
 

 

 The holodeck doors parted and Commander Setton To’Lock Arbleo and his daughter, Ensign Annika 

Omnia Arbelo-Eeta walked out, both wearing skatsball uniforms. 

 “You cheated,” Annika accused her father.  “You’re not allowed to upset your opponent’s balance by 

tipping the edge of your skatsball hoverboard onto the end of their board!” 

 “There is no rule against it,” Arbleo rebuked.  “We used to pull that move all the time back when I played 

this game aboard the Arcturus.  Athena used to specialize in it, sending her opponents right into their own nets!” 

 “I still say it’s cheat…  Good morning, Captain!” 

 Fleet Captain Peter J. Koester, commanding officer of the Sovereign-class Federation starship USS 

Dauntless, had just emerged from the turbolift directly across from the holodeck doors.  He looked at his two crew 

members and what they were wearing, a strange look on his face. 

 “Just teaching Annika how to play skatsball the old fashioned way,” explained Arbelo. 

 “…And failing,” added Annika. 

 “Holodecks,” Koester remarked, sounding disgusted.  “Speaking of old fashioned, don’t you ever long for 

the old fashioned way of living, Exec?  Before there were holodecks and replicators and all those similar 

technologies.” 

 Arbelo looked at his commanding officer, puzzled for a moment, before saying, “Speaking as someone 

who was born in the mid-23rd century, who lived several decades before holodecks and replicators and all those 

similar technologies came into common use, I can honestly say; no, I don’t want to go back to those days.  Back 

when I served aboard the Arcturus we used to need to clear out the entire shuttlebay and use half the off-duty 

personnel just to form two halfway decent skatsball teams and have a space big enough aboard the ship to play.  

Now my daughter and I can simply walk into a room that’s no bigger than our quarters and the two of us can play 

skatsball against each other or against any number of other players just by loading a computer program.  Not to 

mention modern replicators have virtually eliminated hunger and need even during the worst of emergencies.  If 

replicators had been available in the 2240’s, Tarsus IV would never have occurred and there never would have been 

a Kodos the Executioner.” 

 “Bah!” Koester remarked with a flip of his hand.  “Sometimes I wish we could just throw it all away and 

live the way God had meant for us to live.  By our wits and our strengths!” 

 Without another word, Koester turned and headed down the corridor.  Annika, somewhat wide-eyed, 

looked up at her father. 

 “What’s wrong with the Captain?  I’ve never seen him acting like that.” 

 “He must be having a rough day,” Arbelo remarked with a shrug.  “Come on.  If we get changed out of 

these clothes quick enough, there’s still time for an ice cream float down in 10-Forward!” 

 Annika was already running down the corridor before her father had even finished speaking.  “Last one 

there has to clean out the Efrosian glow ant’s terrarium tonight!” she called out in sing-song fashion over her 

shoulder.  Arbelo shook his head in amusement before running to catch up to his daughter. 
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 A finger pressed the door chime beside the captain’s cabin door.  Ensign Cassie Koester – a protégé of the 

captain, recent graduate of the Academy, and one of the starship’s newly assigned crew members – waited patiently, 

but after several seconds the door did not open.  She tried pressing the chime again and continued waiting, but there 

was still no response. 

 “That’s odd,” the newly appointed ensign remarked to herself.  “He did say 1600 hours, didn’t he?”  Cassie 

looked up and down the corridor before finally saying aloud, “Computer, what is the current shipboard time?” 

 “The current time is 1603 hours,” the computer’s familiar female voice responded. 

 Cassie shrugged, then tried the chime for a third time, figuring if there was no response this time she would 

go find one of the more senior officers to help her locate the captain.  Finally, however, the door to the captain’s 

quarters swished open, and a plume of foul smoke wafted out into the corridor. 

 “Captain?” Cassie called out in concern.  “Are you alright?” 

 “In the dining area, Cassie,” the voice of Captain Koester called out.  Waving her hand before her in an 

effort to clear the air, Ensign Koester walked into the stateroom to find the captain trying to prepare food in a pan 

atop an old cook stove set up on the dining area table. 

 “What are you doing?” Cassie asked, both amused and appalled at the mess Koester was making. 

 “Trying to cook the dinner I promised you,” Koester replied as he attempted to scrape the remains of a 

steak out of the pan.  “My cooking skills are not quite at the level they should be.” 

 Cassie chucked, then asked, “Why didn’t you just use the replicator?” 

 Koester’s face took on a dark expression as he looked over toward where the replicator was mounted in the 

bulkhead, then looked back at Cassie and said, “That thing is only trouble.  Making so-called food out of thin air?  It 

can’t be good for us!  I’m surprised this entire crew hasn’t starved already.”  Koester then looked back down at the 

pan in his hand and his expression turned to one of sadness.  “I’m sorry, Cassie.  It looks like I’ve ruined dinner, and 

I don’t think we have any more real meat aboard right now.” 

 “You used real meat?  Like, from a cow?” Cassie asked in amazement.  “Do you have any idea how 

difficult it must have been to transport that all the way out here, even if it was stored in stasis?” 

 “I think we’re growing too dependent on all this damn technology around here,” Koester remarked.  “It’s 

going to be the death of us.”  Koester glanced at the ruined meal once more and sighed.  “Now what are we going to 

do about dinner?” 

 “Forget about dinner,” Cassie suggested.  “Why don’t we just sit and talk and catch up before I need to be 

up on the bridge for my watch.  We haven’t been able to do that since I got aboard.  After all, isn’t that what this 

dinner invitation was supposed to be for anyway?” 

 “Yeah, you’re right,” Koester remarked as he poured hot water from a pot that had also been on the cook 

stove into a cup, then handed the cup of tea to Cassie.  “Here.  At least I can still boil water.” 

 Cassie chuckled again as she accepted the cup of tea, but as she turned to sit on the couch below the 

windows in the living area of the stateroom, wondered what was going on with the captain. 

 

* * * * 

 

 A few days later, the ornate doors to 10-Forward parted and Master Chief Petty Officer Pono R. Kyman, 

the Dauntless’ Chief of the Boat or COB, walked in.  He looked around the crowd before spotting Ship’s Counselor 

Tanzia Gera having a drink with a friend across the room.  Kyman walked through the crowd over to Gera’s table.  

 “Excuse me, Counselor,” the El-Aurian man said.  “But have you seen the Skipper this evening?  He was 

supposed to have check-in interviews with several new crew members in his ready room, but no one can seem to 

find him.” 

 Gera placed her drink on the table, the joined-Trill woman with the fire-red hair apologizing to her 

companion for the interruption, and said to Kyman, “No, COB, I haven’t seen him since the morning duty shift.  Has 

anyone asked the computer for his location?” 



 

 

 “Of course,” Kyman replied.  “Unfortunately, either by accident or design, he left his combadge in the 

ready room.  No one knows where he is.” 

