
Captain’s log, stardate 58218.7: 

We are nearing the end of our patrol of the Romulan Neutral Zone.  In three more days 

we will depart the sector for a new assignment. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Captain Peter Koester, hands clasped behind his back, slowly strolled around the bridge, observing the 

Starfleet Academy cadets as they received instruction at the various stations around the control center.  In most cases 

the assigned cadet actually manned and operated the station while the normally assigned watchstander stood nearby, 

keeping an eye on the ‘Under Instruction’ and ready to step in during a problem or emergency. 

 Near the science console, the Bolian cadet Mortati was busy calibrating the lateral sensor array while 

Midshipman 2
nd

 Class Joella Faggio of Betazed, an engineering cadet and the shy Bolian woman’s cabinmate for the 

training cruise, stood nearby, discussing plans for after watch. 

 “I’ve reserved holodeck one for two hours this evening.  We can try that hike near Janaran Falls where I 

grew up that I was telling you about,” Faggio said. 

 In spite of her shyness, especially around other species, a friendship had developed between Mortati and 

her fellow cadet while aboard the Dauntless.  The Bolian cadet was about to offer her opinion on the evening’s plans 

until an indicator on the science console caught her attention. 

 “Lt Spot?  I’ve never seen this indication before,” she said. 

 Spot, a non-corporeal entity from Daminia II who’s physical appearance resembled a 12 cm circle of red 

light, appeared almost out of nowhere on top of the console.  As a non-corporeal being composed of pure energy, he 

interfaced directly with the instruments.  Seconds later his British-accented voice sounded out of the Bolian cadet’s 

combadge. 

 “That, Cadet, is a proximity alarm,” Spot said, then made a broader pronouncement.  “Captain, sensors are 

picking up a cloaked vessel coming across the Neutral Zone.  And from the unusual emissions I’m picking up, I’d 

have to say they’re trying to be detected.” 

 Koester, who had paused in his tour of the bridge to chat a moment with Chief Piotr Zubatka at mission 

ops, looked first toward the science console with concern and then toward the viewscreen. 

 “Has our friend the scout ship returned?” the captain asked. 

 “Unlikely,” Spot responded.  “The emissions are much different than what we detected previously.” 

 Koester looked at the viewscreen again and thought he could detect the slight distortion which indicated a 

vessel under cloak. 

 “Captain, Rrrromulan vessel decloaking, bearrrring 060 marrrrk 4,” reported Lt(JG) M’nday at ops.  The 

cat-like Caitian’s fur bristled as she spoke. 

 Sure enough, a Romulan ship faded into view almost directly in front of the Sovereign-class Federation 

starship.  However, unlike the small, relatively unthreatening scout ship Koester hoped and expected, the Dauntless 

found itself nose-to-nose with a Romulan warbird. 
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 Captain Koester gazed at the powerful looking Romulan vessel centered on the main viewscreen, almost 

admiring the sleek lines of what some in Starfleet were calling the new Norexan-class of warbird, others the Mogai-

class.  Smaller than the immense D’deridex-class warbirds, it looked much more versatile, maneuverable and deadly 

dangerous.  Koester thought back on his only previous encounter with the new type of warbird, which had 

responded to tow Commander T’K’Lon’s disabled warbird Volantis back across the Neutral Zone several years 

earlier. 



 “Shields are raised,” reported Starfleet Marine 1
st
LT April Mendez at tactical.  “Do you want weapons 

systems armed, sir?” 

 “Status of the warbird?” the captain asked. 

 “Rrrromulan ship is simply sitting therrrre, Captain,” M’nday reported.  “No shields, weapons 

disarrrrmed.” 

 Confused, Koester asked, “What are they up to?” 

 “Captain, Romulan vessel is hailing us,” said Mendez. 

 “On screen.” 

 The main viewer blinked from the view of the Romulan vessel to the view of the same vessel’s bridge.  

Functional and unadorned, with the exception of the familiar seal of the great Romulan Bird-of-Prey grasping the 

‘twin’ worlds of Romulus and Remus in its talons, the bridge looked rather plain and uninviting. 

 A lone Romulan woman was visible on the screen.  She appeared young by the long-lived standards of 

Romulan physiology, perhaps only in her late-30’s.  Her most striking, and perhaps discomforting, feature was the 

truly warm smile she displayed.  Captain Koester stared at her wide-eyed and mouth agape. 

