
 “Captain to the bridge!” 

 The ready room doors quickly parted as Captain Peter J. Koester, commanding officer of the starship 

Dauntless, rushed out onto the bridge. 

 “What is it, Mister Winters?” the young captain asked his Chief of Operations as he stepped up to the 

command seat, currently occupied by his First Officer, Commander K’danz. 

 “We’ve just received a distress call,” the officer at ops reported, adjusting his ever-present satchel on his 

left shoulder as he turned his seat to face the captain.  “The passenger ship SS Half Moon out of Andor.  The report 

is she struck a marker buoy while coming out of warp.  Last word is they were heading for an uncontrolled 

planetfall.”  This information got the attention of the entire bridge crew, but especially Dr Rasa Palin, the Chief 

Medical Officer, who was sitting in the seat normally used by Counselor Gera while he conversed with Commander 

K’danz. 

 “How many aboard?” the Bajoran doctor asked.  “Any word on number of casualties?” 

 “Registry for the Half Moon lists one thousand passengers plus crew.  No other word except the ship was 

going down on Oriaphus IV.” 

 “I’ll get sickbay ready,” Dr Rasa said as he stood and started moving toward the nearest turbolift. 

 “Oriaphus IV?  Why does that name sound so familiar to me, Exec?” 

 Koester looked at K’danz just in time to see her face turn deathly white.  Her eyes sprung wide open and 

she started shaking her head hysterically. 

 “No! No No No!  I’m not going back there!  I won’t go back there!” K’danz started pleading, near crazy 

with fright.  She started rising from the command chair, flailing her arms as she did.  Koester reached out, 

attempting to calm his first officer but was violently slapped away. 

 “No No No No No No…!” K’danz continued to shout, almost screaming, until the hiss of Dr Rasa’s 

hypospray against her neck took effect and the young woman slumped back into the chair, unconscious. 

 “What brought that on?” Dr Rasa wondered as he returned the hypo to his medikit. 

 “Captain, I’ve found the records for Oriaphus IV,” reported Lt Commander Winters from ops.  “It’s the 

planet we know better as Hammond’s World.” 
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 “I’m sorry,” K’danz said as she wiped away a sniffle with the back of her hand.  “I’m so embarrassed.  I 

must have sounded like a scared baby up on the bridge.” 

 K’danz sat on the edge of one of the biobeds in sickbay where Counselor Tanzia Gera patted her other hand 

reassuringly as Dr Rasa made one final scan of the first officer with his tricorder. 

 “Believe me, there’s nothing to be embarrassed about,” Counselor Gera assured K’danz.  “You must have 

had quite a scare.” 

 “Indeed,” agreed Rasa.  “What brought on that reaction?” 

 K’danz took a deep breath, as if trying to will herself the strength to tell her story.  On the verge of 

hyperventilating again, she finally told the two medical officers of her first visit to Oriaphus IV six years earlier.  

About how the planetoid had been developed by a company called JP InGeneering and populated with live, 

genetically engineered dinosaurs.  About how she and an away team had been tricked into beaming down to the 

planet’s surface by one of that company’s senior VP’s.  And mostly about how she had barely lived through the 



ordeal, chased for kilometers through the jungle by raptors and tyrannosaurs before being rescued at literally the last 

second by then-Commodore Koester and the Dauntless. 

 “Over two dozen people lost their lives that day, including three members of the Dauntless crew, all 

because some scientists and corporate executives wanted to play God,” K’danz concluded bitterly.  “It took me 

months to get over that mission.  For weeks I would wake up screaming in the middle of the night, sure I was being 

eaten alive!” 

 K’danz’s story was interrupted by the doors to sickbay swishing open and Captain Koester stepping in.  He 

looked at his first officer with concern. 

 “How is she, Doctor?” the captain asked. 

 “Minor bout of jangled nerves,” Rasa said disarmingly as he packed up and stowed away his medical tools.  

“She’ll recover.” 

 Koester nodded with a slight smile. 

 “We’re having a briefing in the observation lounge.  I need my first officer there.” 

 K’danz glanced at Dr Rasa, who nodded with a smile. 

 “She’s all yours, Captain” 

 Moments later, the two officers entered the main observation lounge behind the bridge.  Already gathered 

were Lt Commander Philip Winters, the Chief of Operations, Lt Jorruss, the Chief Science Officer, Major Sean 

Elliott McIntyre, Chief of Security and Commanding Officer of the embarked Marine Special Contingent, and Lt 

Dar, the starship’s half-Klingon Chief Engineer and K’danz’s husband.  He reached out, giving his wife’s hand a 

reassuring squeeze before they all took their seats around the conference table. 

 “Mister Winters, what’s our situation?” Koester asked, starting the briefing with a nod toward his Chief of 

Ops.  Winters, his ever-present satchel hanging from the back of his chair, activated one of the wall-mounted 

viewers and in his refined British accent began to explain. 

 “As you all already know, a short time ago we received a distress call from the passenger vessel SS Half 

Moon.  They reported losing control after colliding with a marker buoy.  A buoy, I believe, this very ship deployed 

six years ago to quarantine the planet Oriaphus IV, also known as Hammond’s World.”  The viewer displayed an 

image of the small class-M planet as seen from a distance.  “If the Half Moon actually collided at the coordinates 

they reported, it means at least one of the buoys we deployed somehow moved out of position in the last half-

decade.” 