 Gera was now alarmed.  She excused herself as she stood up, then said, “Come with me, COB.”  A couple 

of minutes later the pair emerged on the bridge, where Commander Arbelo was seated in the center seat. 

 “Commander, any sign of the Captain yet?” the counselor asked. 

 “Nothing.  We’ve tried looking in all his usual hang-outs; his quarters, 10-Forward, the holodecks, the 

Marine barracks.  No one has seen him for hours.” 

 “Request permission to make a ship-wide announcement?” Gera asked. 

 “Granted.” 

 Gera walked over to the ops console, where Jerry Hagen sat, and touched the intercom control. 

 “Bridge to Captain Koester.  If you can, please respond.” 

 The bridge crew started to grow worried as the seconds ticked by with no response. 

 “Mendez, the captain’s yacht is still docked properly, isn’t it?” Arbelo asked, looking over at the Marine 

officer standing at tactical.  “There haven’t been any shuttle launches I’m not aware of, have there?” 

 “Negative, Comm…,” Mendez started to reply when a familiar voice suddenly cut in through the bridge 

speakers. 

 “This is the Captain.  What do you need, Counselor?” 

 Gera exchanged looks with Arbelo before saying, “Where are you, Captain?  The crew was starting to get 

worried because no one had seen or heard from you in a while and you missed several appointments.” 

 “I’m in the phaser range, trying to refresh my skills,” Koester replied.  A moment later his statement was 

punctuated by the sound of a hand phaser being fired. 

 Kyman stepped closer to the ship’s counselor and said, “Skipper, are you aware you’re not wearing your 

combadge?” 

 Another phaser beam could be heard before Koester replied, “Yes, COB.  I left it in my ready room so that 

I wouldn’t be disturbed.” 

 “Captain, it’s against regulations to go around without your combadge,” Arbelo interjected.  “What if 

something were to happen to you in an emergency?  We had enough trouble finding you today.” 

 “Fine, Mother Hen.  I thought I was going to be treated like a grown-up after Carrie transferred,” Koester 

remarked, referring to his former first officer, K’danz.  “I’ll be up there in a few minutes to pick it up.  Koester, out.” 

 Arbelo, Gera, and Kyman all exchanged looks, unused to the captain acting or sounding the way he had.  

By the time Koester arrived on the bridge a few minutes later – looking annoyed – the starship’s chief of security, Lt 

Colonel Sean McIntyre, had returned to the bridge, conducting his regular mid-day briefing with the on-watch 

tactical officer. 

 “There!  See?  I’ve got it now,” Koester remarked to Arbelo and Kyman as he theatrically placed his 

combadge back on the chest of his uniform jacket.  He then walked over to Colonel McIntyre and said, “Mack, we 

don’t happen to have any old fashioned projectile type weapons aboard the ship, do we?” 

 McIntyre looked surprised by the question.  Unsure why the captain would be asking such a thing, he 

responded, “Sergeant Maarsingh has a non-functional 21st century M4 rifle on display in his quarters.  Aside from 

that, none I’m aware of, Skipper.  Why?” 

 “I was hoping to get in some practice with an old weapon like that.  I hear they take some skill to use.” 

 “You could always go down to the holodeck and program in a target practice scenario with any kind of old 

projectile weapon you like,” McIntyre suggested.  But as soon as the Marine commanding officer had made the 

suggestion, Koester’s expression took on an angry tone. 

 “I would rather go without than use the holodeck to practice such an important skill,” he said.  The captain 

then turned and entered the nearby turbolift.  “If anyone looks for me,” he said pointedly in the direction of Kyman 

and Gera, “I’ll be down in stellar cartography.”  He then disappeared behind the closing turbolift doors. 

 “The Captain has been spending considerable time within stellar cartography lately,” the Vulcan Lieutenant 

T’Pan remarked from her position behind the sciences console. 



 

 

 “I’ve noticed the Captain seems to be considerably on edge lately,” Arbelo added.  “Does anyone know 

anything that might explain his behavior?” 

 “Could we be under some secret orders he’s not allowed to tell us about?” Kyman asked. 

 “That’s a possibility!  And it would certainly be stressful,” Arbelo agreed.  The first officer then turned to 

the security chief and asked, “Mack, is there any way you can make discrete inquiries and find out if the Skipper is 

under some sort of stress because of Starfleet orders we’re not aware of?” 

 “I can, but it will take some time before I hear anything back, especially way out here,” McIntyre replied 

before heading down to the Barracks in the secondary hull. 

 “What is going on?” Arbelo wondered aloud. 

 “I only hope we find out before the Captain has any sort of breakdown,” Gera remarked. 

 

* * * * 

 

 It was a quiet evening watch on the bridge.  The Dauntless was en route to a solar system that, from 

preliminary long range scans and probes sent ahead, gave indications of an early warp-capable civilization that was 

still several days away, and the crew was using the spare time to perform maintenance to systems seemingly long 

neglected or simply to relax. 

 Sitting in the command chair, Commander Alasdair Wallace was discussing some of the missions the 

Dauntless had performed with new operations officer Ensign Cassie Koester in the months prior to her arrival 

aboard the ship. 

 Suddenly the ready room doors swished open and Fleet Captain Koester walked quickly out, heading 

toward the dog-like alien at the conn station. 

 “Helm, bring us about, new course 182 mark 2.  We’re heading home,” he said. 

 Lieutenant(JG) G’Raff entered the course change into his navigation interface, then looked up at the 

captain.  “That course does not take us back to Starbase 719,” he said. 

 “That would be correct, Lieutenant.  Like I said, we’re going home.  To Earth.” 

 “What’s going on, Cap’n?” Commander Wallace asked, concerned by the sudden and abrupt change of 

orders. 

 “I wish I could tell you, Alasdair,” Koester replied.  “But I’m under orders.  Eyes only.” 

 “This is highly unusual, Cap’n,” Wallace half-heartedly protested.  “I will have to enter this into the log, of 

course.” 

 “I would expect nothing different,” Koester remarked before turning on his heel and re-entering the ready 

room.  Wallace watched the doors for several seconds, as if expecting the captain to come rushing out once again 

and order an entirely new course. 

 “On new course 182 mark 2, Commander,” G’Raff reported. 

 “Very well, Leftenant,” Wallace acknowledged before getting out of the center seat and stepping over to 

the science console, where Ensign Arbelo-Eeta kneeled on the seat behind the console.  He pressed the intercom 

control on the console and said, “Bridge t’ Commander Arbelo.” 

 “Go ahead,” came the quick reply. 

 “Commander, I thought you should be informed.  The Cap’n just changed course back toward Earth.  Said 

he’s under secret orders he canna tell us about.” 

 There was silence on the comlink for a moment before Arbelo’s voice came back, sounding grim. 

 “Understood.  Keep me apprised of any other changes.” 

 “Aye, sair,” Wallace replied. 

