
 In the briefing lounge aboard the starship Dauntless, Captain Peter J. Koester was leading a special tactical 

briefing with several key members of his crew, including the Chief of Security Lt Colonel Sean Elliott McIntyre, his 

assistant security chief Captain April Mendez, Second Officer Alasdair Myrddin Wallace and the starship’s newly 

assigned Strategic Operations Officer Ensign Carter Sullivan Breitling. 

 “According to latest intelligence, the Romulans have deployed five new Warbirds along the Neutral Zone.  

Starfleet Command isn’t sure what this build up indicates, but it could be a prelude to a new aggressive stance by the 

current Praetor.  We’ve been tasked with updating Command whenever we patrol Bolarus Sector Tango.  Does 

anyone have any questions?” 

 “Is this going to alter our mission, Captain?” Ensign Breitling asked. 

 “I don’t believe so, Ensign.  It only affects us when we’re in the vicinity of the Neutral…” 

 “Captain to the bridge,” announced the voice of the starship’s first officer, Commander K’danz. 

 Several seconds later, Koester emerged on the bridge, quickly stepping over to the center seat. 

 “What is it, Carrie?” 

 “We just received an automated beacon from one of the buoys orbiting Oriaphus IV,” K’danz explained. 

 “Oriaphus?  And you’re not freaking out?” Koester asked with a slight chuckle. 

 “I’ve dealt with those demons,” K’danz explained. 

 “What’s causing the beacon?” the captain asked, assuming the center seat from the first officer, who moved 

to her usual seat on his right. 

 “Only one thing would set off the warning buoys around Oriaphus,” K’danz said.  “The perimeter has been 

breached again.  And we’re the closest vessel to the system.” 

 Koester turned toward the helm console, where Ensign Breitling had just relieved the backup officer of the 

conn.  “Mister Breitling, plot a course to the Oriaphus system.  We have to pay Hammond’s World another visit.” 

 “Aye, aye, sir.  Course plotted and laid in.” 

 “Very well.  Ahead warp factor seven.” 

 And with a clap like thunder, the Dauntless engaged her warp drive. 
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Captain’s log, stardate 61842.7: 

Having received a beacon indicating the quarantine around the planetoid Oriaphus IV, 

also known as Hammond’s World, has been broken, the Dauntless is now entering orbit 

of the planetoid where genetically engineered dinosaurs still thrive. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 “Status?” Captain Koester asked as the Dauntless entered standard orbit over what JP InGeneering had 

called Site A, the headquarters of the corporation that had created the dinosaurs that now ran wild on the surface of 

the planet below. 

 “Sensors are detecting numerous life form readings, as expected,” reported Lt Commander Phillip Winters 

at the ops console.  “But…” 

 “But…?” prompted Captain Koester. 

 “But, nothing out of the ordinary.  No sign of any incursion.  No vessels in orbit or on the surface.” 

 “False alarm?” K’danz asked, hopeful. 

 “Maybe,” Koester said.  “Phillip, which marker buoy broadcast the alert?” 

 Winters consulted his console before answering, “Buoy N-6, over the northern hemisphere.” 

 The captain nodded before turning toward the science console, where a young Vulcan woman stood.  

“Lieutenant T’Pan, can we access the sensor logs from Marker Buoy N-6?” 



 “Affirmative,” T’Pan replied.  After manipulating the controls on the science console, she said, “Visual log 

on the main viewer.” 

 The view screen blinked to an image similar to what had been projected there before but from a slightly 

different angle and a lower orbit.  Everything seemed normal for several seconds, the surface of the planet passing 

silently below, until a space vessel became visible, passing the marker buoy and heading toward the surface of 

Oriaphus.  Koester’s eyes widened in surprise. 

 “I recognize that ship!” he said. 

 “Computer does not have it on record,” T’Pan announced. 

 “Check the logs circa stardate 52650,” Koester said after some thought.  “Survey of a planet called Nella 

III.” 

 T’Pan consulter her LCARS display, quickly finding the aforementioned log entry. 

