
 Fleet Captain Peter J. Koester sat at the desk in his ready room, conversing over subspace through his 

desktop monitor, a look of grave concern on his face. 

 “Thanks for contacting me and letting me know about this, Carrie,” he said to the image of Captain K’danz, 

commanding officer of the USS Bellerophon.  “Please tell Doctor Xaran to periodically keep me apprised of his 

condition when you reach Home Plate.” 

 “I will,” K’danz replied before changing the subject.  “Anything interesting or unusual occurring aboard the 

Dauntless?” 

 “We completed our diplomatic contact with the government of Choman IV last week,” Koester answered.  

“Would have been a text-book example of contact and negotiation with a newly encountered civilization except for 

one thing.” 

 “What’s that?” K’danz asked. 

 “I sometimes have to wonder if my current First Officer is more Ferengi than human, Vulcan, or Efrosian.” 

 “What did Setton do this time?” K’danz asked with an amused expression. 

 “The Chomanians make an alcoholic beverage they call Bitter Beer.  Monster tried to trade our entire stock 

of beritium alloy in Cargo Bay 2 for 10,000 liters of Bitter Beer in the hopes that he could trade or sell it somewhere 

along our route of exploration or, if necessary, bring it back to the Lodge and sell it there.  However…” 

 K’danz waited with anticipation a moment before prompting, “However…?” 

 “However, Chomanian blood chemistry is based on the element zinc, not iron like humans or copper like 

Vulcanoid species.  As a result, much of what they consume would be considered highly acidic and toxic to most 

humanoid species.  We had nothing on board that was capable of safely holding and transporting the Bitter Beer 

more than a few days, the stuff eats through almost everything!  Fortunately Doctor MacMillan suggested we 

analyze the stuff before we beamed any aboard, or we would likely have had large holes through decks 10, 11, and 

12.”  As K’danz chuckled, Koester sighed over the monitor and added, “Sometimes I miss having you as my Exec, 

Carrie.” 

 “You always said I needed to move on in my career at some point,” K’danz replied apologetically. 

 “I know, but that doesn’t mean I can’t be nostalgic about our service together,” Koester remarked. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Down in main engineering, the subject of the two captain’s conversation, Commander Setton To’Lock 

Arbelo, was overseeing the repair of an EPS Power Tap, talking with the starship’s Chief Engineer, the emotional 

Vulcan Commander Jeffery Bloom, and his Assistant Chief Engineer, Lt Commander Amanda Windsor – with 

whom Commander Arbelo had been having a casual relationship for the past several months, since just after the 

Battle of the Leyte Gulf. 

 “I’ve reserved Holodeck 2 for 1930 hours tonight,” Arbelo said to Windsor as the engineer reached into a 

nearby access panel to remove a burned-out power tap, a device that converted the main warp core’s plasma into 

electrical power for use by other systems throughout the starship. 

 “What are we doing in there tonight?” Windsor asked.  “I hope not skatsball again.  I’m still sore from the 

last time.” 

 “No.  I programmed a simulation of the Boardwalk at Coney Island on Earth, circa mid-20
th

 century.  I 

thought perhaps we could do dinner at Nathans before taking a stroll along the beach.” 

 “Hot dogs for dinner.  How romantic,” Windsor said sarcastically.  “Though the walk sounds nice.  Maybe 

after the ocean breezes we can continue the walk to my cabin?” 

 The couple’s conversation was interrupted by Bloom walking over to inspect the carbonized parts Windsor 

was removing from the access panel before saying, “Would you care to inspect the new EPS Power Tap on manifold 

Bravo-34, Commander?  That is, after all, what you’re down here for.  Right?” 

 Arbelo exchanged a look with Windsor before nodding to Bloom and following the emotional Vulcan 

officer across the engineering space to another access panel where what looked like a brand new power tap had been 

installed.  Arbelo observed the new component, reaching in and checking the tightness of its connections to both the 

plasma conduit and the wires and cables coming off of it before asking, “Are you ready to power it up, Jeff?” 

 “Yes, sir,” Bloom replied as he strode over to a nearby control console.  “You might want to step back a 

little, just in case there’s some undetectable flaw in the equipment like a micro-fracture.” 

 Arbelo nodded and took several steps back before Bloom activated the plasma conduit, causing it to glow 

brightly.  After several seconds Arbelo stepped up closer to it again, observing the power tap. 

 “Readings?” he asked. 

 “I’m getting nominal power flow from the new tap,” Bloom confirmed. 



 “Good,” Arbelo said, turning to look at the chief engineer.  “How long until the other tap is…?” 

 Before Arbelo could finish his sentence or Bloom could react, the sound of an overload very quickly built 

up just before an explosion and a bright flash occurred in the open access panel behind the first officer. 

 “NO!” Bloom shouted as a lightning-like bolt of plasma energy burst out of the panel, connecting with the 

back of Arbelo’s head before short-circuiting to the frame of the dilithium chamber on the warp core.  The engineer 

started hitting controls on the master systems display almost quicker than could be seen, and within seconds the 

warp core went dark. 

 “Setton!” Windsor shouted, moving toward where Arbelo still stood with a puzzled expression on his face.  

“Setton?”  A second later, the first officer fell forward, unconscious, to the deck. 

 “Sickbay!  Medical emergency in main engineering!” Bloom shouted into his communicator. 
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 “What happened?  Why have we dropped out of warp?” Koester asked as he quickly emerged from his 

ready room and strode purposefully toward his seemingly empty command chair. 

 “Main engineering just performed an emergency core shut-down,” Chief Pono Kyman, the starship’s Chief 

of the Boat, replied from his position at mission ops.  “All systems are currently operating on batteries.” 

 “Spot, contact engineering.  Find out what’s going on,” Koester ordered. 

 “Aye, sir,” replied the British-accented, slightly mechanical sounding voice coming from the captain’s 

combadge as the circle of red light that had been on the seat of the command chair moved quicker than could be 

seen over to the science console along the starboard side of the bridge.  A moment later, after Koester had assumed 

his place in the center seat, the non-corporeal science officer reported with a tone of concern, “Commander Bloom 

reports there’s been an accident in engineering, Captain.  Commander Arbelo has been hurt and is being transported 

to sickbay!” 

