
 The corridors were crowded with crew members as they rushed to their duty stations.  The ship’s bell 

chimed 1730 hours as the turbolift doors swished open and Captain Peter J. Koester, commanding officer of the 

Sovereign-class Federation starship USS Dauntless, and his half-Klingon Chief Engineer Lt Commander Dar 

stepped out, the two officers discussing the latest engineering reports. 

 “Our warp nacelle efficiency isn’t quite up to the levels I’m used to, Captain,” Dar commented, pointing 

out warp simulation results on one padd he carried.  “The shipyard replaced the warp coils while the ship was in 

drydock, and I think it’s going to take a few weeks before the new coils are broken in.  I’d like to try to run some 

new engineering simulations to try and…” 

 Dar stopped mid-stride when he noticed the captain had paused in front of the control panel of holodeck 

one. 

 “Something wrong, Skipper?” he asked. 

 “Don’t tell me he’s still at it?” Koester said, more to himself than Dar.  Curious, Dar took a closer look at 

the display on the panel, which read ‘Augusta National 2010.’ 

 “Computer, status of holodeck one?” Koester asked. 

 “Program complete.  Enter when ready,” the computer’s familiar feminine voice responded as the large 

heavy doors parted.  Koester and Dar stepped inside to find a holographic recreation of the Augusta National Golf 

Club as it looked in the early years of the 21
st
 century.  Off in the distance the captain could see the Dauntless’ Chief 

of the Boat, Master Chief Petty Officer Pono R. Kyman, dressed in civilian clothes of the era and carrying a golf bag 

full of clubs.  He was accompanied by two other men and a young woman.  Kyman was just teeing up a ball as the 

captain and engineer walked over.   

 Kyman addressed the ball and just started his swing as Koester exclaimed, “Hey COB!  Still learning how 

to play golf?”  Kyman’s ball flew through the air at a forty-five degree angle to the fairway, sailing partway over the 

nearby pond before landing in the water with a loud ‘Bloop!’  Kyman looked like he was about to fling his club at 

the captain before managing to regain his composure. 

 “Is there something I can do for you, Skipper?” the COB asked, glaring at Koester. 

 “Just curious about how you’re coming along with your golf lessons,” the captain replied with a smile. 

 “What kind of lessons?” Dar asked, gazing around at the holographic landscape. 

 “You mean you’ve never played golf, Eng?” Kyman asked, his expression of frustration suddenly gone. 

 “I’ve heard of it,” Dar admitted.  “Aren’t you supposed to hit a little ball through a bunch of minuscule 

lighthouses and windmills?” 

 The captain shrugged as Kyman looked at him before returning his attention to the Chief Engineer. 

 “That would be miniature golf, sir.  The real game is a lot more complex.  Would you care to learn how to 

play?” he asked. 

 Dar absentmindedly passed the padds he was holding to the captain as he asked, “Is it a difficult game?” 

 “Not difficult, exactly, but challenging,” Kyman replied with enthusiasm as he started leading Dar back 

toward his golf bag.  “And quite addictive, I’ve found.” 

 “Um… Dar?” Koester said, looking at the padds in his hands, then back up at his Chief Engineer.  “What 

about these reports?” 

 “I’ll get together with you later, Skipper,” Dar replied without even looking at the captain, instead grabbing 

a golf club as Kyman explained the rules of the game to him.  Koester watched as one of the holographic players 

was deleted from the program to make room for the newest member of the foursome as he proceeded to play.  The 

captain merely rolled his eyes and called for the exit. 
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Captain’s log, stardate 60766.0: 

The Dauntless has been assigned to explore the Nusakan star system, a rare F-type 

trinary system with three class-M planets, at least one of which has an intelligent 

humanoid population which, according to preliminary sensor scans, appears to have just 

started their own bronze age.  I think it will be a fascinating mission that will provide 

much insight into Earth’s own history and evolution. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Captain Peter J. Koester stepped into the turbolift on deck eight, heading up toward the starship’s bridge 

and his own ready room.  He looked at the padds in his hands, rolling his eyes once again, when suddenly the 

turbolift stopped and the lights went dark. 

 “Computer, resume,” the captain said, hoping it was just a slight glitch.  When the turbolift did not start 

moving again, he sighed under his breath before tapping his combadge. 