 “Hello, Peter,” the Romulan commander said, causing every head on the bridge to turn and stare at the 

captain. 

 “T’Lees?” Koester managed to croak. 

 “It’s been a long time,” the Romulan commander added, sounding wistful.  “Perhaps too long.”  She leaned 

forward in her chair as Koester, completely unsure what he should be doing, saying or feeling, nearly collapsed into 

his own command chair.  “The time has come when we must talk.  Just you and I.”  She glanced around, for the first 

time acknowledging the presence of Koester’s crew.  “Why don’t we meet aboard your vessel in one hour?  I’m sure 

you are going to need some time to explain this to your crew.” 

 While Commander T’Lees spoke, Koester had heard the starboard turbolift doors swish open and the sharp 

intake of a breath and looked over to see his first officer, Commander K’danz, standing in the alcove staring at the 

screen.  She had evidently heard the last few sentences. 

 “Until later then,” T’Lees finished before the viewer returned to the image of the warbird.  Koester slowly 

looked around the entire bridge and found every face, including K’danz’s, still silently staring at him. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Five minutes later Koester took his seat behind the desk in his ready room as he was followed closely into 

the room by K’danz, the joined-Trill Ship’s Counselor Tanzia Gera and Chief of Security Major Sean Elliott 

McIntyre. 

 “What the hell is going on, Peter?” K’danz shouted the instant the ready room doors were shut.  She 

pointed an arm back toward the door and the bridge beyond and added, “Who the hell was that?  And how does she 

know you?” 

 Calmly and quietly, Koester gestured for his officers to sit down and tried to explain. 

 “Exec, you’re in here because as my first officer you need to know.  Major, you’re here because if the 

Commander does beam over, as chief of security, you need this information.  And Counselor…”  The captain took a 

deep breath and looked for a moment on the verge of tears before regaining his composure.  “Counselor, you’re here 

because I’m on the edge of a nervous breakdown.” 

 K’danz calmed slightly, her anger abating, as she began to realize just how confused her friend and captain 

really was.  She sat on the edge of Koester’s desk as the captain started his tale. 

 “I guess this whole story starts during my first year at the Academy in 2359.  Carrie’s familiar with the 

whole story behind my failed relationship with Joanne Simon while I was a cadet.  But I never told anyone the story 

I’m about to tell you…” 

 

 

 Growing up, I made the usual family trips with my mother – and occasionally my father too when the 

Admiral was on leave – to all the usual tourist places.  The District of Columbia, London, Paris, Moscow, Tycho 

City and Lake Armstrong on the moon.  Even one three week vacation at the Mars Colonies when Dad needed to 

make an inspection tour of the Fleet Shipyard at Utopia Planitia.  But while growing up, I never managed to visit 

the west coast of North America until I started the Academy. 

 My first year, I used to take every free weekend I could spare from my studies and visit someplace new.  

Seattle, Vancouver, Honolulu, Acapulco…  It was late November the weekend I decided to tour the Academy’s home 

town, San Francisco.  And boy, did I pick a lousy weekend too...   



 The coffee shop door opened and Cadet Peter Koester, soaked to the skin and dripping cold water across 

the floor, stepped in.  There were several other cadets, mostly upperclassmen wearing civilian clothes with 

combadges hanging on their chests, sitting at a few of the small tables who looked over at the new arrival in his 

sopping wet cadet’s uniform and smirked. 

 “It would be nice if they would announce the days they perform the annual weather grid purge 

beforehand,” Koester said as he tried in vain to squeeze some of the rain from his sleeves. 

 “They did, two days ago,” a nearby midshipman 1
st
 class said loudly enough for everyone in the shop to 

hear, causing a small outburst of laughter.  Koester smiled meekly and slunk to a small table near the back of the 

shop. 

 It was after ordering a raktagino in the hopes it would warm him up a little as he continued to try to dry off 

his uniform that he first noticed her. 

 She was sitting at a small table across the shop by herself, an old-fashioned paper book in her hand.  Her 

long dark hair was pushed back behind the pointed tips of her ears.  Koester was not sure in the subdued light of the 

coffee shop, bit it seemed like she would glance in his direction from time to time as she flipped her pages, the slight 

arch of her eyebrow angling upward. 