 “How bad?” Koester asked. 

 “Quite bad, apparently.  Commander Arbelo was hit by a stray plasma bolt.  The preliminary report from 

sickbay is that the XO may not survive.” 

 Koester’s eyes widened with shock.  A second later he stood up once again and, as he headed toward the 

nearby turbolift, said, “Spot, take the conn again.”  He then tapped his combadge and added, “Bridge to Ensign 

Arbelo-Eeta.” 

 “Go ahead, Captain,” came the quick reply of what sounded like a young girl’s voice. 

 “Ensign, meet me on deck 7, intersection 36 right away.” 

 “On my way, Captain,” the daughter of Commander Arbelo responded. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Moments later, Koester and Arbelo-Eeta rushed into sickbay.  In the surgical area they could see the first 

officer lying on the exam bed, the articulation frame covering his torso, as one of the nurses attached a cortical 

stimulator device to his head and Doctors MacMillan and Hall worked furiously on the unconscious officer. 

 Before Arbelo-Eeta could move any closer toward her father, Lt Commander Amanda Windsor, visibly 

upset, approached from the CMO’s office, hugging the very young science officer tightly. 

 “What happened, Amanda?  How is he?” Koester asked quietly as the two women embraced. 

 “One of the new power taps Commander Bloom and I were installing on the conduits in engineering blew, 

and Set… and Commander Arbelo was standing right in front of it.  The discharge passed right through his head.  

He had no brain-wave activity the entire time he was being transported here to sickbay. 



 As Koester noticed the doctors applying various charges through the cortical stimulator, and seeing that the 

first officer’s daughter was starting to get visibly upset by what she could see happening, Koester whispered, “Let’s 

move over to Counselor Gera’s office so we don’t distract the doctors from their work.” 

 A moment later the three officers entered the counselor’s nearby officer, where the joined-Trill Tanzia Gera 

was sitting behind her desk, reviewing patient records.  She looked at them with a startled expression until she saw 

young Annika Arbelo-Eeta on the verge of tears and moved to comfort her. 

 “What’s going to happen if my daddy doesn’t recover?” the nine year old officer with the implanted Trill 

symbiont asked.  “What will happen to me?” 

 “I’m sure your father is going to be just fine,” Gera assured.  “Doctor MacMillan and his staff are among 

the best.  If anyone can help your Dad, it’s him.” 

 Meanwhile Koester and Windsor, who also seemed on the verge of tears, stepped to the side of the office 

and conversed quietly. 

 “What caused the accident?” Koester asked. 

 “I’m not sure, Captain,” Windsor replied.  “I was across the space still working on the second tap we were 

installing when I heard Commander Bloom shout.  When I turned around, the plasma discharge was already hitting 

Commander Arbelo.  It should have killed him instantly.” 

 “Commander Arbelo has been thought to be dead on several occasions, first with the loss of the Arcturus 

nearly a century ago, later with the Proxima during the Dominion War, but he’s always managed to surprise 

everyone.”  Koester placed his hand comfortingly on Windsor’s arm, giving it a reassuring squeeze before he looked 

over at Gera.  “Tanzi, I need to get back up to the bridge and see how badly hurt my ship is.  Have you got things 

covered here?” 

 “Yes, Captain.  We should be okay,” the red-haired joined Trill woman assured. 

 “Contact me as soon as you hear anything from Doctor MacMillan,” Koester ordered, prompting a nod 

from Gera as he disappeared through the office door.  Windsor watched the door slide closed with a distinct sense of 

foreboding. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several hours later, not long after full power was restored to the ship, Koester was standing over the 

shoulder of Commander Bloom – who was seated at the engineering console on the bridge’s port side – looking over 

a diagram of plasma conduits where the accident had taken place when the voice of the starship’s Chief Medical 

Officer sounded through the intercom. 

 “Sickbay t’ bridge.” 

 Koester exchanged a quick look with Bloom before pressing the intercom control on the console and said, 

“Go ahead, Doctor.” 

 “Cap’n, request you an’ Counselor Gera report t’ sickbay,” the thick Scottish brogue of the medical officer 

said.  Koester suddenly had a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach as he looked over where Gera sat in the seat to 

the left of the command chair. 

 “On our way, Doctor.  Bridge, out.”  He then said to Gera, “Counselor?” 

 Several minutes later the two officers entered sickbay, where they were met near the door by MacMillan. 

 “Good news I hope, Doctor?” Koester asked. 

 “Aye, for the most part,” MacMillan replied, glancing toward the furthest biobed, where the captain could 

see Arbelo laying, seemingly asleep, the low but steady beeps coming from the medical monitor attesting to the fact 

the first officer was alive.  “He took a ninety-five milliamp discharge directly t’ th’ back o’ th’ skull.  Technically, 

when he arrived here in sickbay, he was brain-dead.  No brain wave activity whatsoever.  It took more ‘an a dozen 

applications of cortical stimulator before we started t’ see any brain activity at all.” 

 “Is he going to recover?” Koester asked. 

 “T’ be honest, there’s a good chance he’s goin’ t’ have suffered some brain damage,” MacMillan replied.  

“How much and how bad we’re not goin’ t’ know until he wakes up.” 

 “And when will that be?” Gera asked. 

 “Right now we’ve got the XO in an induced coma, t’ help his body t’ heal quicker.  Bu’ I expect he should 

be awake in about a week.” 

 “Does Annika know about this yet?” 

 “No’ yet.  That’s why I asked for you to be here, Counselor,” the doctor replied.  “She an’ Commander 

Windsor are down in 10-Forward.  I was hopin’ perhaps you could break the news t’ them?” 

 Gera sighed under her breath before finally replying, “Of course, Doctor.” 



* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 65696.6: 

It has been ten days since the accident that severely injured Commander Arbelo, and he 

has still not awoken from his coma, though Doctor MacMillan assures me his brain-wave 

activity is unusually strong – which he insists is a good sign that the Commander will 

eventually recover. 

In the meantime, I have appointed Commander Alasdair Wallace, my Chief Science 

Officer, to the position of acting-First Officer.  And I have begun the process of reviewing 

personnel files for potential candidates to replace my incapacitated First Officer. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Fleet Captain Koester sat behind the desk in his quarters, several small piles of padds littering the surface, 

as he grabbed the next one from the closest pile and activated it. 