 A red dot appeared and started to blink on the image of the planet’s surface. 

 “This spot indicates where the JP InGeneering corporate buildings were located during our first visit to 

Hammond’s World.”  A second dot, several hundred kilometers away from the first began to blink as well.  “The 

Half Moon crashed here, three hundred kilometers away from the corporate compound.”  With another tap of the 

padd in front of Winters, a blue gridded circle one hundred kilometers in diameter appeared over the Half Moon 

crash site. 

 “What’s that?” Major McIntyre asked, not sure he really wanted to know. 

 “That,” said Winters as he zoomed in on the image until the blue grid filled the viewer, “is an ionic shield.  

And Half Moon has crash landed on the surface at almost the dead center of it.” 

 “An ionic shield prevents transporters from beaming in or out of an area enclosed with such,” Lt Jorruss, 

the Deltan Chief Science Officer commented.  “Likewise, shuttlecraft will be unable to operate in the area due to the 

grid’s interference with their antigrav systems and impulse engines.” 

 “Why would there be an ionic shield still operating there?” K’danz demanded to know.  “JP InGeneering 

went out of business almost half a decade ago!” 

 “According to the records I managed to locate, that area contains what JPI referred to as ‘Site B,’” Winters 

replied.  “As near as I can figure from the information I’ve found, the corporate compound we visited our first time 

were meant to be the business offices, hotel and resort.  ‘Site A’ as it were.  Site B was their laboratory and 

hatchery.” 

 “Oh hell,” McIntyre muttered under his breath. 

 “Bridge to Captain,” said the voice of Commander Kevin Fry over the ship’s intercom.  Koester pressed the 

intercom pad on the tabletop. 

 “Go ahead, Mister Fry.” 

 “Captain, we’ve established contact with the Half Moon.  They report hundreds of injuries, many of them 

serious, but few casualties.  Current estimates number one thousand forty two survivors.” 

 “Good Lord!” Lt Dar commented as Fry continued his report. 

 “However, the Half Moon’s captain, Jonathan Ramsey, reports the wreckage has been surrounded by 

strange vicious animals, the likes of which he’s never seen before.  Some of the smaller ones have even managed to 



penetrate breeches in the hull, though the crew has managed to lock out those damaged compartments.  Captain 

Ramsey wants you to know they can’t hold out for very much longer.” 

 Koester looked over at his first officer, a look of growing fear already filling her eyes. 

 “Tell Captain Ramsey we’ll be there as soon as we can.  And notify Starfleet, we’ll need another starship 

here to assist in the evacuation.” 

 Koester closed the comm circuit, then said to K’danz, “I’m not going to ask you to lead this away team.  I 

know what you went through last time.” 

 K’danz smiled, almost warmly, and asked, “If I don’t go, who will?” 

 “I will,” Koester replied.  K’danz’s expression turned from warm to warning. 

 “You will not!  You’re the captain of this vessel.  Your place is on your ship.  I’ll go.  I’ll… work my way 

through it… somehow.” 

 Koester nodded grimly, then turned to Major McIntyre. 

 “She won’t be going alone, or unprepared like last time.  Major, two full platoons, armed to the teeth!  

You’ll fly a shuttle as close to the ionic shield as possible, march overland to the Site B complex, and shut off that 

shield.  The Dauntless’ transporters can take it from there.  I want no heroics.  I want everybody back alive!” 

 “Aye, sir,” McIntyre responded before tapping his combadge.  “McIntyre to O’Laughlin.  Assemble 

platoons one and two in shuttlebay two in fifteen minutes, full battle dress.” 

 “Aye, sir, Major, sir,” Gunny O’Laughlin replied before closing the circuit.  Immediately McIntyre and 

K’danz stood. 

 “Jorruss, you’re part of the away team too.  And Lt High can pilot the Scott down to the surface.  You can 

use the Scotty as an advanced scout.” 

 “Yes, sir,” K’danz, McIntyre and Jorruss all replied, then started toward the door until the captain grabbed 

K’danz’s arm as she moved past.  She looked down inquiringly at her commanding officer. 

 “…And Carrie,” Koester said.  “Good luck.  And be careful.” 

 K’danz nodded again, then headed toward the shuttlebay. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Respectfully request to be included on the away team,” Lt Dar asked very formally.  Commander K’danz 

looked at her husband, mouth slightly agape, nearly in shock. 

 “You must be kidding, right?” K’danz asked as she carried one last load of equipment into the cockpit of 

Shuttle 21, the Montgomery Scott. 

 “Do I look like I’m kidding?” Dar said, the anger starting to show on his half-Klingon features as he 

displayed the compression phaser rifle he carried.  “I’m not letting you go back down there alone, Carrie!” 

 K’danz gave a humorless laugh, then said, “I’m hardly alone, Dar.  I’ll have Lieutenants High and Jorruss 

with me, as well as twenty Marines and enough firepower to cause the next mass extinction!”  She walked over to 

her husband and encircled him in a tight hug.  “Besides, if anything were to happen to you, I would never forgive 

myself.” 

 Dar returned the affectionate hug, then said, “I’ll make a deal with you, Commander.  I’ll personally watch 

your back if you watch mine.” 

 K’danz sighed, her feelings a mixture of love and frustration at her thick-skulled husband.  Finally she 

relented. 

 “Okay, fine.  Deal.” 

