations.  Within 

moments, the bridge was crowded as stand-bys for every watch stander entered the space, ready to jump into 

position at a moment’s notice should the Dauntless start taking casualties. 

 “The ship is manned for battlestations,” K’danz confirmed as she verified the roster on the monitor next to 

her chair. 

 “Shields raised.  Weapons armed and ready,” Lt Colonel McIntyre confirmed. 

 “Engineering standing by to answer all orders,” Chief Engineer Dar reported from the engineering console.  

 “Very well.  Mister Winters, put the Borg vessel on screen.” 

 Lt Commander Phillip Winters, his ever-present tan satchel hanging from his shoulder, acknowledged the 

order, and a moment later the main viewer switched to the distant image of a Borg vessel moving ever closer to the 

Dauntless. 

 “Magnify,” Koester ordered. 

 The viewer blinked again, and the Borg ship, previously just a small square in the distance, suddenly 

became a rectangular-shaped vessel, areas lit in green, still moving undeniably closer to the Federation starship. 

 “Confirmed,” announced McIntyre.  “Vessel matches known configuration of a Borg probe vessel.  About 

three hundred fifty meters in length.  Crew compliment unknown.” 

 Before the captain could comment, the multiple voices of the Collective, a sound he had hoped never to 

hear again, was broadcast from the bridge speakers. 

 “We are the Borg.  Lower your shields and surrender your ship.  We will add your biological and 

technological distinctiveness to our own.  Your culture will adapt to service us.  Resistance is futile." 

 “Let’s see just how futile,” Koester commented through gritted teeth.  “Mister McIntyre, open fire!” 



 The Borg probe vessel was already attempting to lock a tractor on the Dauntless when the first series of 

phaser strikes and torpedoes launched from their tubes.  As expected, the Starfleet weapons did a lot of damage to 

the probe’s outer hull, but little in the way of stopping the Borg craft. 

 “Borg ship is regenerating,” McIntyre announced. 

 “Where’s Jean-Luc when you need to know the most vulnerable spot?” Koester mumbled to himself as he 

added, “Maintain weapons fire.  If we do enough damage, they’ll have to shut down to regenerate further.”  He then 

looked over toward the science console, where Commanders Alasdair Wallace and T’Ashara shared their 

battlestation.  “Can you give me a better aiming point, Mister Wallace?” 

 “Scannin’ the Borg ship, sair.  As you know, the Borg are highly decentralized.  It’s hard to pinpoint a 

particularly vulnerable section.” 

 “Just do your best,” the captain implored just as the entire starship shuddered. 

 “Hull damage, deck sixteen, section forty-two,” Lt Commander Phillip Winters announced.  “Damage 

control crews are responding.” 

 “Analysis of the Borg attack indicates they are trying to disable main engineering,” T’Ashara added. 

 “Divert more power to the shields around the engineering hull, Mister Winters,” Koester ordered.  “Take it 

from life support if you have to.” 

 The bridge crew watched as another volley of quantum torpedoes launched from the tube under the center 

of the saucer hull, striking the Borg amidships.  A large section of the Borg’s hull blasted away, revealing the 

interior of the relatively small vessel. 

 “Colonel, concentrate your fire on that hull breech!” Koester commanded. 

 “Firing phasers and photon torpedoes,” McIntyre confirmed.  Seconds later, the first of the new barrage of 

weapons struck the opening, and half the Borg vessel immediately went dark. 

 “The Borg are retreating,” Chief Pono Kyman, who manned the mission ops console behind Dar 

announced.  His own experience with the Borg, both cultural and personal, made each new encounter more of a 

nightmare for the El-Aurian Chief of the Boat.  Deep inside he wanted to shout for the captain to break off the attack 

and flee while they had the opportunity, yet he managed to remain professional in his duties. 

 “We can’t let them get away,” Koester said.  “Mister Peck, pursuit course.” 

 “Accelerating to full impulse,” the Bolian helmsman replied.  “Standing by on warp drive.” 

 The Dauntless continued to fire its weapons as the Borg, the small vessel overwhelmed by the Federation 

starship’s firepower, tried to escape. 

 “Arm quantum torpedoes on target and fire!” the captain ordered once again. 