 Of all the responsibilities accorded a commanding officer, it was the research into selecting a new second 

in command that Koester enjoyed least, having had to do it on several previous occasions.  After a while, the 

information each personnel file contained melded into one another and it was hard to keep track of exactly which 

officer held exactly what qualifications, which officers were outstanding in their fields and which officers should be 

doing nothing more than standing in a field.  It was one of the reasons Koester preferred to promote from among his 

own crew, but Starfleet regulations insisted he had to at least make a showing of having looked at other potential 

applicants. 

 As he rubbed the blurriness from his eyes, the intercom on his deck beeped before the brogue of his Chief 

Medical Officer said, “Sickbay t’ Cap’n Koester.” 

 Happy for the distraction, Koester put the padd back down on the desk and touched the intercom control.  

“Go ahead, Doctor.” 

 “Cap’n, Commander Arbelo is awake.” 

 “That’s good news!” Koester replied with a smile.  “How is he?” 

 “We still need t’ run a few tests, but right now he seems perfectly normal,” MacMillan replied.  Koester 

could hear the pleasure in the voice of the normally gruff medical officer. 

 “Thank you, Doctor.  I’ll be right there,” Koester said as he quickly closed the intercom circuit, then 

slipped his arms into his uniform top and fastened the front as he headed out the door toward sickbay, first stopping 

at the nearby quarters of his first officer to retrieve Ensign Arbelo-Eeta and give her the good news. 

 A couple of minutes later the doors to sickbay swished open to admit the captain and ensign.  They noticed 

both MacMillan and Counselor Gera standing near the far biobed, apparently administering several psychological 

exams to Arbelo.  The pair started walking in their direction before Koester suddenly stopped, holding Arbelo-Eeta 

back in the process, sensing something was not right.  A voice – both familiar and strange – was coming from in 

front of the two medical officers. 

 “If you don’t let me get out of here so I can get back to my business, I’ll have the Grand Nagus filing so 

many complaints with the Federation Council that you’ll never be able to leave Earth again, you’ll be too busy 

answering charges!” 

 “Commander, please…!” MacMillan started to say before he was cut off. 

 “Daimon!” the voice said.  “I told you, my name is Daimon Masstrof, and I’m commanding officer of the 

Ferengi Marauder Kayton, and I demand to know what I’m doing on a hew-mon starship?!” 

 Koester quietly asked Arbelo-Eeta to go wait inside the Chief Medical Officer’s private office.  As the nine 

year old Starfleet officer headed inside, Koester moved around Gera to where he could see the person sitting up on 

the biobed.  To his shock, staring back at him with greedy little eyes, was Setton To’Lock Arbelo. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Over the course of the next few days, Arbelo continued to not only exhibit the personality of a Ferengi 

daimon, but two other alien personalities also emerged at random intervals; a female Romulan and a Vulcan woman.  

At first Counselor Gera was content to observe Arbelo in sickbay, trying to determine if the emerging multiple 

personality issue was only temporary or something she should be concerned about, until the day one of the new 

personalities threatened to kill her. 



 “If you do not release me, then by Kahless I will rip your beating heart out of your chest with my bare hand 

and feast upon it in front of your dying eyes,” Arbelo growled, baring his teeth in a display of anger. 

 “If you would please just calm down, everything will be…,” Gera started to say when Arbelo advanced on 

her. 

 “Don’t order me to calm down, you simpering fool!  Do you not know who you are dealing with?” 

 “Frankly, no, I don’t know who I’m dealing with… today,” Gera replied, trying to regain the upper hand 

after being taken by surprise by the new Klingon personality.  “I’ve already met Dolarus the secretive Romulan 

woman, and T’Plana, the Vulcan woman who appears to be suffering from the symptoms of the onset of pon farr.  

And of course there’s Daimon Masstrof.” 

 Arbelo narrowed his eyes looking at Gera before saying, “I know not of the others of whom you speak.  I 

am Ov’Lak, daughter of K’a’lbrt, and the mere mention of my name should send shivers down your pathetic spine, 

petaQ!” 

 “Yes.  Well, I’m thoroughly impressed,” Gera responded before tapping her combadge.  “Counselor Gera 

to security.” 

 “Security.  Mendez,” came the quick reply. 

 “April, could you have two of your Marines report to sickbay and escort our… new guest… to the VIP 

quarters?” 

 “On their way,” the latina Marine Captain replied. 

 “VIP quarters?” ‘Ov’Lak’ questioned.  “Is that your euphemism for the brig, Trill?” 

 “Not at all,” Gera reassured ‘her’.  “I just think keeping you here in sickbay will be too disruptive to Doctor 

MacMillan and his staff, and I certainly don’t want to put you into the first officer’s quarters with Annika, so placing 

you in the VIP quarters seems the most reasonable solution.” 

 As the counselor finished speaking, the doors to the corridor swished open and Gunnery Sergeant 

Christopher ‘Olly’ O’Laughlin and Sergeant James ‘Fireball’ Maarsingh stepped in, hand phasers at the ready but 

held in a non-threatening manner. 

 “Gunny, Sergeant, this… this is ‘Ov’Lak,’ daughter of K’a’lbrt.  Please escort ‘her’ to the VIP quarters.” 

 Both O’Laughlin and Maarsingh exchanged puzzled looks before the Sergeant finally said, “If you would 

come this way, please?” 

 Arbelo exchanged one last glare with Gera before moving past the two Starfleet Marine non-coms, baring 

‘her’ teeth at them as ‘she’ did.  A moment later the doors swished shut behind the Gunny and Gera collapsed into a 

nearby chair, her adrenalin overload causing her heart to beat madly. 

 

* * * * 

 

Personal log, Ship’s Counselor Tanzia Gera, stardate 65710.8: 

I have been closely observing Commander Arbelo’s condition.  He is now showing signs 

of exhibiting at least six distinct personalities, including his own which appears on rare 

occasion.  Over the last several days I have made note of the fact that three of the 

personalities; Masstrof the Ferengi daimon, Ov’Lak the female Klingon warrior, and 

Dolarus the female Romulan Tal’Shiar colonel; are aware of the other personalities that 

inhabit Commander Arbelo’s mind, though it appears neither his own normal 

personality, T’Plana the female Vulcan in heat, nor Taina the Orion Slave Girl are aware 

of any others but themselves, causing confusion when they re-emerge from what they 

consider to be unconsciousness. 

