
Author’s note: This story takes place in mid-2390, approximately six months after Commander Kyler Saya was 

transferred to the USS Dauntless as Chief of Security. 

 

 The door to the security chief’s quarters in the Marine barracks section opened and Commander Kyler Saya 

entered, leaning back on the swiftly closed doors, one hand covering her eyes, the other pounding the door behind 

her in frustration.  Kainan, Kyler’s Great Dane, raised his head off the deck from where he had been laying under 

the security chief’s desk and looked at his mistress quizzically for a moment before laying his head back down 

again.  After a brief moment, the Bajoran/El-Aurian woman took a deep breath, trying to release the tension 

gathering in her chest.  Finally, she moved over to the computer terminal on her desk, careful to put her feet on each 

side of her dog’s large body, and sat down in the chair. 

 “Computer, open new correspondence file,” she ordered. 

 “File open,” the computer’s feminine voice replied.  Kyler started dictating her letter... 

 

 

To: Commanding Officer, Federation starship USS Dauntless NCC-75310 

From: Kyler Saya, Chief of Security 

RE: Fleet Security in charge of SFMC Special Contingent 41 

 

Fleet Captain Koester; 

 

Six months ago I was transferred to the starship Dauntless as part of what you termed an 

experiment in cross-departmental training, the goal of which was to see if a Starfleet trained 

security officer could successfully take command of and oversee a company of Starfleet Marines 

serving as the security and tactical department aboard a Federation starship, while at the same 

time a Starfleet Marine officer would be placed in charge of a regular fleet security division for the 

same purpose aboard the USS Sarek NCC-72075. 

 

After six months working with the members of Special Contingent 41, I have come to the 

conclusion this experiment is a failure.  While I am honored by the request to serve aboard the 

Federation Fifth Fleet Flagship in this capacity, and have generally enjoyed my time aboard the 

USS Dauntless, I have come to the conclusion that fleet security and Marine troop training and 

regulations differ too greatly to allow the kind of interaction necessary for the smooth operation of 

a starship security department.  I feel my continued service as Chief of Security, Federation 

starship USS Dauntless NCC-75310 would be detrimental to command function and a continued 

drain on the morale of the members of Starfleet Marine Corps Special Contingent 41.  I therefore 

tender my resignation as USS Dauntless Chief of Security and request reassignment back to the 

USS Sarek at the earliest convenient opportunity. 

 

Respectfully submitted, 

Commander Kyler Saya 
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24 Hours Earlier... 

 

 The squad was gathered in a small clearing in the jungle, hidden behind several large granite boulders.  

Commander Kyler Saya and her acting first sergeant - Gunnery Sergeant Christopher ‘Olly’ O’Laughlin - their 

backs firmly against the rock, studied a map displayed on the screen of a small padd showing their location in 

relation to a nearby three story fortification. 

 “The latest intel we had prior to deploying placed the hostages in the courtyard of this structure,” Kyler 

said, pointing out the fortress-like edifice on the screen. 

 “That intel is more than six hours old, Commander, ma’am,” the Gunny remarked around the unlit but 

well-chewed 400 year old cigar clamped between his teeth.  “And with the dampers they got positioned around the 

outer walls of their stronghold, our scans are blocked.  They coulda moved those hostages to a new location and we 

have no way of knowing where!” 

 “We may have to do this the old-fashioned way, Gunny,” Kyler remarked.  She gathered several members 

of Alpha Squad together and started outlining her plan.  “Gunny, send Corporal Glor and Private Bucanan around 

this gully here and into position facing the fort’s main entrance, where they can also monitor the right flank.”  She 

pointed on the display to where she wanted the two Starfleet Marines positioned.  “You stay here with Private 

Forgrave and cover the left flank and rear of the structure.  I’ll take Sergeant Scofield with me and move in under 

the jungle canopy here where it’s thickest...”  She pointed along a path where the flora was most dense, the least 

likely place any observers in the fortress might spot her as she moved closer.  “Once we’re inside the outer edge of 

the dampening field, perhaps we can make a quick successful scan with a tricorder and learn what we need to know.  

If the tricorder still won’t work, the two of us will attempt to infiltrate the structure and get a better idea of its layout 

and where the hostages may be located.” 

 “Sounds risky,” O’Laughlin remarked. 

 “What choice do we have at this point?” Kyler asked.  “They stated they would start executing the hostages 

at 1600 hours local time.  That gives us less than an hour to make our assault, and I don’t want to go in blind!  I’m 

not losing anyone today!” 

 “You’re the Boss, ma’am,” O’Laughlin said before deploying Glor and Bucanan in a circuitous route to 

position themselves where they were directed near the front of the structure. 

 “Glor and Bucanan report they are in position,” the Gunny informed a few moments later. 

 “Very well,” Kyler said before looking at Sgt Scofield.  “Ready, Sergeant?” 

 “Ready, willing, and able,” Scofield replied. 

 “Good.  Let’s move out.”  She looked at O’Laughlin as the pair started around the boulder and into the 

thickest part of the jungle.  “Gunny, cover us!” 

 “Aye, Ma’am?” O’Laughlin replied, looking slightly confused by the order, since it had not been covered 

in the briefing.  Then, as Kyler and Scofield moved into the jungle toward the fortress, O’Laughlin stood up behind 

the boulder, aiming his compression rifle Betty at the stone structure, and shouted, “MARINES!  COVERING 

FIRE!” 



 Kyler’s eyes went wide as she heard the order shouted out.  She was about to turn around and ask 

O’Laughlin what in the Prophet’s names he was doing when the jungle erupted in phaser fire, striking the stone 

facades of the fortress, mainly aimed at the roof and around the several visible windows where sentries might be 

stationed. 

 In almost no time at all, disruptor fire broke out from the fortress, striking the jungle canopy and the ground 

around the Marine squad.  Chipped pieces of stone flew through the air as branches and large palm-like leaves - 

some smoking or aflame - started dropping on Kyler and Scofield, and the pair quickly rushed back toward the 

relative safety of the boulder they had just left. 

