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

Dauntless, stepped out of his ready room – where he had been completing the latest round of officer fitness reports – 

to find a strange sight: the immense reptilian ‘exchange officer’ Ensign Karr’rinak apparently talking to himself. 

 “What musssst it feel like, to bathe in the energiessss of the warp nasssellessss?” the Kairn was asking.  

Koester stopped between the science console and his ready room doors to contemplate the scene for a moment, 

wondering why Karr’rinack would be pondering such a question.  His curiosity was abated when a second voice – 

sounding slightly mechanical and speaking with a British accent – was heard from the Kairn officer’s combadge. 

 “I don’t have a sense of touch as you think of it, Ensign, so I therefore cannot ‘feel’ as you do,” replied the 

voice of Commander Spot, the non-corporeal Daminian science officer whose physical appearance was nothing 

more than a small circle of red light currently appearing atop the science console.  “Though since my Academy days 

I have occasionally wondered what it would be like to possess a physical body and be able to interact with the crew 

much as you do every day.  To have sight, and hearing, and touch – not just data from the computer systems and 

sensors I interface with.  And my daughter Dot has expressed similar wishes quite often of late.  I suppose it’s due 

mainly to being raised here aboard the Dauntless instead of having been ‘born’ on Daminia.” 

 The Captain could not resist any longer.  He stepped over to the nearby console as he said, “I’m sure there 

must be some way you can simulate a physical body, Commander.  After all, you interface directly with the 

computer systems on an everyday basis.  Couldn’t you use the holodeck to simulate a physicality for yourself and 

Dot?” 

 “It is an idea I have never considered before, Captain,” Spot replied, this time through Koester’s combadge. 

 “Well, when you consider it, the EMH program is nothing more than the computer creating a physical body 

it can use to interact directly with the crew in the role of medical provider.  I don’t see why you and Dot would not 

be able to do something similar.” 

 “An interesting hypothesis, Captain,” Spot remarked.  “It may require looking into further.” 

 “Well, good luck, Commander,” Koester said as he resumed his movement toward the turbolift.  “Let me 

know how it goes.” 

 “I will, Captain.  Thank you.” 
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 ‘You wanted to see me, Father?’ 

 The small circle of pink light appeared on the holosuite deck beside the circle of red light that was 

Commander Spot.  While neither Daminian could technically ‘see,’ being capable of sensing the environment 

around them, Dot had easily picked up common language during her time among corporeal beings aboard the 

Dauntless. 

 ‘Yes, Daughter,’ Spot replied in the manner common among Daminians, a direct sharing of data 

through what appeared to be short arcs of electrical energy between the two entities.  ‘Fleet Captain Koester 

proposed an idea to me on the bridge earlier that I thought may intrigue you.  He suggested 

we make use of the holodeck to create simulated physical bodies we can inhabit to experience 

what it would be like to live as corporeal, physical beings.’ 



 ‘Is that even possible, Father?’ Dot asked, sounding doubtful in her data transmissions. 

 ‘The Captain pointed out that the Dauntless’ computer already performs such a 

function in the form of the Emergency Medical Hologram, allowing the computer to see, hear, 

feel, taste, and smell in its interactions with the corporeal crew.’ 

 ‘Father!  Why have we never considered this idea before!  Now that I consider it, the 

concept is so obvious!’ 

 ‘Perhaps because it was SO obvious we overlooked the possibility, Daughter,’ Spot 

replied. 

 ‘When can we attempt this?’ Dot asked. 

 ‘Right away, if you wish,’ Spot replied.  ‘I have booked the holosuite for the next 

several hours.’ 

 ‘This is so exciting!’ Dot remarked. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Fleet Captain Koester was relaxing in his quarters, his pet Nanook curled up beside him on the couch as he 

often did, when his combadge activated. 

 “Commander Spot to Captain Koester.” 

 Koester put down the padd he had been using to play a game and tapped his combadge. 

 “This is the Captain.  Go ahead, Commander.” 

 “Captain, could you please come to Holosuite 3?  Dot and I have something we wish to share with you.” 

 Unable to recall an occasion when Spot had made use of the holodeck and intrigued by the invitation, 

Koester got up off the couch and grabbed his uniform jacket from the chair behind his desk as he headed toward the 

door of his quarters, saying, “On my way, Commander.” 

 Several minutes later, Koester was standing before the door of Holosuite 3.  There he found Counselor 

Tanzia Gera standing.  To both their puzzlement, the holosuite was not running any program. 

 “Did Spot call you here too, Tanzi?” Koester asked. 

 “Yes, Captain,” the red-haired joined-Trill ship’s counselor replied.  “Any idea why?” 

 “None at all.  I don’t think Spot has ever used the holodeck before.” 

 “Why would a non-corporeal entity need a holodeck?” Gera asked. 

