
Captain’s log, stardate 54836.7: 

The ship remains on course toward the Mariah Sector, where we plan to conduct surveys 

of several star systems once considered off-limits due to their proximity to Breen 

Confederacy space.  With the war now over and the Breen in self-imposed isolation for 

the moment, Starfleet could not resist the opportunity to fully chart and explore half a 

dozen star systems the Federation has not gone anywhere near in more than three-

quarters of a century.  Our mission is expected to last the next eight to twelve weeks. 

In the meantime, the Dauntless crew has just received word of the results of the recent 

Federation Presidential election.  While there were supporters for each of the candidates 

among the crew, the consensus was that President Jaresh-Inyo of Grazer would be 

elected to a third term.  In a surprise outcome, Federation Council Representative Retep 

Retseok of Proxima Centauri has been announced as the new President-elect.  The new 

President of the United Federation of Planets will be sworn into office in just over two 

months. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 

 

 

 Commodore Peter Koester entered the bridge at the start of his watch, having made a brief tour of the decks 

aboard the starship Dauntless prior to relieving the watch, and approached the Vulcan Commander T’Ashara in the 

command seat. 

 “Quiet evening, Commander?” Koester asked as he reviewed the logs on a padd the officer of the deck had 

handed him. 

 “Aside from some raucous celebration by President-elect Retseok’s supporters down in the Marine WRecK 

Deck, the mid-watch remained unobtrusive as usual,” T’Ashsara replied.  “I am ready to be relieved.” 

 “I relieve you,” the commodore stated with a nod, replacing the Vulcan woman in the center seat.  “Have a 

pleasant off-watch, Commander.” 

 “I shall endeavor to remain productive,” T’Ashara replied before heading to the nearby turbolift. 

 “Helm,” Koester said, his eyes focused on the main viewscreen.  “ETA to the Kavaria system?” 

 “Four days, three hours present speed, Commodore,” Lt Commander Kevin Fry replied, glancing briefly 

over his shoulder. 

 “Very well,” Koester said, getting comfortable in his chair.  “Steady as she goes.” 
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 Commodore Peter Koester was sitting behind the desk in his ready room, reviewing fuel consumption 

reports as the Dauntless orbited a class-M planet in a system less than five light years away from the border of Breen 

space.  Prior to the Dominion War, Starfleet would have avoided the region entirely, preferring not to antagonize the 

Breen with their presence.  However, with the defeat of the Dominion and - by proxy - the Breen Confederacy, the 

Breen had taken on an isolationist stance, rarely if ever departing their claimed space, and Starfleet had decided to 

take advantage of the opportunity the current political situation was providing to explore systems long considered 



outside of Starfleet’s purview.  As a result, an away team from the Dauntless led by first officer Captain Virgil 

Dylan Kane was down on the surface of Gemulon V, conducting a bio-survey and comparing preliminary results 

with the data from nearby systems. 

 Koester’s review of the engineering report was interrupted by the intercom and the sound of second and 

chief science officer Jeff Bloom’s voice. 

 “Commodore, there is a subspace communiqué arriving for you,” Bloom announced from the bridge. 

 “Pipe it in here, Jeff,” Koester ordered just before the monitor screen rose up from the surface of his desk.  

A moment later a civilian human man appeared on the screen, looking very officious. 

 “Commodore Peter Koester,” the man said.  “My name is Brendon Helsing, interim Chief of Staff for 

President-elect Retseok.  You are requested to contact the President-elect at your earliest convenience.”  The 

recording ended and the screen blinked back to black. 

 “The President-elect?!” Koester said to himself, partially in shock.  “Why would the new President want 

me to contact him personally?”  A sense of confusion mixed with awe came over Koester as he again activated his 

intercom.  “Bridge, this is the Commodore.  Connect me with the office of the President-elect in Paris, Earth.” 

 “I’m sorry, Peter,” the voice of Phillip Winters replied.  “Did you say with the office of the President-

elect?” 

 “Yes.  I have been requested to make contact, though for the life of me I have no idea why,” Koester 

replied, the latter half of his sentence more to himself than his operations officer. 

 “Stand by,” Winters remarked.  After almost a full minute, the operations officer’s voice returned and 

stated, “You’re on, Peter.” 

 The monitor screen on Koester’s desk lit up once again, and the image of a human-looking man with short 

brown hair and a pencil-thin mustache appeared on the screen.  “Mister President-elect!  This is Commodore Peter 

Koester aboard the starship Dauntless.  Congratulations on your recent election.  I was informed you wanted to 

speak with me.” 

