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 The Intrepid-class Federation starship USS Dauntless NCC-74658 maneuvered slightly as it changed course 

to avoid entering the Romulan Neutral Zone. 

 “Passing checkpoint five,” reported Lieutenant (JG) Francis Lenny from the helm.  “On course to 

checkpoint six.” 

 “Very well, Lieutenant,” Captain Peter J. Koester, commanding officer of the Dauntless, acknowledged.  

“Steady as she goes.”  Koester then looked to his left, where his first officer, a human man wearing a dangling silver 

Bajoran earring from his right earlobe, sat studying the monitor between the two command chairs. 

 “I’ve never liked these Neutral Zone patrols very much,” the captain admitted.  “They’re usually pointless, 

and so mind-numbingly dull that, were some excitement to actually happen, I would be afraid my reflexes would be 

slowed down so much we’d lose the ship if the Romulans decided to attack.” 

 “It’s a necessary evil, Skipper, in order to ensure the security of the border,” Lt Commander Virgil Dylan 

Kane – the starship’s first officer and chief science officer – replied, his eyes never leaving the monitor screen.  

“Even though neither side is supposed to enter the Neutral Zone, you and I both know Romulan warbirds make 

excursions into the Zone under cloak all the time.” 

 Koester glanced down at the monitor Kane was looking at, puzzled by the display. 

 “What is it you’re looking at there, Exec?” he finally asked. 

 “Q’s been making some adjustments on the lateral sensor array.  Ever since she finished we’ve been 

detecting this… whatever it is.” 

 Koester looked over at the Trill woman sitting at the science console on the port side of the bridge. 

 “What does it look like to you, Commander?” 

 Q looked over at Koester, her brown eyes piercing, and replied, “It appears to be a surge of energy.  It 

could be a sensor ghost of some kind, but my readings indicate it’s located just inside the Neutral Zone.” 

 “So you’re saying you think it could be a cloaked Romulan vessel of some kind?” Koester asked. 

 “I’m saying it’s a possibility,” Q replied. 

 “Exec,” Koester said to his first officer.  “Take the ship to yellow alert.  I want to be ready until we can 

determine with some certainty exactly what that…”  He pointed at the indication on the monitor between his own 

and Kane’s seats.  “…is.” 

 “Aye, Skipper,” Kane replied before calling out, “Yellow alert.” 
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Captain’s log, stardate 50756.9: 

It has been two days since we first detected the sensor glitch, and the indication continues 

to follow us along the Neutral Zone, neither advancing closer toward the Dauntless nor 

retreating out of range.  I’m beginning to second-guess my first thought, that we were 

being observed by a Romulan ship – possibly a scout or science vessel of some kind – and 

that perhaps Virg is right and it’s merely a fault in our sensor array instead. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 

 

 

 Koester and his command staff were gathered in the briefing lounge next to the bridge. 

 “We’ll reach the end of our patrol in the vicinity of the old Earth Outposts in three more days,” the captain 

was telling his senior staff.  “I’m hoping we can determine – one way or the other – what the glitch that has been 

following us actually is before we turn over to our relief vessel.” 

 “I’ve gone over the entire sensor system with Q,” said Lt Commander Jeffery Bloom, the starship’s 

emotional Vulcan chief engineer.  “We tried undoing the adjustments she made, increased sensor sensitivity, and 

even shut-down and re-activated the arrays, and we’re still detecting the energy trace Q reported two days ago.  

Personally, I think the sensors are out of calibration.  I would like your permission to take the lateral array off-line 

and re-calibrate them.” 

 “Skipper, without our lateral array, we lose nearly half our long-range sensor functions,” objected Kane.  “I 

still think we’re being followed by a Romulan vessel.” 

 “Fer two straight days?” asked Commander Ray Russell, the chief of operations, in his heavy southern 

drawl.  “If it’wer th’ Romulans, they woulda either made their presence known b’ now or just continued on with 

whatever they were doin’.  There’s no reason fer them t’ want t’ folla a Federashun starship for days on end.” 

 “You have a point, Commander,” Koester admitted.  “But we have to be prepared in case it actually IS a 

Romulan ship.  And IF it is a Romulan ship, what do we do?” 

 “We confront them, Skipper,” Kane said passionately, his Bajoran earring swinging back and forth.  “They 

would confront us if we ever entered the Neutral Zone without authorization.” 