 Finally, after his steaming mug finally arrived and he started sipping from the strong spicy-smelling brew, 

the young Vulcan woman put down her book and walked over to the lone cadet’s table. 

 “What is the logic of drinking that vile concoction?” she asked.  Koester looked up at her, confused at first 

until suddenly becoming lost in the beauty of her deep emerald green eyes.  She nodded down at the mug in 

Koester’s hand, waking him from his momentary reverie, saying, “Your Klingon coffee.” 

 “Oh,” Koester said awkwardly.  “Um… Well, the flavor kind-of grows on you.” 

 The young Vulcan woman raised an eyebrow before saying, “Please allow me.”  She picked up Koester’s 

mug of raktagino and then walked over to the shop’s counter and moments later returned to Koester’s table with her 

book and two smaller mugs, one of which she placed in front of Koester.  He sniffed it uncertainly, the scent very 

similar to a mixture of ginger and green apple. 

 “I believe that will be preferable,” the young Vulcan woman stated. 

 “What is it?” Koester asked, picking up the mug and enjoying the sensation of the heat penetrating his cold 

hands. 

 “Vulcan Green Tea, one of my favorites,” the young Vulcan woman replied as she sat down across the 

table from Koester.  “My name is T’Lees.  I am an assistant at the Vulcan embassy here in San Francisco.” 

 Koester carefully sipped the hot steamy tea, surprised by both how smooth its flavor was and how quickly 

it warmed his chilled body before replying, “Midshipman 4
th

 class Peter Koester.  I just started attending the 

Academy a couple of months ago.”  He gestured down at his still soaking cadet uniform. 

 Koester thought he almost detected a slight tone of sarcasm as T’Lees asked, “And do they not teach you to 

carry an umbrella on the days they purge the weather grid at the Academy, Cadet?” 

 “Actually, I guess I must have been too busy studying for the exam I had yesterday and never heard the 

announcement.  And I like to spend my free weekends, when I have them, sightseeing along the west coast.” 

 Again T’Lees eyebrow rose. 

 “I have only been posted on Earth a short time myself, but I too like to see the sights of your world.  I have 

heard Death Valley can be quite spectacular during your springtime.” 

 Koester was not sure if it was the warmth of the tea, the pheromones in the air, or the almost hypnotic 

attraction of T’Lees dark green eyes, but the cadet unexpectedly found himself boldly inviting the young Vulcan 

woman on his next sightseeing trip the following weekend.  He was even more surprised when she accepted. 

 

 

 After that, every free weekend was spent together, exploring some new city, tourist attraction or natural 

wonder somewhere on Earth.  After some time I even found myself taking her places I had already visited in my 

youth.  One weekend I even gave her a tour of the Academy grounds and Starfleet Command nearby. 

 After a time I found myself developing a deep attraction for T’Lees.  Perhaps because deep down, her 

façade of logic and unemotional behavior barely disgused the most passionate Vulcan I had ever met before or 

since. She was the first Vulcan I had ever gotten to know, so I thought perhaps their reputation for subdued emotion 

was overstated.  When I met other Vulcans later in life, I thought perhaps T’Lees was just one of the rare exceptions 

to the rule. 

 Eventually, and perhaps not surprisingly, by spring our friendship had turned intimate.  As the end of the 

semester neared, I was considering trying to make some sort of arrangements for us to live together. 

 Then it all suddenly fell apart... 



 As soon as the assembly gathering where the entire class had been promoted to 3
rd

 class cadets had ended, 

Koester rushed back to the dorm room he shared with Virgil Kane.  He planned to change into civvies and go meet 

T’Lees at their special coffee shop on Clay St as they often did, to share his good news and begin the summer 

together.  He had so many plans for the months ahead. 

 He was already halfway changed before he noticed the message light on his computer monitor blinking. 

 “Computer, play message.” 

 The computer bleeped acknowledgement and the screen lit up with an image of T’Lees.  Koester stopped 

dressing, shocked by the actual expression of sadness on his Vulcan lover’s features. 

 “I am sorry I had to leave you a message like this rather than be able to tell you in person.  I have been 

reassigned to new duties on Vulcan.  By the time you receive this message, I will already have left Earth.” 