 “Thank you, Commodore.  And yes, I was hoping you would contact me quickly,” President-elect Retep 

Retseok of Proxima Centauri replied.  “I don’t know if you are aware, but for the next few weeks I will be touring 

the five founding Federation member worlds, thanking my supporters on a successful campaign before returning to 

Earth for my inauguration.  I understand your starship is currently operating in the Rolor Sector.  In two weeks I will 

be on Andoria, the final stop on my tour.  Would it be possible for you to come meet with me at that time?  I have 

important business I would like to discuss with you.” 

 “With ME?!” Koester replied in shock. 

 “Yes,” Retseok said.  “And it is very important that I meet with you face to face.” 

 “I see...,” Koester said thoughtfully.  “We’re in the middle of a mission at the moment, but it has been 

routine for the most part.  I suppose I could leave the Dauntless under the command of Captain Kane and travel by 

runabout to Andoria in time to meet with you?” 

 “Excellent!” Retseok responded.  “I’ll have my interim Chief of Staff send you all the details so that we 

may meet in two weeks.  Thank you, Commodore.” 

 “My pleasure, Mister President-elect.  I guess I’ll see you in about two weeks.” 

 “Until then, Commodore.  Goodbye.” 

 The screen flashed the emblem of the Federation before returning to black, and the monitor screen slowly 

lowered down flush with the top of the desk. 

 “A meeting with the President-elect,” Koester remarked to himself in wonder.  “I wonder what that’s all 

about?” 

 

* * * * 

 

 “The ship is yours, Exec,” Koester said as he carried a duffle bag full of clothes - a mixture of duty and 

dress uniforms and one set of casual civilian-style clothes - into the cabin of the runabout Merrimack, prepped for 

launch from the Dauntless’ main shuttle bay at the aft end of the primary saucer hull.  “Based on travel time and 

other factors, I expect I’ll be back in less than three weeks.  You’re scheduled to continue this survey mission for at 

least another five weeks, so I’ll meet you back here in the Rolor Sector.  Hopefully the last half of this survey 

remains as quiet as the first half and that the Breen continue to ignore your presence.” 



 “I hope so too,” Captain Virgil D. Kane, the starship’s executive officer, remarked.  “I’ve been appreciating 

the relative quiet we’ve enjoyed the last few weeks.  I have to admit; it feels nice being explorers again.  After two 

years of war and all the misadventures we had, I forgot what it used to be like.  Have a good trip, Skipper.  Keep us 

updated on what is going on back on Earth.” 

 “I’ll check in periodically just to make sure everything is still nominal,” Koester replied.  “Not sure how 

much of what’s going on with the incoming President I’ll be able to share with you, at least until I get back.  In the 

meantime, I expect to come back to the same starship I’m leaving.  No dents, no dings, no scratches in the paint.”  

Koester smiled to indicate he was joking. 

 “I’ll try my best, Skipper,” Kane said back with a smile, waving once more as Koester closed and sealed 

the Merrimack’s hatch and took his seat at the controls.  A moment later the small starship’s thrusters hummed to 

life and the main shuttlebay door slowly rose.  Koester requested and received departure clearance, and seconds later 

the runabout was exiting the atmosphere retaining field and adjusted course to head for Federation core space and 

the frozen world called Andoria. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Two days into the nearly week-long voyage to Andor, Koester was sitting at one of the side consoles in the 

cockpit of the runabout, reading a novel from a padd he was holding, when the computer’s familiar feminine voice 

announced, “Incoming subspace communication from Starfleet Command.” 

 Koester, slightly surprised to be receiving such a communication, put down the padd and turned his 

attention to the closest monitor screen as he said, “Open frequency.” 

 The image of the Starfleet Command emblem briefly flashed on the screen before changing to that of a 

human man from the Adriatic region of Europe with medium tan skin, dark curly hair, and an equally dark 

mustache.  He was wearing the uniform of a command division officer with four gold pips on the turtleneck collar. 

 “Captain Faarkidd,” Koester greeted.  “What can I do for you?” 

 “I’m contacting you on behalf of Fleet Admiral Arrh,” Faarkidd replied.  “It is our understanding that you 

are not currently aboard the Dauntless?” 

 “That is correct.  I am currently en route to Andor at the request of the President-elect,” Koester replied. 

 “The admiral is aware of that.  He is also aware that you have left the Dauntless under the command of 

Captain Kane,” Faarkidd remarked.  “On behalf of Admiral Arrh, it is strongly suggested that you return to your 

starship and continue with your assigned mission, Commodore.” 

 “But, Captain, I’m scheduled to have a meeting with...,” Koester started to say before he was interrupted. 

 “Again, Admiral Arrh STRONGLY suggests you return to your ship and continue with your assigned 

mission.” 