 At that moment, Lt Alan High, engineer and pilot of the still experimental Argo-type shuttle walked up the 

ramp toward the cockpit. 

 “Alright, enough you two.  You can save it for when we get back.”  High started to slip into the pilot’s seat 

before looking back at the two senior officers and adding a quick, “…Sir!”  Dar and K’danz both chuckled as they 

stopped hugging, grabbed the last of Dar’s equipment, and boarded the Scott. 

 “Flight deck control, this is the Montgomery Scott requesting clearance to depart,” High said over the 

comlink once K’danz, Dar and Jorruss had taken their seats. 

 “Stand by, Scott,” the Dauntless’ deck officer replied a second later.  “Landing Craft Normandy, you are 

cleared to depart shuttlebay two.”  A moment later, the Marine landing craft flew smoothly out of the rear doors of 

the starship’s secondary hull, its cargo of Marines and equipment taking the lead toward the surface.  Seconds later, 

the Scott followed, headed toward the thick jungle and the dangers it hid below. 

* * * * 

 



 “Stay here with the Scott, and keep everything buttoned up!  You never know what’s around.” K’danz 

ordered Lt High as Dar drove the armed all-terrain vehicle the crew affectionately called Scotty down the shuttle’s 

cargo ramp and over to where the two platoons of Marines were assembled. 

 “Aye, sir.  I’ll be here when you get back,” the Lieutenant replied, then shut and locked the ramp door 

before settling into the cockpit with a technical journal and a cup of coffee. 

 The Scott and the Normandy had both landed in a clearing less than a kilometer from what sensors reported 

was a gap in the ionic shield.  Fortune had placed the gap at nearly the closest point to the wreckage of the Half 

Moon, but it was still going to be a forty kilometer trek through the jungle to reach the crash site. 

 “Note to self,” Dar said as K’danz climbed into the seat to his right and Jorruss, his bald head gleaming in 

the bright sunlight of this jungle world, climbed into the seat in back.  “Add a roof and side body panels to the Scotty 

as soon as we get back to the ship.  Preferably armored.”  K’danz looked at her husband with a half-smile, then 

turned toward Major McIntyre and his men. 

 “Ready when you are, Major.” 

 McIntyre climbed into the back of the Scotty, taking a standing position at the roll-bar mounted phaser 

cannon, then ordered, “Gunny, take 1
st
 platoon, Alpha squad on point.” 

 “Aye, sir.  ALPHA SQUAD, MOVE OUT!” 

 Cautiously, the four members of Alpha squad and Gunnery Sergeant O’Laughlin started moving into the 

jungle, weapons at the ready.  Slowly the ATV Scotty moved in behind them, followed by Bravo squad and 2
nd

 

platoon’s Charlie and Delta squads.  Forty uneventful minutes later they approached the shield gap the sensors had 

detected. 

 “It looks like a gate,” McIntyre said as he visually surveyed the stone and metal arch over which could be 

heard the crackling energy of the ionic shield.  Inside the arch was a gate secured by an electronic locking 

mechanism.  Through the gate could be seen a short tunnel with another locked gate at the far end. 

 “It looks like an airlock,” Jorruss commented.  “What are they trying to keep out?” 

 K’danz looked over her shoulder at the Deltan science officer and questioned, “Or keep in?” 

 “Gate’s locked, Major, sir,” O’Laughlin shouted over to the ATV after examining the arch. 

 “Unlock it, Gunny,” McIntyre ordered. 

 With a grin around his centuries-old cigar stub, O’Laughlin took a step back from the gate and gestured for 

the squad members to step aside, then raised his rifle. 

 “Fire in the hole!” 

 One quick shot and the locking device was turned to sparking slag.  With little effort, O’Laughlin pushed 

open the gate.  Seconds later the inner gate was likewise open and the away team passed through into the shielded 

zone. 

 “I estimate eight hours to the crash site at walking speed,” Jorruss said, looking around into the surrounding 

jungle nervously.  A few moments passed in silence with the exception of the Scotty’s engine, marching feet and the 

occasional birdsong.  K’danz started looking around, a puzzled expression on her face. 

 “What’s the matter, Carrie?” Dar asked as he too glanced nervously around the ATV. 

 “Something’s not right,” K’danz said, continuing to glance around, her expression nowhere near as fearful 

as her companions. 

 “What do you mean?” McIntyre asked, drawn into the conversation. 

 “It’s… too quiet…  In the wrong sort of way,” K’danz said. 

 “What do you mean, ‘wrong sort of way’?” Dar asked. 

 “Listen!  What do you hear?” 

 “Our platoons marching,” McIntyre said. 

 “The engine,” Dar added. 

 “Birds…,” Jorruss started to say before K’danz cut him off. 

 “Exactly!  Birds singing!  If we were being followed… tracked…  If there were any dinosaurs around at all, 

there would be no birds around!” 

 “You mean we’re safe?” Jorruss asked. 

 “Where could they all be?” McIntyre wondered, still looking around through the sights of the cannon. 

 “It’s obvious,” K’danz finally said at last.  “They’ve gone after larger prey.” 

 Dar finally caught onto what his wife was implying. 

 “The Half Moon,” he whispered. 

 

* * * * 

 



 On the bridge of the USS Dauntless, Captain Koester sat hunched forward in his command chair, hands 

clenched tight, staring intently at the image of Hammond’s World on the main viewscreen. 