 “Enemy forces are emerging from the fortress,” Bucanan called out over the combadges of the entire squad.  

“At least twenty soldiers moving in your direction!” 

 O’Laughlin surveyed his position, realizing how easily it could be flanked.  He looked at Kyler - whose 

expression was a combination of shock and outrage - and said, “We’re gonna have a hard time holding on to this 

position.  Recommend we relocate one klick west and regroup.” 

 “Why?!” Kyler said even as the enemy soldiers could be seen moving between the jungle growth in her 

squad’s direction. 

 “I would think it pretty obvious, Commander, ma’am,” the Gunny replied.  “This position was all well and 

good when the enemy didn’t know we were here, but cannot be easily defended at present.  We need to reach high 

ground...” 

 “Computer,” Kyler called out, the anger in her voice apparent.  “End program!” 

 The jungle scenery around the squad faded away, leaving the six squad members standing or kneeling in 

various places around the holodeck grid. 

 “Why would you open fire like that?!?” Kyler shouted, confronting O’Laughlin.  The Marine gunnery 

sergeant appeared surprised by the question.  “I told you we had to sneak in and not be seen!  I told you the lives of 

the hostages depended on us obtaining the intel we sought and putting it to good use!  I told you...” 

 “...To cover you,” O’Laughlin interrupted.  “I was kinda wondering why you would do that myself, but it 

WAS your order.” 

 “Exactly!” Kyler agreed, not exactly sure why she was agreeing. 

 “You do realize what covering fire is, don’t you, ma’am?” 

 Kyler paused for a moment, looking at the Gunny with a curious expression. 

 “When I order you to cover me, I expect you and the rest of the squad to maintain a proper watch and warn 

me of any danger that I myself do not see and – only if absolutely necessary - eliminate that danger!” 

 “No, ma’am,” O’Laughlin replied as the rest of the Marines gathered around.  “When you order me to 

cover you, the squad and I provide suppressing fire with the intent of preventing the enemy from establishing and 

maintaining an offensive position from which to counterattack.” 

 Kyler was speechless.  Her mouth hung open as various thoughts jumbled around in her head.  When she 

finally found her voice, her thoughts were still a jumble. 

 “I...  But...  When I...  You...” 

 The Marines all stared at their commanding officer, Corporal Glor and Sergeant Scofield almost smirking 

to one another.  Finally Kyler had had enough. 

 “Debrief in half an hour,” she said with an angry voice.  “Gunny, my office, NOW!  Computer, exit!” 

 “Ma’am, yes, ma’am,” O’Laughlin replied, winking at Corporal Glor before following Kyler out the 

holodeck door. 

 A minute later, O’Laughlin was standing at attention in Commander Kyler’s office.  Kyler herself was 

pacing back and forth on the deck in front of him. 

 “This isn’t the first time, Gunny,” she said.  “Not the first time one of my perfectly clear orders was 

misinterpreted by you or one of your Marines.  Not the first time I’ve seen your Marines snicker at me when 

something goes wrong.  Not the first time a training session has turned into a complete comedy of errors because the 

meaning of a single word differs between those of us wearing the Fleet uniform and those of you wearing Marine 

camo!” 



 “Commander, ma’am, it’s not as bad as you think,” O’Laughlin tried to assure his superior officer.  “Sure, 

we mess around a little during these holodeck simulations, but we’ve never screwed up a real op!  Sometimes we 

need to blow off a little steam, and these simulations you set up get a little too uptight.  Maybe if you toned things 

down a little...?” 

 “Gunnery Sergeant O’Laughlin, none of what you just said fills me with any great sense of comfort,” Kyler 

rebuked.  “I schedule these holodeck training sessions precisely because the training you and your Marines have 

undergone was so completely different than my own experience.  We need to find out where the deficiencies exist 

and overcome them, not turn them into jokes at my expense!” 

 Kyler stopped pacing and turned away from O’Laughlin.  After a moment, the commander let out a deep, 

long breath.  She finally turned to face her subordinate again. 

 “Gunny, it’s not your fault,” she conceded.  “Putting me in charge of a company of Starfleet Marines was 

meant to be an experiment.  Perhaps it is time to face the fact that our methods are too different to ever be able to 

work together efficiently.”  Kyler took another deep breath and remarked, “I can only wonder how things are going 

aboard the Sarek with Major Mendez?” 

 “I’m sure the Major is workin’ out fine,” O’Laughlin assured.  “She’s a Marine.  We can adapt better’n the 

Borg.” 

 “Really?” Kyler responded with disdain.  “Would be nice to see some of that adaptation here.”  Finally she 

walked around her desk and, grabbing a padd and activating it, added, “Simulation debrief in twenty minutes.  

Dismissed, Gunny.” 

 O’Laughlin looked like he was about to say something when Kyler glanced back up at him and repeated, “I 

said dismissed!” 

 “Aye, ma’am,” O’Laughlin replied before turning, his head lowered, and exiting Kyler’s office to rejoin his 

Marines. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Fleet Captain Peter J. Koester - commanding officer of the starship Dauntless - was sitting behind his desk 

in the ready room, reviewing status reports displayed on a padd in one of his hands while he sipped a cup of coffee 

from the other.  His attention was distracted by the sound of the door chime. 

 “Come,” he stated. 

 The door leading to the bridge swished open and Commander Kyler Saya entered, followed closely behind 

by Kainan, who immediately sat back on his haunches as soon as his mistress stopped in the center of the room. 

 “What can I do for you, Commander?” Koester asked as Kyler stepped closer to the desk, remaining at 

attention, which raised red flags for Koester.  In the time since reporting aboard the Dauntless, the captain had 

noticed Kyler generally displayed a more relaxed attitude unless the situation required a degree of formality.  It did 

not take the latent empathic skills he had inherited from his mother’s side of the family to determine his security 

chief was upset over something. 

 “Fleet Captain, I just want you to know I was honored to be asked to transfer here to the fleet flagship as 

your chief of security,” Kyler started.  “But recent events have made me realize the experiment you were conducting 

is a failure.” 