 A frown creased Koester’s expression and he looked across subspace at the admiral’s aide.  After several 

seconds of silence, during which numerous replies passed through the Commodore’s head, Koester finally asked, “Is 

this an order from the Admiral, Captain?”  The question appeared to take Faarkidd by surprise. 

 “No, Commodore,” the captain finally replied.  “Not an official order.  Just a strongly worded suggestion 

that you should stick with what you know and not get involved in the vagaries of politics.” 

 Koester sat a little straighter in his chair as he said, “Please pass on to Admiral Arrh that his advice is 

noted.  Thank you for passing on the Admiral’s remarks, Captain.  Merrimack, out.” 

 Koester closed the frequency, then after checking the plotted course and entering a small correction, 

returned to his novel.  Less than thirty minutes later, the computer again announced, “Incoming priority one 

subspace communication from Starfleet Command.” 

 “Really?” Koester said to him, the sound of frustration clearly evident in his tone.  Again he put down his 

padd and, after straightening his uniform jacket, opened the frequency. 

 The monitor screen once again flashed the Starfleet Command emblem before quickly changing to the face 

of a portly Tellarite officer sitting in front of windows with an expansive view of San Francisco Bay in the 

background. 

 “Commodore Koester,” the Tellarite admiral intoned. 

 “Admiral,” Koester replied back politely. 

 “What is your current course and destination?” 



 Koester checked the instruments displayed on the console in front of him and replied, “Currently on course 

085 mark 1, ahead warp five, on course to the Andorian system.” 

 “Why are you on course to Andor, Commodore?” the Commander-Starfleet asked haughtily. 

 “I’m sure you know, since I told your aide, Captain Faarkidd, but President-elect Retseok has requested I 

meet with him at my earliest convenience,” Koester replied. 

 “I also know that Captain Faarkidd informed you of my suggestion that you turn around and return to your 

ship, Commodore,” Arrh said argumentatively.  “So why are you still on course toward Andor?” 

 Koester sighed to himself before replying, “Because I have been asked by the President-elect to meet with 

him face to face, and I certainly could not be expected to dismiss a formal request by the President-elect of the 

Federation, could I?” 

 Arrh gave a sigh of his own before he started to say, “You’re a fine officer, Peter.  Your career to this point 

has been exemplary,” Arrh admitted.  “I can see great things coming for you in the future if you take my advice.  

You should remember not to get involved in politics.” 

 “Admiral, I have never been a fan of bureaucracy or internal politics.  It complicates the smooth operation 

of any organization,” Koester remarked.  “But in this case, it cannot be helped.  I have been invited to a meeting by 

the next Federation president.  I can hardly say no to that!” 

 Arrh’s already small eyes narrowed even further as he said, “I could order you to turn around and return to 

your ship.” 

 “Yes, Admiral, you could,” Koester admitted.  “And then it would be up to YOU to explain to President-

elect Retseok why his meeting with me was cancelled.”  After a moment’s silence, during which Arrh briefly 

appeared surprised by what the commodore had said before regaining control of himself, Koester added, “Were I to 

ignore the new President’s invitation to meet, it would not be just my own reputation that would be adversely 

affected, but the whole of Starfleet.  The ball is in your court, Admiral.” 

 Again there was several seconds of uncomfortable silence.  Finally, Arrh simply huffed and the 

transmission cut off, the office image replaced by the emblem of Starfleet Command before quickly blinking to 

black. 

 “What in hell is going on?” Koester remarked to himself before getting up and heading to the aft cabin of 

the runabout to prepare a meal and a much needed stiff drink. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Andor Space Central, this is the Starfleet runabout Merrimack on final approach,” Koester said after 

opening a hailing frequency to the system’s traffic control.  As one of the central systems of the Federation, the skies 

over Andoria were often crowded, made all the more-so by the recent arrival of a large transport ship surrounded by 

numerous patrol craft chartered by Retseok and his entourage for their victory tour.  The President-elect’s presence 

required extraordinary security measures, including a no-approach zone extending several hundred kilometers in all 

directions around the visiting transport, which made orbital traffic control all the more difficult. 

 “Runabout Merrimack, Andor Space Central welcomes you to Andoria.  Your arrival is expected,” the soft 

voice of one of the native Andorians replied.  “Descend on approach lane Delta-Four and land at Capital Spaceport 

pad Nine.  You are cleared for final approach, Starfleet runabout Merrimack.  Welcome to Andoria.” 

 “Thank you, Andor Space Central.  On final approach descent lane Delta-Four.  Merrimack, out.” 