 “Captain,” said Counselor Gera softly from where she stood just behind Koester’s left shoulder.  “It’s been 

two hours since your watch ended.  Why don’t you go relax?” 

 Koester glanced back at the counselor briefly, then returned his gaze back to the viewscreen. 

 “I won’t be able to relax until I know they’re all back safe,” he said over his shoulder. 

 

* * * * 

 

First Officer’s personal log, stardate 58370.5: 

It’s been six hours since we passed through the gate into ‘Site B’ and so far still no sign 

anywhere of dinosaurs, vicious or otherwise.  Could we be so lucky as to get through this, 

rescue the passengers and crew of the Half Moon, and get off this rock without anything 

attacking us?  I feel like I’m waiting for the other shoe to drop.  And I have to admit, my 

nerves are completely on edge. 

K’danz, out. 
 

 

 The large away team cleared the top of a rise and broke out into the warm sunshine.  After six hours in the 

stifling jungle cover, the warm breeze felt good on everyone’s face. 

 In the time since passing through the gate, both Dar and McIntyre had decided to spend part of the journey 

walking; McIntyre leading his troops, compression rifle in hand while Gunnery Sergeant O’Laughlin took his place 

at the ATV’s mounted phaser cannon, and Dar marching alongside the Scotty.  A young Marine corporal whose 

name K’danz did not know now drove the armed ground vehicle. 

 “Contingent, halt!” 

 McIntyre held his hand aloft, bringing the two platoons of Marines and the ATV to a standstill.  All 

overlooked a broad valley, mostly devoid of trees, but filled with milling herds of animals. 

 “Hold your fire!” the Major hissed as a number of Marines lifted their rifles to their shoulders and started to 

take aim.  “These are herbivores!  They won’t hurt us!” 

 In the valley below, several distinct herds of triceratops, stegosaurs and apatosaurs grazed peacefully on the 

grass and trees.  Occasionally one would glance lazily up toward the strange visitors, but on the whole ignored the 

away team. 

 After a moment’s tension, most of the Marines started to relax, a few even pointing in amazement at the 

huge animals that lumbered around the valley floor. 

 “Are you okay?” Lt Dar asked his wife when he noticed the white-knuckled grip she maintained on the 

handgrip next to her seat.  K’danz stared wide-eyed at the dinosaurs below, her heart pounding in her chest. 

 “They’re just herbo… herbie…  Ah, they’re just veggie-saurs, Commander,” GSgt O’Laughlin said, trying 

to be helpful.  Without taking her unblinking eyes away from the animals in the valley below, K’danz started to 

speak very quietly. 

 “This is how my dream… my nightmare… always starts.  They look peaceful enough.  They won’t hurt 

you.  And then it always changes.  Then I’m running for my life and running and running and I feel the razor sharp 

teeth closing around me and…”  Her voice trailed off as she closed her eyes tightly. 

 “What just happened?” one of the Marine privates standing near McIntyre asked.  Everyone but K’danz 

turned their gaze back on the herds. 

 Down in the valley all motion had stopped.  Every dinosaur stood still as a statue.  Even the birds in the 

surrounding jungle had gone quiet. 

 “I knew it,” K’danz whispered, unable to keep her eyes closed any longer.  She looked down the hill in 

time to see two large predators, vicious allosaurs, dart out of the cover of the nearby jungle and run head-long into 

the herd.  Triceretops and stegosaurs darted to and fro, surprisingly quick for their bulk, as the apatosaurs reared up 

like bucking horses, causing the ground to shake when they would fall back onto all fours.  The two allosaurs 

quickly ganged up on one particular apatosaur, trying hard to duck under its flailing front legs to strike at its soft 

underbelly. 

 “Hold your fire!” Major McIntyre ordered again as a few of his Marines started to aim their rifles again.  

“We don’t want to do anything that’s going to get us noticed!”  He motioned for everyone to back down away from 

the top of the rise just as the two predators took down their huge prey. 



 “We have a problem,” the Marine Major said as he walked over to K’danz in the ATV.  “We need to get 

across that valley to reach the crash site.  If we have to go around it’s going to add an hour or two to our journey.” 

 “It’ll be dark in less than four hours,” Jorruss commented.  “I really don’t think we want to be here when 

the sun goes down.” 

 K’danz agreed, then said, “There’s one other factor no one’s taken into account yet.  We need to be in two 

places.  We’ve been so busy concentrating on reaching the crash site, we haven’t figured out how we’re going to 

shut down the ionic shield.” 

 The First Officer pulled a padd out of the storage bin between the two front seats and called up a map. 

 “By my best estimates, this is where we are.”  She pointed at one spot on the map, then pointed at two other 

spots.  “This is where the Half Moon is, and these are the JPI laboratories.  They’re over an hour apart and both 

about two hours from here.  There’s no way we can all go to the lab, turn off the shield, and then reach the crash site 

to get everyone beamed up before nightfall.”  K’danz looked straight at McIntyre and said, “We need to get across 

this valley and we need to split up.  One group can shut off the shield generators, the other can secure the crash site 

and as soon as the shield’s down we can get the survivors beamed up to the Dauntless.” 

 “Okay, it’s a plan,” said Dar, “but how do we get across the valley with Laurel and Hardy having their 

dinner down there?” 

 K’danz sighed, then said, “Major, unfortunately I think we need to be noticed.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 Lt High had just finished his third technical journal and was seriously contemplating a fresh cup of coffee 

when he felt a slight tremor run through the framework of the Montgomery Scott. 