 With a shrug of his shoulders, Koester touched the door control and the maroon doors parted before the 

pair.  Both stepped inside to find the holosuite in normal stand-by mode.  “Commander Spot?” Koester called out. 

 “Right here, Captain,” replied Spot’s British-accented, slightly-mechanical sounding voice through the 

captain’s combadge.  Koester looked down to see two small circles of light – one red, the other pink – right in front 

of the toes of his boots. 

 “What is it you and Dot wanted to show us, Mister Spot?” Koester asked, still curious. 

 “Dot and I took your advice and have spent the last hour trying to create physical bodies using the 

holosuite.  We wanted both your and Counselor Gera’s opinions on what we have accomplished.” 

 “I’m intrigued,” Gera said with a glance at the captain. 

 “Go ahead, Mister Spot,” Koester prompted. 

 Now Dot’s feminine voice could be heard through the captain’s combadge as she said, “Computer, activate 

Dot Physical Structure Program 1.” 

 As Koester and Gera watched, the circle of pink light that was Dot was replaced by a cylinder-shaped 

object that almost appeared to be pink gelatin as wide in diameter as Dot normally appeared and about ten 

centimeters in height.  As soon as it had completed forming, it seemed to melt, spreading flat across the grey gridded 

deck.  Koester unconsciously took a step back away from the blob, which started following after his feet with a 

sickening slurping sound. 



 “We have not yet been able to program the physical body with a method of verbal communication, but 

what do you think so far, Captain?  Counselor?” Spot’s voice asked. 

 “Um...,” Gera hedged, trying to keep a look of disgust from her face. 

 “To be truthful, Commander – and please don’t either of you take this the wrong way – but I’m having bad 

flashbacks to mid-twentieth century Grade-B horror movies,” Koester replied as he side-stepped Dot, who continued 

to slurp after his feet as he moved, almost as if by magnetic attraction.  “What is Dot supposed to be?!” 

 “Dot was so excited by the prospect of having a physical body that the most logical method seemed to be 

for the computer to create a physical representation of the energy patterns Dot and I are made up of,” Spot 

explained.  “It seemed the simplest solution at the time.  I guess we forgot to take into account the effects of 

atmospheric pressure and gravitational force when we designed this program.  We do not normally have to concern 

ourselves with either factor.” 

 “Please forgive me, but when I suggested you make use of the holodeck I assumed you were going to try 

and create a physical body that was more... humanoid?” Koester said.  “I thought that would allow you your greatest 

latitude to interact with the crew.” 

 “Perhaps you are correct, Captain,” Spot said with what Koester thought sounded like a sigh.  “Counselor 

Gera, do you share the Captain’s opinion?” 

 “To be truthful, I think almost anything would be an improvement over Dot the blob,” Gera remarked.  

“But a humanoid body would be the best choice if your intent is to interact with the crew.  If it’s just you and Dot, 

you can be whatever physical form you’re most comfortable with.” 

 “Since the intent was to physically interact with the rest of the Dauntless crew to some degree, I must agree 

with your assessment,” Spot remarked.  “Dot, you may discontinue your program now.” 

 Koester watched as the melted puddle of goo near his feet seemed to dissolve away, replaced by the 

familiar small circle of pink light. 

 “Back to the drawing board, Father?” she asked. 

 “To use the cliché, yes,” Spot replied.  “But where do we start designing a humanoid physicality?  I am, of 

course, aware of the basic humanoid anatomy, but am unfamiliar with how the parts actually interrelate with each 

other.” 

 “May I make another suggestion?” Koester asked. 

 “Of course, sir.” 

 “You’re on a holodeck, Commander.  There are dozens – probably hundreds – of programs in the computer 

that utilize humanoid characters.  Perhaps you can use one of those programs as a basis for your bodies.  That 

sounds like a good place to start.” 

 “Why didn’t we think of that, Father?” Dot asked. 

 “Captain, for a physical entity with limited ability to interface with the ship’s computer, you certainly seem 

to be able to grasp some of our options for creating these programs better than we have.” 

 “Years of playing around in holodeck simulations have allowed me to understand the limits of the 

technology pretty well, Commander,” Koester said with a smile as both he and Gera turned toward the holosuite 

door.  “Let me know how it goes.  Good luck, you two.” 

 “Thank you again, Captain.  And you too, Counselor,” Spot replied as both exited the room. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Doctor Leonard Kelley, Chief Medical Officer of the starship Dauntless, was sitting in his office in 

sickbay, reviewing drug inventories and making note of which supplies could be easily replicated and which had to 

be requisitioned from the Fifth Fleet command base.  His review was interrupted by what sounded like the ship’s 

computer clearing its throat. 

 Curious, he lowered the padd he had been reading and looked around.  Nothing seemed out of the ordinary 

until he noticed the circle of pink light moving back and forth across the top of his desk, as if pacing. 