 It took several minutes for the runabout to enter Andoria’s frigid atmosphere and reach the main spaceport 

on the outskirts of the planet’s capital city, Laikan.  Once the vessel had landed on the authorized pad and Koester 

had shut down the engines and thrusters, he gathered his belongings from the aft cabin of the runabout and opened 

the ship’s hatch.  He was immediately assaulted by the harshly cold atmosphere and began to regret not wearing a 

cold-weather parka of some sort before he noticed an Andorian woman approach from the nearby complex.  Though 

she was dressed in the thick heavy clothes common to those living near Andoria’s surface, her blue skin and the tips 

of her antennas seen through the open face of her hood gave away her identity as a native of the planet. 

 “Commodore Koester?” she asked, smiling in a way only Andorians – Andorian women in particular – 

were capable of.  When Koester nodded, she continued, “I’m Theria zh’Rosa from the Federation Office of Political 

Transition.  I have been tasked with escorting you to your lodging while you are here on Andoria and then guiding 

you around the city until your meeting with President-elect Retseok.” 



 “Thank you.  Lead the way, Theria,” Koester replied, gesturing for the Andorian woman to take the lead.  

Koester was glad when the pair entered an airlock-like door to the nearby Space Center complex and he was quickly 

surrounded by relative warmth. 

 zh’Rosa first escorted the commodore through several underground tunnels to a hotel where dignitaries and 

important people were lodged while visiting Andoria’s capital city.  Unlike the majority of Andorian cities, the hotel 

was built mainly above ground level, the windows protected from the frigid cold by special environmental shields, 

and most of the rooms had impressive views of the ringed gas giant Andor high above and the arctic landscape that 

covered the majority of the class-M moon.  After settling in, refreshing himself, and changing into a new uniform, 

zh’Rosa then gave Koester a tour of the underground capital city of Laikan, showing him many of the most popular 

or historic sights.  It was early evening when the pair returned to the hotel. 

 “As much as I have enjoyed your tour and your company, Theria,” Koester said, “I’m afraid my journey 

here has worn me out a bit.  I think I would like to call it a night.  Can we continue tomorrow?” 

 “Of course, Commodore,” zh’Rosa replied.  “You should know; your meeting with President-elect Retseok 

is scheduled for ten tomorrow morning in the Capitol Complex.  Perhaps instead of more sight-seeing, you would 

prefer a relaxed breakfast before your meeting?  I know a delightful restaurant not far from the Capitol that you 

would likely enjoy.” 

 That sounds great,” Koester agreed.  “Can you meet me here at the hotel at 0800 hours?” 

 “Of course, Commodore.  Have a pleasant evening.  Sleep well.” 

 Koester watched the Andorian woman turn and walk away, appreciative of the less bulky clothing she wore 

instead of the heavy outerwear she was wearing when she first introduced herself, before entering the elevator and 

returning to his room.  In short order, the commodore was snoring loudly in his bed. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The next morning, zh’Rosa was knocking on Commodore Koester’s door at precisely 0800 as promised.  

Koester answered the door wearing his dress uniform, minus the bone-white dress jacket, and greeted the Andorian 

woman. 

 “Do you like Andorian breakfast cuisine, Commodore?” zh’Rosa asked. 

 “I hate to admit it, but I never really acquired a taste for Andorian food,” Koester admitted.  “But that 

doesn’t mean I’m not willing to try it again.  Perhaps, like drinking Guinness stout, it takes several attempts?” 

 After donning the last element of his uniform, he joined zh’Rosa in the hall and the two strolled the short 

distance to the restaurant the Andorian woman had recommended.  Andorian cuisine normally consisted of various 

plants and fungus grown in the caverns beneath Andoria’s ice-covered surface, and tended to have a bitter, almost 

spoiled aftertaste every time Koester had tried it, but the commodore found that the way the fare was prepared in the 

restaurant kitchen gave it the aroma and taste of foods he found much more palatable.  The pair conversed over their 

breakfast, getting to know one another much better.  The commodore learned zh’Rosa had worked as an intern for 

Council Representative Retseok almost from the day she had graduated college, and after the current transition was 

expecting to become the new President’s personal secretary and aide, a position that could help her transition to an 

elected office of her own sometime in the future.  Meanwhile, Koester explained his own career in Starfleet, his 

normal distaste for politics, and his expectations that he would continue his career as a Starfleet officer for many 

more years to come.  Eventually, the time for Koester’s meeting approached. 