 “What do you mean, Saya?” Koester asked after gesturing for her to sit down in one of the chairs across 

from him. 

 “You and Captain Parker wanted to see if it would be possible for a Fleet officer like myself to integrate 

into a company of Starfleet Marine successfully, while Major Mendez would be placed in charge of the security 

department aboard the Sarek,” Kyler explained, prompting Koester to half-nod.  “I hate to admit it, but it’s clear to 

me not that it’s just not working.  Nothing I do seems to get through to those Jarheads!  I try and treat them fairly, 

they walk all over me!  I get tough, they seem to enjoy it all the more and just get rowdier!  I try to implement new 

policies and they either change them back within days without my authorization or ignore me completely!” 

 Now a look of real confusion overcame Koester’s expression. 



 “I’ve actually just been reviewing some of the latest departmental status reports, and there is nothing here 

indicating a problem with Sec-Tac,” he said.  “The most recent combat operations have been very successful.  We 

haven’t lost a single Marine in the time you’ve been aboard the Dauntless.” 

 “That just underlines my point, sir,” Kyler stated.  “The Gunny and his men would never do anything to 

deliberately endanger the ship or crew.  But when it comes to my authority, they seem to have a grudge against me 

personally.  I believe it’s because I wear the uniform of a fleet security officer.” 

 “Have you considered changing your uniform color?” Koester asked jokingly. 

 “Fleet Captain, I have not undergone the rigorous training the Starfleet Marine Corps is famous for, and I 

would never wear an accolade I have not earned!” Kyler said angrily. 

 Koester raised his hands in mock-surrender and said, “I was just joking, Saya.  Calm down.” 

 Kyler took another deep breath before saying, “My point is, I do not think fleet security and Marines can 

work as an integrated department like you and Captain Parker had hoped.”  She placed the padd she was carrying on 

Koester’s desk and slid it toward him. 

 “What’s this?” Koester asked, suspecting he knew. 

 “My resignation as chief of security aboard the Dauntless, sir.  If possible, I would like to go back to the 

Sarek.” 

 “Saya, if you look back into the history of this very starship, you will find that during my first tour in 

command we had both fleet and Marines operating side by side as security and tactical departments, and there was 

never any conflict between the two,” Koester explained.  “...Except maybe that time Fishboy tried to show Gunny 

O’Laughlin how the weapons control system worked,” he added with a faraway look in his blue eyes.  He then 

snapped back to the present and continued, “I think what you’re experiencing here is a combination of growing 

pains - there is bound to be some friction between a security officer like yourself trained in fleet security and a 

company of Starfleet Marines - and Contingent 41’s tendency to joke around with each other.  After all, when you 

came aboard, you were a stranger on their ‘turf.’” 

 “I understood that there would be a period of adjustment when I was placed in charge of a Marine Special 

Contingent, but I think this has gone past that stage.  It’s practically full-out insubordination,” Kyler explained.  

“And since I was the ‘new guy’ stepping into the Marine’s ‘turf’ - as you put it - I didn’t want to drop the hammer 

too hard.  I’ve deliberately avoided writing up formal counseling in regards to what has been going on, but I just 

don’t see it working out anytime soon.” 

 Koester activated Kyler’s padd and looked at the file displayed there. 

 “I’m going to need to make some inquiries,” he said.  “Under the circumstances, there is no way I can 

guarantee a transfer back to the Sarek for you.  Heck, I can’t even guarantee you’d be able to stay in the Fifth Fleet!  

After all, every starship assigned to the AOR already has an assigned chief of security.” 

 “I understand,” Kyler responded.  “Just to be clear, I would even be willing to accept a demotion back to 

assistant security chief if it was required.” 

 “Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that,” Koester remarked, deactivating the padd.  He then looked up at Kyler 

and said, “I implore you to give Gunny and his men another chance.  In the meantime, I’ll send out a few 

communiqués.” 

 “Thank you, sir.” 

 Koester sighed, then said, “If that’s all for now, you’re dismissed.” 

 Kyler nodded, then turned and left the ready room, Kainan following close behind as usual.  Koester stared 

at the closed door and said to himself, “The one thing I can guarantee is Major Mendez isn’t going to want a transfer 

back here.  If I can’t get Saya to want to stay, what the hell am I going to do?” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Fleet Captain Koester was nearing the end of his customary end-of-tour walk-through of the Dauntless 

when he entered the Marine Barracks at the aft end of the secondary hull.  His earlier meeting with Commander 

Kyler was still weighing heavily on his mind as he found himself standing in front of the door to the ‘WRecK 



Room,’ the lounge dedicated solely for the relaxation of the embarked Marine special contingent.  He entered the 

lounge to find, as was typical for that time of the evening, a game of cards going on at the table in the center of the 

room.  Sitting around the table were Marine Captain Jeong-Hwan, 1
st
 Lieutenant Cron, Gunnery Sergeant 

O’Laughlin, and several other enlisted Marines. 

 “Can we deal you in, Captain?” Jeong-Hwan asked as one poker hand was finished and Corporal Glor 

gathered the pile of chips from the pot in front of himself and started separating them into stacks of specific colors. 

 “Sure, it might take my mind off of things,” Koester replied as he dragged a chair over from nearby and sat 

down between the Cron and the Gunny.  He held up his hand, declining to accept the deal as each of the other 

players donated a small assortment of chips to him and Private Forgrave started passing out cards. 

 “What’s troubling you, Skipper?” Jeong-Hwan asked as everyone tossed a chip into the pot for ante. 

 “If you don’t mind my asking,” Koester said to the captain as the players looked at their hands and moved 

individual cards back and forth matching up numbers and suits, “what’s the story between your Marines and 

Commander Kyler?” 

 O’Laughlin and Corporal Glor shared a grin as the Denebian Marine officer asked, “What do you mean, 

sir?” 

 “I mean, is there some sort of conflict going on between you all?” Koester tried to clarify without making 

accusations.  “Perhaps you don’t feel she’s qualified to lead a company of Starfleet Marines?” 