 “Something I can do for you, Miss Dot?” Kelley finally asked. 



 “Good afternoon, Doctor,” Dot said through the CMO’s combadge.  “I was wondering if you would mind if 

I activated the EMH?  I have some questions only he can answer.” 

 “Medical questions?” Kelley asked. 

 “More like anatomical,” Dot responded. 

 “Anatomical?  What do you mean?” Kelley asked, obviously confused. 

 “Father and I are trying to determine how best to program a humanoid character on the holodeck, and the 

EMH being photonic in nature, I thought he might have some unique insight into the process.” 

 “I see,” Kelley said with a smile.  “I’m not sure how much help the Doctor will be to your project, but you 

have my permission to make your inquiries.” 

 “Thanks, Doctor,” Dot replied, her light circle already gone from the desk – now appearing in the center of 

sickbay.  “Computer, activate the EMH.” 

 The form of a bald human man with stern features wearing a typical Starfleet medical-division uniform 

formed in the center of sickbay.  “Please state the nature of the medical emergency,” he said once activated, looking 

around in obvious confusion.  “Hello?  Is there a reason I have been activated?” 

 “Hello, Doctor.  I was hoping you might be able to help me with a project I am working on.” 

 The EMH continued to look around with a confused expression on his face. 

 “Down here, Doctor.” 

 The EMH looked down at the deck, his expression changing slightly as he realized who it was addressing 

him. 

 “Dot!  What brings you to sickbay?  Surely you aren’t sick, are you?” 

 “Actually, I have need of your expertise in the field of computer programming.” 

 “My only expertise in computer programming is the fact I happen to be a computer program,” the Doctor 

remarked. 

 “Which is what I need right now,” Dot said before explaining what she and her father were attempting to 

do.  The EMH – who at first appeared annoyed by his seemingly frivolous activation – became quite fascinated by 

the goals of the Daminian’s project. 

 “So you want to create a humanoid body based on existing holodeck character parameters?  And you will 

be able to interface with these programs – being able to see, hear, smell, touch, and taste through them?  Fascinating.  

This project could result in a scientific paper!  But considering the ease with which you and your father can interface 

with the ship’s computer already, I see no reason why this idea will not work.” 

 “So you will help us?” Dot asked with excitement. 

 “I supposed I could offer you a few pointers,” the Doctor replied with a tone of pride. 

 “Can you go to Holosuite 3?” 

 “Computer,” the EMH said, looking slightly up toward the overhead.  “Transfer Emergency Medical 

Hologram program to Holosuite 3.” 

 A second later, the Doctor faded from view, and Dot rushed out of sickbay at the speed of light to join him 

and her father in the holosuite. 

 Moments later, the EMH re-appeared in the empty holosuite.  He looked down and – as expected – saw the 

round circles of light – one red, the other pink – of the two Daminian crew members. 

 “Where shall we start, Commander?” he asked. 

 “Can you give us access to your program so we can better comprehend where we need to begin, Doctor?” 

 “Keep in mind, the majority of my program consists of medical sub-routines and my encyclopedic 

knowledge of all things medical in nature,” the Doctor said, sounding boastful.  “You’re not going to need those, 

unless you and Dot intend to replace me in sickbay.” 

 “Nothing and no one could ever replace you, Doctor,” Spot assured. 

 The Doctor appeared to twitch – as if working out a kink in his neck – then looked at Spot and said, 

“Access granted.” 

 “Thank you, Doctor.  This should not take long.” 

 



* * * * 

 

 Nearly thirty minutes later, the EMH was wandering around the perimeter of the holosuite in a bored 

manner, occasionally looking closely at one or another of the holo-emitter diodes attached to the grid-like frame, 

until Dot’s voice came from his combadge once again. 

 “I think we understand the basic complexities of your program, Doctor.  It is really both quite simple and 

quite ingenious.” 

 “Why, thank you Dot... I think,” the Doctor replied.  “The chief programmer at Jupiter Station worked hard 

and long on me.” 

 “Tell me what you think,” Dot added.  “Computer, activate Dot Physical Structure Program 2.” 

 A humanoid body faded into existence directly in front of the EMH.  There were some subtle differences – 

such as the solid-black, almost Betazoid-like eyes – but it was pretty obvious upon which program Dot had based 

her new physical body.  The EMH was looking at his near-mirror image, right down to the Starfleet uniform with 

the medical-blue shoulders and lack of any rank insignia on the chest panel. 

 “What do you think, Doctor?” said a strange-sounding voice coming from the mouth of the new character, 

sounding like someone who had only recently learned how to speak and only then with some sort of electronic 

vocorder. 

 “Well, I... um...  I must say, Dot, I’m flattered that you chose to emulate my own appearance, but...” 

 The EMH’s voice faded as his expression became a cross between embarrassment and discomfort. 