 “Firing torpedoes,” McIntyre confirmed.  Seconds later, six bright white balls of zero-point energy arced 

away from the Dauntless, striking the Borg ship deep within the fissure in the Borg’s hull.  With an almost blinding 

flash, an explosion tore the Borg ship in two, sending the separate sections in opposite directions.  A cheer went up 

around the bridge of the Dauntless as one of the sections exploded, debris harmlessly bouncing off the starship’s 

shields. 

 “Stand down to yellow alert,” the captain ordered as he watched the remaining section of the Borg ship go 

dark and lifeless. 

 “Cap’n,” Commander Wallace said as several of the crew who had come to the bridge for battlestations 

started making their way back toward the turbolifts.  “Accordin’ to sensors, power is gone from that remainin’ 

section o’ the Borg ship.  We might be able to send over a salvage team.  Starfleet R&D would love to get their 

hands on a transwarp coil or two, and who knows what else we might find o’er there.” 

 Koester turned to look at the hulk of the Borg ship, drifting powerlessly on the main viewer, before looking 

back at his Chief Science Officer, then his First Officer. 

 “Do you think it would be worth the risk?” 

 “Anything that might help us learn more about the Borg and ways to defeat them is worth the risk, Peter,” 

K’danz replied. 

 “Are you feeling up to it?” 

 “Well, it would certainly be a change from being confined to my quarters,” K’danz replied with a smile 

before also looking at the main viewer.  “Besides, it looks like they’re all dead over there.  I don’t see much of a 

problem.” 

 Captain Koester could not hide the slightly reluctant expression on his face as he turned to share a look of 

concern with Chief Kyman before finally coming to a decision. 

 “Fine.  Take an away team over there, but I want the team heavily armed.  Take Wallace, T’Ashara, Dar, 

Ka’Dan and Drake.  But remember, in the unlikely event you encounter any drones that are still alive over there, do 

not become provocative.  They will only attack if they consider you a threat.” 



 “Be armed to the teeth but not provocative, aye, Skipper,” K’danz replied with a grin as she pointed toward 

the science console.  “Wallace, T’Ashara, you’re with me.  Colonel, could you have Ka’Dan and Drake meet us in 

transporter room one, standard battle dress.”  She then started moving toward the closest turbolift when she looked 

over at her husband, Dar, and added, “Coming dear?” 

 The half-Klingon Chief Engineer could not hold back his own smile as he replied, “Coming,” and rushed to 

join his wife and the two science officers in the lift. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 61120.5: 

On my orders, Commander K’danz is currently leading an away team over to the 

shattered remains of the Borg vessel.  I only hope anything they find over there is worth 

the risk they are taking. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Just a few minutes after leaving the bridge, Commander K’danz, Chief Engineer Dar, Science Officers 

Alasdair Wallace and T’Ashara and Security Officers Ka’Dan and Michael Drake materialized inside the battered 

and crushed wreckage of the Borg probe vessel, all wearing full EVA suits. 

 “Drake, Ka’Dan, stay alert, but do not fire your weapons unless ordered.  Then remember to shift your 

frequencies after each shot.  We may be able to get a good half dozen phaser shots before the Borg adapt, assuming 

any are still alive,” K’danz ordered.  “Alasdair, T’Ashara, start scanning around.  See if you can locate anything that 

might be of interest to Starfleet R&D.” 

 As each member of the away team acknowledged their orders, K’danz took a moment to look around.  

Even as badly damaged as the vessel was, it was still clearly recognizable as Borg, and it sent a shudder down the 

Executive Officer’s spine, particularly when she recalled the feeling of Borg nanoprobes being injected into her 

bloodstream when a transport she was aboard just over two years earlier was attacked by a Borg Cube. 

 “Commander, I have ascertained the location of a Borg Transwarp Coil,” the Vulcan T’Ashara reported, 

pointing with her gloved hand down a barely passable corridor.  “Twenty-seven point nine meters in that direction.” 

 “As good a direction as any to start in,” Drake commented as he took point, leading the away team in the 

direction T’Ashara had indicated while the Klingon exchange officer, Ka’Dan, assumed the rear.  The Marine 

lieutenant tried to carefully move around or under the wreckage that partly blocked their path, yet still occasionally 

knocked down a support beam or bulkhead, causing a loud crash that could be heard throughout the hulk. 

