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Stardate 65566.5 

Starship USS Dauntless NCC-75310 

En route to planetoid codenamed Panmunjom 

 

 The door chime to the ready room sounded.  From inside, the voice of Fleet Captain Peter J. Koester, the 

Dauntless’ commanding officer, said, “Come.”  The doors swished open and Lt Colonel Sean Elliott McIntyre, the 

starship’s chief tactical and security officer and the commander of the embarked Marine Special Contingent entered. 

 “You wanted to speak with me, Skipper?” the Marine officer asked. 

 “Yes, come in, Mack,” Koester replied, gesturing McIntyre inside the room and into one of the chairs on 

the other side of his desk.  “Actually, Admiral Raiajh wanted to talk with you.  She should be here in a couple of 

minutes.” 

 “Admiral Raiajh?” McIntyre questioned.  “What about?” 

 “I believe it’s partly to thank you for filling in more than adequately in the defense of Starbase 719 after 

Major Novokov was killed in battle with the Kairn.  In fact, I’m pretty sure your abilities made her see the need for a 

more senior officer than simply a Major in charge of the AOR’s Starfleet Marine presence.” 

 As Koester was speaking, the door chime sounded again.  Again, Koester invited entry, and this time the 

Vulcan-Deltan Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh and her human flag aide Lt Commander Marie Quintero entered.  After 

exchanging greetings, Raiajh took the seat across from Koester to McIntyre’s left while Quintero took a seat on the 

couch/day bed along the outer bulkhead. 

 “Colonel, I wanted to take a moment to personally thank you for your help in defending Home Plate 

against the Kairn,” Raiajh said. 

 “Just doing my duty, Admiral,” McIntyre remarked modestly. 

 “Actually, I think it was a little more than that,” Raiajh replied.  “Your knowledge and experience directly 

contributed to the success of the Fifth Fleet’s mission and our winning this brief war.  The events of the past six 

months have made me think extensively about where we stand in the AOR and in what direction I want to move in 

both the near and long-range future.  I need someone exactly like you to help make those plans come to fruition.” 

 McIntyre began thinking the admiral was going to ask for his advice on finding a replacement for Major 

Novokov.  The next words out of the woman’s mouth were most unexpected. 

 “I have spoken to Fleet Captain Koester about this extensively since the fleet departed the starbase en route 

to Panmunjom, and while he hates the idea of losing you, he agrees that you would be the best man for the job.” 

 “Job?” McIntyre repeated, unsure exactly what was being discussed.  “What job?” 

 “The position of Batallion Commander for the Typhon Sector and Fifth Fleet AOR,” said Lt Commander 

Quintero from behind the Marine officer.  She stood up and moved between McIntyre and Raiajh, presenting a box 

to Raiajh, who opened it and turned the open box to face McIntyre. 

 “There would, of course, be a promotion involved,” Raiajh added. 

 McIntyre was surprised and slightly taken aback to see the insignia of a full colonel displayed in the box.  

He looked at Koester in astonishment, unsure what to say. 

 “As the Admiral said, I really hate to lose you.  We’ve served together for the better part of fourteen years, 

minus the three years or so I was periodically away from the Dauntless,” Koester said.  “But you deserve the 

promotion, Mack.  You’ve definitely earned it, particularly in the last several months.” 

 “But…  Who would replace me here?” McIntyre asked. 



 “I was hoping to get your input into that, actually,” Koester confirmed.  “Though I think Captain Mendez is 

capable of handling the job.  Of course, if you accept, it would also mean Mendez gets a promotion too.  No 

pressure.” 

 “Well, in that case, how can I say no?” 

 “Wonderful!” Raiajh remarked before turning to her aide.  “Marie, submit all the necessary paperwork.  Be 

sure the Marine Corps Commandant receives the annotated request as soon as possible.” 

 “Yes, Admiral,” Quintero replied as she entered specific information into a padd she was carrying.  Raiajh 

then turned her attention back to McIntyre. 

 “You realize, of course, that all this is dependant on the approval of the Marine Corps chain of command.” 

 “Of course,” McIntyre replied.  “And assuming that approval comes through, I accept your generous offer, 

Admiral.”  The human Marine officer extended his hand, a gesture that Raiajh returned. 