 “Computer, run level three diagnostic on propulsion systems.” 

 The computer bleeped in acknowledgement, then stated, “All systems are currently in stand by and 

functioning within normal parameters.” 

 “Then what was that vibra… AHH!” 

 High froze in his seat as he noticed the large golden eye staring in the shuttle’s viewport.  It blinked once, 

then moved back along the hull of the craft, the soft yet distinct thumps of footsteps outside indicating the large 

animal’s slow progress as it evidently looked over the Scott.  A moment later High could feel the ship being pushed 

up against, the whole shuttle leaning slightly to starboard. 

 “Computer,” High said nervously.  “Scan the surrounding vicinity and identify the large animal currently 

pushing against the side of the shuttle?” 

 Once again the computer bleeped in acknowledgement, then answered, “Scans identify the animal as a 

Tyrannosaurus Rex, a prehistoric predatory dinosaur native to Earth’s Cretaceous period approximately sixty five to 

eighty five million years ago.” 

 More tremors vibrated through the craft momentarily, then the Scott started leaning to port as the dinosaur 

pushed against the other side.  High remained sitting stone-still in the pilot seat. 

 “Normandy to Scott!” came the excited voice of 2
nd

 Lieutenant Jeong-Hwan over High’s combadge.  

“Lieutenant, you won’t believe what’s looking over your shuttle right now!”  The young Marine officer’s voice 

sounded as giddy as a child on Christmas. 

 “Scott to Normandy,” High finally managed to reply a moment later when he had worked up enough nerve 

to move his hand.  “Yes, I do believe what’s looking me over.” 

 High started to lean toward the copilot’s chair to see if he could glimpse the T-Rex sniffing at the shuttle’s 

right flank when it quickly walked out in front of the craft, looking hungrily through the viewport at High.  The two 

stared at each other, predator and prey, until a second T-Rex emerged from the jungle just beyond the Normandy.  

The new arrival glanced briefly at the Marine landing craft before bellowing a deafening roar at the first T-Rex. 

 “AHHHHHHH!” 2
nd

 Lt Jeong-Hwan’s voice screamed over the comm circuit. 

 “Calm down, Lieutenant,” High advised, using the first T-Rex’s momentary distraction to quickly raise the 

Scott’s shields.  The huge predator jumped as it briefly brushed against the shields and roared in pain.  “Raise your 

shields, it should keep you safe!” 

 High watched as the second T-Rex stalked around the Normandy, using the large shuttle as a barrier 

between itself and the first T-Rex, until he saw the brief sparkle of the other vessel’s shields snap into place and the 

animal was literally propelled backward five meters by the force.  Stunned, it stumbled to the ground and the first T-

Rex leapt to attack. 

 “Sh… Should we get out of here?” Jeong-Hwan asked over the comm circuit as the two dinosaurs bit at one 

another, the second having the distinct disadvantage of being pinned to the ground beneath its attacker. 



 “No,” High answered, finally regaining some of his nerve now that he was no longer the focus of a hungry 

stare.  “We need to stand by in case we’re needed.  But be prepared to lift off at a moment’s notice just in case.  I’m 

not about to let some overgrown lizard rip my shuttle to shreds.” 

 “Right,” Jeong-Hwan replied.  “Gotcha.” 

 High took a deep breath, then looked over to where both T-Rexes, one now mortally wounded and trying to 

retreat back into the jungle canopy, slowly moved off. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Hold on!” shouted Dar as the Scotty jumped another small hill and landed with a bounce on the far side.  

The away team had separated into two groups an hour before after advancing through the valley, phaser fire killing 

one allosaur and sending the other scrambling with fright toward the jungle.  The majority of the two platoons, under 

the command of McIntyre’s assistant, 1
st
 LT April Mendez, headed off at best foot speed toward the crash site of the 

Half Moon and its survivors.  Meanwhile, K’danz, Dar, McIntyre, O’Laughlin and Corporal Hicks, all crowded 

aboard the Scotty, were speeding along as fast as the ATV’s suspension would allow across the uneven ground while 

a hungry pack of velociraptors maintained pursuit. 

 “Go faster, Lieutenant, they’re gaining!” O’Laughlin said while he fired his compression rifle over his 

shoulder, managing in spite of the odds to hit one of the trailing raptors. 

 “LOOK OUT!” K’danz screamed as the ATV entered another large clearing and barreled directly toward 

the legs of a huge brachiosaurus.  Dar quickly spun the steering wheel and the Scotty instead drove directly under the 

huge sauropod’s bulk, causing Major McIntyre to duck down to avoid having his head knocked off his shoulders by 

the dinosaur’s stomach.  The maneuver managed to confuse the pursuing raptors momentarily, with half of the 

dozen ending their chase of the Starfleet personnel to attack the startled herbivore.  Meanwhile the other six raptors 

regrouped and continued their chase. 

 “We’re almost there!” Corporal Hicks yelled with a grin as the fenced-in laboratory compound finally came 

into sight.  “We’re going to make it!” 

 Everyone in the ATV started to believe it was true, that they would indeed make it to the lab compound and 

survive this ordeal, when suddenly one of the remaining raptors leapt into the air.  Propelled forward by powerful 

legs, it landed on the back of the Scotty. 