 “But what?” Dot asked. 

 “Well, it’s just not... you!”  The Doctor’s response made Dot’s similar artificial face frown.  “I understand 

you’re excited and you want to make these holographic bodies quickly, but you should only use the programs 

available to you in the computer as basic templates.  The physical form should be unique to you.  For one thing, to 

this point everyone aboard the Dauntless has considered you to be female...” 

 “Daminians do not have any actual gender, Doctor,” Spot interjected.  “We are energy-based non-corporeal 

entities.” 

 “I understand that, Commander.  Perhaps better than most.  But as far as the crew is concerned, you have 

always been a ‘he,’ and Dot has always been your ‘daughter.’”  He turned his attention back on his own near-mirror 

image.  “A bald head and masculine features do not suit how I would picture you, Dot.  Use the holo-character 

programs as a basis but you need to make them distinctive.  After all, none of the rest of the crew has exact 

duplicates, do they?” 

 “Commander Riker does,” Dot protested. 

 “Lieutenant Commander Riker is a special case, and even then he tries to make himself look different 

enough from his ‘brother’ that people can easily tell them apart.” 

 “I guess I understand what you mean,” Dot said, looking slightly downcast.  She then looked up at the 

Doctor and said, “You said this appearance is not how you would ‘picture me.’  How WOULD you picture me, 

Doctor?” 

 “Well, first of all, I would have to say you need a feminine body...,” the EMH replied. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 67809.4: 

The Dauntless has completed a routine survey of the class-M second planet in the Adven 

star system.  We are now on course toward our next assignment in System J-20, where we 

will rendezvous with the starship Sun Tzu, which will be transporting several 

transferring members of our crew back to Starbase 719. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 

 



 Fleet Captain Koester was enjoying dinner in 10-Forward with his ‘foster daughter’ and operations officer 

Lieutenant (JG) Cassie Koester on one of the rare opportunities when both of their duty schedules allowed them the 

time to get together over an evening meal.  The Captain had just finished his main course and was contemplating 

dessert when the voice of Commander Spot sounded from his combadge. 

 “Commander Spot to Captain Koester.” 

 Koester tapped his communicator and replied, “Go ahead, Commander.” 

 “Captain, do you have a spare moment?  I would like your opinion of something down in Holodeck 1.” 

 “Well, I’m just finishing dinner with Lieutenant Koester at the moment.  Would it be alright if she comes 

along?” 

 “Of course, sir!  I would love to hear the Leftenant’s opinion as well.” 

 “Then we’ll be down in a few minutes,” Koester said before signing off. 

 As the pair were heading toward the nearest turbolift, Cassie asked the Captain, “Why does Mister Spot 

want to see us on the holodeck?” 

 “I’m not sure, but I think I can guess.”  He then told her about his blob encounter in the holosuite the week 

prior and what he expected they might find upon arriving at the holodeck. 

 When the Captain and Cassie finally reached the heavy red doors of the holodeck, they were mildly 

surprised to find Counselor Gera already standing there, talking to the starship’s first officer Commander Setton 

To’Lock Arbelo and the XO’s daughter, science officer Lieutenant (JG) Annika Arbelo-Eeta. 

 “You too, Skipper?” Arbelo asked as he noticed his commanding officer approach.  “Any idea why we’re 

all here?” 

 “I guess we’ll find out in a moment.  Computer, is Holodeck 1 active?” 

 “Holodeck program complete.  Enter when ready,” the computer’s feminine voice responded as the doors 

slowly slid open.  The group stepped inside to find the holodeck apparently turned off, only two seemingly human 

people standing inside.  One looked like an adult male with dark hair combed straight back and intense-looking 

deep-set eyes, wearing casual civilian clothes.  The other looked like a teenaged girl with brown hair pulled back in 

a single ponytail, wearing a skirt.  The girl had what looked like a pink Indian bindi dot in the middle of her 

forehead.  Neither Cassie, Arbelo, Gera, nor Arbelo-Eeta recognized either of them, though to the captain they both 

appeared vaguely familiar. 

 “Who are these people, Dad?” Annika Arbelo-Eeta whispered to her father. 

 “I don’t know,” Arbelo replied. 

 Koester stepped closer to the two strangers as he said, “I’ve seen characters that look very similar to the 

two of you in my holodeck programs.  But there’s something different.  You’re not just characters.  There’s ‘life’ 

behind your eyes, not just some computer program.”  He then pointed at the man and added, “If you are who I think 

you are, you’re out of uniform, Mister.” 

 “My apologies, Captain,” the man said in a British accent before adding, “Computer, alter program Spot 

Physical Structure Program 6 to appear in standard Starfleet science-division duty uniform; rank of commander.” 

 The clothes on the man immediately changed to that of a blue-shouldered Starfleet duty uniform with the 

three square gold pips of a commander’s rank insignia on the chest panel. 