 

* * * * 

 



 

 

 The next morning, the entire senior staff was gathered in the conference lounge behind the bridge, waiting 

for the captain to arrive.  For the time being, the room was dominated by a quiet discussion between Arbelo and Lt 

Colonel McIntyre. 

 “As far as I can tell, there are no secret orders directing this ship to return to Earth,” McIntyre informed.  

“That being said, I must point out that just because I haven’t confirmed any secret orders through my back channel 

contacts doesn’t mean there really aren’t any.  After all, they’re called secret orders for a reason!” 

 “Granted,” Arbelo replied.  “And under normal circumstances I would probably write this off for that exact 

reason.  But you have to admit, the Captain has been acting a little strange the last few weeks.” 

 “Longer than that, actually,” Counselor Gera added.  “I did some checking.  According to various logs, the 

Captain has been spending an inordinate amount of time in both stellar cartography and the phaser range.” 

 “How much is inordinate, Counselor?” Chief Kyman asked. 

 “Let’s put it this way; up until about a month ago, in the six years since Captain Koester resumed command 

of the Dauntless in 2380, he has spent a grand total of twenty four hours on the phaser range, mainly for his 

quarterly recertification, and less than ten hours in stellar cartography, based on usage logs.”  She let this 

information sink in for a moment before adding, “In the last four weeks alone, according to those same usage logs, 

the captain has spent nearly 150 hours on the phaser range and close to 100 hours in stellar cartography.  All of this 

time was spent alone, never with any other member of the crew…” 

 Gera suddenly stopped talking as the port door to the bridge opened and Captain Koester stepped down into 

the conference lounge, quickly walking over to his seat at the end of the table and sitting down without comment. 

 “I called this meeting to discuss a growing sense of paranoia I have been sensing from the crew,” Koester 

said.  “In the last week I have been harassed, second-guessed, questioned, and treated as if I’m untrustworthy.  This 

must come to an end, and it will come to an end, starting right now!  Am I understood?”  A murmur of 

acknowledgement circled the table.  “I’m sorry if things have been beyond the ordinary lately, but I assure you I 

have my reasons.  If I can tell you what I expect to happen, I will, but it’s on an extreme need to know basis,” 

Koester explained as if to a classroom filled with ten-year olds.  “For now, I need you to do your jobs!  Now stop 

this nonsense and get back to work!”  Before any of the senior staff could comment or ask any questions, the captain 

added, “Dismissed!” 

 Everyone quickly left the conference lounge, like puppies with their tails between their legs, some to 

resume their watch on the bridge, others to various stations around the ship.  Chief Kyman paused at the door, 

looking back at the captain with concern before finally entering the bridge, the doors closing behind him.  A minute 

later, Koester emerged on the bridge, looking around like a warden overseeing his prisoners before flopping down 

into the command chair without another word. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Later that evening, Commander Arbelo, Counselor Gera, and Lt Colonel McIntyre were gathered in the 

CMO’s office in sickbay with Dr. Justin MacMillan, discussing both the earlier staff meeting and the captain’s 

behavior. 

 “It’s completely unlike him,” Gera said.  “He’s never blown his top like that at the crew before.” 

 “I swear I felt like I was being lectured by my primary school teacher,” Arbelo added.  “Whatever is going 

on, the stress is really starting to get to him.” 

 “B’fore I even arrived onboard, the Cap’n had an easygoin’ reputation in th’ fleet,” remarked Dr. 

MacMillan in his heavy Scottish accent.  “I find it hard t’ believe some secret mission orders would be enough t’ 

cause him t’ crack.” 

 “What kind of mission could do that?” Gera wondered. 

 “A suicide mission of some kind?” McIntyre suggested.  “You don’t suppose he’s been given orders that 

are likely to lead to the complete destruction of this ship, and that’s what is causing the stress?” 



 

 

 “First of all, were he given such orders, I have complete confidence the Skipper would at the very least tell 

me, secret orders or not,” Arbelo remarked.  “And besides, that wouldn’t explain all the time he’s spending on the 

phaser range or in stellar cartography.  No, there’s something here we’re not seeing.” 

 “It could be as simple as he’s suffering a mental breakdown of some sort?” Gera suggested. 

 Arbelo looked at Dr. MacMillan as he said, “If that’s the case, we need to be prepared to relieve him of 

command.  Would you be willing to declare him unfit, Doctor?” 

 “From what ah’m hearin’, and what ah’ve seen with m’ own eyes, aye, ah’d do it.” 

 “You realize we need to document this very carefully, right?” McIntyre remarked.  “Because otherwise 

what we’re doing here is conspiring to commit mutiny.” 

 “Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that,” Gera said. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Captain Koester entered the small off-duty lounge in the Marine Barracks, where several of the Marines of 

Special Contingent 41 were gathered playing cards.  As soon as one of the Marines noticed the captain’s presence he 

started getting out of his seat, shouting, “Attention on…!” 

 “As you were, please,” Koester ordered, prompting everyone present to return to what they were doing.  He 

then pointed at one Marine junior officer in particular and said, “Lieutenant Jeong-Hwan, may I have a word with 

you out in the corridor please?” 

 A rising chorus of, “Oooooooooh!” filled the room as Jeong-Hwan exchanged a nervous look with his 

fellow Marines before rising to his feet and following the captain outside, where he snapped to attention near the 

bulkhead. 

 “At ease, Lieutenant.  You’re not in any trouble,” Koester assured.  “I just wanted to inform you about a 

situation that is unfolding.”  The Marine lieutenant relaxed slightly, assuming a parade-rest stance with his arms 

folded behind his back.  “As I’m sure you’ve heard by now, we’re on course back toward Earth.  It’s going to take 

several weeks to get there, so I’ll be organizing and conducting several drill sets along the way, to keep the crew on 

their toes.” 

 “With all due respect, sir, I thought you didn’t like running drills?” Jeong-Hwan asked. 

 “Normally I don’t, but these orders come from a higher pay-grade than mine,” the captain explained.  “One 

of the first drills is likely going to be a security drill.  Don’t tell this to everyone, but you have my permission to 

mention it to a couple of the other JOs you trust.  One or more of the senior officers is going to try and conduct a 

mutiny.  I know I shouldn’t be telling you this beforehand, but if we have to do this, I want to at least get good 

evaluations out of it.  Be ready!” 

 “When will this drill be occurring, sir?” the Denebian Marine officer asked, now eager to participate. 

 “I’m afraid I can’t tell you that information, Lieutenant.  It could be tonight.  It could be tomorrow.  It 

could be four or five days from now.  It could be two weeks from now.  Just be ready.  Can I depend on you?” 

 “Sir, YES, sir!” Jeong-Hwan replied with a grin before Koester dismissed him. 