 “Arrrrgh!!” O’Laughlin screamed as one of the raptor’s razor-sharp hunting claws pierced the Gunny’s 

shoulder.  Immediately the beast fell victim to the crossfire of McIntyre and Hick’s two weapons, but not before 

almost successfully dragging O’Laughlin out of the vehicle.  The quick reflexes of K’danz and McIntyre, each 

grabbing one of the Gunny’s legs, prevented O’Laughlin from becoming part of the feast the now-dead raptor 

provided for its pack-mates. 

 “Dammit, I don’t need no shoulder piercing,” O’Laughlin said, his voice drifting off as he started going 

into shock. 

 “Stay with us, Olly!” McIntyre warned, then instructed Hicks to give the Gunnery Sergeant first aid as the 

Scotty passed through the gates of the lab complex and the Major jumped out of the still-moving vehicle, rolled 

across the ground, then ran back to the gate to slam the high fence closed, welding the lock shut with his hand 

phaser. 

 “Where is it?” Dar asked, referring to the shield generator as the Scotty skidded to a halt.  K’danz was 

already scanning the complex with her tricorder.  After stepping out of the ATV, she turned in a completer circle 

twice before finally pointing toward a nearby building.  Grass had grown up through cracks in the steps leading to 

the door.  A sign next to the door, barely readable through six years of dirt, grime and weather, read ‘JP 

InGeneering – Site B – Administration Office.’ 

 “Hicks, stay here with Olly,” McIntyre ordered, wiping dirt off his face and uniform, then adjusted the 

setting on his phaser rifle and gestured toward the admin building door.  Dar and K’danz fell into step behind the 

Marine Major and they entered the building. 

 “Near as I can figure, the shield generator is in the basement,” K’danz informed, glancing around warily 

between scans. 

 “What are the chances the lifts still work?” McIntyre asked wryly as he flashed the rifle’s sighting light 

briefly into each open door the trio passed. 

 The three officers had reached the door at the far end of the corridor marked as a stairwell when they all 

froze at the tapping sound on the tile floor behind them.  K’danz turned slowly, eyes wide with fright, just as the 

deinonychus let out a high-pitched call.  The away team watched in fear as two more deinonychus emerged from 

one of the open doors along the hall they had just passed.  Apparently McIntyre’s light had not revealed everything, 



and K’danz had been so intent on finding the shield generator, she had neglected to scan the vicinity for life form 

readings first. 

 “Dar, McIntyre,” K’danz said softly, slowly raising her phaser toward the almost curious gazes of the man-

sized raptors.  “You two go down and shut off the shield.  I’ll keep these three busy.” 

 “No, I’ll stay here.  You go,” Dar insisted. 

 K’danz’s voice took on the tone of a hard whisper. 

 “You’re the engineer, not me.  You’ll be able to get the system shut down faster than I ever could.  Just 

go!” 

 McIntyre nodded toward the half-Klingon Chief Engineer and said, “She’ll be okay.  I’ll stay here with 

her.” 

 “No!” K’danz almost shouted, causing the three deinonychus to flinch for half a second.  “We don’t know 

what else may be down there, Major.  You need to watch Dar’s back.”  McIntyre and Dar both seemed about to 

protest when K’danz added, “That’s an order!” 

 Both Dar and McIntyre sighed defeat, then slowly opened the stairwell door and slipped inside.  The 

raptors, sensing they now held the upper hand, grew bolder, each taking a step or two closer to K’danz, who backed 

up against the stairwell door.  The hunting claw on each raptor’s foot tapped menacingly against the tile floor. 

 “That’s far enough!” K’danz growled as she fired a phaser beam into the floor at the lead raptor’s feet.  “I 

don’t want to have to hurt you!”  All three raptors skittered back a few paces, hissing angrily at the Starfleet officer. 

 “Dar to K’danz,” said the voice of the Chief Engineer through K’danz’s combadge.  “We’ve reached the 

equipment room and… ARRRGH…” 

 K’danz’s eyes went wide as she frantically tapped her combadge, trying desperately to contact her husband, 

but all she could hear was the sound of metal crashing, muted curses and phaser fire.  For a moment K’danz forgot 

about the three vicious dinosaurs mere meters away, and it was then the lead deinonychus, sensing K’danz’s fear 

and inattention, chose to strike. 

 The dinosaur leapt high into the air, sailing with claw extended straight toward the stairwell door… and 

crashed right into it, breaking the door down and sending the raptor head over heels down the stairs as the hum of 

the transporter faded from the corridor. 

 

* * * * 

 

 “Captain, we have a phaser in discharge mid-transport,” the transporter chief reported as he paused the 

materialization process.  Captain Peter Koester took a step closer to the transport platform before glancing back over 

his shoulder. 

 “Deactivate the phaser, then complete transport,” he ordered.  A moment later the disheveled forms of 

McIntyre, Dar and K’danz materialized on the platform.  K’danz was crouched on her knee, left arm held high 

protecting her face, eyes closed tight.  It took almost five seconds before she began to realize where she was. 

 “Good work, Carrie,” Koester said as Dar helped his wife to her feet, hugging her tightly.  She looked at 

Dar and McIntyre in confusion. 

 “What happened to you?  I heard screaming and phaser fire,” she said, looking Dar over carefully for bites 

or claw marks.  “I thought the two of you were being attacked!” 

 “Nothing so dramatic,” McIntyre replied, handing his compression rifle to a waiting crewman and wiping 

dirt and rust off his battle uniform jacket.  “We found the shield generator, but the cage it was contained in was old 

and rusty.  The door collapsed on us as we opened it and Dar had to cut us out of the mess with his hand phaser.”  