 “No…,” Koester whispered, dragging out the chair at the desk and sitting down hard on it. 

 “Due to the nature of my new duties, I request you not try to contact me,” T’Lees’ message continued.  

“You also need to concentrate on your work and studies.  Perhaps this parting is for the best, for both of us.”  It 

seemed for an instant as if T’Lees’ message would end, when suddenly the Vulcan woman made a hint of a smile 

and added, “Perhaps someday in the future, if fate is kind, we will see each other again.  Goodbye, my love.”  She 

then placed two fingertips against the monitor, which Koester, a solitary tear winding down his left cheek, touched 

with his own fingertips.  “Peace and long live,” T’Lees concluded. 

 As the monitor screen turned black, Koester took a deep breath and slowly lowered his fingers as he 

whispered, “Live long and prosper, T’Lees.” 

 

 

 “…That was twenty-one years ago,” Koester said with a sigh.  “For close to a year, and in spite of her 

request, I tried to track T’Lees down.  The embassy in San Francisco confirmed her recall, but no one I contacted on 

Vulcan had ever heard of her or knew where she had been reassigned.  Eventually, as my relationship with Joanne 

started the following semester, I stopped trying, returned to my Academy course studies, and gave up on T’Lees.  

This is the first time I’ve seen her since the day she left.”  The captain paused a moment before muttering, almost as 

an afterthought, “…And when I finally do see her she’s in command of a Romulan Warbird!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The transporter completed its cycle and the commander materialized on the platform, alone as promised.  

Captain Koester gazed at her.  Her dark hair was short, cut into the typical widow’s peak style favored by the 

Romulans, and she wore the uniform of the Romulan Imperial Navy.  Otherwise she was exactly as the captain 

remembered.  Especially her eyes.  The deep, emerald green eyes. 

 Smiling, she stepped down from the platform, almost ready to embrace Captain Koester. 

 “Welcome aboard the Dauntless,” Koester said formally, then began presenting his officers.  “My First 

Officer, Commander K’danz.  My Chief of Security, Major McIntyre.”  Both officers greeted the commander 

cordially yet coolly.  Then Koester gestured toward the corridor and started leading the commander to a private 

lounge where the two could talk, McIntyre walking close behind. 

 “Forgive me,” Koester said after a short time, “but I don’t even know what I should be calling you.  

Commander?” 

 “You used to call me T’Lees,” the visitor said before a mischievous smile crossed her lips.  “Actually, you 

used to call me your pointy-eared love machine on occasion.”  She glanced at Koester and noticed the look of 

discomfort in his eyes and added, “But this is neither the time nor the place.  Commander will do for the present.” 

 The captain eventually lead T’Lees to a small lounge which overlooked the aft end of the starship.  

McIntyre stationed himself outside the door as guard.  Once the doors slid shut, for the first time in over two 

decades, T’Lees and Koester were alone. 

 “WHAT are you DOING HERE?” Koester demanded.  “WHAT are you doing in COMMAND of a 

Romulan warship?”  As he spoke, his angry demeanor began to fade and a haunting sadness filled his eyes.  “Why 

did you leave?  Do you have any idea what your leaving did to me?” 

 T’Lees smiled slightly and said, “You’re as overly emotional as I remember.  I believe you now know why 

I left, and why I am where I am now.” 

 Koester’s face turned a light shade of pink, sounded defeated as he said, “You were a spy.  A deep-cover 

spy.” 



 “Do you have any idea how hard it was to maintain an unemotional façade around you?  Sometimes our 

nights together were a relief, in more ways than one, when I could display the passions I had to hold in check the 

remainder of the time!  Duty in a Vulcan embassy was very hard!” 

 Koester’s expression turned angry. 

 “So how much help was I?  The naive young cadet.  How much intelligence did you gather thanks to me?” 

he asked bitterly. 

 “Oh, a great deal.  The best time of day to catch a tram to Seattle.  To avoid Fisherman’s Wharf on Friday 

afternoons.  Where to get the best egg cream in Brooklyn…”  When Koester glared at her, T’Lees shrugged her 

shoulders and said, “As for any information of strategic or tactical value, no.  Even your guided tour of Starfleet 

Command didn’t show me anything Romulan Intelligence didn’t already learn years, even decades before.  Cadets 

simply do not have that level of access.” 