 “Captain to engineering.”  Koester waited a moment before repeating himself, “Engineering, this is the 

captain.”  When there was still no answer, he said more aggressively, “Koester to the bridge!”  When still nothing 

happened, the captain started seriously contemplating heading up and out through the emergency hatch at the top of 

the turbolift.  Not something he really wanted to do, especially if the lift tube was as dark as the turbolift itself, he 

placed his padds down on the floor and started feeling around for a handhold to lift himself up when the lights just 

as suddenly turned back on.  The captain looked around in surprise, unsure if the power would stay on.  When the 

lights remained steady for almost thirty seconds, he finally said, “Computer, resume.” 

 The turbolift chimed its acknowledgement, then started to move again.  In seconds, the doors swished open 

onto the bridge. 

 “What was that about, Exec?” Koester said to the woman sitting in the center seat.  Commander K’danz, 

the starship’s First Officer turned to look at the captain, a look of puzzlement on her face. 

 “What was what about, Skipper?” she asked. 

 “The power loss I just experienced in the turbolift,” Koester replied, pointing his thumb back over his 

shoulder.  “I was stuck in there in the dark for over a minute.” 

 Still confused, K’danz turned to look toward the engineering console. 

 “Mister Smith, can you explain what caused the power loss in lift tube one?” 

 Lieutenant John Smith consulted his console, then looked up at the first officer. 

 “I’m not indicating any power loss, Commander.” 

 “Well I didn’t imagine it, Lieutenant,” the captain said, sounding annoyed. 

 “I’ll look into it further, sir,” Smith assured, sounding less sure of himself.  Koester glared at the young 

engineer for another moment before turning back toward K’danz and handing her the padds he was carrying. 

 “What are these, Skipper?” she asked, looking at the technical information displayed on the top one. 

 “Your husband’s engineering reports,” Koester replied as he headed toward his ready room.  “See to it he 

finishes them when he’s done with his game.” 

 K’danz watched as the ready room doors swished shut behind the captain, then turned to exchange a look 

with Smith. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 60774.2: 

As we continue to survey the Nusakan system, the Dauntless is continuing to experience 

periodic power-outages, including one that affected the transporter systems right in the 

middle of an away team mission, almost killing six members of my crew.  I have 

suspended any and all away missions until further notice while Dar and his staff try and 

track down the cause of this power loss. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 



 “Gem Koester to Captain Koester,” said the voice of the captain’s teenage daughter over the intercom in 

the captain’s ready room.  Koester looked up from his latest report and touched the intercom on his desk. 

 “What is it, Gem?” 

 “Dad, Emma, Elizabeth, Chris and I were working on a Fleet Space Cadet project together in holosuite 

three when the computer shut down.  We can’t get the door open and are just sitting here in the dark.” 

 The captain grumbled at the latest problem as he replied, “I’ll have you out in just a couple of minutes, 

Sweetie.”  He quickly rushed out of the ready room and back out onto the bridge. 

 “Carrie, we’ve got another outage on deck nine.  Some of the Fleet Cadets are trapped in holosuite three.” 

 “I’m on it,” K’danz replied, in turn pressing the intercom on the command chair’s arm.  “Bridge to 

engineering.  We need a maintenance team to report to holosuite three.  Several people are trapped inside.” 

 “Understood,” replied the first officer’s husband, Dar, who with only a few brief breaks, had spent almost 

all of the last forty eight hours in main engineering.  “A team is on its way.” 

 The captain started heading toward the turbolift to oversee the engineering team when he noticed 

Lieutenant T’Pan, the Vulcan science officer who normally stood watch during his own Alpha shift, still manning 

the science console. 

 “Lieutenant, why are you still on duty?” 

 “My watch relief has been running late in recent days,” the Vulcan woman replied. 

 “Spot?  Late?” Koester asked, exchanging a look with K’danz.  “Have you ever heard of Spot being late for 

anything, Exec?” 

 “Not in all the time I’ve known him, Peter.  But I noticed the last two shifts he’s been about thirty minutes 

late.” 

 “Why didn’t you say anything, Lieutenant?” the captain asked, returning his attention to T’Pan. 

 “Vulcans do not need the same amount of rest as most humanoid species.” 

 “Be as that may, Spot should be reporting for duty on time.”  Koester looked back at K’danz.  “Call Spot to 

the bridge and have him assume the watch.  I’ll be down on deck nine.” 