 “Stardate 52660.7 to be exact,” she said.  “When this vessel surveyed the planet Nella III, the crew 

encountered a vessel similar to one displayed in the sensor image that escaped into a transwarp corridor after several 

members of an away team on the surface were killed by what you, as commanding offer, named…” 

 “The Hunters!” K’danz exclaimed, suddenly remembering the mission that occurred nine years earlier 

during the final year of the Dominion War.  “I’ll never forget that away team mission.  Being hunted by sentient 

beings was scarier than being chased by the dinosaurs on Oriaphus.” 

 “Are you getting a bad feeling about this?” Koester asked his first officer. 

 “Extremely,” K’danz concurred. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Half an hour later Lt Commander Dar, the half-Klingon Chief Engineer, walked into the aft shuttlebay, 

where several of the members of the Marine Special Contingent were readying the landing craft Normandy.  Next to 

the Normandy, Commander K’danz was discussing something with Lt Colonel McIntyre. 

 “Can I speak to you for a moment, Carrie,” Dar asked his wife.  She excused herself and stepped behind the 

Normandy to talk to her husband.  “You’re not going down there again, are you?” he asked with concern.  “It took 

weeks for you to recover from our last mission here.” 

 K’danz put her hand on Dar’s arm as she reassured him, “Peter’s not sending me on this mission.  I was just 

briefing the Colonel on what he and his platoon should expect on the surface.” 

 “I would think McIntyre would remember being down there two years ago as easily as I do,” Dar 

commented. 

 “I’m not talking about the dinosaurs.  I’m talking about the Hunters.  When the squad from Contingent 41 

rescued us nine years ago, they went up against a small group and took them by surprise.  There’s an entire ship of 

those Hunters down on the surface.  Who knows how many of those predators are down there?  I want to make sure 

Sean’s men are properly armed and prepared.” 

 Dar seemed to visibly relax. 

 “Okay.  I’ll see you at dinner?” 

 “Barring any unforeseen circumstances…  Of course,” K’danz replied. 

 As Dar walked back out of the shuttlebay, K’danz returned to McIntyre. 

 “You remember these guys?” she asked the Marine commanding officer. 

 “Who could forget their ugly faces?” the Colonel replied, remembering the pale yellow skin, small 

predatory eyes and long sharp teeth of the reptilian beings he had briefly encountered all those years ago. 

 “The dinosaurs on this planet are under the protection of the Federation Council.  We need to know why 

the Hunters are here and what they are doing down there.  What’s your plan?” K’danz asked. 

 “We’re taking a full platoon down in the Normandy, fully armored.  I’ll be leading Alpha Squad personally, 

Mendez will lead Bravo Squad and Drake in charge of Charlie Squad.  Air cover will be provided by Mumbles and 

Slime Devil flying the Peregrines Tinian and Okinawa,” he added, referring to the call-signs of the Marine pilots 

Cron, a Lurian, and Jeong-Hwan, a Denebian.  “And I can easily imagine what those aliens are doing on a planet full 

large wild animals.” 

 “When will your platoon be ready to depart?” 

 “Thirty minutes,” McIntyre replied.  “I’ll be launching the Peregrines about ten minutes before to recon the 

vicinity around the planet and down near the surface, make sure we’re not heading into a trap.” 

 “Very well.  I’ll inform the Skipper.”  She then looked very somber as she added, “Be careful down there, 

Mack.” 



 “Will do,” the Marine colonel replied before heading toward the armory to put on his armor and requisition 

several large weapons. 

 

* * * * 

 

 The landing craft Normandy, fully loaded with Starfleet Marines and under escort by two Peregrine-class 

fighter bombers, headed down toward the surface of Oriaphus IV.  While the sensors of the Dauntless had as yet not 

located the Hunter’s vessel, seen approaching the planet on the marker buoy recording, Commander Wallace had 

surmised the vessel was on the surface, under cloak, and pinpointed its most likely location based on the known 

approach to the planet. 

 “I take it the Dauntless has some kind of history with this planetoid and these so-called Hunters?” 1
st
 

Lieutenant Drake asked from his position in the pilot seat. 