 “Spot?!” Arbelo said in amazement. 

 “And Dot!” exclaimed the teenaged girl with the dot on her forehead. 

 “This is amazing!” Counselor Gera remarked, stepping over and touching Dot’s humanoid arm.  “It even 

feels like real flesh.  How did you do it?” 

 “A lot of trial and error and some major help from the EMH,” Dot replied.  “Do you really like it?” 

 “They’re wonderful!” Cassie Koester pronounced.  “You can actually see, hear, smell, and everything else 

in those bodies?” 

 “Dot and I are interfacing directly with the computer code that creates these holographic simulations, so we 

can do everything you can do,” Spot replied, taking several steps closer to Cassie.  “I can finally say, with true 

meaning, it is wonderful to see you, Leftenant.” 



 “This reminds me of an old 21
st
 century Earth movie I heard about, where humans were able to control 

genetically-engineered alien bodies in order to explore and work on an alien planet hostile to human life,” Captain 

Koester remarked to Gera. 

 “We haven’t really had a chance to completely test out our new bodies,” Dot said as the others gathered 

closer to examine the two Daminians.  “We were hoping you might have some time to help us test them out in a 

holodeck program?” 

 “Well, I need to be on duty on the bridge in about three hours, but until then, I don’t see why not,” Cassie 

Koester replied. 

 “If you really want to test out those new bodies, you’re going to need something with a lot of running, and 

jumping, and activity,” Arbelo remarked.  “Computer, load program ‘Arbelo-Skatsball-League-Playoffs-2288’ and 

run program.” 

 The empty holodeck quickly transformed into a standard field and locker room for the playing of a highly 

competitive team sport that had been popular during Arbelo’s initial tour in Starfleet in the late-23
rd

 century – a sport 

that had faded in popularity during the nearly eighty years he and his starship crew had been missing – a 

combination of soccer, lacrosse, and hockey played on levitating hoverboards.  Several uniforms and skatsboards 

also appeared, and the participants quickly changed to face their computer-generated opponents on the field. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Sound red alert!” Fleet Captain Koester ordered.  “Helm, report!” 

 “Speed still increasing!” replied Roby Lipsom from the helm station in front of and slightly to the right of 

the captain.  “Maneuvering thrusters had no effect!  We’re still being drawn in!” 

 Koester, his frustration mounting, slammed his fist against the intercom button on the arm of his command 

chair.  “Bridge to engineering.  I need more power on the warp engines or we’re all dead in less than thirty 

seconds!” 

 “Bridge, the warp core is currently at 110% of rated output,” Commander Jeff Bloom quickly responded 

back.  “I can boost it up to 125% for a short period, but we’re going to crack a few warp coils and render the warp 

drive useless if we do!” 

 “We haven’t got a choice, Jeff.  I need that power!” 

 There was a brief pause from the intercom, during which Dot – sitting in the first officer’s seat to the right 

of the captain – could feel a new vibration shudder through the decks and the sound coming from the warp engines 

was notably further strained.  Both sensations were utterly new to her. 

 “Warp core output increased to 125% of normal rated output,” Bloom announced.  “That’s all I can give 

you bridge.” 

 “Let’s hope it’s enough,” Koester said, not loud enough for Bloom to hear over the sounds of the starship 

straining around them, only loud enough for Dot to hear, before the captain looked at the helmsman.  “Helm, sheer 

us away from the black hole!” 

 “Altering course now!” Lipsom announced.  The Dauntless continued to shudder violently for several 

seconds more, then – like a rock being flung by a slingshot – the starship broke free of the intense gravity of the 

collapsed star and tumbled away from the black hole. 

 On the bridge, just about the entire crew were flung from their seats; only Lipsom at the helm and Wyatt 

Cerilli at ops, Annika Arbelo-Eeta at sciences, and Dot managing to hold on to their consoles or seat to keep from 

flying over the back of their chairs. 

 It had been several weeks since Dot and Spot had programmed their holographic bodies, and Dot, Ensign 

Arbelo-Eeta, and Lipsom were in the holodeck once again.  They had programmed the computer to simulate the 

bridge of the USS Dauntless, recreating another of the starship’s missions that had occurred prior to Dot 

programming her simulated humanoid body.  While Lipsom sat at the helm, replacing the helmsman who had 

actually been on duty that day, Annika Arbelo-Eeta stood at the science console monitoring the hull stresses that had 



occurred during that particular crisis while Dot tried to experience and enjoy all the new sensations the program was 

providing to her, though she was having trouble doing so. 

 It took nearly a minute after the Dauntless had slingshot for Koester to fully come to his senses, having 

been flung back against the base of the master situations monitor with Counselor Gera.  Dot could hear moans 

coming from around the entire bridge. 