 “Aye, Skipper,” K’danz responded. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “I’ve almost got it,” the half-Klingon Chief Engineer said as he attached a portable power module to the 

circuit board next to the holosuite door.  A moment later, the module hummed to life and the isolinear circuit board 

lit up.  Dar smiled at the captain, who had been standing a few meters down the corridor, then pressed the door 

control, causing the heavy doors to slide open. 

 “Thank you, Mister Dar,” Gem Koester said as she and her friends ran out of the holosuite, a sentiment 

repeated by Emma Foster, Christopher Clark and Elizabeth Webber. 

 Dar started to tell Ensign Joella Faggio, the junior engineer who had accompanied him, several suggestions 

for fixing the problem with the holosuite while the captain hugged his teenage daughter when unexpectedly the 

lights all down the corridor dimmed gradually, emergency lighting soon illuminating the deck. 

 “What now?” Dar grumbled in frustration just before the computer’s voice filled the corridor. 

 “Warning!  Life support failure, decks one through twelve, sections one through thirty six.  Warning!” 

 “That’s almost half the ship!” Koester exclaimed before tapping his combadge.  “Bridge, this is the captain.  

What just happened to life support?” 

 “I’m not sure, Peter,” K’danz replied.  “Mister Smith is looking into it now, but it appears to be a 

malfunction in power distribution.” 

 “Well, have Commanders Winters and Arbelo help out with engineering,” Koester ordered.  “If this keeps 

up, we’re going to have to transmit a distress signal and head back toward spacedock.”  He then turned back to his 

daughter and her three fellow cadets.  “Gem, take your friends and head down to the emergency shelter in the 

Marine barracks.” 

 As Gem, Emma, Chris and Elizabeth headed toward the nearest jefferies tube to make the long journey 

down to deck fifteen, Koester turned back to his Chief Engineer. 

 “What’s happening to my ship, Eng?” 

 Leaving Ensign Faggio to work on the holosuite systems further, Dar started leading the captain down 

toward main engineering. 

 “Near as I can determine, Skipper, something is absorbing the power that normally goes to each of the 

systems that are failing, but I can’t figure out what it is or where the power is going.” 



 “Any hypothesis?” the captain asked as the two officers entered a jefferies tube junction and started 

climbing down the seven decks to main engineering. 

 “I’ve eliminated all possibilities that it’s a problem with the ship itself.  There’s something external that’s 

affecting us.  Have the sensors registered anything unusual since we arrived in this system?” 

 “More unusual than a trinary star system with three class-M planets?” Koester asked as the pair finally 

exited the jefferies tube and walked down the corridor into main engineering. 

 As the two senior officers walked in, they noticed Lt Commander Phillip Winters, the starship’s Chief 

Operations Officer, working at one of the bulkhead consoles across the large room with several of Dar’s junior 

engineers.  All were too busy to notice the captain or chief engineer’s entry until Winters announced, “Life support 

has been restored, all decks, all sections.”  He then turned around and saw the captain walking over.  Adjusting his 

ever-present satchel on his shoulder, he turned to report, “Easy enough fix.  I just shut down all systems in the 

affected areas and restarted all the operations.” 

 “Thanks, Phillip.  Now if we could just figure out what’s causing these power outages,” Koester said before 

tapping his combadge.  “Captain to science officer.” 

 “Science officer, T’Pan, sir.” 

 The captain’s expression briefly grew angry looking before he said, “Mister Dar has determined there is 

nothing in the ship’s systems themselves that would account for the problems we’re experiencing.  Are sensors 

registering anything out of the ordinary within the star system that might account for our power drains, Lieutenant?” 

 “Stand by, sir,” T’Pan replied as she checked the sensor readings.  Several seconds later her voice replied, 

“Both long range and short range sensors are registering nothing out of the ordinary.” 

 “Thank you, Lieutenant.  I take it you still have not been relieved of the watch yet?” 

 “Mister Spot has not reported to the bridge yet, sir,” T’Pan replied. 

 “I’ll take care of it.  Thank you, Lieutenant,” the captain said before again tapped his combadge.  “Captain 

to Lieutenant Spot.”  There was no reply for several seconds.  “Captain Koester to Lieutenant Spot!” he tried again.  

This time there was a response. 