 “Good thing they’re all dead, aye?” Commander Wallace remarked after another loud crash announced 

their presence. 

 “I am not sure that is a true statement,” T’Ashara remarked.  “I am detecting faint life-form reading 

emanating from the vicinity of the transwarp coil we seek.”  The report made K’danz feel uneasy. 

 “Be alert,” she reminded everyone. 

 A minute later, the away team emerged inside an open space, part of what the Borg would consider an 

engine room, though the Borg built their ships in such a decentralized manner, there were likely almost a dozen 

similar chambers aboard the probe vessel when it was still intact.  T’Ashara, Wallace and Dar immediately moved 

toward the column-like structure in the middle of the chamber as the two security guards covered both entrances.  

K’danz joined her husband at the column as they scanned the equipment trying to find an access to it.  A buried 

memory from her own attempted assimilation surfaced and K’danz instinctively reached out to touch what appeared 

to be nothing more than a conduit on the side of the column.  Even T’Ashara reacted with surprise when the column 

lifted upward into the chamber ceiling, revealing a burned and cracked disc-like device. 

 “This transwarp coil has been destroyed by th’ standard protocol that keeps them from being captured when 

a Borg ship is damaged or destroyed,” Wallace announced, his walrus-like mustache visibly bristling inside his 

spacesuit helmet. 

 “My tricorder is detecting another coil, this one most likely intact,” T’Ashara said, pointing further into the 

remains of the vessel.  “In the same direction as the barely detectable life form readings I detected.” 

 K’danz sighed inside her helmet, then said, “Drake, take point.  Be careful.” 

 “Aye, Commander,” the Marine lieutenant replied, leading the way out of the chamber and toward the 

location of the sensor readings.  The away team carefully passed through the corridor, where several darkened Borg 



alcoves, each with the dead remains of a drone, were located.  Soon, they passed into another larger chamber, this 

one containing what looked like large aquarium tanks, deep emerald green in color. 

 “This is the source of the faint life readings,” T’Ashara said, her tricorder bleeping in the deathly silence of 

the Borg ship. 

 “Maturation chambers,” K’danz explained.  “This is where the Borg grow their offspring, usually young 

children captured when a civilization is assimilated.”  She shone her light into the closest of the chambers, where the 

lifelessly serene face of an alien child, its head covered with Borg implants, could be seen.  “Better off dead,” she 

finally commented. 

 “Commander, th’ children in these two chambers are still alive, bu’ probably not too much longer,” 

Wallace reported, indicating the two chambers furthest from the damage inflicted on the vessel. 

 K’danz hesitated for a moment before her resolve kicked in.  Almost without warning, she used her suit 

arm to shatter through the glass cover of the two maturation chambers.  The two beings inside, one a male human 

that looked to be in his teens, the other a younger female of some race none of the away team had ever seen before, 

poured out of the chambers in a puddle of green goo.  Both children were completely bare except for the implants 

embedded in several places on their bodies. 

 “Drake, Ka’Dan, escort Wallace and Dar to where Commander T’Ashara detected the next transwarp coil,” 

K’danz ordered.  “T’Ashara, you’re with me.”  The Exec then activated her communicator as she leaned down 

toward the young girl, motioning the Vulcan woman to do the same with the other child as she said, “Dauntless, this 

is K’danz.  Lock onto T’Ashara’s and my combadge and beam us directly to sickbay!  Medical emergency!  Four to 

beam over!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 K’danz’s call of a medical emergency sent Captain Koester rushing down to sickbay from the bridge.  As 

he rushed into the medical section, he was surprised to find Doctors MacMillan and Kay working on two children, 

not members of his crew as he had expected.  The captain stepped over to K’danz and T’ashara, both of whom had 

removed their spacesuit helmets and stepped to the side of sickbay, away from the frantic activity. 

 “You found survivors aboard the wreckage?” the captain asked. 

 “I don’t know if you would call them survivors, Skipper,” K’danz replied.  “They were inside maturation 

chambers, in the process of assimilation, so who knows how long ago they were captured by the Borg.” 

 Koester looked over towards the main examination bed, where MacMillan worked frantically on the human 

boy, then toward the furthest biobed, where Kay seemed to be having trouble with the female Borg child. 