 “If you will please follow me, Commodore, I will take you to the Capitol,” zh’Rosa said after signing for 

the meal.  A short time later, the pair entered the Capitol Complex, and Koester was escorted to an elaborately 

decorated office, the centerpiece of which was a large wooden desk at almost the exact center of the room.  The 

décor, to Koester’s surprise, suggested late 22nd century Earth – he was expecting the typical Andorian décor he had 

seen throughout the rest of the complex – and it was only after looking around the room after zh’Rosa had departed 

and left him alone that the commodore realized the office was most probably used by the Terran Ambassador to 

Andoria when he had business in the Capitol. 

 After a while, after the commodore had started thumbing through a book on the ‘History of Earth-Andorian 

relations – 2151-2161’, Koester started hearing a commotion coming from the smaller rear door of the room.  A few 

seconds later the door opened and two human men silently walked in.  Koester put the book back on its shelf and 

started to move to greet the pair but something about their demeanor made him pause.  The two men scanned the 



room visually, their faces emotionless as Vulcans, before one of them placed his right hand to his ear and said, “The 

office is clear.”  A second later the back door opened again and a man remarkably similar in physical stature and 

appearance to the commodore - with the exception of darker brown hair in place of Koester’s own salt and pepper 

appearance and a pencil-thin mustache above his lip - stepped in.  The other two men, whom Koester had figured to 

be Federation security, silently left the room and the door was closed behind them.  Finally alone, the newcomer 

smiled and stepped toward the commodore. 

 “Commodore Koester, it is a pleasure to finally meet you face to face,” the man said as he approached.  

Koester noted he did not offer his hand in greeting. 

 “President-elect Retseok,” Koester acknowledged, likewise not offering his hand to avoid inadvertently 

offending the Centauri.  “It’s an honor to meet with you.” 

 Retseok gestured toward a couch and two chairs along one side of the room and offered the commodore a 

seat.  The President-elect then started the conversation by asking Koester several questions about himself.  It was not 

long before the two men realized they shared many common interests.  It seemed to the commodore almost like the 

purpose of his meeting was to simply sit and have a friendly conversation, as if the two men were long-time friends 

who had not seen each other in many years and were trying to catch up. 

 After retrieving drinks from the office replicator and talking for nearly an hour, Koester finally said, 

“Excuse me, Mister President-elect, but surely you didn’t have me travel all the way here to Andor just for small 

talk and drinks?  With all due respect, what is it you wanted to meet me about?” 

 “You are correct, Commodore.  We should get down to business.  As I’m sure you must be aware, I have 

been working on forming my new cabinet ever since the election was called in my favor.  I have heard many great 

things about you, Commodore, both in various status reports I have recently been given access to and from President 

Jaresh-Inyo himself.”  Retseok gazed intently at Koester as he said, “You impress me, Commodore.  And I can 

honestly say, few people do.  Which is why I would like to appoint you as my administration’s Starfleet Aide.  At 

least, that’s what my Chief of Staff says the position is called.  I prefer the title Aide-de-camp personally.” 

 A dose of adrenalin coursed through Koester’s bloodstream.  He could not believe what the man in front of 

him, soon to be the most powerful man in the free galaxy, was saying to him.  He gulped nervously, not having felt 

so anxious since his graduation from Starfleet Academy many years before, and took another mouthful of liquor 

from his glass. 

 “What…?  What would such an appointment entail?” Koester finally asked. 

 “The position comes with a promotion to full Admiral, for one thing,” Retseok replied with a smile.  “You 

would be the man in charge of the Office of the President in Paris and my personal liaison with Starfleet.  And of 

course, when not employed directly in Paris, you would be the Officer in Charge of the Presidential Transport 

Starship, call-sign ‘Starfleet One.’  But I assure you, except for infrequent diplomatic trips, you would be spending 

the majority of your time back on Earth.  It should be nice to have a planet back under your feet again, after so many 

years assigned to deep space duty, don’t you agree?” 

 “Yes, having a shore suty assignment would be very nice, I suppose,” Koester said unsurely.  “In reference 

to Starfleet One…  The USS Okinawa was badly damaged several months ago.  Are they putting her back into 

service?  After all, she was a fifty year old Excelsior-class starship, well past her prime.  That’s why she was being 

used as the Presidential Transport when she was attacked by the Zylarian pirates.” 

 “No,” Retseok replied.  “From my understanding Starfleet has decommissioned the Okinawa.  A new 

starship will be assigned that duty upon my inauguration.” 

 “I see.  Do I… or perhaps you… have any input into which starship is assigned that duty?” 

 “The next Starfleet One is yet to be designated, Commodore,” Retseok replied.  “All I know of it is it will 

be capable of carrying the entire Federation government – Executive, Legislative, and Judicial Branch – away from 

Earth should it ever become necessary.  It will also act as a mobile location for official functions.  I doubt it could be 

any of the current front-line starships, if that is your question.” 