The Marine Major then turned to Koester and asked, “What are the status of Hicks and O’Laughlin?  We had to 

leave them outside the admin building.” 

 “The Scotty and your two men were beamed up to the barracks right after the shield dropped,” Koester said, 

shaking the hands of all three officers.  “And the Scott is on its way back to the Dauntless as we speak.  The 

Normandy however, is moving to the crash site to assist in transporting survivors there.” 

 “Bridge to captain.” 

 Koester stopped mid-step on his way out the transporter room door, instead tapping his combadge. 

 “Go ahead, Mister Winters.” 

 “Captain, 1
st
 LT Mendez reports the away team has secured the crash site.  They’ll be ready to start 

beaming up the survivors soon,” Winters reported.  “However, Lt Mendez requests you and Major McIntyre beam 

down to the crash site.  They have a… situation.” 

 Koester reacted to Winters report, then gestured to McIntyre to join him on the transport platform. 



 “Carrie, the ship is yours,” the captain said as he took his position on the platform, then was surprised when 

K’danz and Dar joined McIntyre on the transporter with him. 

 “Actually, I’d rather see this through to the end,” K’danz said, re-holstering her phaser and straightening 

her uniform jacket. 

 “Very well,” Koester said, feeling impressed.  “Mister Winters, you have the conn.  Chief Blackman, 

energize.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The four officers materialized in a clearing created by the crash of the large passenger ship Half Moon.  

Lights and portable shield generators were set up around the perimeter, keeping unwanted ‘visitors’ out as the sun 

set behind the mountains in the distance.  To one side, Marines and civilians loaded equipment and salvage parts 

into the Normandy.  As the hum of the transporter subsided, 1
st
 LT April Mendez approached McIntyre, a serious 

look on her face. 

 “What’s wrong, Mendez?” the Major asked.  The 1
st
 LT started leading the four new arrivals back toward 

the wreckage of the Half Moon as she explained the situation. 

 “We lost three Marines to dino attacks getting here and securing the site.  According to the Half Moon’s 

passenger manifest, they lost one hundred eighty three in the crash or due to dino attacks shortly after.  Once we had 

the area secured, we sent a team into the ship to search for injured survivors who couldn’t evacuate on their own.”  

Mendez lead Koester, McIntyre, K’danz and Dar into the wreckage of the ship and down the remains of a long 

corridor to the Half Moon’s cargo area.  “Charlie squad found this cargo bay locked.  A couple of the Half Moon’s 

crew tried to keep us from going in there.  At first our squad thought the door jammed during the crash, but once 

they managed to cut through, this is what they found.” 

 Mendez shut down the forcefield that blocked the opening cut through the heavy cargo bay door by the 

Marine squad, then lead the other four officers into the bay. 

 “My God,” Koester commented as he looked around. 

 The entire bay was filled with cages of various sizes and shapes.  More than half the cages contained 

dinosaurs.  Triceratops, stegosaurs, duckbills, ankylosaurs, one T-Rex in a small restraining cage near the rear of the 

bay, a pair of tiny procompsognathid in an aquarium-like holding pen and a quartet of velociraptors.  However, the 

biggest surprise was the brachiosaurus standing uncaged and unrestrained along one side of the bay, its long neck 

bent over, its head sniffing curiously at the new visitors. 

 “Poaching?” McIntyre asked his assistant, to which Mendez nodded. 

 “We’ve also been able to access the ship’s sensor logs and flight data recorder,” the 1
st
 LT said as she 

escorted the four astonished officers back out of the cargo bay and restored the forcefield.  She lead them to a nearby 

monitor which still functioned and played a computer generated recreation of the Half Moon’s last flight. 

 On the screen, an image of the passenger ship departed orbit on impulse engines.  Readouts along the 

bottom of the monitor showed the status of various ship systems, including warp drive, inertial dampers, artificial 

gravity and the ship’s integrity field.  After a moment, the readout indicated warp drive had been activated in 

preparation for entering warp speed.  Seconds later, the SIF, dampers and gravity readouts went off the scale and the 

image of the vessel visibly listed to starboard just as the warp drive engaged.  The Half Moon accelerated directly 

into an orbiting marker buoy, causing the warp drive, dampers and gravity all to shut down.  The integrity field 

collapsed briefly, causing multiple fractures on the vessel’s spaceframe.  The impulse drive shut down completely, 

and caught in the gravity well of Oriaphus IV, the Half Moon quickly fell out of orbit, crashing into Site B. 

 “What caused that spike in the integrity field, gravity and dampers?” Captain Koester asked, a look of 

anger on his face, sure he already knew the answer. 

 “As far as we can determine,” Mendez said, “the crew never secured the large sauropod in the cargo bay 

like they did the other dinos they beamed up.  All it took was seventy five metric tons suddenly shifting in the cargo 

bay to overload the systems and send the ship careening into the buoy.” 

 By now Koester was seething, but K’danz beat the captain to action. 

 “Who?” she demanded to know with such vehemence that even Mendez took a step back. 

 “The Half Moon’s senior crew under the authority of the captain, Jonathan Ramsey,” the 1
st
 LT answered. 