 “Sorry, Captain,” replied a slow, mechanical sounding voice, not at all the usual, cheerful sound of the 

starship’s non-corporeal Daminian officer.  “What… can I do… for you?” 

 “Do you realize you were supposed to be on duty forty five minutes ago, Lieutenant?” Koester asked. 

 “Oh my!” Spot’s voice replied after a couple of seconds. 

 “Bridge to Captain Koester,” suddenly said the voice of Lieutenant T’Pan.  “Mister Spot has now reported 

to the bridge.” 

 “Thank you, T’Pan.  Mister Spot, is there a reason for your tardiness recently?” 

 Spot, the first of the non-corporeal race called the Daminians to join Starfleet, who appeared to the crew as 

nothing more than a circle of red light like the beam of a flashlight only five centimeters wide, responded in the 

same slowed down tone, “I’m afraid… I can’t explain it… well, Captain.  I haven’t… been feeling very well… 

lately, so I… have been spending… more time than usual… in the warp plasma stream…, and I’m afraid… I have 

been losing track of… the time.” 

 Koester’s brief anger turned to concern.  How does a non-corporeal entity get sick? 

 “How serious is it?” he asked. 

 “I can’t be… sure, Captain.  I’ve never experienced… anything like… it before.” 

 “What is it you are feeling?” 

 “The best way to… describe it… in terms you humanoids… might understand is, I… feel like I’m being… 

pulled in two separate directions… at once.  I’m hungry all… the time.  And I want to sink into… the heart… of a 

supernova and die.” 

 “Hungry?  Can Daminians feel hunger?” the captain asked, looking with a puzzled glance at Dar and 

Winters. 

 “It is not what… you humanoids would regard as… hunger, Captain,” Spot replied.  “I normally build up 

my vigor… by tapping into the energy created… by the warp core or, when… on a planet’s surface, from solar 

radiation.  But lately I… have been feeling… so run down, for lack of a better description…, that I have hardly… 

left the plasma stream except… for duty.” 

 “Well as of now you’re off duty,” the captain ordered.  “Report to sickbay.  Have Doctor MacMillian check 

you out.” 

 “But Captain…” 

 “No buts!  That’s an order!  Ensign Euwess can cover your shift until you return to duty.  Now report to 

Doctor MacMillian.” 

 “Aye, Captain.  Spot…, out.” 



 As the captain looked at Dar and Winters again, the Chief Engineer said, “What was that all about?” 

 “I don’t know,” Koester replied.  “But you don’t suppose it has anything to do with the problems we’ve 

been having, do you?” 

 Dar shrugged his shoulders as he replied, “I’ll have to look further into it, Skipper.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several hours later, Captain Koester, Commander K’danz and Chief Science Officer Alasdair Myrddin 

Wallace were gathered in the office of Chief Medical Officer Justin Gregory MacMillian.  Several readouts were 

displayed on the monitors behind the CMO’s chair as well as on the desktop monitor, which was turned to face the 

three visitors. 

 “I’m not sure how much I can do,” MacMillan explained in his thick Scottish brogue.  “I’ve never worked 

on a being quite like a Daminian.  It wasn’t a species we knew anything about when I attended Starfleet Medical.” 

 “He’s not a species we know much abou’ now,” Wallace admitted in his own Scottish accent.  “Even when 

our last CMO was still here, I think it was the EMH that handled any issues regardin’ Spot.” 

 Koester turned to his first officer and asked, “Any luck getting the EMH back up and running?” 

 “Dar and Faggio have been working on the program for months, without much progress,” K’danz admitted. 

 “I have access to all the personnel records, Cap’n,” MacMillan said.  “Apparently in all the time Mister 

Spot’s been a member o’ the crew, he’s only come into sickbay for his annual so-called physical.”  The doctor then 

gestured toward the monitor on his desk, where two readouts were displayed, one above the other.  “It doesn’t look 

to me like anything more ‘an a energy readout, like I was lookin’ at a display down in engineerin’.  But it’s obvious 

the more recent readin’, the one displayed at the bottom, is much higher than normal.” 

 “What are we talking about then?” the captain asked, looking at the comparison readings more closely.  

“Does Mister Spot present any danger to the ship?” 

 “Normally, no,” replied MacMillan.  “But were he to explode for some reason at this moment, with the 

amount o’ energy he’s made up of, he’d take out at least three-quarters o’ the ship.” 