 “We’ve been to Oriaphus a couple of times,” McIntyre explained, leaning forward in the seat behind 

Captain April Mendez in the co-pilot’s seat so Drake could hear him.  “The first time nine years ago, our away team 

was tricked down to the surface under the guise of a tour of a new zoo created by a company called JP InGeneering.  

The zoo turned out to be a population of genetically engineered dinosaurs, and that visit lead to several deaths and 

the financial collapse of JP InGeneering.  The next time we had to come here, just a few years ago, the crew of a 

civilian ship was trying to smuggle dinosaurs off the surface and wound up crashing with a shipload of passengers 

that needed rescue.” 

 “So where do these Hunters come in?” Drake asked as he adjusted the Normandy’s course, starting their 

descent into the atmosphere. 

 “They’re an alien species of unknown origin who hunt for sport, collecting trophies of their kills.  

Unfortunately they don’t seem to be too particular about whether their prey is an animal or a sentient being.  When 

we first encountered them almost a decade ago, they killed and mounted a member of the away team like some 

ancient museum display.  It was very disturbing.” 

 “I see,” Drake said, obviously troubled by what he had been told.  “Approaching the surface.  I’m reading a 

clearing at bearing 115, distance five kilometers.” 

 “Life form readings at the LZ?” McIntyre inquired.  In the co-pilot’s seat, Captain Mendez verified the 

readings. 

 “I’m detecting numerous small animals, mostly birds and small mammals.”  She looked back toward 

Colonel McIntyre as she added, “Surprisingly, I’m not detecting any large animals like the dinosaurs we would 

expect.” 

 “Perhaps something we should be thankful for,” McIntyre replied.  “Or perhaps a harbinger of bad things.” 

 Several minutes later, the Normandy touched down on the planet’s surface, in a field of tall grass as the two 

fighter/bombers flew by overhead, maintaining air cover over the site.  Shortly after the landing craft’s thrusters 

powered down, the back ramp lowered to the ground and Alpha Squad of the First Platoon of Special Contingent 41 

rushed down the ramp, quickly surrounding the craft and securing the area.  As McIntyre, Mendez and Drake 

walked down the ramp, the Colonel asked, “Which way toward where Mister Wallace thinks the Hunter ship is 

located?” 

 Mendez pulled a tricorder out from a pocket on her armor and started scanning the vicinity.  Eventually she 

pointed in a southerly direction and said, “Approximately three kilometers in that direction, Colonel.” 

 “Very well.  Alpha and Bravo Squads, we’re going to reconnoiter south,” McIntyre ordered.  “Charlie 

Squad remain with the Normandy and secure the clearing.” 

 Amidst a chorus of ‘Aye, sirs,’ the Marines shouldered their weapons and moved into formation while 

McIntyre touched the communicator built into the chest of his armor. 

 “Mack to Tinian and Okinawa.” 

 “Peregrine flight,” responded 1
st
 Lieutenant Jeong-Hwan. 

 “Two squads heading south from the LZ.  Maintain overflight until further notice.” 

 “Understood, Colonel.  Good hunting.  Slime Devil, out.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 On the bridge of the Dauntless, Captain Koester sat in the center seat, hunched forward with a look of 

worry on his face similar to every other time his starship had visited this little world. 

 “Any word?” K’danz asked as she stepped out onto the bridge from the turbolift near the tactical console, 

where the Klingon exchange officer Ka’Dan stood watch. 



 “Mack is taking two squads toward the area Alasdair believes the Hunter ship might be located under 

cloak.”  He looked at his first officer as she sat down next to him.  “Part of me is hoping we’re wrong and the 

Hunters are already gone, but then I worry that we’re sending Mack and his Marines into harms way for nothing.”  

He then looked over toward Ka’Dan.  “Anything new from the surface, Lieutenant?” 

 “Colonel McIntyre has reported they are approaching the coordinates where the science officer believes the 

Hunter ship may be located,” the young Klingon answered. 

 “Very well,” Koester said, resuming his hunched position in the command chair.  “Keep me informed.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 On the planet’s surface, the two squads neared a dense area of tall trees. 