 Before anyone else could act, K’danz spun on her heel and exited the wreckage, searching around the 

clearing until she spotted the uniform of the civilian vessel’s captain.  He was facing away from K’danz, speaking to 

a member of his crew, organizing the salvage of various pieces of the ship’s equipment.  Without warning, K’danz 

grabbed Ramsey by the shoulder, spinning him around and pinning the man up against the hull with her arm across 

his windpipe, his feet several centimeters off the ground. 



 “Why?” K’danz growled.  “One hundred and eighty six people, including three of my crew are dead!  

WHY?” 

 Ramsey gasped, clawing at K’danz’s arm and unable to breath, until Koester, McIntyre, Mendez and Dar 

caught up to them.  Dar restrained his extremely angry wife while Koester, barely able to contain his own anger as 

he held the civilian captain up on his feet.  Finally, catching his breath, Ramsey looked at K’danz with an angry 

glare and said, “Are you kidding?  Do you know how much these animals are worth?  Do you know how many 

bricks of latinum the Ferengi would pay for just a couple of them?  The popularity of them in a zoo or exhibit?  Not 

to mention the research possibilities!  I would be set for life!” 

 Koester glanced over toward Mendez, who nodded at the captain. 

 “So what you’re saying,” Koester asked, “is that poaching these exotic animals from Oriaphus IV was 

entirely your idea, executed by you alone?” 

 “No.  My First Mate, Stephanie Miller was involved too.  And the whole idea was first proposed by T’Than 

Ch’rok of Andor.  He fronted us the credits to buy the custom cages you found that we used to hold all the animals 

we captured.” 

 “Very well,” Koester said as he glanced around at the thick jungle surrounding the crash site.  “I hope you 

like jungles, Mister Ramsey, because it’s likely you’ll be spending quite a bit of time in one…  At the New Zealand 

Penal Colony.”  The captain looked over toward his Marine officers and said, “You got all that, right?”  Mendez 

nodded again, shut off the tricorder she was recording the confession with and returned it to its holster as Koester 

said, “Major, place Mister Ramsey and Ms Miller under arrest.” 

 “What?!?” Ramsey cried.  “For what?” 

 Koester gave Ramsey an angry glare as he said, “How about one hundred eighty six counts of negligent 

homicide, hazarding a vessel, reckless indifference, poaching, destruction of government property… namely our 

marker buoy… and that’s just to start!”  The captain’s expression calmed slightly as he added, “Of course, if you 

prefer, we could simply just leave you here with the wreckage of your ship.” 

 McIntyre and Mendez each stepped up on one side of Ramsey, who now looked utterly destroyed.  A 

moment later the three dematerialized in the sparkle of the transporter beam. 

 Captain Koester, calming slightly, turned toward K’danz and Dar. 

 “Commander, lets get these people out of here.” 

 “Yes, sir,” K’danz replied. 

 “And before we leave,” Koester added before turning to walk away, “make sure we beam all those animals 

out of the cargo hold and back into the wild where they belong.” 

 “Aye, sir,” K’danz acknowledged grimly. 

 

* * * * 

  

Captain’s log, stardate 58376.0: 

USS Dauntless is en route to Starbase 147 to drop off the passengers and crew of the 

space ship Half Moon, while the starship Monarch continues to oversee the salvage 

operation on Oriaphus IV.  In the meantime, T’Than Ch’rok, a businessman on Andor 

and the sponsor of this incredibly stupid scheme, has been arrested by Andorian security.  

He, Captain Ramsey and First Mate Miller will be put on trial to face the numerous 

charges that have been filed against them. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 



 A group had gathered at one of the larger tables in the 10-Forward lounge.  Lounge hostess Kia Tenn 

passed out drinks to Koester, McIntyre, Commander Fry, Lieutenant High and Chief Zubatka, while across the room 

at another smaller table, K’danz talked with Counselor Gera as her husband Dar kept a reassuring arm around her. 

 “So it turns out our buoy wasn’t out of position after all?” Fry inquired. 

 “Da,” Chief Zubatka replied.  “It just happened to be in the wrong spot when Kipten Ramsey lost control of 

his wessel.” 

 “Well, we’ve replaced the buoy and the system is under quarantine once again,” remarked Captain Koester.  

“Hopefully a lesson has been learned and people will leave these animals alone to flourish or die out on their own 

from now on.” 

 As the officers raised their drinks for a quiet toast, across the lounge, K’danz’s conversation with 

Counselor Gera was taking on a more serious tone. 

 “It really hasn’t been all that bad,” K’danz said to the redheaded Trill counselor.  “I’ve only had one 

nightmare since we left Hammond’s World.  And it wasn’t that bad of a nightmare.” 

 Shaking his head, Dar leaned forward toward Gera and added, “It’s only been one nightmare because she’s 

only gone to bed once.  And she woke up in such a fright she knocked me out of the bed.” 

 “Well, this is a process that’s going to take some time,” Gera said.  “Time and support, which is something 

you have in abundance here.”  The counselor looked up as Koester, Fry, Zubatka, High and McIntyre walked over to 

join K’danz and Dar, the captain placing a reassuring hand on his first officer’s shoulder and giving it a squeeze. 

 “We’ll do whatever we need to in order to help you get through this, Carrie,” Koester said. 

 “Right,” added Major McIntyre. 

 “Da,” reiterated Chief Zubatka. 

 “But I’m fine,” K’danz insisted with a forced smile, a smile that quickly faded.  “Really… I’m fine…” 

 

The End 