 “We’re just breakin’ her in, Cap’n, sir,” O’Laughlin remarked, a smile around his 400 year old, un-lit cigar.  

“After all, she has the unfortunate disadvantage of being a Fleet security officer and all that implies.”  The Gunny 

looked at his fellow Marines and added, “Now if she’d trained on the Island like the rest of us...” 

 “Just some friendly inter-service rivalry, Captain,” Jeong-Hwan added.  “It’s a little bit of an unusual 

circumstance you’ve put us all in.  Marines and Fleet often work side by side, but this is the first time any of us have 

heard of where the two departments have been integrated as such.  So we like to remind the Commander from time 

to time that she isn’t a Marine, just like she reminds us our training was geared more toward combat, ground assault, 

and occupation than simply acting as the security force for a single starship that - with notable exceptions - is not 

normally involved in day to day combat operations.” 

 “Not that we’re any slouches in basic security neither!” O’Laughlin clarified.  The Gunny’s expression then 

turned serious as he asked, “Why is it you’re asking, Cap’n, sir?” 

 “Well, I was just approached by Commander Kyler a short time ago,” Koester explained.  “She’s been 

aboard the Dauntless as our chief of security for six months now.  She expressed to me her opinion that our 

experiment of placing a company of Starfleet Marines under the command of a Fleet security officer is not going as 

well as hoped, and that the behavior of the members of Special Contingent 41 borders on that of insubordination.  

She does not feel respected or competent in this assignment, and she has requested a transfer off the ship.”  Looks of 

shock and surprise appeared on the faces of the Marines sitting around the table. 

 “We were only playin’ around with her!” O’Laughlin remarked.  “Lettin’ her know we considered her just 

one o’ the guys.” 

 “Well, I don’t think she receive that particular message, Gunny,” Koester remarked. 

 “We don’t want her to leave!” Sgt Scofield said, almost whining.  “Commander Kyler is almost as good a 

company commander as Colonel McIntyre used to be when he was here!” 

 “Captain, if I spoke to her, explained what has been going on, do you think Commander Kyler would 

change her mind and stay aboard the Dauntless with Contingent 41?” Jeong-Hwan asked. 

 “I don’t know, Captain,” Koester replied.  “She seemed pretty adamant.  But you have my permission to 

try.  But keep in mind, by regulation, I need to transmit her transfer request within 48 hours of receiving it.  And if I 

lose her, I have no one who can step in and take command of Contingent 41 or the security division.” 

 “Don’t worry, Cap’n, sir,” remarked O’Laughlin as he shared a look of determination with his fellow 

Marines.  “We’ll talk her into stayin’.” 

 

* * * * 

 



 The next morning, Kyler was sitting behind the desk in her office, her Great Dane Kainan laying under the 

desk at her feet and taking up quite a bit of space as usual, as she reviewed some ‘paperwork’ on her desktop 

monitor.  Knowing she would be leaving the Dauntless eventually - more likely sooner than later - she wanted to 

make sure there was nothing that would require her attention left outstanding.  Likewise, she was compiling a list of 

items that she would need to review with whoever relieved her in command of Contingent 41 - from minor repair 

issues regarding the contingent’s Hornet and Peregrine fighters, to qualification statuses of the Marines assigned to 

the contingent, to duty rosters. 

 She was distracted when Kainan suddenly raised his massive head and looked toward the office door a 

moment before the chime sounded.  Not interested in further distraction and having planned to interact as little as 

possible with the Marines prior to her departure from the starship, Kyler sighed softly before saying, “Come.”  The 

door swished open to admit Captain Jeong-Hwan.  The Marine officer stepped forward until he was only a meter 

away from the commander’s desk and snapped to attention. 

 “Yes, Captain?” Kyler asked. 

 “Commander, your presence is requested in the training holodeck,” Jeong-Hwan responded. 

 “Is this something that can go on without me?” Kyler asked in return.  “I have a lot of work I need to get 

done, and I really haven’t the time.” 

 “Actually, ma’am, it’s quite important that you attend this simulation,” the Denebian insisted. 

 Kyler glanced at her monitor screen, the Bajoran wrinkles on the bridge of her nose crinkling even further 

as she said, “I didn’t schedule or approve any sort of simulation for today.” 

 “This is specialized training,” Jeong-Hwan replied as Kyler got up from her seat and reluctantly started to 

follow him back out into the corridor.  Kainan started to get up to follow his mistress until she turned and signaled 

with one finger.  Reluctantly, the Dane lay back down on the deck. 

 “This isn’t the annual sexual harassment training again, is it?  I thought we just completed that a couple of 

months ago,” she said as the pair walked down the corridor. 

 “No, ma’am,” Jeong-Hwan assured.  “Gunnery Sergeant O’Laughlin is the only member of the contingent 

that has to re-take that training because he failed the written exam.” 

 The pair continued down the corridor until they reached the maroon door of the Marine Corps training 

holodeck.  The doors parted at their approach and, as Kyler stepped inside, a voice yelled out, “Attention on 

DECK!”  Two dozen men and women wearing battle dress uniforms snapped to their feet surrounding Kyler and 

Jeong-Hwan.  Kyler quickly realized those present in the holodeck were every officer and non-commissioned officer 

assigned to SFMC Special Contingent 41.  The scene they were standing in was not what Kyler would have 

expected for a training session.  Everyone was standing inside what appeared to be a modern, open-bay style 

barracks building similar to those found in many of the Starfleet enlisted recruit training centers on Earth and other 

major Federation planets.  Duel-level bunk beds lined each outer wall with paired stand-up lockers in between every 

other set of bunks.  The beds were all neatly made, their covers so tight you could have bounced a strip of latinum 

off them. 

 “As you all were,” Kyler ordered, and most of the personnel present sat back down on the folding chairs 

that had been set up in the center aisle of the room.  “What’s going on here?” 