 “Nurse, fifteen cc’s of tri-ox and follow that up with two cc’s cordrazine!” Kay demanded, the first 

hypospray already in the doctor’s hand before he had finished the sentence.  He pressed the hypo to the little girl’s 

neck, the hiss of air indicating the medication was entering her system.  This was quickly followed by a second 

spray, but it was evident to Koester the cordrazine did not have the effect Kay desired. 

 “She’s flatlining!” Kay shouted to MacMillan.  “I’m losing her!” 

 The Chief Medical Officer quickly turned his patient, who had already been stabilized, over to the two 

nurses assisting him and then rushed over to help Kay. 

 “Get me a cortical stimulator!” MacMillan shouted.  He was quickly handed the two small devices, which 

he placed on each side of the girl’s temple, almost touching several of the implants that pierced her skull. 

 “One hundred terradynes,” the CMO ordered.  The young girl’s body jumped slightly as the stimulators 

applied their charge, but the medical monitor continued its steady beep.  “One fifty!” MacMillan ordered.  Again the 

frail little body jumped, her muscles almost seizing, but still no change in her readings.  “Two hundred!”  Again the 

body seized, but again no change.  MacMillan looked at Kay, both doctors releasing a held breath before the Chief 

Medical Officer finally said, “Let’s call it.  Death occurred at 1137 hours.”  K’danz looked upset as Doctor Kay 

pulled a sheet up over the little girl’s face. 

 “Take some time to get out of the EVA suit, then debrief with me in the conference lounge in one hour,” 

Captain Koester told his first officer as he started to head for the corridor.  “I want to know what happened over 

there.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 An hour later, Captain Koester, Commander K’danz and Commander Wallace were gathered in the 

conference lounge with Chief Pono Kyman, who had tagged along because of his own personal experience with the 

Borg.  Wallace looked rather pleased, the away team having found and recovered two intact transwarp coils and 



several other pieces of technology after K’danz and T’Ashara had beamed back to the ship with the two assimilated 

children.  All the salvage was now down in main engineering, where Dar and his engineering staff were already 

examining them. 

 K’danz, on the other hand, just had a haunted look in her eyes. 

 “What happened over there, Exec?” Koester asked.  “Why did you bring those drones back aboard my 

ship?” 

 “They were children,” K’danz replied.  “If we had left them there they would have died.” 

 “They had been assimilated by the Borg already, Carrie!” Koester implored.  “They were better off dead!” 

 K’danz suddenly looked directly at her captain, a look bordering anger in her eyes. 

 “As someone who was almost assimilated yourself, I’m surprised you could have that attitude?” she said 

before glancing at the starship’s COB.  “You certainly didn’t have that attitude nine years ago when the Chief’s 

mother was recovered.” 

 Memories flooded back in the captain’s mind, of the day the Dauntless was attacked and boarded by a Borg 

cube.  And how in the midst of that attack, Chief Kyman recognized one of the drones as his own mother, Morra, 

and how after the attack she had been disconnected from the Collective and returned to a semblance of individuality, 

living with her son on the Ba’ku world during his brief retirement.  The captain’s expression changed, the firmness 

of his expression melted. 

 “How is Morra doing now, COB?” he asked the El-Aurian man. 

 “Very well,” Kyman replied.  “She’s still not the mother I remember, but she has made remarkable 

progress regaining her individuality.  She’s working with Starfleet Medical, with another former Borg drone they 

call Seven, helping to understand Borg physiology while I’m back aboard the Dauntless.” 

 Koester looked back at his first officer, his expression more sympathetic. 

 “What do you want to do, Carrie?” he asked. 

 “We need to find out whether Doctor MacMillan thinks the boy is going to survive on his own first,” 

K’danz replied. 

 

* * * * 

 

 A short time later, Koester, K’danz and Kyman were back in sickbay, talking to Doctor MacMillan, the 

Chief Medical Officer, about his newest patient. 

 “I’ve already managed to identify him,” MacMillan said as the captain looked down at the face of the Borg 

boy.  The boy, who looked to be close to the same age as his own fourteen year old daughter, looked back at the 

captain placidly, as if merely taking in all the details around him for later analysis while MacMillan called up some 

information on a padd he was carrying.  “I performed a DNA analysis of the subject.  According to Federation 

records, he was a resident of the Ivor Prime colony until…” 

 “…Until the Borg assimilated it on their way to Earth about a decade ago,” Captain Koester finished for 

him. 