 “Yes, but we don’t have a cloaking device to hide under either,” Koester replied.  “And if possible, I would 

really rather avoid any conflict.  This could be some method of drawing us across the border inadvertently and then 

blaming us for breaking the boundary.  I need more information.  Any suggestions on how we can get a Romulan 

ship to reveal itself without opening fire on it?” 

 The room remained quiet for a moment until Q cleared her throat and spoke up. 

 “I suppose, with Jeff’s help, I could modify the main deflector to transmit an ionic pulse – similar to 

something the Enterprise-D did a few years ago in order to cause a renegade Klingon ship to start cloaking, but 

opposite in our case.  The burst should cause the cloaking shields to require re-setting and they will de-activate.  If 

that’s really a Romulan ship out there, we should be able to tell quick enough.  And if it’s nothing more than a 

sensor glitch…?”  Q glanced in the direction of Ray Russell.  “Then no harm, no foul.” 

 “Good.  Make the modifications,” Koester ordered, then looked at his engineer.  “Jeff, I also want you to 

re-calibrate the sensors, just in case this indication turns out to be nothing more than a sensor ghost after all.  Just do 

the re-cal in such a way that if anyone is actually out there observing us won’t be able to tell we’ve got a scent of 

them.” 

 “Aye, Captain,” Bloom replied, then looked at the assistant chief science officer and said, “Commander?” 

 “Right behind you,” Q replied as the two left the table. 

 

* * * * 

 



 Another day passed and, in spite of Lt Commander Bloom’s re-calibration of the sensor arrays, the crew 

was still detecting the anomaly. 

 “What do you think, Virg?” Koester asked his first officer as the two stood over Q at the science console, 

continuing to watch the sensor glitch. 

 “I think you and Q are right.  It has to be a cloaked Romulan ship,” Kane admitted.  “I just don’t 

understand why they’ve been following us for more than three days?” 

 “Let’s ask them,” Koester remarked before turning toward the helm.  “Mister Lenny, how far until we 

reach Dessica?” 

 “One hour twelve minutes, Captain,” Lenny replied.  “We’ll be skirting the border close to the Pluto-like 

planetoid at the extreme edge of the system.” 

 “Perfect,” Koester said as he looked back at Q.  “Prepare the ionic pulse.  We’ll wait until they’re in a 

position where they’re boxed in by the planetoid and fire the burst at them and see what happens.” 

 “The pulse will be ready before we reach those coordinates,” Q agreed. 

 Just over an hour later, the Dauntless neared the farthest planetoid orbiting the star Dessica. 

 “Mister Karandanz,” Koester said, addressing his security officer.  “Initiate red alert, but do not raise 

shields or arm weapons just yet.  If those are Romulans or anyone else hostile, I don’t want them getting the idea 

we’re going to attack.  Just be prepared to raise shields and arm phasers on my order.” 

 “Aye, Captain,” Lt Commander Carrie Karandanz replied.  “Sounding red alert.  Weapons and defensive 

systems remain in stand-by.” 

 The red alert klaxon sounded throughout the ship, causing crew members to rush about and man their 

assigned alert positions. 

 “One minute to optimal firing range,” Kane reported, referring to a tactical display on the monitor between 

the command seats. 

 “Q, stand by on the burst.” 

 “Main deflector is charged and ready,” Q replied. 

 Kane counted down the time until the Dauntless reached the most ideal place from which to launch the 

burst.  At ten seconds remaining, Captain Koester called out, “Now, Mister Lenny!  Come right to 090 mark 2!” 

 Without hesitation, the small Intrepid-class starship spun to the right, almost perpendicular to its original 

course.  As soon as the starship settled on its new bearing, Koester ordered, “Now, Q!” 

 The petite Trill woman touched the control mechanism on her console, and a concentrated pulse of ions 

emerged from the starship’s main deflector.  A moment later they interacted with their intended target. 

 “It’s working, Captain.  I have a vessel de-cloaking directly ahead,” reported Karandanz. 

 “Good.  I think we’ll have their atten… Oh my God!” 

 On the screen, rather than the small Romulan scout ship or science vessel the Dauntless’ crew had been 

expecting, a huge double-hulled warbird emerged out of the darkness, turning left to face the Starfleet vessel as it 

resolved to solidity. 