 T’Lees moved to a nearby seat and asked Koester to sit in the seat across from her. 

 “My mission was planned to last years longer.  The idea was to befriend and earn the trust of some, as you 

put it, ‘naïve young cadet’ so that when they finally earned their commission I could use that trust to learn 

intelligence of greater value to the Star Empire.  I just didn’t count on one thing interfereing with the plan.” 

 “And what was that?” Koester asked, sounding skeptical. 

 T’Lees sighed, then said, “I fell in love with you.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 On the bridge, K’danz paced back and forth on the deck between the command seat and the conn and ops 

consoles.  Each time she turned, she would glare once again at the Romulan vessel on the screen. 

 “What do you think is going on between the Captain and that Romulan commander?” Midshipman Hyland, 

who sat at the helm, asked innocently. 

 K’danz stopped her pacing for a moment and snarled, “I wish I knew.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 A few minutes later, as tensions in the lounge began to abate, Captain Koester finally offered Commander 

T’Lees some refreshments from the replicator, ordering a raktagino for himself on the spur of the moment. 

 “You still drink that vile sludge?” T’Lees asked, turning up her nose at the captain’s mug. 

 “Normally no, but this strange situation gave me a craving,” Koester replied.  He sat back down across the 

coffee table from T’Lees and finally asked the question that had been burning in the back of his head since the first 

moment he had seen the Romulan commander on the viewscreen. 

 “Why did you leave without saying goodbye?” 

 T’Lees took a sip of her green tea, savoring the flavor for a second before saying, “For weeks I tried to 

deny it.  I kept telling myself I was only doing my duty and nothing more.  When I finally admitted to myself I was 

in love with you, I could no longer keep up the deception.  Damn your charm!  I informed Imperial Intelligence that 

I had been compromised and had to get off Earth immediately.  I recorded the message for you because I knew if I 

tried to say goodbye in person, I would never have been able to go through with it.” 

 It seemed for a second like a tear was going to seep from T’Lees eye, but the Romulan commander quickly 

regained control. 

 “So what made you contact me now?  Here, near the Neutral Zone?” Koester asked.  “Why not five years 

ago?  Or ten?  Or never?” 

 “It’s rather ironic,” T’Lees said.  “Do you remember when the fleet was assembled at Deep Space Nine for 

the invasion of Cardassia Prime?  My vessel was the Dauntless’ Romulan wingman.  I had considered contacting 

you then, but bearing in mind the circumstances we were brought together for, I felt it would have caused more 

confusion than good.” 

 The commander sipped her tea again, then continued. 

 “However, there is a reason I’ve come to find you now.  There is something serious we need to discuss.  It 

has come to my attention your ship has recently had a number of encounters with one of our scouts.” 

 The captain nodded. 

 “At first we thought they might have been testing some new kind of weapon.” 

 T’Lees laughed softly before saying, “That ship you encountered has a very small crew.  Three officers, 

seven men.  The second in command is a promising young Sub-Commander who had learned your ship was in the 

region and decided to find out if certain stories he had heard in his youth were true.” 



 “Stories?” 

 “About a dashing young Starfleet cadet.  Stories he had heard all his life.  Stories about you.” 

 Koester was genuinely confused. 

 “How does some Romulan Sub-Commander know about me?” 

 T’Lees looked Koester directly in the eyes with her own jewel-like eyes and answered, “Because he’s my 

son…”  Koester’s expression indicated he did not fully comprehend what T’Lees was telling him, so she quickly 

added, “…Our son.” 

 “OUR…!” 

 Captain Koester was speechless.  His head was spinning, his knees weak.  If he had not already been sitting 

down, he would have collapsed to the deck. 

 A son! 

 Then the totality of the situation struck the captain. 

 A Romulan son! 

 “Computer,” the captain said as he moved over to the replicator.  “Rum, straight.  Make it the real stuff.” 

 “System can not replicate actual alcoholic beverages,” the computer informed.  “Recommend syntheholic 

rum, straight.” 

 “Whatever.  Just give it to me.” 

 T’Lees looked on, amused, as the drink materialized and Koester downed it in one gulp.  Once he was back 

in the chair, the Romulan commander continued her story. 