 “Doesn’t look like a good place to hide a space ship,” Mendez commented as she scanned the vicinity for 

any sign of either the aliens or any carnivorous dinosaurs that might pose a danger, with which the contingent 

surprisingly had not had any encounters thus far.  The squad members spread out, covering every angle to prevent 

being taken by surprise by either dinosaur or alien. 

 “Something sure stinks around here,” Gunnery Sergeant Christopher ‘Olly’ O’Laughlin commented as he 

stopped to catch his breath near the trunk of a large tree.  He tensed for a moment when he felt something fall on the 

top of his backward 20
th

 century camouflage cap.  A couple of seconds later he felt it again.  Shouldering his 

compression rifle, he reached up and took off his cap, scratching through his thinning blonde hair as he did before 

looking at the top of the hat.  It looked wet in the relative dark of the forest canopy.  Suddenly, he felt another drop 

hit the top of his head. 

 “Nothin’ but the rain dripping off the leaves,” Olly said to himself as he wiped his hair once more before 

starting to place his cap back on top of his head.  A streak of red on his fingers made him pause.  He looked at his 

hand for a moment, confused, before realization suddenly hit him and he looked up. 

 “Uh… Colonel, sir…” Olly stammered, slowly moving away from the tree trunk, still staring up. 

 A few meters away, both McIntyre and Mendez looked over at O’Laughlin, noticing his expression and the 

direction in which he was staring.  Following his gaze, both Marine officers looked up as well. 

 “¡Madre de Dios!” Mendez exclaimed. 

 High above O’Laughlin’s head, hanging by its legs, was the skinned carcass of a large meat-eating 

dinosaur.  McIntyre had already grabbed Mendez’s tricorder as she continued to stare in disbelief at what she saw, 

scanning the carcass. 

 “It’s a tyrannosaur,” the colonel said.  “Or at least, it was.” 

 “What could do that to so large and dangerous a dinosaur, sir?” one of the privates asked as he looked 

around nervously. 

 “There’s cauterized flesh around the area where its heart used to be.  Almost like it was struck by lightning.  

And the kill is still fresh, only a couple of hours old.  This answers two questions,” McIntyre said.  “We can now be 

sure that the Hunters are definitely still here.  And we know why we haven’t encountered any of the dinosaurs.  

There’s finally something here that frightens even them.” 

 

* * * * 

 

Contingent Commander’s log, stardate 61850.0: 

Soon after finding the skinned carcass of the T-Rex hanging from the tree near our initial 

LZ, the sun started to set and I felt it best that the platoon return to the Normandy and 

back up to the Dauntless for the night.  No sense risking running into either an angry 

dinosaur or the Hunters for which we search in the dead of night. 

It’s pretty apparent what the Hunters are doing here.  Now we have to stop them, before 

they turn this unusual world into a slaughterhouse. 



For the past two days, my platoon and I have returned to the planet, searching within a 

five kilometer radius of the initial LZ and spreading out from there.  Aside from a couple 

of close calls with predatory carnivores on our second day in an area ten kilometers 

north of where we found the dead tyrannosaur, we had not had any encounters with 

either the dinosaurs we expected to find or the Hunters themselves, until late in the day 

yesterday, when the remains of a brachiosaurus, badly mutilated, head gone, were 

located six kilometers southwest of the initial LZ.  Further study determined the kill was 

made with weapons, not hunted down by a predator or eaten by scavengers, and had 

occurred less than an hour before we arrived. 

It is now planetary dawn over the area where we are now sure the Hunters have been.  

Normandy, Tinian and Okinawa are again heading for the planet’s surface. 

McIntyre, commanding Special Contingent 41. 
 

 

 The sun had just risen over the low mountains in the distance when three vessels, two small and 

maneuverable fighter/bombers of the Peregrin-class and one large yet nimble runabout-like vessel the Starfleet 

Marines called a Higgins-class landing craft swooped out of the blue sky and skimmed the treetops, heading further 

south than their searches the preceding days. 

 “Approaching LZ-4, Colonel,” 1
st
 Lieutenant Drake announced as he slowed the Normandy, causing the 

two Peregrines to zoom on ahead and start to circle the area, on the lookout for either the Hunters or any dangerous 

animals that might cause the platoon on the ground any harm. 