 “The officers and sergeants have been discussing the issues we’ve experienced since you were assigned as 

our department head,” Jeong-Hwan explained.  “We’ve also come to realize that some of our attempts to ‘reach out’ 

to you may have been misinterpreted due to lack of familiarity with Marine Corps traditions and procedures.  We 

brainstormed for a bit and came to the conclusion it may help all of us if the officers and non-commissioned officers 

of Starfleet Marine Corps Special Contingent 41 underwent a ‘team bonding exercise’ much like the training that 

made us a cohesive unit to begin with.”  The Denebian officer looked at Kyler hopefully and asked, “Would you be 

willing to do that with us?” 

 Kyler was on the verge of saying she had experienced more than enough ‘bonding’ with the Marines, but 

something in the way the Denebian had worded his request made her relent. 

 “Okay.  I don’t see how it will make much difference, but I guess I can do this,” she responded. 



 “You’re going to have to be open-minded in order to learn what Marines go through in their training that 

makes them able to depend on one another without reservation,” Jeong-Hwan stated with a grin.  “Can you do that?”  

Kyler began to think perhaps she should change her mind and go back to her office to finish her work, but the part of 

her personality that refused to back down in the face of adversity made her press forward. 

 “Yes,” she replied simply. 

 As if awaiting that single word, everyone got to their feet - their chairs immediately fading from the 

program - as several of the officers and non-coms present except Kyler shuffled to cover a series of painted yellow 

footprints along one side of the room in front of the double bunks.  Once everyone was in position, only a single pair 

of yellow footprints was still visible. 

 “Awlright, MAGGOTS!” a voice shouted, startling Kyler for a second.  She looked over to see Gunnery 

Sergeant O’Laughlin - his 20th century US Marine Corps camouflage cover which he normally wore backward on 

his thinning blonde hair now replaced by the wide-brimmed campaign hat, often called a Smokey Bear, traditionally 

worn by Marine Drill Instructors.  He appeared to be about to talk until he noticed Kyler continuing to stand where 

she had entered the holodeck.  Glaring at her, he looked down at her feet, then glanced in the direction of the empty 

pair of footprints.  With a start, Kyler joined the line of Marine officers at the very end, standing at attention.  

O’Laughlin resumed pacing back and forth in front of those lined up on the footprints as he began to say in a loud 

and commanding voice, “My name is Gunnery Sergeant O’Laughlin, and for today I will be your senior drill 

instructor!  From now on you will speak only when spoken to, and the first and last words out of your mouths will 

be ‘sir.’  Do you understand that?” 

 “Sir, yes, sir,” came the unenthusiastic reply from everyone lined up on the footprints. 

 “I can’t HEAR you!” O’Laughlin said.  “Sound off like you’ve got a pair!” 

 “SIR, YES, SIR!” everyone shouted. 

 O’Laughlin paused in front of one of the other female officers along the line and practically shouted in her 

ear, “Why are YOU here?” 

 “Sir, to find a direction, sir,” 2
nd

 Lieutenant Sherman replied, almost meekly. 

 “A direction?  Are you lost?!?” O’Laughlin shouted, seemingly amazed. 

 “Sir…, I suffer from a sense of… disconnection,” Sherman replied apologetically. 

 “Answer the question!” 

 “Sir, yes I am, sir.” 

 “Well,” O’Laughlin said, getting squarely in Sherman’s face.  “Do I look like a road map to you?” 

 “Sir, NO, sir!” 

 O’Laughlin resumed his pacing as he said, “I AM a road map.  I will lead, and you will follow.  I will teach 

and you will learn.  When you leave my Island you will be weapons, focused, and full of purpose.  Hot rod rocket 

jocks of precision and strength tear-assing across the cosmos hunting for heaven!”  O’Laughlin then jumped directly 

into Jeon-Hwan’s face and shouted, “What’s your name?” 

 “Jeong-Hwan of Deneb V, Gunnery Sergeant!” the Denebian replied. 

 “Deneb V, eh?  Why don’t we just call you Slime Devil?” O’Laughlin shouted with a chuckle. 

 “Actually, Gunnery Sergeant, that IS my…” 

 “Did I hear a sound out of you, Slime Devil?” O’Laughlin said, cutting Jeong-Hwan off.  The Denebian 

tried to shake his head, but the Gunny simply shouted, “I did!  I DID hear a sound!  I bet it was your Marine Corps 

battle cry!  Let me hear your battle cry!” 

 Jeong-Hwan, unprepared, suddenly experienced a very dry mouth.  The sound that emerged from his lips 

was pitiful, like a teenage boy as his voice starts to change, the noise emerging sounding like he had stubbed his toe 

on the leg of a table.  “Ahhhhhhh!” 

 “I am NOT impressed!” O’Laughlin said.  “Sergeant, demonstrate a Marine Corps battle cry for this panty 

waste!” 

 Sergeant Scofield, who had been standing off to one side of the compartment, rushed over directly next to 

Jeong-Hwan’s ear and screamed, “HAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRR!!!!!”  After a moment, more in fear than 

anything, Jeong-Hwan joined Scofield’s scream. 



 “Still pathetic!” O’Laughlin remarked as he turned his attention away from the Denebian.  “In space, no 

one can hear you scream, unless it is the battle cry of the Starfleet Marines.” 

 O’Laughlin paused in his pacing once again, stopping directly in front of Commander Kyler at the end of 

the line.  She tried – with little success – to hide a smirk that had been growing on her lips since Jeong-Hwan’s 

pathetic attempt at a battle cry. 

 “Why did YOU join my precious Marine Corps?” O’Laughlin asked. 

 Kyler briefly considered honestly saying, ‘Because I had no choice.’  But she realized that perhaps the 

Marines were truly trying to help, letting her experience a taste of what all Marines went through in their training, so 

she said the next thing that came to mind aloud. 

 “Sir, to see if Fleet and Marine forces can work in harmony and to defend the Federation, sir!” 

 Sounding outraged, O’Laughlin asked, “To defend the Federation from WHAT?!  We have no enemies!  

Are you crazy?  I think you’ve made a horrible mistake!” 

 “Sir, no, sir!” 