 “When I cancelled my mission, Imperial Intelligence forged new orders which transferred me from the 

Vulcan embassy and through a circuitous route back to Romulus.  It was a couple of weeks later I leaned I was 

pregnant.  When he was born I named him P’Tor, after you.  It was the closest Romulan equivalent I could think of.  

I managed to avoid most of the uncomfortable questions.  Thankfully his features took after me.  I raised him as a 

loyal Romulan citizen.  I even sponsored him into the Praetor’s fleet as soon as he was of age.  And in the fleet he 

excelled.  You would be proud of him.” 

 Koester looked at T’Lees, a shadow of shock and pain still in his eyes.  The Romulan commander moved 

over to sit close to the Federation captain. 

 “However, unlike most other Romulans, who believe without question the official government propaganda, 

I raised P’Tor with a respect for and an interest in the Federation in general and human culture in particular, a 

culture I had learned to respect because of my experiences among them and my love for a certain member of its 

society.  When he was old enough to understand, I finally told him the truth of his duel heritage.  And after the end 

of the Dominion War I told him of my near-encounter with you.  But when his vessel encountered the Dauntless and 

he recognized your name, his shock and surprise at suddenly encountering you almost caused him to irrationally 

attack your ship.  Instead, once he regained control, he kept you under surveillance while he contacted me.  And 

here I am.” 

 “And here you are…,” Koester whispered, then looked directly at T’Lees’ face.  “Why are you here?  There 

is no chance for us to be together!  After you disappeared I pulled myself together and eventually moved on with my 

life.  I moved ahead in my career, commanding not one but two starships.  I got married, divorced, and now I’m 

engaged to a wonderful woman, another officer in Starfleet.  I have a daughter from my marriage.  She’s twelve.  

Perhaps you can meet her while you’re here?”  Koester’s anger slowly turned to confusion and worry with a hint of 

humor as his ramblings became more and more disjointed. 

 “I certainly hope you’re not about to ask for twenty years back child support?”  When T’Lees looked at the 

captain uncomprehendingly, he quickly added, “Nevermind.  Bad human joke.” 

 “Actually, there is an actual purpose for my being here,” T’Lees said.  “P’Tor wishes to meet his father.” 

 “Wishes to meet…?” Koester stammered in confusion before realization dawned on him.  “Are you saying 

he’s here?!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 An hour later, Captain Koester waited nervously with his daughter Gem in the 10-Forward lounge.  He had 

spent the better part of the time since Commander T’Lees had returned to her warbird, the same ship he had 

encountered a few years earlier named the Vedrex, explaining the situation to his command staff.  While surprised, 

everyone was supportive of the captain and the highly unusual situation he now found himself in.  Now everyone 

except Major McIntyre, who was assigned to escort the guests to the lounge when they arrived, was gathered in 10-

Forward with Captain Koester and Gem, who was decked out in her Fleet Space Cadet uniform. 



 Moments later the doors to the lounge opened and Major McIntyre gestured for Commander T’Lees and a 

young adult Romulan man to step into the room.  The Sub-Commander paused for a moment when he saw all the 

Starfleet officers gathered in the room, then joined his mother near the center of the lounge where T’Lees introduced 

him as Sub-Commander P’Tor of the Praetor’s Imperial Navy. 

 It was easy for the gathered crew to see the resemblance between P’Tor and Captain Koester.  It surprised 

even Commander K’danz.  Though styled in the same regulation cut as his mother, P’Tor’s hair was the same 

medium brown as the captain’s had originally been years before.  But the clincher was the Sub-Commander’s deep 

blue eyes, a mirror image of Koester’s own. 

 Captain Koester stepped forward, first introducing his senior staff to both of his guests before offering his 

hand to P’Tor and saying, “I’m Captain Peter Koester.  I’m…”  As the captain continued to offer his hand, P’Tor 

stood rigidly at attention.  “I’m you father.” 

 “It is a… pleasure… to finally meet you, Captain,” P’Tor said, still at attention and ignoring the offered 

hand. 

 Koester finally lowered his hand and nodded to his crew.  All but Gem took the signal to mean they were 

dismissed and moved away to another area of the lounge.  Some ordered drinks from the replicator behind the bar 

before retreating to a distant part of the lounge to be out of the way during the captain’s unusual and uncomfortable 

situation. 