My biggest concern is the fact that the Commander’s own normal personality is emerging 

less and less often and for a far shorter time than the others.  I fear that if Doctor 

MacMillan and I cannot reverse and repair the damage that is causing these multiple 

personalities, we will lose Setton Arbelo completely as one of the stronger personalities 

takes over his mind. 
 

 

 Arbelo, in the company of Gera, Lt Commander Windsor, and his daughter Ensign Arbelo-Eeta, were 

walking along the corridor on deck 10, heading toward the lounge at the bow of the starship.  It had been a relatively 

good day, one of the rare ones where Arbelo’s own personality seemed in control for once, and Gera believed it 



might help the Terran-Vulcan-Efrosian man’s recovery if he were able to enjoy some relaxation outside of the 

quarters in which he was being held a virtual prisoner. 

 “I’m sorry, Counselor,” Arbelo said as the group walked.  “I’m trying, but I can’t remember anything about 

what I may be doing when I black-out.  I thought I was simply losing consciousness, a result of my accident in 

engineering, until I realized I was waking up in places far different then where I was when the black-out occurred.”  

The relieved from duty first officer looked at Gera with concern and asked, “Am I sleep-walking?” 

 “In a manner of speaking, yes,” Gera confirmed, though it was not exactly the whole truth, as she had 

determined it would be detrimental to his recovery if he were made aware of the other competing personalities in a 

non-clinical environment. 

 As the foursome neared the doors to 10-Forward, they slid apart, revealing the sounds of music coming 

from the lounge.  Arbelo smiled as he stepped in, looking around at the many crew members who greeted him.  

Then almost imperceptibly, his expression changed.  Arbelo closed his eyes and leaned his head back, a subtle smile 

coming to his lips as he started to sway, at first very gently before becoming more noticeable. 

 Annika Arbelo-Eeta looked at her father with a mixed expression of shock and disgust as Arbelo started 

dancing with a sensual motion, moving as if bare-footed over to several of the lounge patrons and stroking their 

faces and heads as he danced past. 

 “Oh no,” Gera remarked quietly.  “I’d hoped this wasn’t going to happen.” 

 “Bloody hell,” Windsor added as both women recognized the movements of the Orion personality, Taina. 

 As they watched, several of the crew seemed to be taking Arbelo’s actions in stride, while others seemed 

shocked and a little offended by the intimacy of ‘her’ touch as she danced by. 

 “I swear, if this goes on much longer, I’m going to just book the holodeck and sell tickets,” Windsor 

remarked, moving toward the verge of tears once again. 

 As the music ended, ‘Taina’ came to a stop, ‘her’ gaze squarely on Windsor.  The subtle smile on ‘her’ lips 

quickly turned into a toothy grin, and ‘she’ strode purposefully forward.  Windsor held out hope for a moment that 

Arbelo’s own personality had returned, but was disappointed when he walked right past her and over to a trio of 

junior officers sitting at the bar. 

 “You three look like you pull in a few strips of latinum a month,” Arbelo said, again under the control of 

the Ferengi persona Masstrof.  The three young lieutenants looked puzzled, but nodded in general agreement.  

‘Masstrof’ leaned in closer to the three, looking around as if conspiring and said, “Now don’t ask me how I know 

what I know, but I have the access codes to a nice little vessel called the Jutland.” 

 “The Captain’s Yacht?” one of the lieutenants asked.  ‘Masstrof’ made a show of trying to shush the junior 

officer before nodding. 

 “I’d be willing to bet my lobes that the three of you have been yearning for more adventure than this bucket 

has been showing you.  Now for only two bars and six strips of gold-pressed latinum, I can give you all the access 

codes you need to get aboard the yacht, stock it with supplies, and be off on your own adventures.” 

 It looked like one of the three lieutenants was actually considering the deal when Gera stepped over and 

grabbed Arbelo by one of his semi-pointed earlobes.  A look of utter ecstasy covered his face before Gera pulled 

him away from the bar and said, “And I think that concludes our field trip for today.  Let’s get you back home 

before Ov’Lak makes an appearance today as well.” 

 “Hey!  Hey!  Be nice!” ‘Masstrof’ remarked, sounding indignant, as Gera led him toward the door.  “Lobes 

don’t grow on trees you know.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “The personality swings are getting worse, Captain,” Counselor Gera said to Koester as the two met with 

Annika Arbelo-Eeta in the ready room.  “The Ov’Lak and Dolarus personalities are getting stronger, taking over 

more of Commander Arbelo’s waking time and seem to be able to know and remember what happens when the 

other personalities are at the forefront.” 

 “And it’s not helping matters that Ov’Lak has taken a dislike to both me and Commander Windsor,” 

Arbelo-Eeta added.  “If either or both of us are present when ‘she’ takes control, we risk violence.  Thankfully my 

Dad never collected bladed weapons like knives or bat’leths, or Commander Windsor’s visit last night could have 

turned tragic.” 

 “What can we do to help Setton?” Koester asked his ship’s counselor. 

 “I don’t think there is anything more either Doctor MacMillan or I can do here, aboard the Dauntless.  It’s 

like there’s a war going on inside the Commander’s mind and each personality is fighting all the others, some 

passively like his own normal personality trying to come to the forefront, some actively like Dolarus and Ov’Lak.  



And like any war, eventually someone will be the victor, and the way things are shaping up, that victor is not going 

to be Setton.”  Gera sighed as she looked directly at the captain.  “The Commander is in need of specialized 

treatment, and that means a psychological rehabilitation colony like Tantalus IV.” 

 “Wow.  I wasn’t expecting to hear that,” Koester admitted.  “I was thinking maybe a few weeks or months 

back at Home Plate under the care of…” 

 “Does Daddy really have to leave the ship to get better?” Arbelo-Eeta asked. 

 “I’m afraid so,” Gera confirmed.  “Neither we nor the starbase medical department have the facilities or 

expertise to handle a case this complex.” 