 “Are you calling me a liar?” O’Laughlin asked with subdued rage. 

 “Sir, the best way to maintain peace is to maintain a good defense, SIR!” Kyler said, pulling her answer out 

of her backside as her brain scrambled to think of a response. 

 “Are you a politician?  Are you running for office?” 

 O’Laughlin’s rant was interrupted by the sound of subdued laughter from the man standing next to Kyler, 

the Tellarite Corporal Glor, who was evidently enjoying Kyler’s discomfort.  O’Laughlin’s attention was 

immediately transferred to the Tellarite. 

 “Do you think I’m funny?” 

 “Sir, no, sir,” Glor replied, still trying to hold back a chuckle. 

 “Do I amuse you?” 

 “Sir, no, sir!” the Tellarite repeated. 

 “Drop down and give me twenty five!” O’Laughlin ordered.  Reluctantly, the Tellarite complied, 

prompting another grin on Kyler’s face.  One that O’Laughlin could not help but notice.  “Well, I’m glad to see 

you’re having such a fun time!  You too!  On your face!  Twenty Five!” 

 Kyler appeared ready to protest for half a second before likewise bending down and assuming the push-up 

position.  As both she and Glor started performing push-ups, O’Laughlin watched with mild amusement as he 

started to count. 

 “One... Two... Three... Four... I... Love... The Marine... Corps...” 

 O’Laughlin then turned his attention back to Scofield and asked, “Sergeant, are all these worms present or 

accounted for?” 

 “Yes, Gunnery Sergeant,” came Scofield’s reply. 

 “Good!  Now the fun can begin!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Having spent the majority of the day undergoing an abbreviated experience of what Marine recruits and 

officer trainees undergo during their time at Parris Island – including an obstacle course, weapons training, basic 

combat operations, and language and terminology typical to the Marine Corps - Kyler eventually joined the 

members of Special Contingent 41 on the holodeck as it was reconfigured to appear as the hostage fortress scenario 

once again, just like it had days earlier.  Once again, Kyler, Jeong-Hwan, O’Laughlin, Sergeant Scofield, Corporal 

Glor, Private Bucanan, Private Forgrave, and several other Marines were hunkered behind the boulders overlooking 

a formidable fortress built within a clearing of a tropical jungle. 

 “Ship’s sensors unable to penetrate the structure or a radius of fifty meters in all directions,” reported 

Jeong-Hwan, his voice barely above a whisper. 

 “No readings by tricorder either,” Sergeant Scofield added.  “Tricorder doesn’t even register a structure 

existing there.  Just a wide blank area.” 



 “Gunny,” Kyler said to her acting first sergeant.  “Deploy Scofield and Bucanan to this hidden vantage 

point along the southeast corner of the fortress.”  She indicated the new position on a map displayed on her padd on 

the ground near their feet.  “Deploy Glor and zh’Sare up along the ridge behind the structure - they should be able to 

reconnoiter the fortress parapets from there and warn if any patrols are making rounds.  Then deploy Barick and 

Forgrave along the northeast vantage point here.  Once all the observation teams are in place, Lieutenant Jeong-

Hwan and I will covertly approach the structure.  Once we’re inside the radius of the dampening field, we’ll attempt 

to take readings of the structure with a tricorder and see if we can determine the current location of the hostages.  If 

we still can’t take readings, the Lieutenant and I will infiltrate the structure and perform reconnaissance.  Once we 

know where the hostages are located, we’ll call for beam-out.” 

 “Understood,” O’Laughlin said as he started deploying his Marines according to Kyler’s directions using 

silent hand signals.  Several minutes passed before he whispered to the commander, “All three observation teams 

report they are in place and have eyes on the target.” 

 “Very well,” Kyler remarked, looking at Jeong-Hwan.  “Ready, Slime Devil?” 

 The Denebian Marine started rummaging through his equipment pack, pulling out a device that looked like 

a small flashlight and handed it to Kyler.  “That’s an emergency signaling device.  I’ve been assured it can penetrate 

even the dampening field surrounding the objective.  If we can’t scan for the hostages from the outside, we can mark 

their location and activate the signal and the Dauntless will beam up all life-forms within a twenty meter radius.” 

 “Good back-up plan, Captain,” Kyler remarked.  “Let’s move out.”  She looked back at O’Laughlin once 

again and started to say, “Gunny, cover...”  Catching herself in time, she smiled slightly at the Marine and instead 

said, “Maintain a lookout.  Inform me by communicator if anyone spots an enemy sentry.” 

 “Good luck, Commander,” O’Laughlin responded with a nod, then took position against the rock he was 

hidden behind, his eye scanning the fortress through Betty’s targeting sight. 

 Kyler and Jeong-Hwan moved quietly and stealthily through the jungle underbrush until they reached the 

distance the lieutenant’s tricorder indicated was covered by the enemy dampening field.  “Keep your fingers 

crossed,” Kyler remarked as the pair stepped over the boundary and moved several more meters closer to the wall of 

the structure.  Pulling out her tricorder, Kyler scanned the fortress. 

 “Still no readings,” Kyler whispered, her face expressing her disappointment.  “It’s never easy, is it?” 

 The pair moved closer to the fortress wall and Jeong-Hwan activated his communicator. 

 “Slime Devil to Olly,” he said quietly.  “We need an unguarded line of entry into the...” 

 The Marine captain’s request was cut off by Corporal Glor breaking into the frequency, “Breaker - enemy 

sentry moving along the west side of the roof, nearly directly over your position, Commander!” 

 Both Kyler and Jeong-Hwan backed up as closely against the wall of the structure as they could, their 

phasers in hand and pointing almost straight up.  Kyler hoped the irregular foliage and battle dress uniforms she and 

the lieutenant were wearing would keep them hidden from any inattentive sentries. 

 Along the roof of the fortress structure, an armed alien lazily walked along the parapet.  He stopped directly 

above the silent and motionless Starfleet officers on the ground below and gazed off into the distance along the 

canopy of the jungle.  A movement attracted his attention and he raised his disruptor rifle to his shoulder. 