 “Very well.  Sensor readings?” McIntyre inquired. 

 “Nothing too different than yesterday,” Mendez responded.  “Still very few signs of large life forms.  And 

I’m not registering any…” 

 Suddenly the landing craft rolled to port, the co-pilot’s console exploding in Mendez’s face. 

 “Overload on vessel’s ODN network!” Drake shouted, frantically trying to right the craft.  “I’m losing 

control.” 

 “What happened?” McIntyre demanded to know. 

 “Starboard nacelle was struck by a highly powerful discharge, in the 1.21 gigawatt range.  I’m rerouting the 

manual overrides,” Drake explained as he worked quickly. 

 “Okinawa to Normandy,” said the voice of Jeong-Hwan over the speakers.  “Is everyone alright?” 

 As the platoon corpsman, whom everyone in the contingent called Doc, and several of the privates 

carefully helped move the unconscious Captain Mendez toward the back of the craft where she could be properly 

cared for, McIntyre slipped into the co-pilot’s seat and replied, “Mendez is a little singed, but I think we’re okay.  

Did you happen to see where that bolt came from, Slime Devil?” 

 “Affirmative,” the pilot replied.  “I’m orbiting over the area now.  Seems to be a small clearing about two 

kilometers west of your current position.  I can not, repeat, can not see any kind of vessel below the canopy of the 

forest.  Will maintain position.  Slime Devil, out.” 

 “I’m bringing her down,” Drake informed the colonel.  “I see a clearing down there just big enough to land 

in.” 

 “Go for it,” McIntyre confirmed. 

 With a remarkable amount of skill, the 1
st
 Lieutenant slowed the craft’s forward momentum.  As the 

starboard warp nacelle continued to crackle and smoke, the Normandy touched down, aft end first. 

 “Perfect two point landing!” Drake exclaimed as he shut down the propulsion systems.  “Now what?” 

 “Normandy to Tinian, I need you to maintain air cover over the LZ until we’re sure we can lift back off the 

surface again.  Normandy to Okinawa, maintain visual contact on where that lightning bolt was fired from.” 

 McIntyre looked around at the members of his platoon, most of them still belted into their drop seats, then 

said, “We need to have the Dauntless beam down an engineer or two, make sure we can still get this bird off the 

ground.  And get April back up to sickbay.”  He turned toward the back, where the corpsman was still examining the 

unconscious Marine captain.  “How is she, Doc?  Can she be moved to sickbay?” 

 The corpsman looked at McIntyre as ran the medical tricorder scanner over Mendez’s head and torso.  

“She’s got first and second degree burns on her face and hands.  Uniform protected everything else.  I think she’s 

well enough to travel, but I’d like an MD from sickbay to take a look and confirm my diagnosis.” 

 McIntyre touched the communicator on his chest and said, “Normandy to Dauntless.” 

 “Dauntless.  Go ahead, Colonel,” replied the voice of Captain Koester. 



 “Captain, we’ve made contact, so to speak, with the Hunters.  We need a couple of engineers beamed down 

here a-sap.” 

 On the bridge, Koester shared a look of concern with Counselor Tanzia Gera. 

 “What kind of contact, Mack?” 

 “Starboard nacelle took a hit from some kind of directed high-power electrical discharge.  We need an 

engineer to check it out, make sure its safe to lift off and make orbit again.  We also had a casualty, so could you 

send a doctor down as well.” 

 Koester shook his head slightly as he leaned toward the counselor.  “Have I ever happened to mention how 

much I hate this planetoid?” he asked the red-haired Trill woman.  He then turned toward the engineering console, 

where Lt Commander Dar sat, obviously paying close attention to the conversation.  “Mister Dar, take Lieutenant 

Riker down with you and see what you can do.”  Then, as Dar acknowledged the order and headed toward the 

nearby turbolift, Koester pressed the intercom on the arm of his chair.  “Bridge to sickbay.” 

 “Sickbay.  Doctor MacMillan,” came the reply. 