 

* * * * 

 

First Officer’s log, stardate 64608.1: 

It’s been ten days since the Captain changed our course toward Earth, and over the last week his 

behavior has grown even more bizarre.  With the exception of his normal bridge watch, he now 

spends all of his time in either stellar cartography or the phaser range, to the point where the 

entire command crew is now concerned about his mental health.  The time has come to confront 

the Captain and either get him back to normal or… or remove him from command. 

Arbelo, out. 

 



 

 

 Koester was slouched in his command chair, his right hand holding his chin, as he stared silently at the 

main viewscreen.  Lt Colonel McIntyre, standing at tactical, looked at the captain with concern as, with the 

exception of occasionally shifting in his seat, he had not moved nor issued a single order since assuming the watch 

at 0600, almost three hours earlier. 

 The starboard turbolift doors opened, and Commander Setton Arbelo, Counselor Tanzia Gera, and Dr. 

Justin MacMillan emerged.  McIntyre turned his post over to another officer and joined the other three, walking 

directly over to the captain. 

 “What is this?” Koester growled, looking up at his four senior officers. 

 “Captain,” addressed Arbelo.  “The crew is growing very concerned over your behavior.  We understand 

you claim you are under orders, orders you cannot tell us about, but no one else on board has heard anything about 

these orders and, quite frankly, your behavior is highly out of character.” 

 “So?” Koester rebuked. 

 “Captain, you leave us little choice at this point,” Arbelo said.  “As your First Officer, I formally request 

you inform us of the exact nature of your orders.” 

 “And if I don’t?” Koester asked defiantly. 

 “Then we will have no choice but to remove you from command of this vessel,” answered the Terran-

Vulcan-Efrosian man. 

 Koester crossed his arms across his chest, staring defiantly at the four officers in front of him. 

 “You have no authority to remove me from command of my own starship, Commander!” he said. 

 “No, bu’ I do, Cap’n,” MacMillan said, taking a half-step forward.  “I have been observin’ your behavior 

for th’ last week, an’ I believe you are sufferin’ from such intense stress tha’ it’s effectin’ your mental health.  

Unless you c’n give me a valid reason for your behavior, ah have no choice bu’ to relieve you o’ command.” 

 “Very well, if that’s how you feel,” Koester said, sounding reasonable as he got out of the center seat.  “Let 

me get a copy of my orders for your review.  I’ve got them on a padd in the ready room.” 

 Arbelo, McIntyre, Gera, and MacMillan exchanged looks, Gera smiling at the fact that the captain was 

finally starting to see reason.  It took a moment before they realized that Koester was not heading toward the ready 

room, but up near the tactical console.  He quickly tapped on his combadge, saying, “Koester to Jeong-Hwan.  

Bounty!  Bounty!  Bounty!”  He then ripped the combadge off his uniform, tossing it toward the center of the bridge 

before rushing into the nearby turbolift, disappearing behind it’s swishing doors. 

 “What just happened?” Counselor Gera asked, genuinely confused. 

 “Lieutenant,” McIntyre said, speaking to the officer that had relieved him at tactical as he rushed over to 

the console.  “Where is that turbolift going?” 

 “I can’t determine its exact destination,” the officer at tactical replied.  “Someone has altered the turbolift 

network programming.  I can narrow it down to somewhere on deck 14.” 

 “Wha’ does bounty, bounty, bounty mean?” Dr. MacMillan asked, as puzzled as the counselor. 

 “Could it be a reference to the historical mutiny on the sailing ship HMAS Bounty?” asked Chief Kyman 

from his post at mission ops. 

 “Did the Captain just accuse of mutiny?” Gera asked, looking with worry at Commander Arbelo. 

 “Probably.  Now we just need to know why he contacted 1
st
 Lieutenant Jeong-Hwan,” McIntyre remarked 

as he returned to the center of the bridge, picking up the captain’s discarded combadge and examining it before 

tapping his own.  “McIntyre to Lieutenant Jeong-Hwan.”  The colonel waited several seconds before repeating the 

hail.  When there was still no response, he looked upward and said, “Computer, what is the location of Lieutenant 

Jeong-Hwan?” 

 “Lieutenant Jeong-Hwan is currently in the WRecK Deck, deck 15, section 41,” the computer replied. 

 “Bridge to WRecK Deck,” McIntyre said.  A moment later a gruff voice responded. 

 “WRecK Deck.  O’Laughlin.” 

 “Gunny, is Lieutenant Jeong-Hwan there?  He’s not responding to his combadge.” 



 

 

 “You just missed him, Colonel, sir,” Gunnery Sergeant Christopher O’Laughlin replied.  “Went running 

out o’ here like a bat outta hell.” 

 “Then why are we still…?” 

 The crew on the bridge could hear a commotion occurring in the background down in the WRecK Deck 

through the intercom, and then the Gunny’s voice returned. 

 “Colonel, sir.  We just located the Lieutenant’s combadge out in the corridor.  We have no clue where he 

went.  You want us to look for ‘im?” 

 “Negative, Gunny,” McIntyre replied.  “But we’ll keep you up to date.  Bridge, out.”  The Marine colonel 

then looked at his fellow officers and added, “I’m not sure where Jeong-Hwan has gone, but I’d be willing to bet 

that wherever he is, he’s with the Captain.” 

 “Commander!” Lieutenant (JG) Carter Breitling, the ship’s strategic operations officer and current 

helmsman called out.  “I’ve just lost helm control!” 

 “What?!” Arbelo exclaimed, rushing over to Breitling’s console. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The turbolift door swished open, and Koester stepped out into the battle bridge, where Lieutenant Jeong-

Hwan was already sitting at the auxiliary ops console.  He looked over his shoulder as Koester entered, taking 

station at the auxiliary helm. 

 “Everything is ready just like you asked for, Captain,” the lieutenant reported. 

 “Very good, Lieutenant.  Seal the battle bridge.” 

 Jeong-Hwan pressed the controls on his panel, and an indicator lit up.  “Battle bridge is sealed.” 

 “Re-routing primary helm control to the battle bridge,” Koester announced, and a moment later the captain 

himself was in control of the entire ship.  “Altering course to 186 mark 1.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Coming right to new course 186 mark 1,” Breitling reported, able to see course changes being entered into 

the helm but unable to alter them.  “The battle bridge has total control of the ship now.” 

 “Well, now we know where Jeong-Hwan and the Captain went.  What’s on this course?” Arbelo asked.  

Chief Kyman consulted his mission ops console, since much of Lt Riker’s duties at ops had also been assumed by 

the battle bridge as well. 

 “We come within 7 light years of Starbase 719, but other than that there’s nothing along our present course 

for nearly two sectors,” the El-Aurian man reported.  “There’s a lot of empty space in space.” 

 “Then why does the Captain have us on this course?” Arbelo asked, moving over and sitting in the center 

seat, though like everyone else he was beginning to realize he was nothing more than a passenger at the moment. 