 Koester nodded silently for a moment, a look of sadness in his eyes, before he finally said, “I understand.  

I’ll contact Cathryn back at Home Plate and start getting proper transport arranged.  Meanwhile, if you can contact 

the proper medical authorities and get this transfer authorized?” 

 “Yes, Captain,” Gera replied before standing and holding her hand out to young Arbelo-Eeta.  “Come on, 

Annika.  We have a lot to do.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Down in main engineering, Lt Commander Windsor walked over to Bloom, who was monitoring the core 

output at the master systems display table, making sure the sudden shut-down of the core several weeks earlier had 

not damaged the magnetic constrictors or caused micro-fractures in the dilithium crystal. 

 “What is it, Amanda?” the emotional Vulcan asked as he noticed Windsor standing beside him. 

 “I was wondering if you might have a chance to double-check some equations I have been computing,” the 

British officer replied, handing her superior a padd with complex mathematical equations displayed on its screen. 

 “What is this?” Bloom asked with curiosity, taking a look at the formula. 

 “A project I have been working on in my spare time over the last several days,” Windsor replied.  

“Something I hope may restore Sett… Commander Arbelo… back to his normal self.” 

 Bloom studied the padd information for a few minutes, one eyebrow going up in a very Vulcan-like 

manner, before he looked back at his assistant chief engineer.  “You’re proposing to use the transporter to recreate 

his physical body as it was before the accident?” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several minutes later, Commander Bloom and Lt Commander Windsor were in the captain’s ready room 

with Doctor Justin MacMillan and Fleet Captain Koester. 

 “Will this work?” Koester asked, sounding doubtful. 

 “It’s theoretically possible,” Bloom confirmed.  “There was a similar situation where it was done aboard 

the Enterprise-D about twenty-five years ago, though in that instance it was to correct a case of hyper-aging, not 

brain damage.” 

 “Aye,” added, Doctor MacMillan.  “Bu’ it could still be verra dangerous.  There are a lot o’ variables 

involved in this.  If we were t’ get just a single one wrong, it could have dire consequences, includin’ death for 

Mister Arbelo.” 

 “What will it require to do this?” Koester asked, a small sense of hope coming through in his words. 

 “We need to confirm Commander Arbelo’s last transporter pattern is still stored in memory,” Windsor said.  

“Fortunately he used the transporter to return to the ship from the last away mission just prior to the accident.” 

 “The one where he tried to trade for the shipment of Bitter Beer?” 

 “Yes.  Commander Bloom and I then need to make modifications to the equipment in one of the transporter 

rooms.” 

 “I’m recommending we use Transporter Room 3 for this procedure, Skipper,” Bloom said.  “It’s the one we 

use least and should provide the easiest access to the equipment we need to modify.”  Koester nodded.  “After that, 

if our calculations are correct, all we need to do is run Setton through the transporter and re-materialize him using 

the old pattern.” 

 “Sounds simple enough,” Koester agreed. 

 “Are we actually goin’ t’ force Commander Arbelo t’ do this in th’ hopes it will heal th’ damage done by 

the accident?” Dr. MacMillan asked, almost aghast at the idea. 

 “No, Doctor,” Koester assured.  “This is not a decision we can make.  Setton and his daughter need to be 

given this option and decide themselves if it’s something he wants to risk.” 

 “Then our biggest problem is finding Arbelo when he IS Arbelo,” remarked MacMillan. 



* * * * 

 

 Koester, MacMillan, Bloom, and Arbelo-Eeta arrived at the door of the VIP quarters, along each side of 

which stood a Starfleet Marine guard, and pressed the chime. 

 “Come in!” shouted a voice from inside.  The door swished open and all four officers entered.  Sitting in a 

chair across the cabin sat Arbelo, glaring at his visitors.  “What do you want?”  It was obvious to everyone that 

Ov’Lak was in control at the moment. 

 “We just came to visit, to see how the Commander was doing,” Koester replied before stepping over to the 

nearby replicator.  “Mind if we have a drink?” 

 “Yes, I do, not that my opinion will stop you, since it is your ship,” ‘Ov’Lak’ replied.  “But were this a 

Klingon vessel, I would likely kill you where you stand.” 

 Koester offered drinks to everyone, including ‘Ov’Lak’.  Arbelo-Eeta ordered her usual Slug-O-Cola, while 

Bloom, MacMillan, and Koester each ordered a coffee and ‘Ov’Lak’ demanded the guests finish their drinks quickly 

and be gone. 

 After some time, as the guests very slowly sipped their respective beverages, the female Klingon 

personality faded, to be quickly replaced by the personality of Dolarus of the Imperial Tal’Shiar. 

 “Tell me, Captain,” ‘Dolarus’ said graciously.  “Why is it you are really here?  Certainly not to visit with 

me, in spite of all you could learn from me about Romulan intelligence.  And certainly not for the… friendly 

companionship of my counterpart, Ov’Lak.” 

 “Actually, we wanted to see how Commander Arbelo is doing,” Koester replied. 

 “He is growing weaker,” ‘Dolarus’ remarked.  “Soon, he will be gone entirely, and then I can return to 

Romulus and my place within the Tal’Shiar once again…” 

 “I thought Romulus was gone?” Arbelo-Eeta asked Bloom.  ‘Dolarus’s eyes suddenly narrowed as ‘she’ 

gazed at the young Starfleet officer. 

 “What do you mean, Romulus is gone?  Romulus is eternal!” ‘she’ insisted. 

 “I suppose this indicates Commander Arbelo isn’t as weak-minded as you believed,” remarked Koester.  

“Or you would know what he knows, that Romulus and Remus were both destroyed by a supernova last year.” 

 “Impossible!” ‘Dolarus’ spat disbelievingly, standing and taking a threatening step toward the four Starfleet 

officers.  “My homeworld cannot be gone!  Must not be gone!  The Praetor would never…!” 

 “The Praetor is dead.  I’m afraid what’s left of the Star Empire is in complete turmoil,” interrupted Bloom.  

“With the Klingon occupation and all…” 

 “No!  This cannot be true!  The Klingons cannot occupy my homeland!  No….!” 