 “He’s going to explode!?!” K’danz asked, alarmed. 

 “I doubt it, Commander,” the doctor replied.  “But at this point, I’m not too sure o’ anything.” 

 Wallace, who like the captain had been studying the readout and comparing it to some of the displays 

behind the CMO’s chair, looked straight at the doctor and asked, “I’ve seen Mister Spot just before he reported here 

to you.  If he’s so full o’ energy, why does he look so dim?  He was abou’ half his normal brightness.” 

 “Like I said, I can’t explain it,” MacMillan said just before the lights throughout sickbay went dark, 

returning a second later at one quarter their normal brightness. 

 “Bridge, this is the captain,” Koester said as he quickly tapped his combadge.  “Report.” 

 “Captain, the warp core just went off-line,” replied the voice of Commander T’Ashara.  “We’re currently 

operating on batteries.” 

 “Get the entire engineering staff to work on it,” Koester ordered.  He then turned to his first officer.  “Take 

command on the bridge, Exec.  This is getting too dangerous.  Set course for the nearest starbase and as soon as Dar 

gets the core back on-line, get us there at maximum warp.” 

 “Aye, Peter,” K’danz replied, quickly getting up and heading out of sickbay. 

 “Doctor,” Koester said, turning his attention back to his new Chief Medical Officer.  “In your opinion, 

could Spot be responsible for these power drains?” 

 MacMillan looked thoughtful for a moment before answering, “I’m not sure exactly how, but I suppose it’s 

possible.  His excess energy’s got to be comin’ from somewhere.” 

 “Mister Wallace, have Spot report back to sickbay.  He’s to be confined here until either we reach starbase 

or he’s feeling well again.” 

 “Aye, sair, I’ll give him the order.  Bu’ how do you confine a being without physicality?” 

 “Just do it,” Koester ordered as he himself headed out of sickbay.  “I’ll be in engineering.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 By the time Koester had reached engineering a few minutes later, main power had been restored and the 

warp core was humming away as normal.  The captain strode in and joined Dar at the master systems display 

console in front of the starship’s huge power core. 

 “Report?” 



 “We managed to perform a warm-start on the warp core, no damage reported anywhere, but you will find 

this interesting, Skipper,” Dar said as he changed one of the displays on the table-like console.  “After our incident 

with life support, I put a monitor on the energy distribution system and I found something very interesting.  This is a 

recording of the warp plasma flow system five minutes prior to losing the core.” 

 The captain looked at the display, which by all appearances looked normal. 

 “This is the flow system point three seconds before the warp core dropped off-line,” Dar explained as the 

image changed.  Koester’s expression altered as a large splotch appeared almost dead center in the core, absorbing 

all the energy the matter/anti-matter reaction was producing.  “That anomaly is the reason the core went into auto 

shut-down.” 

 “Any idea what it is?” Koester asked. 

 “I’m afraid so,” Dar replied as he changed the display once again, this time to an energy matrix reading.   

The captain recognized the pattern immediately, the same one Doctor MacMillan had shown him not five minutes 

earlier. 

 “Spot?!” 

 “Yes, sir.  Our science officer is the cause of these failures.  In fact, the warp core would probably still be 

down if not for the fact that Spot was ordered to report to sickbay.” 

 “This does it.  Until we know what is going on, I’m afraid Spot can’t stay aboard the ship,” Koester said.  

He then tapped his combadge.  “Bridge, this is the captain.” 

 “Bridge.  K’danz,” came the reply. 

 “Exec, we’ve determined the cause of all these power failures beyond a reasonable doubt.  Change course 

toward the nearest class-M planet.  We have to get Mister Spot off the ship before we’re completely disabled.” 

 “Spot?” K’danz asked in shock. 

 “I’m afraid so, Carrie.” 

 “Course change has been entered, Peter,” K’danz reported a few seconds later, her voice sounding 

distinctly sad.  “We are now on course for the Delta Aquilae star system.  Estimate 48 hours to arrival in orbit of 

Delta Aquilae II.” 