 McIntyre studied the captain’s combadge, which he still held in his hand, for several seconds before finally 

saying, “Since there’s nothing better to do right now, why not find out?”  The Marine colonel then tapped his 

combadge once again, saying, “McIntyre to Commander Bloom.” 

 “Engineering,” responded the voice of the starship’s emotional Vulcan chief engineer. 

 “Jeff, meet me at stellar cartography.  It’s time we find out what the Captain has been doing in there.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 By the time McIntyre reached stellar cartography on deck 9, in the company of science officer Lieutenant 

T’Pan, Commander Jeffery Bloom and one of his engineers, Lt Commander John Smith, were already waiting near 

the heavy double door. 

 “Why haven’t you gone in already?” Mack asked the chief engineer. 



 

 

 “The Captain’s got the room sealed,” Bloom replied as he and Smith started removing the door’s control 

panel and Smith started poking around inside with several tools. 

 “He was pretty thorough,” Smith reported as he bypassed numerous circuits.  “This may take a little time.” 

 “Take all the time you need, Smitty,” McIntyre said.  “Unless the Captain changes course, we’ve got at 

least two weeks before we get wherever it is we’re going.” 

 Smith continued work for several more minutes, re-routing some circuits, cutting power to others, before he 

finally twisted one of the controls.  With a triumphant grin on Smith’s face, the doors into stellar cartography slid 

open slowly.  The four officers entered and crossed the bridge-like structure to the control console in the center of 

the round room.  Lt T’Pan sat down at the console and activated it, causing the room’s semi-circular walls to come 

to life with a three-dimensional representation of the galaxy, as if they were flying through space without the need 

for a starship. 

 “Can you tell what the Captain has been doing in here?” McIntyre asked. 

 The Vulcan woman tapped commands into the console, a look as close to frustration as possible on any 

Vulcan aside from Bloom appearing on her face. 

 “The Captain has encrypted his files,” she informed the others.  “But I believe I can break the encryption.” 

 T’Pan worked intently at the console for several minutes, the other three officers waiting patiently for a 

breakthrough.  It took quite some time, but finally T’Pan was successful. 

 “I have broken the encryption,” T’Pan announced as she activated the program.  Immediately a projected 

line appeared on the main display, heading away into the distance, toward the heart of the Federation.  Eventually 

the display started following along the plotted course, as if traveling at near-transwarp speed, eventually closing in 

on a solar system with seven planets, the fourth one showing indications of an early-warp civilization. 

 “Oh no,” McIntyre muttered under his breath.  “Is that the system I think it is?” 

 “Where is that?” Bloom asked, not recognizing the planet the plotted course was leading directly to. 

 “Yes, Colonel,” T’Pan said, looking up and nodding at the Marine officer.  “That is Capria IV.” 

 “Capria?” Bloom asked, still confused. 

 “A planet known by the natives who live there as Erma,” McIntyre explained.  “The same planet where the 

Captain was held prisoner for nearly a year, beaten and tortured by the Min.” 

 Bloom now recalled the stories he had heard, both shortly after Captain Koester’s memorial service when 

he had been thought killed during a terrorist attack while helping to negotiate a peace between the modern 

Erminians and the medieval Min societies and after his rescue numerous months later, when the Dauntless crew had 

discovered Koester had not actually been killed but held prisoner by the Min leader, Omar Nedalbin, who tortured 

the captured Starfleet officer on a daily basis. 

 “Why?” Smith asked.  “Why would the Captain want to go back there?” 

 “Revenge?” Bloom suggested.  “Get back at Nedalbin for his capture and torture?” 

 “I do not believe so, Commander,” T’Pan said, touching another control.  A list of options appeared on the 

cartography screen next to the image of the planet in question, each labeled with Koester’s name and the numbers 

one through six.  T’Pan activated the first option, and the image changed to a closer view of the planet Capria IV 

with a representation of the starship Dauntless entering orbit.  In quick succession, the starship in the image started 

firing photon torpedoes and phasers at the surface, literally scorching large areas of the planet.  T’Pan activated the 

second option and the image reset to the original view of the undamaged planet, the Dauntless approaching from a 

different angle, firing a spread of trilithium torpedoes which streaked down through the atmosphere, exploding like 

huge nuclear bombs, large mushroom clouds rising by the dozens over the surface.  The third option started, the 

planet image reset again, and this time the Dauntless approached from still another angle, using its phasers to 

methodically destroy city after city after city on the planet’s surface. 

 “It is revenge,” Smith commented.  “That’s why the Captain has done this.  But why now?  He was rescued 

nearly two years ago.” 

 “I don’t think it is revenge that motivates him,” T’Pan said, surprising both Smith and Bloom.  “At least, 

not revenge against the Min.” 



 

 

 “Why do you say that, Lieutenant?” Bloom asked. 

 “Because every one of these attack plans in the computer attacks and annihilates the Erminians,” T’Pan 

explained.  “Not the Min, who live in the planet’s desert regions as nomads.  They have no cities.  No advanced 

technology.  Each of these attack plans leave the Min completely untouched.” 

 “The Captain has taken a notable dislike to our modern technology recently,” McIntyre commented.  “For 

some reason, he’s suddenly on the side of the Min, intent on destroying their enemies, the Erminians!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 A few minutes later, McIntyre and Bloom returned to the bridge to tell the rest of the command staff what 

they had found.  As the turbolift doors swished open they were greeted by Arbelo’s voice saying, “You’re making a 

mistake, Lieutenant!”  The two stepped out to find 1
st
 Lieutenant Cron and two Marine privates with compression 

rifles aimed at Commander Arbelo, Counselor Gera, and Chief Kyman. 

 “By the authority of the Captain, you are hereby placed under arrest for attempted mutiny,” one of the 

privates informed the crew. 

 “Whoa!  Stand down, Marine,” Colonel McIntyre said, hands raised in a position to show he was unarmed 

and not threatening.  “What’s going on here?”  Immediately the second private aimed his weapon at the colonel and 

chief engineer. 

 “You too, sirs.  You’re all under arrest.  Move to the center of the bridge with Commander Arbelo, 

Counselor Gera, and Chief Kyman.” 

 “What are you talking about?” Bloom demanded to know as both he and McIntyre slowly moved to join 

the others by the command chair. 

 “The Lieutenant claims the code word for mutiny was issued by the Captain and that the senior staff have 

been accused of trying to take over the ship,” Arbelo explained. 

 “No talking!” the first private exclaimed.  “All five of you, to the port turbolift.  We’re taking you to the 

brig.” 

 “Private, Lieutenant, listen to me,” implored McIntyre.  “We’re not trying to take over the ship.  We’re 

trying to figure out why the Captain is acting the way he’s acting.” 

 “Please, sir,” the second private implored as Lt Cron gestured toward the ‘lift with his weapon.  “Don’t 

make this very difficult.  We want to get a good eval out of this.” 

 “Good eval?” Kyman questioned.  “What do you mean a good eval?” 