 A look of disappointment crossed Koester’s face.  “Were I to accept your offer and receive this 

appointment as your Aide-de-camp, it would mean leaving the Dauntless… permanently.” 

 “I’m afraid so,” Retseok confirmed, a little surprised by the commodore’s reaction.  “But it could be the 

pinnacle of your career, or perhaps even eventually propel you into the position of Commander-Starfleet!” 

 Koester got up from his seat, starting to pace around the perimeter of the room as he spoke mainly to 

himself.  “I fought like a Le-matya to retain my command just ten short months ago!  But accepting this assignment 



would mean Gem could attend school back on Earth full-time, in France or some other nearby location, and even get 

to see her grandmother from time to time!”  Suddenly a thought occurred to him and he turned back to the President-

elect. 

 “I’m sure in your conversations with President Jaresh-Inyo, he told you what happened after his transport 

was attacked and he was kidnapped by the Zylarians?” 

 “Of course,” Retseok replied.  “He told me you almost single-handedly rescued him.  That’s one of the 

reasons I want you as my Aide-de-camp!” 

 “Before that incident, I was promoted to Commodore and was supposed to be reassigned to a desk job,” 

Koester explained.  “I used my influence with the President following that incident to keep command of the 

Dauntless, but I later found out that my first officer, Captain Virgil Kane, was supposed to be promoted to command 

of the Dauntless following my reassignment.”  Koester took several steps closer to the President-elect as he said, 

“With your permission, I would like a few days to think about your offer.  But in the meantime I would request that - 

should I accept appointment as your Starfleet Aide - that I have your assurance that the Dauntless will be assigned to 

Captain Kane as she should have been almost a year ago.” 

 “I can give you no guarantees, Commodore,” Retseok replied with a serious look.  “However, I will do my 

best to fulfill your wishes.” 

 “That’s all I can ask, Mister President-elect.” 

 Koester retrieved his drink from the nearby table and moved to clink the glass against Retseok’s before 

proposing a toast, when the two men were interrupted by a knock at the main office door.  A moment later, Theria 

zh’Rosa poked her head in through the door and said, “Excuse me, Mister President-elect.  I have been asked to 

inform you that the USS Nautilus with Admiral Arrh aboard has just entered orbit over Andoria.  The Commander-

Starfleet is requesting a meeting with you at your earliest convenience.” 

 “The Commander-Starfleet?” Retseok repeated.  “I wonder what he is doing here at Andoria?”  The 

President-elect looked at Koester and added, “I suppose he wants to introduce himself to me?” 

 “More likely the Admiral is not following his own advice,” Koester remarked. 

 “And what advice would that be?” Retseok asked. 

 “To not get involved in politics,” Koester replied wryly. 

 “Ahh, Commodore, I’m afraid that cannot be helped,” Retseok said.  “It is very obvious to me now that you 

have not had much interaction with the upper admiralty of Starfleet.” 

 “My father was an admiral before he retired,” Koester said.  “From just the stories I have overheard, I never 

wanted to have much to do with the upper brass.” 

 “As a politician, I have had my fair share of interaction with the upper brass, as you so eloquently phrase 

it,” Retseok remarked.  “There, politics appears to be their favorite game and they play it often.  When you get so 

high up in the Starfleet hierarchy, it all becomes politics, which I am sure you know is just war by another means.” 

 “And you want to drag me into that world, Mister President-elect?” Koester asked.  “You’re starting to 

convince me I really don’t want this appointment!” 

 “Which is exactly why I need someone like you as my Aide-de-camp, Commodore.  I need someone who 

isn’t only thinking about themselves and when their next promotion or what their next assignment will be.  I need 

someone whose main concern is the Federation and the safety of its citizens.  We just survived a devastating war.  I 

would rather avoid another similar entanglement during my tenure as president.”  Retseok then turned his attention 

back to zh’Rosa – who was still waiting by the door – and said, “Inform the Admiral that I should be free to meet 

with him after dinner tonight, my dear.” 

 “Yes, Mister President-elect,” zh’Rosa said before disappearing back through the door. 

 “Now!” Retseok said, turning his attention back to Koester.  “Where were we?” 

 “I believe I was about to propose a toast,” Koester said, once again clinking his drink glass against 

Retseok’s.  “To the future, and the continued advancement of the Federation!” 

 “To the future!” Retseok agreed before downing his drink in a single gulp. 

 “If it is alright with you, I would like to discuss your offer with my family before giving you a firm 

answer?” Koester asked. 