 “Congratulations… Colonel,” Koester said, standing to lean across his desk and offer his own hand shake.  

“I guess I’ll have my yeoman tell Captain Mendez to report to me so I can…” 

 “Actually, Skipper,” McIntyre interrupted.  “Would you mind if I be the one to tell April?” 

 Koester exchanged a glance with Raiajh.  She nodded almost imperceptibly. 

 “Not at all, Mack.  Offer her my congratulations as well.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Stardate 65603.5 

USS Dauntless 

Six hours from docking at Starbase 719 

 

 Numerous Starfleet Marines of Special Contingent 41 were lined up in ranks along the port side of 

Shuttlebay 2 – also known as the Marine Hanger – aboard the Dauntless, including the contingent Acting-First 

Sergeant, Gunnery Sergeant Christopher Alan ‘Olly’ O’Laughlin.  The Gunny – as he was usually called – had 

served continuously under McIntyre for more than 14 years, and after all that time the two almost seemed as one 

consciousness, able to operate together as if reading each other’s minds.  Perhaps it was the fact both were refugees 

in time – the Gunny originally from the late-20
th

 century, McIntyre from the first decade of the 24
th

 century – that 

had brought them both so close together, or perhaps it was something more?  Either way, it was the Gunny that took 

the news of the Colonel’s impending departure the hardest, spending five days alone on the Marine holodeck and 

emerging battered and bruised and refusing to talk about what he had done or what he was feeling. 

 Opposite the Marines, lined up on the starboard side of the hanger, were several fleet officers – mainly the 

highest ranking officers present aboard the ships that had been to Panmunjom, but also numerous personnel and 

officers who considered both Lt Colonel McIntyre and Captain Mendez personal friends; among them Commander 

Setton To’Lock Arbelo, Lt Commander Amanda Windsor, Master Chief Pono R. Kyman, and Captain K’danz of the 

USS Bellerophon.  All present were wearing dress uniforms, the fleet members in whites, the Marines in dress blues. 

 “Detail, atten-SHUN!” yelled out Gunny O’Laughlin as Fleet Captain Koester appeared at the main door.  

The entire crew present snapped to attention, remaining that way as Koester and his yeoman walked in and took a 

position near the top of the Ace of Spades that was painted on the flight deck with the number 41 in the center, the 

emblem of the Dauntless’ air wing, the Black Aces.  The yeoman then handed a padd to the Fleet Captain, which he 

made a show of activating and reading for a moment. 

 “Captain April Mendez, Starfleet Marine Corps, front and center!” he finally called out. 

 Captain Mendez stepped out of ranks, walking forward until she reached the centerline of the hanger bay, 

then smartly turned face left and walked the several paces until she was directly in front of Koester only about a 

meter away.  Once in position, she assumed a stance at attention once more.  Koester then read aloud form the padd. 

 “To all who shall read these presents, greetings…” 

 “Greetings!” yelled back everyone in ranks. 



 “…Let it be known that April Mendez is hereby promoted to the rank of Major, Starfleet Marine Corps, 

effective immediately, and is hereby accorded all the rights and responsibilities accorded such rank.  Signed, 

Burwell ‘Bulldog’ Puller, General, Commandant – Starfleet Marine Corps.”  Koester then deactivated the padd, 

handing it back to his yeoman and accepting the new rank insignia from her.  He then stepped forward, removing the 

captain’s insignia from the collar of her dress blue uniform and promptly replaced it with the insignia of a major.  

He then offered his hand as he said, “Congratulations, Major Mendez.” 

 “Thank you, sir,” Mendez replied, unable to keep the wide smile from her lips. 

 Koester now looked over toward McIntyre, who stood in the ranks of Marines on the port side.  “The 

ceremony is all yours, Lt Colonel.” 

 “Thank you, sir,” McIntyre replied.  He then nodded to O’Laughlin next to him.  As Koester and his 

yeoman walked over to join the ranks of fleet members, McIntyre and O’Laughlin took their places in front of 

Mendez.  Ceremoniously, McIntyre reached out for another padd that O’Laughlin was carrying.  O’Laughlin 

activated and then smartly passed the device, which McIntyre then started reading from. 