 “If we can capture the mutineers and have them in the brig within the first hour of the drill, we’ll get higher 

evals than if we have to spend most of the shift hunting you all down and arresting you one by one.” 

 “Drill?  What drill?  What are you talking about, Private?” Arbelo asked. 

 “The Captain told Lieutenant Jeong-Hwan we were going to be holding security drills on the way back to 

Earth.  That the senior staff were going to try and take over the ship.  I know that we’re not supposed to know about 

drills before…” 

 “Private, Lieutenant, let me assure you we are not conducting any drill right now,” McIntyre informed. 

 “You mean this is for real?  You’re really trying to take over the ship, sir?” the second private asked.  

“But… we don’t even have real weapons!  These things don’t have a charge!” 

 It was only then that McIntrye realized none of the normal indicator lights on the rifles were lit.  They were 

simply dummy practice weapons.  He shook his head, both in shock at his own gullibility and at the fact his Marines 

could be so easily misdirected. 

 “No, Lieutenant, we’re not really trying to take over the ship.  For some reason we have yet to understand, 

the Captain has taken over his own ship and set us on a course to destroy the Erminian civilization on Capria IV.” 

 “What?” Counselor Gera asked, completely in shock. 



 

 

 “What Mister Bloom and I found down in stellar cartography is that the Captain has been running attack 

simulations, pitting this vessel against the Erminians.  And every simulation we saw ends with the Erminian culture 

annihilated.” 

 “Why in the galaxy would the Skipper do that?” Kyman asked, not quite comprehending.  “It was the Min 

who held him captive in secret.  The Min who tortured him.  The Min who…”  Suddenly understanding dawned on 

the faces of both Kyman and Gera.  The El-Aurian man looked at Gera and asked, “It’s not possible, is it, 

Counselor?  Could the Min have somehow brainwashed the Skipper while he was in captivity?” 

 “That’s something we can figure out later on,” Arbelo said.  “Our second priority is getting control of this 

ship back so we can put a stop to this attack!” 

 “And our first priority, Commander?” Gera asked. 

 “Getting word  of this out to Starfleet, so in case we can’t stop the Captain, they can,” Arbelo said grimly.  

“Mister Riker, dispatch a subspace communiqué to Starfleet Command.  Inform them of our situation, what we 

believe is going to happen, and that we’re going to attempt to regain control of the Dauntless, but that they should be 

ready just in case we fail.” 

 “Aye, Commander,” Lt Tom Riker replied before turning his concentration to his ops console, preparing 

the communiqué for transmission. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Down in the battle bridge, Koester was making final preparations for his attack on the hated Erminians, 

running several more battle simulations through the auxiliary tactical console when Lieutenant Jeong-Hwan called 

for his attention. 

 “Captain, the main bridge is attempting to send out a subspace communiqué!” 

 “Damn!  I knew I hadn’t thought of everything.  Jam that transmission, Lieutenant!  And make sure no 

other transmissions leave this ship!” Koester ordered. 

 “Aye, sir.  Jamming all frequencies.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Commander, all outgoing transmission frequencies are being jammed from the battle bridge,” Riker 

reported. 

 “How much of the communiqué got out?” Arbelo asked. 

 “Enough.  I hope,” Riker replied. 

 Grimly, Arbelo sat down in the center seat, nothing else to do but sit.  And wait. 

 Just over two hours later, not much had changed.  The Dauntless was still on course toward Capria IV, and 

the battle bridge was still in control of the starship. 

 “Commander,” Jerry Hagan, who had relieved Riker at ops, announced to Arbelo, who was still on the 

bridge, refusing to leave under the circumstances.  “We’re receiving a communiqué from Starfleet Command.” 

 “On screen,” Arbelo ordered. 

 The viewscreen, which had been displaying warp streaks in an unending pattern, changed to a view of a 

woman sitting behind a desk in the Admiralty building in San Francisco, the orange towers of the rebuilt Golden 

Gate Bridge glowing in the light of sunset through the window behind her. 

 “Dauntless, I hope you’re receiving this,” said Rear Admiral Kathryn Janeway.  “Your transmission was 

cut off, but we understood what you were trying to tell us.  Admiral Paris has dispatched vessels from the Second 

Fleet to blockade the Capria system.  They have been ordered not to let any vessel, Starfleet or otherwise, enter that 

system until further notice.  He has also ordered Admiral Raiajh to dispatch her fastest available starship to intercept 

the Dauntless en-route.  The USS Besiege is right now warping to intercept and, if possible, stop the Dauntless 

before she ever reaches the Capria system.” 



 

 

 Janeway looked intently through the screen, as if she could actually see the crew sitting on the bridge. 

 “I don’t know what could have affected Peter… Fleet Captain Koester any better than you do.  I only hope 

you can find a way to get through to him, because if you don’t, I’m afraid it means the destruction of the Dauntless 

and every crew member aboard her.  Good luck.  Starfleet, out.” 

 The screen briefly blinked to the image of the Federation emblem before reverting back to the view of warp 

space.  Arbelo looked over at Commander Bloom, who like the first officer had refused to leave the bridge before 

expending every possible attempt to either regain control of the ship or get through to the captain.  “Any luck, Jeff?” 

 “He’s got level 5 force fields protecting every possible entry into the battle bridge,” Bloom replied.  “I 

could take them all down simultaneously, but it would require turning off the ship’s structural integrity field at the 

same time, and going as fast as we’re going right now…” 

 “…It would tear the ship apart, yes, I know,” Arbelo concluded with a nod. 

 “There is, however…,” Bloom said, calling up a schematic on the engineering console.  Arbelo got out of 

the command chair and circled around behind Bloom’s seat, looking over the emotional Vulcan’s broad shoulder.  

“This Jefferies tube used to lead into the auxiliary ready room, but the bulkhead was sealed when the ship underwent 

overhaul after the collision with the tanker about ten years ago.  I could probably get one of my crew to cut through 

there with a laser torch.  I doubt he’s got that shielded.” 

 “Do it,” Arbelo ordered, prompting Bloom to rush into the nearby turbolift to get the people and equipment 

he would need from engineering. 

 “Commander,” called out Marine Captain April Mendez from the tactical console.  “I’m detecting a ship on 

an intercept course at high warp.  Bearing 355 mark 6, range one-half light year.” 

 “That must be the Besiege,” Arbelo said as he returned to the center seat.  “Can we hail them?” 

 “Negative,” Hagen responded.  “All outgoing frequencies are still being jammed.” 

 “Well, let’s hope Bill McLeod isn’t feeling trigger happy today,” Arbelo remarked with worry on his face. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Closing on the Dauntless.  Range, one-quarter light year and closing,” the Besiege’s acting tactical officer, 

Commander Michelle Petersen reported.  “And we’re just under an hour from intercepting elements of the Second 

Fleet.” 

 “Hail the Dauntless,” Captain William McLeod ordered. 