 “Romulan D’deridex-class warbird has decloaked,” Karandanz reported. 

 “A warbird!  What the hell is a warbird doing following us for three days?” Koester exclaimed before 

looking over his shoulder at Karandanz.  “Shields up!  Arm phasers!  They certainly can’t expect us to not defend 

ourselves in the face of this!” 

 Karandanz confirmed the shields were raised and all phaser banks armed.  She then announced, “Romulan 

ship has also raised shields and is in the process of arming its disruptors.” 

 It seemed like several minutes passed as the two starships – one more than four times larger than the other 

– stared each other down nose to nose.  Koester began to wonder who would eventually blink first when Karandanz 

announced, “We’re being hailed by the Romulan vessel.” 

 “At least they’re not hailing us with a full disruptor spread,” Koester remarked to Kane.  He then shared a 

reassuring look with Q before ordering, “On screen, Commander.” 



 The main viewscreen changed from the view of the immense green warbird to the view of the Romulan 

ship’s bridge.  Sitting in the seat at its center was a male Romulan officer who – to Koester – looked at least fifty 

years old, which likely made him closer to eighty or more Earth years in age. 

 “I am Commander T’K’Lon of the Imperial Romulan Warbird Volantis.  To whom do I have the pleasure 

of speaking?” 

 Koester stood up and took several steps closer to the viewscreen before saying, “Captain Peter J. Koester of 

the Federation starship Dauntless.  We couldn’t help but wonder; why have you been following us for the last few 

days, Commander?” 

 “It is evident from your method of forcing us to reveal ourselves that you knew we were out here,” 

T’K’Lon remarked. 

 “We suspected, though we were not entirely sure until your vessel decloaked,” Koester stated.  “To be 

honest, we were expecting a small scout ship.  But that didn’t answer my question.  Why have you been following 

us?” 

 “Call it curiosity, Captain.  You probably don’t realize this, but we’ve encountered each other before.” 

 “I don’t recall…” 

 “Of course you don’t, Captain,” T’K’Lon interrupted.  “Last year, your vessel encountered what you may 

refer to as a god-like race of beings?” 

 “That’s correct,” Koester remarked.  “Along with Commander Tembok’s ship, in the vicinity of Gamma 

Doradus.” 

 “I was the first officer aboard the Praetor’s flagship; the Romulus – the other vessel that was caught up in 

that god-race’s game.  We barely escaped with our lives, you and I.” 

 “It’s a small universe, Commander,” Koester admitted.  “It still doesn’t explain why you followed us for 

three days, especially since you’re not…” 

 “My own present first officer was curious about you and your vessel as well,” T’K’Lon stated, displaying 

his penchant for interrupting those he apparently believed were beneath himself.  “Why, I am uncertain.  It appears 

from looking at you that Starfleet is willing to give anyone a captain’s chair lately.  Are you… I believe the 

expression is; …even old enough to shave?” 

 “Age does not always imply wisdom, T’K’Lon,” Koester said in reply.  “After all, we tracked you for three 

days when you thought you were undetectable until we forced you to reveal yourself.” 

 “Perhaps you ARE more clever than the average Starfleet captain,” T’K’Lon remarked.  “I begin to see 

what about you may have caught the interest of my first officer.” 

 “While we’re speaking of wisdom here, may I point out the wisdom of the Treaty of Algeron which states 

that no ships from either side may enter the Neutral Zone without authorization?” Koester said.  “Also may I advise 

you to return to your own side of the Neutral Zone with all due haste?” 

 “How dare you give me orders!” T’K’Lon rebuked, sitting up in his chair.  “You’re nothing but a little 

Dha’rudh.  No one, least of all a human Starfleet captain, tells an Imperial Romulan warship where it can and cannot 

go!” 

 Koester glanced back at his first officer, exchanging silent opinions on T’K’Lon’s bluster.  Koester then 

turned back to look at the Romulan man.  While his back was turned, a female Romulan officer – only the long 

black hair on the back of her head visible, moved up close to T’K’Lon and whispered something to the commander 

before disappearing off the side of the viewscreen again. 

 “I have been informed my cloaking shields have been re-calibrated,” T’K’Lon informed.  “I’m sure you 

and I will encounter one another again.  Until that day arrives, Captain.” 