 “Starfleet Marine Corps Special Contingent 41 currently consists of the following assets: VFMA-41 – the 

Black Aces – consisting of four Hornet-class space superiority fighters, two Peregrine-class fighter/bombers, two 

Higgins-class landing craft, and support staff, all currently embarked as the air wing aboard USS Dauntless NCC-

75310; Rifle Company 41, consisting of three rifle platoons, one weapons platoon, five hospital corpsmen, an 

administrative clerk, a police sergeant, a training NCO, an acting-company Gunnery Sergeant, and an acting-First 

Sergeant, currently embarked as the security and tactical divisions aboard USS Dauntless.” 

 McIntyre passed the padd to Mendez, who ceremoniously reviewed the document.  She then looked at her 

superior officer and stated, “I understand and accept this declaration.  I am ready to relieve you as commanding 

officer of Special Contingent 41.” 

 “I am ready to be relieved,” McIntyre stated back. 

 “I relieve you,” Mendez said. 

 “I stand relieved,” McIntyre replied.  He then looked upward as he said, “Computer, transfer all access and 

command codes regarding Starfleet Marine Corps Special Contingent 41 to Major April Mendez, authorization 

McIntyre-One-One-Niner-Alpha-Echo.” 

 The starship’s computer beeped acknowledgement, then stated, “All access and command codes have been 

transferred to Major April Mendez, SFMC.” 

 “Major,” the Lt Colonel said quietly.  About… face!” 

 Mendez spun on the ball of her left foot, turning to face toward the aft hanger doors.  McIntyre then said, 

loudly enough to be heard throughout the hanger, “Ladies, gentlemen, and fellow Marines.  May I proudly present 

the new commanding officer of Special Contingent 41.”  Everyone gathered in the hanger bay burst into applause, 

causing the newly appointed Major to blush, her normally light-tan skin looking like a severe sunburn. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Several days later, the fleet elements that had traveled to Panmunjom were back at Starbase 719.  Due to 

the severe damage caused by the war with the Kairn, still under repair, most of the ships remained outside of 

spacedock. 

 Aboard the space station, in Ops, another ceremony had been organized.  This time the participants were 

wearing their normal duty uniforms instead of dress uniforms.  As Fleet Captain Koester, his wife Commander 

Michelle Petersen, Lt Commander B’Elanna Torres, Commander Konstantin Harkonnen and his wife Captain 

Cathryn Pearson watched, Rear Admiral Val’ri Raiajh read from a small padd as Lt Colonel Sean McIntyre stood at 

attention in front of her. 

 “To all who shall read these presents, greetings…” 

 “Greetings!” shouted Koester, who blushed furiously as he realized no one else in Ops had shouted back 

the phrase like the crew of the Dauntless traditionally did.  Raiajh glanced over at the Fleet Captain with an 

expression that was partly amusement, partly annoyance before continuing. 



 “…Let it be known that Sean Elliott McIntyre – having my full faith and allegiance – is hereby promoted to 

the rank of Colonel, Starfleet Marine Corps, effective stardate 65614.5 and is hereby accorded all the rights, 

privileges, and responsibilities accorded such rank.  Signed, Burwell ‘Bulldog’ Puller, General, Commandant – 

Starfleet Marine Corps.”  Raiajh then handed the padd to her aide, Lt Commander Quintero, while accepting a 

metallic insignia from the woman.  She stepped closer to McIntyre, removing the Marine officer’s lieutenant colonel 

insignia from the chest of his green-shouldered uniform and replaced it with the new insignia of a full colonel.  Once 

finished, Raiajh took half a step backward, then said, “As Typhon Sector Coordinator, I hereby appoint you to the 

position of Batallion Commander for the Fifth Fleet Area of Responsibility as well as Commanding Officer of the 

Marine Corps Contingent assigned to Starbase 719.”  The admiral then extended her hand to the human man.  

“Congratulations, Colonel,” she offered as McIntyre shook her hand.  “I think this is going to be the start of a good 

relationship.” 

 “Thank you, Admiral,” McIntyre replied.  “I sincerely hope you’re right.” 

 

The End 

 