 “No response,” Petersen replied a moment later. 

 “Dammit, Peter, what is it you’re up to?” McLeod cursed under his breath.  “Tactical, lock pulse cannons 

on the Dauntless.” 

 Petersen, who was married to the Dauntless’ commanding officer, spun around in her seat to look at 

McLeod, eyes wide.  McLeod, not unsympathetic to the officer temporarily under his command, looked at the 

woman and said gently, “Commander, if that ship is not stopped, it’s going to wipe out literally millions of lives.  

We cannot let that happen.”  Petersen hesitated a moment longer before nodding and turning back to her console. 

 “Pulse cannons locked on the Dauntless’ warp nacelles,” she announced. 

 “Hail them once more,” McLeod ordered.  “USS Dauntless, this is the Besiege.  Captain Koester, bring 

your vessel to a stop immediately, or I will be forced to fire upon you.  Acknowledge.”  Again, only static replied.  

McLeod released a deep breath of air, then said mainly to himself, “I’m sorry, Pete.”  He then looked at the back of 

Petersen’s head and ordered, “Fire pulse cannons.” 

 Like a machine gun of compressed phased energy, the four cannons on the Besiege fired in rapid 

succession, strafing the long warp nacelles of the larger Sovereign-class starship.  Immediately the field grille on one 

engine burst apart like shattering glass, warp drive plasma leaking out in an expanding cloud, while the second 

nacelle went dark.  Immediately the Dauntless fell out of warp. 

 “The Dauntless has dropped out of warp and is drifting,” Lieutenant (JG) Charissa Xaran reported from the 

engineering console. 



 

 

 “Helm, bring us around,” McLeod ordered.  “Bring us nose to nose with the Dauntless.” 

 “Captain, we’re being hailed by the Dauntless now,” Petersen reported after breathing a sigh of relief that 

their attack had merely disabled the starship, not destroyed it as she had feared it would. 

 “About damn time,” McLeod responded.  “On screen.” 

 The small viewscreen of the Leviathan-class starship blinked to the image of the Dauntless’ battle bridge.  

Standing at its center was an enraged Fleet Captain Koester, who looked like if it were possible he would reach 

through the viewer and strangle McLeod with his own bare hands. 

 “What is the meaning of this, Captain?!?” Koester demanded.  “By whose authority do you fire upon a 

superior officer’s vessel?  Especially a vessel on such an important strategic mission!” 

 On the main bridge of the Dauntless, the crew was able to hear and witness the exchange between the two 

starships but, in spite of their best efforts, were unable to participate in the conversation. 

 “I am acting under the authority of Starfleet Command, under the direct order of Admiral Janeway,” 

McLeod responded, remaining calm given the circumstances.  “And Admiral Janeway knows nothing of this 

strategically important mission you claim to be on.  What is it you’re trying to do, Fleet Captain?” 

 “The Erminians were given every opportunity… EVERY opportunity… to give up their sinful ways and 

join with the Min.  Live their lives the way God intended for them to live it,” Koester replied.  At her post at tactical, 

Petersen watched the screen intently, knowing her husband never spoke like this before in all the years they had 

known each other.  She shuddered, wondering what had caused him to change so radically. 

 “You mean live without the benefits of technology?  Live in the desert wastes of their planet, where 

survival is so difficult that only a quarter of the population reaches adulthood?” McLeod replied. 

 “But those that do are STRONGER for the experience, and that is what God demands!  Strength!  Power!  

Survival of the truly fittest!  The Erminians have become weak!  They grow dependant on their technology just to 

survive each day, to provide their food, to provide their shelter.  They continue to cast their lot in with the Devil, and 

now God and the Omar have decreed that they will pay.  Yes, they will pay most dearly.” 

 “And assuming you complete your mission,” McLeod continued.  “What then?  You just resume your 

mission of exploring the galaxy?  You’re pretty dependant on technology too, after all.” 

 Koester acknowledged McLeod’s statement by looking around the battle bridge, turning full circle, before 

looking back at the viewscreen with an expression of total disgust. 

 “Of course we can’t resume our lives as if nothing has happened.  I have seen the light.  I have heard the 

word of God and the Omar.  I too must make amends for my life of sin.  As soon as I have completed my mission, as 

soon as I have made the Erminians pay for their lack of faith, then I will order this vessel to plunge into the Capria 

star.  We will all be cleansed of our sins.” 

 “Peter, no!” Petersen exclaimed, jumping out of her seat and approaching the viewscreen aboard the 

Besiege.  “What has happened to you?  What did they do to you?  You can’t do this!” 

 Koester suddenly realized his wife was aboard the ship that had stopped them.  He looked at her with an 

expression of pure love, saying, “We must do this.  It is our only penance.  But it’s not too late…” 

 “No, it’s not too late,” Petersen agreed.  “You can restore control of your ship to the bridge and I can come 

aboard and help you through whatever has happened to you!” 

 “I would welcome you aboard, Michelle,” Koester said.  “You can join me as we make the Erminians pay 

for their sins once and for all, and then we can go on to our own rewards, together.  Join me?”  Koester reached out, 

as if he could help his wife through the viewer and onto the battle bridge. 

 On the main bridge, the crew was still watching the exchange on the viewer. 

 “Commander!” Mendez called out.  “The force field around the battle bridge has been deactivated!” 

 “Did the system fail?” Arbelo asked, rushing over to the tactical station to confirm the readings himself. 

 “Negative.  The force fields were deactivated from the auxiliary ops console.” 

 Arbelo looked back at the screen again, where Jeong-Hwan was still sitting at ops, sweat forming on the 

Marine officer’s brow. 

 “He must have finally realized this wasn’t a drill after all,” Arbelo remarked. 



 

 

 “Colonel McIntyre and Alpha Squad are standing by on deck 14.  Should I have them storm the battle 

bridge before the Captain realizes what has happened?” 

 “No!” cried Counselor Gera.  “Let me go talk to him.  He’s obviously not acting like himself.  Maybe I can 

find out what is making him act like this?” 

 “Okay,” Arbelo agreed.  “But I’m having Alpha Squad standing by at the battle bridge entrance and Bravo 

Squad coming in through the auxiliary ready room if anything happens or he refuses to give up.” 

 “Understood,” Gera said as she entered the starboard turbolift.  “Deck 14, battle bridge.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The turbolift door opened, causing Koester to spin around, surprised by the sound.  Gera quickly stepped 

out onto the battle bridge, hands held open in front of her to show she was not carrying any weapons. 

 “How did you get in here?” Koester demanded to know. 

 “The drill is over, Captain,” Gera replied.  “Everything needs to go back to normal now.” 

 “This is no drill, Counselor!  It never has been!  The Erminians need to pay for their sins!  We ALL need to 

pay for our sins!” 

 Gera slowly stepped closer to the center of the battle bridge, gently placing one hand on the head rest of the 

center seat.  “When exactly did you start feeling like this?  That technology was a sin against God?” 