 “Thank you, Exec.  Captain, out.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 60779.0: 

The Dauntless is almost halfway to the Delta Aquilae system, where we will drop off 

Lieutenant Spot, but only until we can find out exactly what is causing him to drain 

power systems all over the ship.  I have already contacted Starfleet Command and they 

have promised to have a science vessel with a representative from Daminia aboard to 

meet us there. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Captain Peter Koester sat in his command chair, his mind preoccupied with what was going on with a well 

respected, long time member of his crew.  He smiled to himself as he thought back to the first time he met Spot, 

surprised to find the little circle of energy sitting on his desk in the ready room shortly after the Dauntless-75310 

had been launched. 

 His thoughts were reluctantly dragged back to the present when the starship quite suddenly dropped out of 

warp. 

 “We just lost warp engines, Captain,” Dar reported from his post at the engineering console. 

 “Don’t tell me,” Koester started to moan before hitting the intercom on the arm of his chair.  “Bridge to 

sickbay.” 

 “Sickbay.  Doctor MacMillan.  Yes, Cap’n, I know.  Mister Spot left about a minute ago.  It’s not like there 

is much I can do to stop him if he really wants to leave.” 

 “Captain, at present speed, it’ll take twenty years to reach Delta Aquilae,” reported Lieutenant Peck, the 

Bolian helmsman. 

 “Understood.  Just maintain course for now.  Mister Dar, is there a way to contain Spot inside a forcefield 

of some kind?” 



 “Captain, you’re talking about a being who considers the plasma stream in the warp nacelle to be a relaxing 

warm bath!” Dar replied before the captain gave him a look bordering on stern.  “I’ll see what I can do,” he added 

with a sigh. 

 “In the meantime, let’s get him out of the engines,” Koester said, again utilizing the intercom.  “Bridge to 

Lieutenant Spot.  Mister Spot, respond please.” 

 It took several seconds before Spot replied, almost an eternity to a being who is normally capable of 

traveling at the speed of thought.  His voice was nearly unrecognizable, even though it was generated by the 

starship’s universal translator program, as he droned on and on, “Hunger… Must… consume… So… hungry…” 

 “SPOT!” the captain shouted, drawing the Daminian out of his reverie. 

 “Yes… Captain…?” 

 “Report to the bridge, immediately.” 

 “So… hungry…  Can’t… stop…” 

 “IMMEDIATELY!  That is an order, Mister!” 

 In the blink of an eye, a red circle of light five centimeters across appeared on the deck at the captain’s feet.  

Koester could not help but feel sorry for his crew member, in spite of the predicament he placed the ship in.  Spot 

was barely visible against the bluish carpet of the bridge deck, he appeared so dim. 

 “Warp propulsion restored,” Dar announced.  The captain nodded in his engineer’s direction before 

returning his attention to Spot. 

 “Mister Spot, I understand you’re concerned with what is going on,” Koester said.  “But you have to stop 

tapping into all the major systems until we can get you where you can be more properly treated.” 

 “Captain…,” Spot replied, his voice sounding like a recording played back using very weak batteries.  

“I’m… afraid…” 

 “We’re all afraid for you, Spot.” 

 “I’m… afraid… I’m… dying…,” Spot finally said. 

 “Just hang in there, we’re trying to get you help…,” the captain said until he noticed a change in his 

Daminian officer’s appearance.  What had been a dull, barely visible circle of light was starting to increase in 

brightness.  Within seconds, Spot had surpassed his normal illumination and continued to get more brilliant. 

 “Dar!  T’Pan!  What’s happening?” Koester asked. 

 “Readings are going off the scale, Captain!” Dar replied. 

 The light Spot was emitting was illuminating the entire bridge.  Most of the crew placed their hand in front 

of their eyes in order to still be able to see their instruments. 

 “I’m detecting an energy discharge originating within Lieutenant Spot,” T’Pan reported from the science 

console. 

 “Is he going to explode?” asked Chief Kyman, who manned the mission ops console behind Dar, his face 

contorted in a squint. 

 “Dar!  Place a forcefield around Spot!” Koester ordered. 

 The forcefield that quickly enveloped the Daminiean soon started to crackle as the non-corporeal being’s 

energy pressed against it.  Koester stepped away from the command chair, feeling too close to the edge of the 

forcefield for comfort, as it grew almost opaque around Spot, deforming as the Daminian continued to grow. 

 “System is overloading, Captain!” Dar yelled just before the forcefield shut down.  Spot continued to glow, 

almost as bright as a small red star in the middle of the bridge. 