 “Helm, all stop!” the simulated Koester ordered before adding, “Computer, activate the Emergency 

Medical Hologram.” 

 A bald-headed man wearing a medical division uniform with no rank insignia on it appeared in the middle 

of the bridge just as the straining sounds of the ship around them quieted, eventually ceasing.  “Please state the 

nature of the medical emergency?” 

 “Computer, freeze program,” Dot – who now appeared to be a teenaged Bajoran girl with short red hair, 

still displaying a small dot on her forehead the same color as her own natural appearance – ordered.  Immediately 

the simulation came to an end in the middle of the bridge crew picking themselves up and the holographic Doctor 

appearing to treat the injured. 

 “What’s the matter, Dot?” Arbelo-Eeta asked. 

 “These holodeck simulations are really good and all, but it’s starting to get boring,” Dot complained.  

“Computer, end simulation program.”  As the scenery of the starship bridge faded around them, Dot added, “I wish I 

could get off this holodeck in my humanoid body.  See what’s really outside those doors.” 

 “You can program a complete simulation of the Dauntless if you want,” Lipsom suggested. 

 “But it would still only be a simulation,” Dot reiterated.  “I need to get off this holodeck.  Walk in the real 

arboretum and smell the real flowers.  Share lunch with you guys in 10-Forward or hang out in your quarters.  Put 

my hands on a real shuttlecraft!” 

 “You know, the bridge and 10-Forward have holo-diodes installed to allow the EMH to treat injured crew 

members or set up a triage unit in the lounge.  Why can’t you go to those places that way?” Arbelo-Eeta asked. 

 “Because the holo-diodes in all areas of the ship outside of the holodecks and holosuites are strictly 

reserved for emergency purposes only,” Dot replied.  “That means only the EMH.  I know.  I tried.” 

 “There’s got to be some way...  Some sort of technology that would allow you to use your holographic 

body off the holodeck,” Lipsom remarked. 

 “If there is, I haven’t heard of it,” Dot said dejectedly.  “Computer, exit.”  The large, heavy doors out to the 

corridor opened, and Dot looked longingly in their direction before finally saying, “Computer, save current 

parameters for program Dot Physical Structure 9 and discontinue.” 

 The computer bleeped acknowledgement and a moment later the female Bajoran body faded out of 

existence, replaced by a small circle of pink light on the deck. 

 “Dot, where are you going?” Lipsom asked. 

 “I need to go talk with the EMH,” Dot replied through Arbelo-Eeta’s combadge.  “I’ll catch up with you 

guys later.”  And in a split-second, she was gone. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several seconds later, Dot was back in sickbay, having a conversation with the holographic Doctor. 

 “Don’t get me wrong, Doctor.  I’m still enjoying all the new sensations I am experiencing in the 

holographic body.  I’m just starting to feel a little trapped.” 

 “That’s to be expected, Dot,” the EMH replied.  “You’re used to being able to go anywhere you desire 

aboard the ship, from the bridge to the warp core, in literally an instant.  In your humanoid form, you’re rather 

limited in where you can go.” 

 “That’s my point.  I want to get off the holodeck.  Isn’t there some way my program can access all the same 

places you can go?  After all, you’re allowed on the bridge, and in 10-Forward and the shuttlebays, and here in 

sickbay...” 



 “Well, of course I have access to sickbay.  It would be rather silly if a doctor didn’t have access to sickbay.  

But as for the bridge and all those other places you mentioned, I can only access them during an emergency 

situation, and then I need to be called there.  It’s not like I can simply transfer my program to 10-Forward right this 

moment if I wanted to.” 

 “But maybe you should be able to!” Dot remarked. 

 “Look, Dot,” the Doctor said.  “I’ll talk to Fleet Captain Koester and see if he will alter the parameters 

defining usage of the holo-diodes located in other areas of the ship.  Perhaps he will agree...?” 

 “Don’t bother, Doctor,” Dot said rather rudely. 

 “What’s the matter, Dot?” 

 “Even if the Captain were to approve such a change, it’s only a temporary solution.  Even if I could go visit 

10-Forward or the shuttlebays in my humanoid body, I’m still never going to be able to leave the ship that way.  I’ll 

never be able to take part in an away mission or enjoy shore leave with my friends.  Maybe making a humanoid 

body and interacting with the crew wasn’t such a great idea after all.” 

 “Don’t be so despondent, Dot,” the Doctor said.  “Perhaps I know of a way...” 

 “Like what, Doctor?” Dot asked, sounding slightly more cheerful in spite of herself. 

 “Several years ago I heard rumors about a device called a mobile holo-emitter,” the Doctor explained.  “I 

think it was developed and used by a Mark-1 EMH like myself that was originally installed in the sickbay of the 

starship USS Voyager.” 

 “Originally installed?” Dot asked. 