 Before Koester could even say anything, the viewscreen blinked back to the image of the Volantis as the 

large Romulan ship turned around and started heading back through the Neutral Zone.  A moment later it once again 

faded from view as the cloaking device engaged. 

 “That…,” Koester started to say, pointing his finger at the viewscreen and the stars beyond.  “That was 

very strange.”  He then looked over at Q and asked, “Is the Volantis still registering on sensors?” 



 “Very vaguely,” Q replied.  “Whatever they did when they re-calibrated their cloaking shields, they’re 

barely registering now, but their last known trajectory will return them to their own side of the Neutral Zone.” 

 “Good.  Let’s resume our own original course and finish up this assignment before T’K’Lon decides to 

fulfill his own prediction.  Helm, come left and resume original ordered course.” 

 “Coming left to course 355 mark 0,” Lenny confirmed a moment later. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Late that evening, Koester and Q were relaxing in the captain’s quarters.  The captain’s young daughter 

Gem had already been put to bed for the night in the next room and the two close friends were sitting on the couch 

beneath the forward windows, Q leaning against Koester, whose arm wrapped around the petite science officer. 

 “I can’t help but wonder what the purpose of our encounter was?” Koester remarked, seemingly out of 

nowhere. 

 “What do you mean, Pooh Bear?” Q asked. 

 “Our encounter with the Volantis.  Romulans rarely, if ever, do anything without some benefit either for 

themselves or their Empire.  What benefit did they get from tracking us for three days until we forced their hand?” 

 “I don’t know,” Q replied.  “Maybe T’K’Lon was just lonely and wanted to make a new friend?” 

 “By following us for three days under cloak?” Koester asked sarcastically. 

 “Maybe he’s shy?” Q suggested playfully. 

 “Come on, Poe.  Be serious.” 

 “I am being serious,” Q remarked with a sideways grin.  “This looks like the beginning of a beautiful 

friendship.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Nearly a full sector away, Commander T’K’Lon was sitting at his desk in the Romulan’s version of a ready 

room. 

 “Come in, Sub-Commander,” he said to the woman at the door.  “Were your concerns addressed today?” 

 As the door closed behind the Volantis’ first officer, the woman nodded her head and said, “The starship’s 

commander is exactly who I believed he would be.” 

 “And how do you know of this Starfleet captain, Sub-Commander?” 

 “I… encountered him – many years ago – during one of my early assignments with the Tal Shiar,” the 

woman replied.  “As you can see, he and his present crew are quite intelligent, and quite resourceful.  They proved 

that not only were they able to detect us while under cloak, but force us to reveal ourselves at their whim.  You 

would probably be wise to avoid conflict with him in the future instead of making veiled threats.” 

 “I think there’s more to this than what you’re telling me,” T’K’Lon said, his eyes again flaring as they had 

when the commander of the Dauntless had requested his ship return across the Neutral Zone.  “What motivates you 

in this matter, T’Lees?” 

 “I’m only offering my commander advice, Commander.  Is that not a first officer’s primary responsibility?” 

Sub-Commander T’Lees asked, her own emerald-green eyes looking intently at T’K’Lon. 

 There was a pause for several seconds before the warbird commander said, “Of course it is.  Forgive me, 

T’Lees.” 

 “I only wish to point out that my years spent as a spy within the Federation could be a great asset to you, as 

the young cadets I knew and worked among rise through the ranks to become senior officers in Starfleet.”  She 

paused briefly, a distracted look on her face for a moment before adding, almost to herself, “Some, perhaps, faster 

than expected.” 

 “I’m still unsure how your outdated knowledge could be of advantage to me, Sub-Commander,” T’K’Lon 

remarked.  “If I think of a way, I will let you know.  In the meantime, no more covert chases!  The Starfleet ship 



demonstrated an ability to track us while cloaked, an ability they should not have had and which I now hope is 

corrected.” 

 “It has been, Commander,” T’Lees assured. 

 “It better be.  I care not to risk such a maneuver anytime soon again.  Dismissed, Sub-Commander.” 

 T’Lees nodded at her commanding officer, then turned on the heels of her highly-polished leather boots and 

left the room.  T’K’Lon continued to stare at the closed door for quite some time following his first officer’s 

departure. 

 “What secrets do you hold, T’Lees?” he finally said aloud to himself.  “And what prompts your interest in a 

certain Federation starship captain, I wonder?” 

 

The End 

 