 “Bridge to transporter room two!” Koester said as he quickly tapped his combadge and moved behind the 

tactical console with Lt Colonel Sean McIntyre.  “Lock onto Lieutenant Spot and beam him off the ship!” 

 As Spot’s brightness continued to grow, forcing everyone on the bridge to shut or cover their eyes, and a 

piercing hum started to fill the space, the voice of Chief Blackman responded, “Unable to obtain a transporter lock 

on Mister Spot, sir.”  

 “What do we do?” Kyman asked, barely audible above the noise coming from Spot. 

 “I…  I don’t know,” Koester admitted. 

 Suddenly, the illumination coming from Spot dimmed.  Everyone lowered their hands to see a small ball of 

light separate from Spot and move away about a meter.  It took almost a minute before Spot returned to his normal 

level of illumination, sitting on the deck in front of the captain’s chair once again. 

 “What just happened?” McIntyre asked, still blinking the brightness from his eyes. 

 “I’m not sure,” said the captain, “but I suspect…” 

 “Captain, I’m now registering two Daminian life-form readings on the bridge,” reported Lieutenant T’Pan.  

“It is my theory that we have just witnessed the Daminian reproductive cycle.” 

 “Phillip,” the captain said to his Chief of Operations.  “Have Doctor MacMillan report to the bridge.” 



 As Winters called for the Chief Medical Officer, the bridge crew gathered around the two circles of light, 

one a familiar bright red about five centimeters across, the other only two centimeters in diameter and pale pink in 

color. 

 “He… had a baby?!” Chief Kyman asked, unsure of what he was thinking. 

 “Captain!  All ship’s systems have returned to normal,” Dar reported with a broad smile. 

 As the crew watched, the smaller circle moved closer to Spot, and they could see several discharges of 

energy arcing between them. 

 “So…  Spot is a… mommy?” Phillip Winters commented.  “Is it a …boy?  Or… a girl?  …Or what?” 

 “Daminians have no real gender, Phillip,” Captain Koester replied.  “Until we know more, I suppose it’s… 

an it.” 

 At that moment, one of the turbolift doors opened and Doctor MacMillan stepped out, carrying his medical 

kit, followed by Commander K’danz and the captain’s teenage daughter, Gem, both of whom had been in sickbay 

when Winters called.  MacMillan stopped short at the sight of all the crew members gathered around the command 

chair, looking at the two non-corporeal entities before gathering his wits once again and pulling out his medical 

tricorder.  K’danz joined her husband, Dar, looking at Spot and his offspring while Gem joined her father near the 

command chair. 

 “I’m detecting two distinct mental patterns, Captain,” the doctor reported after a brief scan.  “How are you 

feeling now, Mister Spot?” 

 “Like I just spent a year swimming against the flow of the warp plasma, Doctor,” Spot replied, once again 

in his normal, British-accented, slightly mechanical sounding voice.  “But much better than I did several minutes 

ago, thank you.” 

 “Did you have any idea you were… um… pregnant?” Koester asked. 

 “Pregnancy is a humanoid condition,” Spot replied, sounding somewhat offended.  “Daminians reproduce 

via cytokinesis.  I just wasn’t aware I was capable of it yet.  After all, I am less than two hundred of your standard 

years in age.”  Spot paused for a moment, sounding somewhat embarrassed when he continued, “I was also unaware 

of how the process would make me feel, with a near constant need for energy.” 

 “It’s not unusual for expectant mothers to experience cravings,” Chief Kyman commented with a smile. 

 As Doctor MacMillan continued his examination of both Spot and the new arrival and the rest of the crew 

discussed what they had just witnessed, an alarm on the tactical console attracted Colonel McIntyre’s attention. 

 “Captain!  I’m detecting something tapping into our computer systems.  Accessing all our data files.  

Interfacing with ship’s systems.” 

 “Source?” Koester asked with concern. 

 It took McIntyre a moment to triangulate before he replied with astonishment, “Aboard our ship, Captain.  

On the bridge!” 

 Before anyone could do or say anything else, a small, child-like, slightly mechanical sounding voice could 

be heard coming from the speakers around them. 

 “Hello, everyone!” 

 “Spot,” the captain started to say.  “Is that your… child?” 