 “I know this situation probably comes as much of a shock to you as it did to me,” Koester said to P’Tor.  “It 

doesn’t help that we’re on two opposite sides of a border.  But times are changing.  Attitudes change.  Maybe one 

day, if things work out, if we can get to know one another, perhaps someday you can call me… Dad?” 

 P’Tor remained as stoic as ever, his intense blue eyes darting around the room, looking first at the 

Dauntless crew as they gathered in the corner near the large forward-facing windows trying to look as if they were 

not looking at the captain and his guests.  He then looked back at Koester, then down to the brown-haired, brown-

eyed girl standing next to the captain wearing a cadet uniform, who returned the stare. 

 “Is it not unusual in the Federation to induct children into their military?” P’Tor asked. 

 “I’m a Space Cadet,” Gem answered defiantly.  “What are you?” 

 P’Tor kneeled down so he could look the human girl directly in the eye, and with a slight smirk said, “I am 

a Sub-Commander in the Praetor’s Imperial Navy and second in command of the Romulan scout ship Xadax.” 

 “Oh,” Gem said, sounding disappointed.  “I thought you were my brother.” 

 Something in P’Tor cracked.  A smile formed on the formerly serious face, something that looked strange 

on someone who looked so like a Vulcan. 

 “I suppose I am,” he said, finally offering his own hand to Gem in friendship. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s personal log, stardate 58221.4: 

A potentially explosive situation has been defused by the bravado of a child. 

Once we established friendly relations (no pun intended), Commander T’Lees and her 

son…  our son… joined my crew and I for a special dinner aboard the Dauntless. 
 

 

 Koester, Gem and K’danz stood in transporter room two, saying goodbyes to their guests after an exciting 

evening. 

 “Thank you for the ale,” Koester said to T’Lees.  “It’s not often we manage to procure illegal beverages 

aboard ship.”  He offered the commander a friendly handshake, which T’Lees pulled into a hug before the captain 

could react, then turned to his son. 

 “P’Tor, times are changing.  When I joined Starfleet, the Federation considered the Romulan Empire a 

distant yet deadly enemy.  Less than five years ago our fleets were fighting shoulder to shoulder.  Perhaps one 

day…” 

 Koester reached over and grasped his son’s arm. 

 “Perhaps one day we can acknowledge our relationship in a culture of acceptance?  In the meantime…  For 

lack of anything better to say…  Good luck.”  He once again offered his hand.  This time, Sub-Commander P’Tor 

responded in kind. 

 “Thank you, Father.  I look forward to that day.” 



 Saying their final goodbyes, T’Lees and P’Tor walked up to the transporter platform and turned to face the 

control console, ready to beam back to the Vedrex until Gem stepped up to T’Lees and asked, “My daddy is P’Tor’s 

father, P’Tor is my brother.  What are you?” 

 T’Lees deep emerald eyes locked with Koester’s in silent questioning.  Koester looked at his daughter and 

after a moment’s thought said with a smile, “Your aunt.  Aunt T’Lees.” 

 “Cool,” Gem said, smiling broadly as T’Lees and P’Tor took their positions on the transporter pads.  “I’ve 

got a Romulan brother and Klingon cousins!” 

 “Klingon?  What does she mean, Klingon?” P’Tor started to say, alarmed, before Captain Koester 

interrupted. 

 “T’Lees, use back channels.  Keep in touch with me.  That goes for you too, P’Tor.” 

 Both Romulans nodded agreement, safely distracted from Gem’s offhand comment, and Koester looked 

over at K’danz, who stood ready at the transporter console. 

 “Energize, Commander.” 

 With a final wave, Koester and Gem said their goodbyes to T’Lees and P’Tor, who faded in the sparkle of 

the transporter.  Turning around, the captain finally noticed the look on his first officer’s face. 

 “Something wrong, Commander?” 

 “Just thinking about what Gem said,” K’danz remarked as she placed the console in standby and the three 

walked out of the transporter room.  “She was right.  Romulans on one side.  Klingons on the other.  Your Betazoid 

grandmother…”  K’danz finally broke out in a grin as she said, “Skipper, no offense intended, but you have one 

really screwed up family.” 

 “Gee, thanks, Exec,” Koester answered with a scowl. 

 

The End 

 