 Watching the sentry through Betty’s sight from his position behind the boulder, O’Laughlin started to 

squeeze his trigger. 

 A large black bird flew up out of the jungle canopy, circling twice over the spot where he had emerged 

before catching the breeze under his wings and soaring up and over the fortress.  The alien sentry lowered his 

weapon and resumed his half-hearted patrol along the structure’s roof.  Glor quietly reported, “Sentry now moving 

away to the north.” 

 “Olly, any access points we can utilize?” Jeong-Hwan immediately asked, continuing his interrupted 

question. 

 “Spotters,” O’Laughlin passed on.  “Report on potential entry points, favoring the west side of the 

structure.” 



 “This is team one,” Sgt Scofield replied.  “There is an open window on the south-facing wall of the 

structure, about three meters from the west side and two meters above the ground.  Have not seen any sentries in or 

around this window since securing this position.  It may be a separate room within the structure.” 

 Using hand signals she learned during her ‘day on the Island,’ Kyler ordered Jeong-Hwan to bring up the 

rear as she carefully made her way along the wall and around the corner.  The captain then - after confirming there 

was no one present just inside the window - hefted Kyler up and into the opening.  She then reached down and 

helped Jeong-Hwan to silently climb inside. 

 Once inside the fortress, Kyler’s tricorder started functioning almost normally.  The device was registering 

multiple humanoid life signs, but due to the effects of the dampening field, was still unable to indicate exact 

numbers, making it difficult to determine exactly where the hostages they sought were located.  Carefully the pair 

made their way out into the corridor and - avoiding several roving patrols - closed in on the most likely place. 

 “It looks like a medieval dungeon,” Jeong-Hwan remarked with a grin as they confirmed they had found 

the two dozen civilian hostages locked in cages in the fortress’ lowest level. 

 “Don’t look at me, I didn’t program it,” Kyler remarked.  “Getting them out of those cages is going to be 

the easy part.”  She glanced around at the thick stone making up the foundation of the fortress and calculated that - 

with the added burden of the dampening field - there was no way they were going to be able to beam twenty six 

people straight out.  “We need a distraction.  Something that will allow us to get these people up to ground level 

without getting caught before we activate the emergency signal.” 

 “I know just the thing,” Jeong-Hwan whispered as he activated his communicator.  “Slime Devil to Olly.  

We need a distraction in precisely thirty seconds.” 

 “Consider it done, Captain, sir,” came the hushed response. 

 Kyler and the lieutenant emerged from the shadows, signaling the hostages to remain quiet while they 

adjusted their hand phasers.  Precisely thirty seconds later, the sound of a photon grenade exploding against the 

heavy front door of the fortress caused alarms to sound throughout the structure.  Kyler could hear the alien sentries 

rushing to repel what seemed to be a frontal assault on their fortress as she and Jeong-Hwan turned their phasers on 

the cage locks, freeing all two dozen hostages.  Kyler then led the civilians up a set of stone stairs - Jeong-Hwan 

again bringing up the rear - until they were opposite a courtyard with a view of the front hall of the structure.  Kyler 

looked up to see clear sky overhead, and hoped the emergency beacon functioned as advertised.  She gathered 

everyone close together to make sure they remained within twenty meters of the Denebian Marine officer. 

 “Now, Captain!” she hissed.  Jeong-Hwan twisted the beacon, and it began emitting a high-pitched hum, 

loud enough that several of the alien sentries turned in curiosity to investigate.  When they realized their hostages 

were loose from their prison a shout went up and a number of them turned their disruptor rifles away from the 

attacking Marine squad outside and toward the hostages, but it was too late.  The annular confinement beams had 

already surrounded Kyler and the escapees.  They quickly faded in the transporter beams. 

 Outside the fortress, O’Laughlin was about to re-deploy his troops in an effort to regroup - the better to 

hold their position - when a voice said, “Computer, end program.”  The holodeck scenery faded away to reveal 

Kyler and the eight Marines standing on the gridded deck. 

 “And THAT is how it is done, Ladies and Gentlemen,” O’Laughlin remarked, pulling his 400 year old 

cigar out of the breast pocket of his BDU and sticking the well-chewed end into his mouth.  He looked with pride 

toward Commander Kyler. 

 “Congratulations, everyone,” Kyler said, truly pleased for the first time in weeks.  “The hostages were 

successfully rescued and everyone made it back to the ship with no casualties.  Well done!” 

 Captain Jeong-Hwan stepped closer to Kyler and remarked, “Can I assume you have a better understanding 

of the way Marines operate in a situation like the simulation?” 

 “Much better,” Kyler agreed with a nod.  “I think I also understand why you all have bonded the way you 

have, and perhaps…”  Kyler looked introspective for a moment before adding, “…And perhaps, I understand better 

why you all act the way you do.” 

 “Good,” O’Laughlin remarked with a grin around his cigar before looking at Jeong-Hwan.  “Request 

permission to resume the program, sir?” 



 “Granted,” Jeong-Hwan replied. 

 Kyler wondered for a moment why the Gunney had requested permission from the Denebian Marine officer 

and not herself before O’Laughlin loudly said, “Computer, resume program O’Laughlin One-Bravo.” 

 The holodeck reactivated, and the grid of holodiodes formed into the outdoor parade grinder of Parris 

Island Marine Corps Training Depot. 

 From a nearby building, the remainder of the enlisted members of Special Contingent 41 emerged, all 

heading toward where the small group was gathered near the main reviewing stand.  One of the Marines was holding 

Kainan’s leash, the Great Dane walking with what looked like pride toward his mistress.  Kyler was about to step 

toward her dog to give him a scratch behind the ears when a loud voice that could be heard across the entire grinder 

called out. 

 “Commander Kyler Saya, front and center!” Jeong-Hwan almost shouted as all the Marines gathered 

around.  A little surprised, but still willing to play along, Kyler turned back and stepped directly in front of Captain 

Jeong-Hwan, snapping to full attention. 