 “That’s correct,” MacMillan said.  “His name’s Cerilli.  Wyatt Cerilli.” 

 “My designation is Five of Twelve, Tertiary Adjunct of Trimatrix 156,” the Borg injected, speaking for the 

first time since being beamed aboard the starship.  His voice sounded extremely monotone.  “The Collective is 

silent.  What has happened?”  The boy started to struggle slightly under the surgical support frame.  MacMillan 

gestured to one of his nurses, who administered a hypo to the boy’s neck.  He quickly drifted into unconsciousness. 

 “What happens to him now?” K’danz asked. 

 “First thing,” MacMillan replied, “is I prep him for surgery.  I need to remove the majority o’ his Borg 

implants.  Now that he’s been separated from th’ Collective, his implants will kill ‘im more’an keep him alive.” 

 “And then what?” Koester asked.  “Does he have any family?” 

 “All the family he had were on Ivor Prime with him when he was assimilated.  They were either all killed 

when the Cube was destroyed in Earth orbit or are currently somewhere among the Collective.  But I’ll have 

Commander Winters do some research, just in case he might have someone else out there.” 

 “And if we can’t locate any other family?  What do we do with him then?” Koester asked.  His attention 

was drawn as Kyman cleared his throat.  “You have a suggestion, COB?” 

 “Well, I do have a little experience in this area, Skipper,” Kyman said proudly.  “Besides, maybe I can train 

myself a new golf caddy out of it at the same time?” 

 

* * * * 

 



Captain’s log, stardate 61127.3: 

With most of his implants removed, the body of former Borg drone Wyatt Cerilli has 

started reasserting its humanity.  According to Doctor MacMillan, his skin has already 

begun to return to its normal caucasian skin tone, and the Doctor expects hair should 

soon begin to grow on his head again. 

Because he spent the majority of his time after assimilation in the Borg maturation 

chamber, MacMillan believes he will recover his humanity easier than if he had been a 

mature drone for his entire captivity. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Captain Koester and Commander K’danz entered sickbay, where Doctor Justin MacMillan and Chief Pono 

Kyman were standing next to the middle biobed, talking.  The two officers stepped over to the bed, where Koester 

could see young Wyatt Cerilli, the majority of his Borg implants now removed, his skin a sickly, pale color, but just 

enough color to look alive, not the mottled deathly white Borg drones normally exhibited.  The boy appeared to be 

sleeping. 

 “How is he, Doctor?” the captain asked as he stood on the opposite side of the bed from Kyman and 

MacMillan. 

 “Remarkably well,” MacMillan replied.  “With what Starfleet Medical has learned from both the Morra 

Kyman and Annika Hansen cases, restoring Wyatt here to individuality was fairly easy.  I expect him to make a full 

recovery and be back on his feet in just a few days.” 

 “He’ll have to be monitored closely, of course,” Kyman added.  “But I think he’s going to be just fine.”  

Kyman placed a hand on the sleeping boy’s shoulder and gave him a warm, almost paternal pat.  Koester noticed 

that in the short time since Wyatt had been brought aboard, the Chief of the Boat had already grown rather attached 

to the boy, and chalked it up to both his experience with the Borg as an El-Aurian and his own personal challenge 

after his mother had been recovered.  It almost seemed as if Kyman was taking it as a special personal mission to 

rescue as many people from the Borg as he could. 

 “Well keep me informed on his progress, Doctor,” Koester said as he turned and both he and K’danz 

walked out into the corridor.  “Starfleet R&D will be happy with our souvenirs, Exec.  Good work.”  The captain 

then paused before the pair reached the turbolift.  “And you were right.” 

 “Skipper?” K’danz asked, confused. 

 “About rescuing the two children and bringing them back to the ship, even if only one of them survived.  I 

only saw them as Borg.  I couldn’t see past my previous experiences with the Collective.  I would have simply let 

them all die.” 

 “Just part of my job, Skipper.  Being your conscience,” K’danz replied with a warm smile.   

 Koester tried to return the smile as he said, “I just hope we haven’t made a mistake.”  He then lead the way 

into the nearby turbolift and headed toward the bridge, leaving his first officer to stare at the closed doors. 

 

The End 