 “Of course.  My inauguration isn’t for another three weeks.  But I will need to know one way or the other 

shortly after that.” 

 “You will have my answer soon,” Koester assured. 



 “Very well.  Will you be staying for my meeting with Admiral Arrh?” Retseok asked. 

 “Oh, no!” Koester assured.  “I think it would be better for everyone involved if I simply returned to my 

runabout and headed back to my starship as soon as you and I are done here.” 

 A few hours later, the Merrimack lifted off from Andor Space Central, the runabout’s departure timed to 

coincide with Admiral Arrh beaming down to the Capitol Complex.  Within an hour, the runabout was back in warp, 

heading toward the Rolor Sector.  The trip home again took the better part of a week, time enough for Commodore 

Koester to contemplate his offer given him by Retep Retseok and all the ramifications involved. 

 

* * * * 

 

Stardate 54974.3 

Rolor Sector near Breen space 

 

 The Merrimack slowed as it approached the aft end of the massive Sovereign-class starship. 

 “Dauntless, this is Merrimack on final approach to main shuttlebay,” Koester announced from the pilot’s 

seat. 

 “Acknowledged, Merrimack.  You are clear to land in shuttlebay one.  Stand by for tractor beam to guide 

you in.  And welcome home, Commodore.” 

 “Thank you, Dauntless.  Disengaging impulse engines.  Standing by for tractor beam.” 

 Several minutes later, the Merrimack was maneuvered into the shuttlebay through the atmosphere retaining 

field and landed gently on the deck, where several deck crew quickly surrounded the small vessel to prepare it for 

post-flight maintenance.  The hatch slid open and Koester stepped out, greeted by his first officer Captain Virgil 

Kane, and his security chief, Lt Commander K’danz. 

 “Enjoy your trip, Skipper?” Kane asked as he fell into step beside Koester as the commodore headed 

toward the door and the corridor beyond. 

 “It was… interesting,” Koester replied vaguely.  “I got to tour a good portion of the capital city Laikan with 

a lovely young woman.  I still don’t think I can really stomach Andorian food though.” 

 “It’s an acquired taste,” K’danz agreed. 

 “Status of the surveys?” Koester asked as the heavy shuttlebay door slid shut behind the trio and they 

turned toward the nearest turbolift entrance. 

 “Everything went great,” Kane assured.  “We encountered no problems.  One Breen ship scanned us from 

across their side of the border, but made no provocative moves.  Lieutenant Wallace even discovered a new life form 

on the surface of Gemulon V!  Just one more system to survey and our mission is complete!” 

 “Good work, Exec,” Koester said as the three officers entered a turbolift and the commodore ordered it to 

the deck on which his quarters was located.  The next several seconds passed in silence, both Kane and K’danz 

sharing expectant looks. 

 “So…?” Kane finally asked, prompting Koester to look at his first officer quizzically. 

 “So… what?” Koester asked back. 

 “What did the new President want to meet you about?” Kane asked.  “The entire crew is wondering what 

happened.” 

 “Kia Tenn even has a pool going down in 10-Forward,” K’danz added.  “I’ve got twenty credits down on 

you being make a squadron commander of some sort to go along with your current rank of Commodore.” 

 “Actually, if the two of you don’t mind, I need to discuss some things with Gem before I tell any of the 

crew anything,” Koester remarked.  “Where is she?” 

 K’danz and Kane exchanged looks again before K’danz said, “She’s currently in sickbay with Counselor 

Sutherland.”  The security chief quickly added, “She’s doing her homework there!  She isn’t hurt or anything!” 

 “Okay.  Thanks.  I’m going to drop my stuff off in my quarters and then head down to sickbay to see her.”  

Koester then looked at Kane and said, “I’m probably going to want to talk with you shortly after, Exec.” 

 “Aye, Skipper,” Kane responded before exchanging another quizzical look with K’danz. 

 The turbolift slowed and the door snapped open, Koester quickly stepping out into the corridor. 

 “Carry on,” Koester ordered his two subordinates.  “Carrie, I’ll meet you down in 10-Forward later too.” 

 “Aye, Skipper,” K’danz replied before the turbolift doors swished shut again. 



* * * * 

 

 Later that evening, Koester was sitting at a table in 10-Forward with Kane, K’danz, and the security chief’s 

half-Klingon husband, Lt Dar.  A mug of synthale sat in front of the commodore, mostly untouched. 

 “So that’s the whole story,” Koester said, having just explained his trip to Andoria to his crew members.  

“The new President wants me as his Starfleet Aide.  I’m actually quite humbled.” 

 “Have you made a decision?” Kane asked. 