 Arbelo collapsed back into the chair, head buried in his hands.  A moment later he went completely quiet.  

Then, slowly, looked up from his hands at the four people standing around him. 

 “Skipper?  Annika!” 

 “Is it really you this time, Setton?” Koester asked. 

 “Who else would I be?” Arbelo replied, sounding a little confused.  “I must have had another one of my 

black-outs, because I don’t remember any of you coming in.” 

 “Not to worry.  But we’ve come up with a plan to treat you, so you won’t have any more of these 

blackouts.” 

 “Do you want me to go to sickbay?” Arbelo asked. 

 “Actually…,” Koester started to say, looking at his companions.  “It’s a really radical therapy that involves 

the use of the transporter.” 

 “The transporter?” 

 “We want to run you through the transporter cycle and rematerialize you using a stored pattern from before 

the accident that is causing your blackouts,” Bloom explained. 

 “Is it dangerous?” Arbelo asked. 

 “There is a potential, if the calculations are off a wee bit, that you could be killed during th’ procedure,” 

MacMillan admitted.  “Bu’ our only other choice right now is to send you t’ a psych rehab colony, and goin’ that 

route could take months – maybe years – before you are properly rehabilitated an’ can return to full normal duty.” 

 Arbelo looked at his daughter with a strange expression, finally asking her, “What do you think, Annika?” 

 “I’ve looked at the data Doctor MacMillan and Commander Windsor prepared, including the logs and 

reports from the Enterprise when something very similar was done aboard that starship many years ago,” Arbelo-

Eeta replied.  “I think it’s a relatively safe option.  But the final decision really rests upon you, Daddy.” 



 Arbelo looked as if he were silently mulling his options for a moment.  Finally, he looked at Koester and 

Bloom and said, “Very well.  It sounds like the best bet.  If you all think it will work, I’m willing to try.  Come get 

me when you have the transporter ready.” 

 “Great,” Bloom said with a smile.  “It might take my staff and I a few hours to make the necessary 

modifications, but we should be able to do this before the end of the day.” 

 “Get right on it,” Koester ordered his chief engineer, who nodded and immediately left the stateroom.  

Koester then looked at Arbelo and said, “Get some rest in the meantime.  No reason to get all excited about this right 

now.” 

 “I understand,” Arbelo replied just before Koester, MacMillan, and Arbelo-Eeta left the stateroom.  Arbelo 

then started growling menacingly as his voice changed subtly.  “I understand that you are trying to destroy me, 

Captain, and I will not let that happen without consequences,” ‘Ov’Lak’ stated. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several hours later, Fleet Captain Koester was standing in Transporter Room 3 as Commander Bloom 

pulled himself out of an access panel beneath the transporter platform and started rubbing the grime off his hands. 

 “That does it,” Bloom said to both Koester and his assistant, Lt Commander Windsor.  “This transporter is 

reconfigured to re-materialize using the stored pattern instead of the newly scanned pattern.” 

 “Good.  The sooner I get my Exec back, the sooner I can drop all those personnel records into the delete 

bin.”  Then, tapping his combadge, he said, “Koester to Colonel McIntyre.” 

 “Go ahead, Skipper,” the starship’s chief of security quickly replied. 

 “Mack, escort Commander Arbelo down to Transporter Room 3.  And remember what we discussed 

before.  There’s a good chance he’s not exactly himself, so be careful and try not to get too rough, even if he tries to 

provoke you.  If he asks why you’re taking him to the transporter room, just say we’re transferring him to another 

ship to return him to the starbase.” 

 “Understood, Skipper.  We’ll have him down there in a few minutes.  McIntyre, out.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several minutes later, both Lt Colonel McIntyre and Sergeant ‘Fireball’ Maarsingh arrived at the door to 

the VIP quarters. 

 “You two are dismissed,” the Colonel told the two Marines standing guard.  The more senior of the two 

enlisted men nodded, and both headed back toward the Marine Barracks.  The Colonel then pressed the door chime.  

A moment later the door to the VIP quarters swished open and just inside stood Arbelo, back against the bulkhead, 

one arm raised above his head in a seemingly provocative pose. 

 “Hi, handsome,” Arbelo said breathily.  “What can I do for you today?” 

 “We’re here to escort you to the transporter room,” McIntyre replied, trying his best not to laugh.  “If you 

could please come with us?” 

 “Do we have to leave now?” Arbelo asked in his unusually high-pitched voice.  “Why don’t you two come 

in?  I could use the services of a few good men.” 

 “Sorry.  Captain’s orders.” 

 A pout took its place on the Terran-Vulcan-Efrosian’s face and he sighed.  “Very well,” Arbelo said 

resignedly, then followed the two Marines out into the corridor, the VIP quarters door swishing shut behind them.  

McIntyre led the way toward the nearest turbolift, Maarsingh taking up the rear, as the trio walked. 

 “So, who are you supposed to be, Commander?” the sergeant asked as they walked. 

 “I’m not supposed to be anyone but me, T’Plana,” Arbelo replied, turning to blow a kiss over his shoulder 

at Fireball.  In spite of the ridiculousness of the situation, Maarsingh could not help blush, an embarrassed smile on 

his face. 

 As the trio neared the turbolift, Arbelo’s tone of voice seemed to take on a new authority to it. 

 “So, the time has come?” 

 “Yes, Commander.  Hopefully you’ll be back to your old self after this is over,” McIntyre remarked. 

 “It will not be easy,” Arbelo said almost menacingly. 

 “Truthfully, I’m not sure what the Captain, Commander Bloom, and Doctor MacMillan plan to do, so I 

can’t comment on whether it will be easy or not…” 

 “No, you human fool,” Arbelo said, his voice growing louder.  “It will not be so easy for you to destroy me.  

I would rather die here on my feet than allow myself to be forced to my knees and destroyed!” 



 Puzzled, McIntyre stopped and started to turn, wondering why Arbelo was talking of being destroyed, 

when he was suddenly grabbed and thrown against the bulkhead hard, falling to the deck unconscious.  Before Sgt. 

Maarsingh could react, Arbelo had grabbed McIntyre’s rifle and pointed it at Fireball.  The Sergeant did likewise.  

“FREEZE!” he shouted. 