 “I always have!” Koester replied sincerely, surprising the counselor. 

 “That can’t be true,” she said. 

 “Why can’t it?” Koester asked accusingly. 

 “Because, if you always felt technology was evil, why would you ever have joined Starfleet?”  For the first 

time, a look of doubt crossed the captain’s face.  “There are several colonies in Federation space where the colonists 

have chosen to live a technology-free life.  From the pastoral splendors of complete wilderness living, to pre-

industrial life, to life similar to 22
nd

 century Earth with no transporters, no space travel, no replicator technology.  

Yet here you are; a 20 year veteran of Starfleet instead.  How do you reconcile that with your professed hatred of 

modern technology?” 

 “I… but…,” Koester started to stammer, confusion now evident on his face.  “But the Min…?” 

 “The Min tried to kill you, Captain,” Gera insisted.  “The Min tortured you…” 

 “No!  It was the Erminians!  They were the ones who tortured me!  They were the ones who laughed in the 

face of God when they…” 

 “What do you remember of Capria IV, Captain?” Gera asked.  As Koester sank into the auxiliary helm seat, 

still facing the counselor, she sat in the command chair, looking at him earnestly. 

 “I…  We first arrived at Capria to… to witness their first faster-than-light space flight,” Koester replied, the 

memories coming slowly.  “They… they invited us to their capital, and they tried to blow us up with a bomb!” 

 “No, Captain,” Gera corrected.  “The Min tried to blow us up with a bomb.  Omar Nedalbin could not stand 

the fact we represented, that life existed in places other than Capria IV, and he tried to erase those facts.” 

 “The Min… the Min tried to kill us,” Koester repeated.  “And then…  And then, when we came back the 

next year, we tried… we tried…” 

 “We tried to help them negotiate a peace between the Min and the Erminians, but it was all just a ruse to 

get their hands on you, Captain.” 

 Vivid images started rushing through Koester’s mind.  The flight through the narrow alleys of the ancient 

Erminian capital.  The realization that the Min had someone who looked exactly like him, a clone they simply blew 

to pieces to cover their capture of the Starfleet captain.  The journey into the heart of the Min desert, where he was 

locked up in an underground laboratory, beaten and tortured by Nedalbin, the Omar of the Min, day after day after 

day.  The hypnotic treatment Nedalbin’s doctors attempted on him, convincing him at a subconscious level that the 

Erminians were his greatest enemy; that they had to be destroyed.  What was it Nedalbin had called him…? 

 “His last offensive measure…,” Koester said, his voice a harsh whisper. 



 

 

 “What was that, Captain?” Gera asked, leaning in close to Koester, who was surprised to realize she was 

holding his hands tightly. 

 “I was a weapon,” Koester said, his mind starting to clear.  “Nedalbin said I was his last offensive measure, 

his assurance that should the Erminians ever capture or kill him, he would still have his final revenge.  I was…  Oh 

my God!  What have I done?!” 

 “Fortunately, nothing yet, Captain,” Gera replied with a smile.  “But we need you to restore control of the 

ship to the main bridge.” 

 Koester looked around, astounded by the fact he could not remember how he had come to be sitting in the 

battle bridge.  “Computer,” he said.  “Restore all normal ship’s functions to the main bridge; authorization Koester-

Alpha-9-9-India.” 

 “All ship’s functions have been restored to the main bridge,” the computer’s voice responded. 

 “Come on, Captain,” Gera said, standing up from her seat but not letting go of Koester’s hands.  “Let me 

take you to sickbay, so Doctor MacMillan and I can give you a full physical.” 

 “Yes, Counselor.  Of course.”  Koester took a couple of steps to follow Gera, then suddenly stopped.  

“Commander Arbelo, I assume you’re listening in on this?” 

 “Yes, Captain, I am,” responded the voice of Setton Arbelo. 

 “Exec, you have the conn for the duration,” Koester ordered.  “I…  I haven’t exactly been myself lately.” 

 “Understood, Captain,” Arbelo replied.  “I’ll keep the center seat warm for you.” 

 

* * * * 

 

First Officer’s log, stardate 64621.8: 

The Dauntless has returned to Starbase 719, under tow by the USS Besiege, where we 

expect repairs to the ship to be completed in just a few weeks.  Meanwhile, the Captain is 

undergoing some repairs of his own. 

Arbelo, out. 

 

 

 The doors to the starbase’s counselor’s office parted, and Counselor Tanzia Gera emerged, joining Captain 

Cathryn Pearson, Commanders Setton Arbelo and Michelle Petersen, and Master Chief Pono Kyman. 

 “How is he?” Petersen asked with concern. 

 “He’s confused, which is to be expected,” Gera replied.  “Counselor Wyatt specializes in cases of 

Stockholm Syndrome, which is one reason why I recommended he handle this case instead of me.  I know what the 

Captain went through isn’t exactly Stockholm Syndrome,” Gera classified when it appeared Pearson was going to 

suggest otherwise.  “More of an intense brainwashing; but the programming, for lack of a better word, is embedded 

deep, and there’s still some latent hostility toward our command staff members, which is another reason I felt it 

more productive if someone who was not a member of the Dauntless crew conduct his therapy.” 

 “How is he doing?” Arbelo asked.  “Will he eventually be able to resume his duties as CO?” 

 “Depending on how intense his therapy is and how badly the Min damaged his mind, I don’t see why he 

can’t resume his duties by the time repairs to the Dauntless are complete.” 

 “I’ll see to it the repair teams take their time and go a week or so beyond the current repair estimate,” 

Captain Pearson offered jovially. 

 “Can I go see him?” Petersen asked, having not yet seen her husband since control of the Dauntless had 

been restored. 

 “Yes,” Gera said.  “For a few minutes.”  As Petersen entered the counselor’s office, the other four started 

walking down the corridor, as Pearson suggested continuing the conversation over drinks in the Lodge. 



 

 

 “My one major concern over all this,” Pearson said as they neared a turbolift.  “After this incident, will 

Starfleet trust the Fleet Captain to resume his command?” 

 “Cathryn, you’re not suggesting…?” Arbelo started asking, appalled by the idea that Koester could be 

removed from his assignment over this recent incident. 

 “I’m just saying,” Pearson defended herself. 

 “The Captain’s got a strong mind,” Gera assured.  “That’s why I was able to bring him around the way I 

did without a complete mental breakdown.  The therapy he is currently undergoing with Counselor Wyatt will erase 

the hypnotic commands Nedalbin implanted in his subconscious one by one.  Once the therapy is done, the Captain 

will be back to his normal self in no time, completely fit for duty.” 

 “That’s good to hear,” Kyman remarked.  “I wasn’t looking forward to having to break in a new skipper 

again.”  As the turbolift opened and all four stepped inside, the chief added, “Now, who’s buying?” 

 

The End 