 “I talked with Gem about it for a while,” Koester explained.  “She likes the idea of being back on Earth and 

being able to visit her grandmother more often, but she’s also concerned about my career.” 

 “How so?” K’danz asked. 

 “She’s afraid I’ll only accept this appointment because of her…  That I want to be able to spend more time 

with her… and I do!  But she thinks it might hurt my career moving forward.” 

 “A promotion to Admiral and appointment as the President’s Starfleet Aide would HURT your chances for 

advancement?” Dar remarked with a chuckle. 

 “Yeah, she doesn’t entirely understand how Starfleet works,” Koester admitted with a smile. 

 “So what are you going to do?” Kane asked.  “And if you accept this assignment, who will Starfleet place 

in command of the Dauntless?” 

 “Let’s cross one bridge at a time, Exec,” Koester scolded.  “And besides, I burned a few bridges in order to 

stay in command here not that long ago.  A big part of me is saying I should stay where I am.  Let someone else 

have the limelight and glory.” 

 “No matter what you decide, it will be the right decision for you,” K’danz said with a tip of her glass in 

Koester’s direction. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Another hour or so later, Koester returned to his quarters.  Though he had not told anyone, his talk with his 

crew had helped him feel better about his decision to remain with the Dauntless, at least for a little while longer.  He 

resolved to contact President-elect Retseok’s office first thing in the morning and pass on his thanks for the 

consideration for the appointment as Starfleet Aide. 

 After dismissing the civilian crew member who had been watching over her, Koester snuck into his young 

daughter’s bedroom, where the girl was deep asleep, and gave her a soft kiss on the forehead before heading to his 

own bedroom.  He would wait until morning to inform her of his decision to stay.  He was interrupted by the beep of 

the intercom followed by Lt Commander K’danz’s voice. 

 “Commodore, there’s a subspace transmission coming in for you from Admiral Arrh.” 

 “Oh…  Joy…,” Koester said to himself before touching the control on the top of his desk and saying, “Pipe 

it to my quarters, Commander.” 

 “Aye, sir,” K’danz replied.  A moment later the monitor on Koester’s desk lit up with the face of the 

Tellarite admiral. 

 “How dare you go over my head!” Arrh said without preamble. 

 “Good evening, Admiral,” Koester said amiably.  “To what do I owe the pleasure of your transmission?” 

 “You know very well why I’m calling!” Arrh said.  “You went over my head to receive the appointment as 

Starfleet Aide to the incoming President!  You and I BOTH know I deserve that appointment!” 

 “I have to admit, Admiral, I’m confused,” Koester remarked, sitting in the chair behind his desk and 

looking at the beady-eyed Tellarite through the monitor screen.  “I know you were meeting with the President-elect 

shortly after I departed Andoria.  Did Retseok offer you the appointment as Starfleet Aide too?” 

 “NO!  I was not offered any appointment,” Arrh said gruffly.  “And I can only assume it’s because the new 

President is awaiting your response, which you should have given him before you even left his company!  You and I 

both know you are not suited for the job of Starfleet Aide to the President.  Only someone with the political 

connections I have could successfully navigate the corridors of government effectively.” 

 “And I’m sure you let President-elect Retseok know these facts as well.” 

 “Of course I did!  But since you did not immediately turn him down, the new President was in the 

uncomfortable position of having to wait before he could discuss such an appointment with me any further.” 



 “I understand,” Koester said with a nod of his head.  “I’ll get right on subspace with the President-elect’s 

office as soon as I sign off with you, Admiral.” 

 For the second time in recent weeks, Arrh briefly appeared surprised before his scowl returned and he said, 

“Be sure you do!  The new President is a busy man!  He must not be kept waiting!” 

 “Of course you are correct, Admiral.  My apologies.  Dauntless, out.”  Koester pressed the button beneath 

the monitor screen and the screen went black.  A slight scowl of his own then appeared on Koester’s face before he 

touched the intercom control again and said, “Commodore to the bridge.” 

 “Bridge.  K’danz.” 

 “Commander, patch me through to the interim office of the President-elect in Paris.” 

 There was a brief pause before K’danz’s stunned voice responded, “Aye, sir.”  A little more than a minute 

later, she added, “You’re on, Commodore.” 

 Koester again pressed the control beneath the monitor screen.  To his surprise, the face of President-elect 

Retseok was on the monitor instead of his Chief of Staff or one of his many other aides. 

 “Commodore!” Retseok said in way of greetings.  “To what do I owe this pleasure?” 

 “My apologies for contacting you so late in the day,” Koester said.  “But we have much to discuss.  First of 

all, in regards to your offer of appointment as your Aide-de-camp…  I accept.” 

 

The End 

 