 “Yes,” Spot replied.  “I would like to introduce you all to my offspring, which I have named Dfvlljhttp.” 

 “Hello, everyone!” said the cheerful, female sounding voice of Spot’s offspring again. 

 “That’s awfully hard to pronounce, Mister Spot,” K’danz remarked. 

 “No more difficult than my own name, Commander.  It was the name of my own progenitor.” 

 “There’s a reason they nicknamed you ‘Spot’ when you got to Starfleet Academy,” K’danz replied.  “I 

suppose we’ll have to come up with a nickname for your… um… daughter?” 

 “I know!” Gem Koester exclaimed.  “It’s pretty obvious what we should call Mister Spot’s daughter!  

Dot!” 

 As the crew started discussing the idea, the captain looked down at the two circles of light at his feet. 

 “Really, the decision should be yours.  What do you think, Spot?” 

 Spot thought about the idea for half a second before his computer-generated voice replied, “I think it’s an 

excellent idea.  Everyone, I would like like to introduce you all to my… daughter… Dot.” 

 Smiling broadly, everyone on the bridge offered their greeting and welcomed the new young Daminian 

aboard the starship Dauntless. 

 “I am very pleased to make your acquaintance,” Dot replied cheerfully. 

 

* * * * 

 



Captain’s log, stardate 60784.5: 

The Dauntless has rendezvoused with the science vessel USS Christa McAuliffe in the 

Delta Aquilea system.  Besides allowing the Daminian representative they transported to 

check both Spot and Dot, the visit will allow me to spend some time with my wife, the 

McAuliffe’s Chief of Security. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 Captain Koester stood in the lobby of the Dauntless’ learning center, his arm around the waist of a slender 

Starfleet officer in the gold-collared uniform as through the window the two watched Gem Koester, Setton Arbelo’s 

young daughter Annika and the little pink circle of light they now called Dot playing a game of Kadis-kot on one of 

the computer monitors, the non-corporeal entity interfacing directly with the computer to move her pieces. 

 “You ever think about having kids, Michele,” Koester asked his wife, whom he had married while the 

Dauntless was under repair several months earlier.  Commander Peterson looked at her husband with a thoughtful 

expression on her face. 

 “I’ve thought about it,” she admitted.  “Then about a second later I regain my sanity.” 

 As they shared a chuckle, the door which separated the learning center lobby from the corridor opened and 

Doctor Justin MacMillan stepped in. 

 “I’ve been discussing Mister Spot’s condition with my Daminian counterpart,” the Chief Medical Officer 

said, indicating down to the five centimeter green circle of light near his feet.  “We’ve come to the conclusion that it 

was the near-constant exposure to the power available from the warp core that prompted early mitosis in the 

Lieutenant.” 

 “Yes,” added the visiting Daminian, whose universal translator created voice sounded deep and 

authoritative.  “On our own planet, we exist and survive on the radiation emissions of our home star.  Cdtkkhtttn is 

the first of our race to spend extended amounts of time away from home, and with the abundance of energy your 

starship generates, it was no wonder it experienced cytokinesis decades before it was due.” 

 “So Spot is going to be alright?” Koester asked hopefully. 

 “Yes, he will be fine, though it will probably be one of your centuries before he is able to reproduce again.” 

 “You mean I’m going to have a little brother or sister?!” asked Dot, who suddenly appeared on the deck 

next to the green Daminian, excitedly. 

 “Dot!” called out Gem Koester from the recreation center on the other side of the window.  “You were the 

one who wanted to play a game!  Stop running away!” 

 “Sorry, Gem,” Dot replied, suddenly back on the table in front of the two other girls.  “But as much as I 

know from interfacing with the computer, it’s all brand new to me and I want to experience everything!” 

 In the lobby, both Captain Koester and Commander Peterson took one more lingering glance at the three 

daughters of the Dauntless before heading toward the corridor. 

 “I hate to say this, Sweetheart, but sometimes I don’t know if you command a starship or an insane 

asylum,” Peterson said to her husband as she grasped his hand in hers. 

 “Come on, let’s go spend some quality time down in my quarters while we can before your ship heads out 

again, or I will be going insane,” Koester replied, leading his bride back toward his cabin while behind them little 

Annika Omnia Arbelo-Eeta thrust her hands into the air. 

 “Kadis-kot!” she exclaimed. 

 

The End 

 