 “Commander, on behalf of all the officers and enlisted members of Starfleet Marine Corps Special 

Contingent 41, I am proud to present you with this token of our respect.” 

 Jeong-Hwan put out his hand, and Gunnery Sergeant O’Laughlin – once again wearing the campaign hat of 

a Drill Instructor – removed a small box from another BDU blouse pocket and handed it to the Denebian officer.  

Jeong-Hwan opened the box and removed a small object from inside before looking at Kyler. 

 “You earned this, Commander,” he said, holding up the shining decoration. 

 Kyler glanced down to see what it was Jeong-Hwan was holding.  She was mildly surprised to recognize 

the device as a small example of the Marine Corps Anchor, Globe, and Delta – the emblem of the Starfleet Marine 

Corps.  Jeong-Hwan then reached over, attaching the device to the left side collar of Kyler’s uniform.  He then took 

a single step back and, likewise at attention, saluted Kyler in the old fashioned way still sometimes used 

ceremoniously by the Marines.  O’Laughlin also snapped to attention and saluted his commanding officer.  Kyler 

proudly saluted back. 

 “Thank you,” she finally said as everyone around them began to applaud.  “For as long as I’ve been aboard 

the Dauntless, I’ve felt like an outsider around all of you.” 

 “That was never our intention, Commander, ma’am,” O’Laughlin replied.  “We just thought by pullin’ 

pranks on you it would make you feel more like one of us.” 

 “I lacked the background to arrive at that understanding, Gunny,” Kyler said.  “I think I have a much better 

understanding now.”  She reached up to her collar and touched the emblem attached there.  “So…?  Now what?” she 

asked. 

 “DOG PILE ON THE COMMANDER!” Jeong-Hwan shouted, and as if anticipating that very remark, ever 

member of Special Contingent 41 dashed over and jumped on top of Kyler.  Kainan quickly came to his mistress’ 

aid – pulling one Marine and then another off the pile by their arm or leg – and in spite of Kyler’s hand to hand 

skills, she was quickly overwhelmed, though laughing heartily as she was taken down.  Most of the Marines quickly 

stopped, figuring Kyler must have surrendered to their superior numbers.  It was exactly the reaction she was hoping 

for as she quickly turned the tables on her Marines. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The next afternoon, the door chime to the ready room sounded once again.  Fleet Captain Peter Koester 

paused the video he had been watching on his desktop monitor and responded, “Come.”  The door swished open and 

both Kyler and Kainan entered.  Koester could tell his security chief was much more relaxed than the last time they 

had met, in spite of the black eye she was now sporting and the pronounced limps both she and Kainan exhibited. 

 “A little worse for wear?” Koester asked with a slight grin. 

 “You should see the other guy,” Kyler remarked, returning the grin. 

 Koester gestured toward the new emblem on Kyler’s uniform collar and said, “I thought you said you 

would never wear an accolade you haven’t earned?” 



 “I assure you, Captain, I earned this emblem,” Kyler stated, unconsciously reaching up and feeling the 

Marine insignia.  “I’ve even got the scratch marks to prove it.  Want to see…?” 

 “That’s quite alright,” Koester said, holding up his hand as Kyler started to pull up the back of her uniform 

jacket.  “What can I do for you and Kainan today, Commander?” 

 Kyler placed the small padd she had been holding on Koester’s desk and pushed it toward him as she said, 

“I wish to withdraw my request for transfer, Captain.” 

 A look of shock appeared on Koester’s face as he picked up the padd. 

 “I wish you had said something sooner,” Koester said.  “It’s too late.  I just received the approval for your 

transfer from Starfleet Command about an hour ago.  They included your new orders.” 

 A look of disappointment suddenly appeared on Kyler’s face, and her sudden change in emotion was 

affecting her dog, who started to whine softly beside her legs.  “New orders?  To where?” she asked, not sure she 

really wanted to hear. 

 “I tried to pull some strings, but this was the best I could get given the circumstances,” Koester replied.  

“You have orders to a shipyard tow vessel called the USSNS Achomawi NCTF-148.  The good news is I managed to 

wrangle a security chief position for you.” 

 “And the bad…?” Kyler asked, dreading the response. 

 “The security department of the Achomawi consists of only three officers.  …Including yourself.” 

 “Oh…  Well, thank you, Captain.  I guess…  I guess I should start packing my stuff…?” Kyler said sadly 

as she started to turn around. 

 “Commander.” 

 Kyler turned around again, appearing to be trying to hold back tears.  “Yes, Captain?” 

 “I’m only joking.” 

 “Huh?”  Kyler was now very confused. 

 “I withdrew your request for transfer after joining the Marines for a game of cards after my tour of the ship 

last night,” Koester explained.  “They told me about your bonding activity, how it opened new doors of 

understanding between you and the contingent, and assured me you would be staying aboard the Dauntless.” 

 “Oh, they did, did they?” Kyler remarked, her look of sadness quickly being replaced by mild outrage.  

“Maybe you should tell me more about this tow ship?  The…  What was it?  Ocho Mahi?” 

 “Really?” Koester replied with a look of disbelief.  “Really, Commander?” 

 “Okay, fine.  I’ll stay.  But only because you asked nicely.  And because I don’t want Kainan to have to get 

used to all the new sights and smells of another brand new ship.  It took me weeks to get him house trained to only 

go on the holodeck when we transferred here you know.” 

 Koester stood up and offered his hand to his security chief.  “Welcome aboard the Dauntless, Commander.  

…Again.” 

 “Thank you, sir.  Glad to be here,” Kyler remarked, returning the handshake.  She then said, “Request 

permission to resume my duties?” 

 “By all means, Commander.  Dismissed.” 

 Kyler and Kainan headed toward the door.  The Bajoran/El-Aurian woman paused just before the door to 

the bridge opened and looked back at Koester.  “Thank you.” 

 “You’re welcome, Saya.  I didn’t want to lose you.” 

 With a new smile on her lips, Kyler exited the ready room, and Koester returned his attention to his video. 

 

The End 

 