 “Yes.  Apparently this device... this mobile emitter... allowed him to not only leave sickbay and move 

around the ship at will, but to leave the ship whenever he wanted.  After Voyager managed to return to the Alpha 

Quadrant, that particular Doctor was recognized as a photonic life-form of his own and allowed to transfer off the 

ship and into a research lab.  I understand he was studying the Borg and looking into ways to reverse the 

assimilation process.” 

 “Is there any way you can contact the other EMH and find out more about this mobile emitter?” Dot asked 

excitedly. 

 “I’m not sure,” the Doctor replied.  “Last I heard he had been posted to Copernicus Station, the research 

base our starship briefly visited several weeks ago, before the Collective attacked it.  There’s no telling where he 

might be... or even if he still exists... now.” 

 “But there’s a chance!” 

 “Please don’t get your hopes up, Dot,” the Doctor said.  “As I said, what I heard was merely a rumor.  And 

if the rumor is true, the device in question may be so complex it might be impossible to duplicate.  Perhaps I should 

not have even mentioned it to you.” 

 “But you did, and there’s a chance it could work!  Thank you, Doctor!” Dot quickly said before 

disappearing from sickbay to tell her friends the news. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The next morning, Counselor Gera walked into sickbay to remind Doctor Kelley that they had the senior 

staff’s weekly briefing coming up in less than an hour.  As she entered sickbay, she could hear loud voices that 

sounded like they were arguing coming from the CMO’s office.  Curious, the red-haired Trill woman walked over to 

see what was happening.  She was surprised to find the sickbay’s Emergency Medical Hologram sitting at the desk 

in the office arguing with what looked like himself on the monitor atop the desk. 

 “I can assure you, I’m quite satisfied with my program the way it is,” the EMH was saying.  “This request 

is not to exploit the technology you have developed.  It is to allow two members of our crew to have free mobility of 

the ship...” 

 “This technology could be very dangerous in the wrong hands,” the mirror-image EMH replied through the 

monitor.  “There is a reason Starfleet R&D has chosen to keep this device a secret.  The technology has not yet been 



completely studied, and for good reason.  Sure, it wasn’t so important when Voyager was trapped in the Delta 

Quadrant, but technically, my having it is a potential violation of the Temporal Prime Directive!” 

 “Temporal Prime Directive?  There is no such thing!” the Doctor protested. 

 “Not yet, but there will be some day.  I have it on good authority,” the other Doctor remarked, his 

expression belying the fact he knew he should not have said even as much as he already had. 

 “Are you saying you somehow obtained this device... this mobile emitter... ...from the future?!” the Doctor 

asked incredulously. 

 “I said no such thing,” the Doctor on the monitor replied defensively.  “Technically speaking, I obtained it 

from the past, but that’s too long a story to get into right now.” 

 “So what you’re really saying is that this device you have is beyond secret in nature and that Starfleet will 

not let you share it in any way?”  The image of the Doctor on the screen appeared stone-faced.  The EMH behind the 

desk sighed and added, “Very well.  I knew I should not have mentioned this to Dot and get her hopes up 

unnecessarily.” 

 “What is it you wanted the design of my emitter for?” the EMH on the screen asked. 

 “We have two Daminian crew members aboard the Dauntless who recently created holographic humanoid 

bodies to allow themselves to interact with the rest of the crew, but it limits them to the holodecks when in use.  I 

was hoping if we could recreate your device it might grant them a degree of... mobility, as it were.” 

 “I see,” the other Doctor remarked.  “Daminians are a non-corporeal race, if I recall correctly.  I would be 

interesting to learn how they interface with the photonic bodies they have created.” 

 “I can send you all the data we have so far,” the EMH offered. 

 The Doctor on the monitor screen appeared as if he was having an internal debate with himself.  Finally he 

said, “I’ll transmit the schematics of my mobile emitter to you in an encoded subspace transmission.”  Before the 

EMH could say anything in way of thanks, the other Doctor added, “I’m only doing this because your Captain is a 

close friend of Admiral Janeway.  And because you are currently so far beyond Federation space that I shouldn’t 

have to worry about this technology getting loose.  You can’t share these technical schematics with anyone but your 

Daminian crew members.” 

 “You have my word, Doctor,” the EMH promised with a smile. 

 “Expect my transmission soon. Copernicus Station, out.” 

 As the screen went black, Gera stepped further into the office and said, “Congratulations, Doctor.  I think 

Dot is going to be very happy.” 

 The EMH, who was not aware of the counselor’s presence until she spoke, looked up at Gera with surprise 

before saying, “I may have solved one problem, but in retrospect I believe I have created another.” 

 “How so, Doctor?” 

 “The Doctor is sending me the technical schematics of his mobile emitter.  How am I going to actually 

build one?  I’m a doctor, not an engineer.” 

 “Might I make a suggestion?” 