 “I will not allow you to destroy me!” Arbelo growled, slowly backing toward the turbolift entrance the trio 

had been originally heading toward. 

 “Don’t force me to shoot you, Commander!” Maarsingh ordered.  “Drop your weapon and get face down 

on the deck!” 

 “Never!” Arbelo shouted, literally diving backward into the nearby turbolift.  Maarsingh hesitated a split 

second, unable to bring himself to shoot a superior officer, before gathering enough nerve to squeeze his trigger.  

But it was too late.  The compression rifle blast struck the closing turbolift doors, leaving a red-hot blast mark. 

 “Maarsingh to security!” the sergeant said urgently after tapping his combadge.  “Commander Arbelo 

attacked Colonel McIntyre, stole his weapon, and is now loose in the turbolift network!  And get medics here on 

deck 2!  The Colonel is hurt!” 

 “Security alert!” sounded the voice of Marine Captain April Mendez over the entire ship’s intercom 

network.  “Commander Arbelo has escaped from his escort and is loose within the ship.  He is currently armed and 

potentially dangerous.  Approach with caution!” 

 “Dammit!” Koester swore in the transporter room, quickly stepping up and around the control console and 

activating an intercom line to the bridge.  “This is the Captain.  Tell all personnel to avoid using excessive force if 

possible.  Commander Arbelo isn’t quite himself.  And are you able to track his combadge signal, or has he removed 

it?” 

 “We’re still tracking him.  Currently moving along corridor 5, deck 12, section 8.  He appears to be heading 

toward the arboretum,” Mendez replied. 

 “The fact he hasn’t removed his combadge tells me one of the other personalities is in control right now,” 

Koester remarked.  “Have a Marine squad surround his position and take him into custody.  And make sure they 

have their weapons set to stun!  No higher!” 

 “Aye, aye, sir,” Mendez replied. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Lieutenant Gerry Hardagen walked into the arboretum.  The smell of the flowers and green plants hit his 

olfactory sense as soon as the door opened.  It was a smell he always enjoyed, one of the things that made serving 

aboard a large Sovereign-class starship preferable to the smaller Intrepid-class ship where he had spent his first tour 

of duty; the room to have better crew amenities aboard, things that made the long missions away from home easier 

to cope with. 

 Hardagan heard what sounded like soft crying as soon as the door whirred shut behind him.  He searched 

around for a moment before finding a man hiding underneath a fern bush just off the path that cut through the 

arboretum and not far from where a compression phaser rifle lay abandoned on the dirt. 

 “Commander?  Commander Arbelo, is that you?” 

 “My name is Taina,” Arbelo replied defiantly.  “Why does everyone keep calling me commander?” 

 “What are you doing here, Com…  I mean, Taina?” Hardagan asked. 

 “I… I don’t know.  I was in the guest quarters.  Then two big, strong men came to escort me to the 

transporter room.  Next thing I remember, I’m standing in this garden and I don’t know how I got here!” 

 “Come on.  I’ll take you where you need to go,” Hardagan said, holding out his hand.  ‘Taina’ reached out 

tentatively, finally grasping it and allowing ‘herself’ to be drawn out of the fern.  A moment later the pair were back 

out in the corridor, one of Arbelo’s hands still in Hardagan’s as the lieutenant’s other arm circled Arbelo’s back and 

the two headed toward the transporter room. 

 Hardagan had made it halfway down the corridor toward the turbolift when he felt the muscles in Arbelo’s 

back tighten. 

 “Is something wrong, Taina,” the lieutenant started to ask when Arbelo suddenly turned, grabbing the 

lieutenant’s head and shoulder in separate hands. 

 “My title is Colonel,” Arbelo stated, emphasizing the rank before twisting the hapless officer’s head and 

instantly breaking his neck.  Hardagan dropped to the floor, dead, as ‘Dolarus’ quickly searched him for any kind of 

weapon, finding none.  ‘She’ then briefly considered going back into the arboretum for the rifle ‘she’ knew was 

there, but thought better of it, turning to head toward the turbolift with the intent of getting away before coming face 

to face with the business end of another compression rifle and the squad of Starfleet Marines crouching behind it. 



 “Don’t move!” Gunnery Sergeant ‘Olly’ O’Laughlin commanded. 

 Dolarus quickly considered ‘her’ options before ‘she’ rolled ‘her’ eyes and slowly starting to raise ‘her’ 

hands in surrender.  But as ‘her’ hands passed in front of the barrel of the weapon aimed at ‘her’ head, ‘she’ moved 

quickly, batting the weapon out of the hands of the Marine holding it and spinning around to sprint away down the 

corridor.  Arbelo had only made it two steps before he was struck square in the back by the beam from the hand 

phaser O’Laughlin had been holding at the ready.  Landing face-first, Arbelo was out for the foreseeable future. 

 “Stoessel, Martin, pick the Commander up and take him to Transporter Room 3,” O’Laughlin ordered as he 

tapped the combadge on his camouflage battle dress uniform.  “Bridge, this is Olly.  Alpha Squad has Commander 

Arbelo safely in custody and is taking him to the transporter room.  Please have several medical technicians report to 

corridor 7, deck 12, section 8.  We have a casualty, Lieutenant Hardagan, from the Commander’s latest attempt to 

escape.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The doors to the transporter room swished aside and the two Marines walked in, dragging Arbelo between 

them.  Inside the room already were Fleet Captain Koester, Doctor MacMillan, Counselor Gera, and up behind the 

control console, engineers Bloom and Windsor. 

 “Where do you want him, sir?” Stoessel asked the captain. 

 “Put him up on the transporter pad, and hold him upright,” Koester ordered, then turned to Bloom, who was 

standing behind the control console.  “Stand by to activate the restraining field.” 

 The two Marines carried Arbelo up onto the transport pad, then held him up while Bloom activated a force 

field that would keep him both standing and unable to escape if the stun wore off and he woke up again.  The Chief 

Engineer then turned around to speak to Windsor, who was standing at the monitoring panel on the back bulkhead. 

 “Amanda, load the stored pattern into the buffer,” he ordered just as moans could be heard coming from the 

transport pad. 

 “Jeff, he’s waking up,” Koester said, watching as Arbelo’s eyes fluttered open groggily before finally 

settling on the captain. 