 “Of course.” 

 “Why don’t you talk to Lieutenant Faggio-Hyland?  She’s our resident holo-technology expert.  If anyone 

can rig-together a self-contained holo-emitter diode and make it work, she can.  And I think you can trust her to keep 

the design a secret.” 

 “An excellent idea, Counselor.  Thank you.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 A few weeks later, Dot was in 10-Forward, playing a game of Kadis-kot on a computer monitor with 

Annika Arbelo-Eeta when the intercom activated. 

 “Emergency Medical Hologram to Dot.” 

 “Yes, Doctor?” Dot replied. 

 “Dot, would you please report to Holodeck 1?” the Doctor said. 



 “On my way, Doctor.  I hope you don’t mind if we finish this game later, Annika?” 

 “No, go ahead.  I need to go check on some lab results in Science Lab 2 anyway,” Arbelo-Eeta replied, getting 

out of her chair. 

 Half a second later, Dot was on the deck inside Holodeck 1 between the feet of the Doctor and one of the 

starship’s engineers, Lieutenant Joella Faggio-Hyland. 

 “You wanted to see me, Doctor?” she asked. 

 “Yes, Dot.  Lieutenant Faggio-Hyland and I have a surprise for you.” 

 “Dot, could you please activate your humanoid body?” Faggio-Hyland requested as she held a device a little 

bigger than a combadge. 

 “Sure,” Dot said.  “Computer, activate program Dot Physical Structure 11.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The wood doors to 10-Forward parted and Fleet Captain Koester stepped in with Counselor Gera, the two 

conversing. 

 “I have to admit, Jeff’s been getting a little irritable lately.  Snapping at his staff, being snippy with me and 

Monster.  It’s highly unusual for him.  The Eng usually has a laid-back, easy-going personality,” Koester was saying.  “I 

hope he’s not starting to undergo some form of pon farr?  Since he does not repress his emotions, I never thought he would 

go through anything like that.  Is there any way you could find a way to speak to him for a bit, Counselor?  Perhaps 

determine what is bothering him?” 

 “I’ll see if I can get together with him after the morning meeting tomorrow,” Gera replied as the two officers 

picked out a table near the middle of the lounge and sat down.  Koester turned to look for a waiter to order his lunch when 

he first noticed the unfamiliar girl passing out drinks.  She was wearing everyday civilian clothes instead of the uniform 

the lounge wait-staff normally wore.  He then noticed Kia Tenn, the Bajoran lounge hostess, watching the girl from behind 

the bar with a slight smile, as if supervising a new employee and satisfied with the work she was doing. 

 After dropping off several other drinks and a plate of food, the girl finally approached the table where Koester 

and Gera sat.  Even up close, the petite blue-eyed, blonde-haired girl looked unfamiliar to the captain. 

 “Good afternoon, Captain.  Counselor Gera.  What can I get for you today?”  She smiled at Koester, and that was 

when he noticed the small pink bindi on her forehead. 

 “Dot?!?”  The girl smiled wider and nodded.  “But... How...??”  Koester looked around, as if to assure himself he 

was in the actual 10-Forward lounge and not a holographic simulation. 

 Dot pointed to a small metallic device attached to her sleeve.  “Thanks to this,” she said. 

 “What is it?” Koester asked, looking closer at the device with fascination. 

 “It’s called a mobile emitter.  The EMH and Lieutenant Faggio-Hyland built it for me.  The self-contained power 

cell only lasts about six hours, but it allows me to get out of the holodeck in my humanoid persona and interact with the 

crew.  The actual crew, not simulations on the holodeck.” 

 “And how do you like it so far?” Counselor Gera asked. 

 “It’s been amazing!” Dot replied.  “I’ve visited the main shuttlebay control booth and watched them launch 

shuttlecraft!  I strolled through the arboretum...  That place smells incredible!  And I’ve been helping Tenn out here in the 

lounge.  It’s been great getting to see the faces... the REAL faces!  ...of all the crew as they pass through here!”  She 

looked at the captain as she added, “I’d really like to help out aboard the ship more as I experience what life is like as a 

humanoid, Captain.  Not just stuck being a waitress here in the lounge.” 

 Koester looked at the apparently-teenaged girl, a smile slowly spreading on his lips as he said, “Dot, you have 

impressed me with your initiative.  I’ll make a deal with you.”  Dot looked at the captain with excited anticipation as he 

added, “I can’t make you a member of the crew.  You need to attend the Academy like your father did for that to happen.  

But I will let you join the Fleet Space Cadet Corps unit aboard the ship and then find some sort of duties for you here until 

the day you enter the Academy comes.  Duties that will both challenge and stimulate you.  How does that sound?” 

 A wide grin appeared on Dot’s humanoid face as she replied, “It sounds perfect, Captain.” 

 

The End 