 “What is this?” Arbelo said in the now-unmistakable voice of Ov’Lak. 

 “Don’ struggle, you’ll only hurt yourself,” Dr. MacMillan advised, remaining where he was next to the 

captain just in front of the control console window, but this only prompted ‘Ov’Lak’ to struggle more.  The sound of 

the forcefield buzzing against Arbelo’s limbs and torso could be heard with each thrash as ‘Ov’Lak’ let loose an 

expletive-filled tirade against Koester, Windsor, Bloom, and the entire crew of the Dauntless. 

 “I will kill you all when I get loose!  You will all join the dishonored in Gre’thor where you belong!  You 

will experience so much pain you will beg me to kill you!  I will…!” 

 “Are you ready yet, Jeff?” Koester shouted over ‘Ov’Lak’s rant. 

 “Give me ten more seconds!” Bloom shouted back, struggling to be heard. 

 “Energize when ready!” Koester ordered, not willing to wait a second longer than he had to in order to be 

rid of the yelling coming from the body of his First Officer.  The seconds seemed to tick by slowly. 

 “Transporter system is programmed and ready!” Bloom finally yelled.  “Energizing!” 

 Arbelo’s eyes went wide as he felt the annular confinement field lock around him, the shouts of defiance 

quickly turning to fearful pleading. 

 “No!  Do not destroy me!  I want to live!  NOOOOOOOO……!” 

 The voice was cut off as Arbelo dematerialized, the hum of the transporter system replacing the shouts and 

cries. 

 “This transport process is going to take at least twice as long as normal,” Bloom explained during the 

relative quiet before ordering, “Amanda, cross circuit to channel B.  Stand by to re-materialize.” 

 “Cross-circuited to B, Commander,” Windsor announced.  “Standing by.” 

 “Be ready, in case this didn’t work,” Koester ordered the two Marines who were still standing to the side of 

the transporter room. 

 On the transport platform, the familiar sparkle started to appear, slower than normal.  Then, gradually, the 

beam coalesced into the shape of a humanoid male.  As the hum of the transporter subsided, Bloom announced, 

“I’ve still got him restrained, just in case.” 

 “What’s going on?” Arbelo asked, his voice sounding normal though puzzled as to why he could not move.  

“Did something happen to me during transport?” 



 “Doctor?” Koester said with a glance toward MacMillan.  As the medical officer moved up and started scanning 

Arbelo, particularly around the head where the initial injuries had occurred, Gera stepped up and started asking some 

questions. 

 “How do you feel, Commander?” 

 “Aside from feeling restrained, I’m feeling okay.  A little disappointed that the Skipper wouldn’t let me trade the 

beritium for the shipment of Bitter Beer.” 

 “Do the names Ov’Lak, Dolarus, or Taina mean anything to you?” 

 Arbelo looked puzzled once again, taking a moment to think before finally answering, “They sound like names 

out of some holo-novel soap opera, but otherwise no.  I’ve never heard them before.  Should I know them?” 

 “No,” Gera said with a smile.  “No, you probably shouldn’t.” 

 “What’s the word, Doctor?” Koester asked as he stepped closer to the trio on the platform. 

 “I wouldn’a have believed it if I hadn’a seen it with my own eyes, bu’ it appears Mister Arbelo is completely 

recovered.” 

 “Recovered from what?” Arbelo asked, still not entirely sure what was going on. 

 “Jeff, shut off the confinement field,” Koester ordered.  With a buzz and a snap, the force field released Arbelo, 

who had to grasp Gera’s hands to keep his balance for a moment. 

 “What just happened to me?” Arbelo asked again. 

 “It’s a long story, Monster,” Koester replied.  “Why don’t you accompany Doctor MacMillan to sickbay so he 

can perform a full exam and clear you, then meet me in 10-Forward and I’ll explain everything?” 

 “I’ll escort him to sickbay,” Windsor volunteered hopefully.  She smiled at Arbelo, who returned the smile as he 

stepped down off the transport platform.  “We’ll meet you in the lounge in a little while.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 65715.8: 
After a full physical examination, the Chief Medical Officer confirmed all signs of 

Commander Arbelo’s brain injury are gone, and he has been given clearance to return to full 

duty. 
Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 

 

 

 “Status, Helm?” 

 “On course 005 mark 5, ahead warp 4.  Estimated time of arrival at Epsilon Vega system; one day, three hours, 

thirty nine minutes present speed,” Lieutenant (JG) Carter Breitling replied. 

 “Very well,” remarked Fleet Captain Koester as he crossed his legs in the command chair.  A moment later the 

starboard turbolift door swished open and Commander Setton To’Lock Arbelo stepped out onto the bridge and over to the 

center seat. 

 “I’m ready to relieve you, Skipper,” he said. 

 “Good to have you back, Monster,” Koester said to the Terran-Vulcan-Efrosian man with a smile.  “How are you 

feeling since being restored to duty?” 

 “Truthfully, I don’t recall ever being removed from duty, Skipper.  I have no memory whatsoever of what 

occurred after we beamed back up from Choman IV.  If not for the log tapes and surveillance videos Doctor MacMillan 

showed me after my exam, I would never have believed any of what you all described occurred, other than the fact I’m 

missing nearly two weeks of my life.” 

 “Well, I’m willing to bet Annika is glad to have her old Dad back again?” 

 “From what she describes about how she was treated by the Klingon and Romulan personalities I displayed, I 

can’t blame her for wanting the old me back.  I just wish I knew what caused those differing personalities to emerge?” 

 “Truthfully, Exec,” Koester said as he finally stood up from the center seat.  “I always knew you had a little 

Ferengi in you.  I just never thought he was crammed in there with a female Klingon, Romulan, Orion, or Vulcan as well.”  

Arbelo smiled at he shook his head while Koester continued, “We’re on course 005 mark 5.  Current ordered speed is warp 

factor 4.  If nothing changes we expect to arrive in the Epsilon Vega system in about 27 hours.  Exec… the bridge is yours.  

Welcome back.” 

 “Thanks, Skipper,” Arbelo replied as he moved over and took his place in the command chair.  “I relieve you.” 

 “I stand very relieved,” Koester replied. 

 

The End 