 “Doctor, there’s been an injury in the landing craft.  Do you have someone you can spare to beam down 

there and examine the casualty?” 

 “Aye, I can spare me,” MacMillan replied. 

 “Meet Dar and Riker in transporter room one in five minutes,” the captain ordered. 

 “Aye, sir.  On my way.” 

 

* * * * 

 

 McIntyre had just stepped out onto the lush, green surface of Oriaphus, watching as the Tinian flew by 

overhead keeping an eye on the potentially disabled landing craft, when he heard the small transporter unit inside the 

Normandy activate.  Quickly three men materialized. 

 “What seems to be the problem, Colonel?” Dar asked as he and Lieutenant Thomas Riker started removing 

tools and diagnostic equipment from the cases beamed down with them as Doctor MacMillan headed over to where 

the corpsman had Mendez laying across several seats. 

 “Starboard nacelle took a hit,” McIntyre answered pointing the chief engineer in the right direction. 

 As Dar and Riker proceeded to examine the craft’s engine, McIntyre walked back over to where MacMillan 

was examining his assistant. 

 “How is she, Doctor?” McIntyre asked. 

 “Her injuries seem minor,” the chief medical officer replied in his Scottish brogue.  “Bu’ I’m going to bring 

her back up to sickbay with me, jus’ in case.”  He then tapped his combadge as he and the corpsman helped lift 

Mendez over to the transporter unit.  “CMO to Dauntless.  Two t’ beam directly t’ sickbay.” 

 As both MacMillan and Mendez dematerialized, the Colonel started to head back outside to find out what 

Dar’s opinion of the damage to the landing craft was when the voice of 1
st
 Lieutenant Jeong-Hwan sounded from his 

combadge. 

 “Okinawa to Normandy.  Colonel, I found something that might interest you.” 

 “What is it, Slime Devil?” Mcintyre asked. 

 “Approximately one klick to the west.  Looks like a herd of large animals, and their behavior doesn’t look 

natural.” 

 “Define ‘doesn’t look natural,’ Lieutenant,” the colonel requested. 

 “From their movement, I would say they look like they’re being herded in your direction.” 

 “Understood.  Normandy, out.”  McIntyre then yelled out to his troops, “Drake, Gunny!” 

 “Yes, sir, Colonel, sir,” quickly replied Gunnery Sergeant O’Laughlin as he and 1
st
 Lieutenant Michael 

Drake appeared at the ramp. 

 “I just got word our quarry may be less than a kilometer away.  Have Charlie Squad maintain the perimeter 

around the LZ.  Ready Alpha and Bravo Squads to move out.  We’re going hunting!” 

 “Sir, yes, sir!” O’Laughlin replied with a grin before turning and shouting at his men to grab their gear and 

move out. 

 Twenty minutes later, the two squads of Starfleet Marines had reached a clearing in the jungle.  Both 

McIntyre and O’Laughlin were laying on their stomachs near the crest of a low rise overlooking the open plain, both 

using a pair of electronic binoculars to see into the distance. 

 “Trikes!” O’Laughlin exclaimed softly.  When the colonel looked at him inquiringly, the Gunny added, 

“Triceratops.  They were always my favorites when I was growing up.  I can remember when my parents took me on 

a trip to Washington, DC when I was ten.  There usta be a life-size statue of a Trike right there on the Mall across 



from the National History Museum.  Kids climbing all over the thing.  My mom and dad couldn’t get me off it.”  

O’Laughlin looked back down toward the herd of slowly moving dinosaurs before adding, “‘Course, it didn’t walk 

around or try and disembowel you with its horn neither.” 

 The herd of three-horned dinosaurs were milling about, as if agitated, their eyes darting back and forth as if 

they were aware of danger nearby but did not know from what direction it would strike. 

 “Colonel!” whispered the voice of 1
st
 Lieutenant Drake as he crawled on his belly to join the two fellow 

Marines near the crest of the hill.  The human man carried a tricorder with him.  “I’m detecting humanoid life signs 

at bearing 333, range 305 meters.  I think we found our Hunters.” 

 McIntyre focused his binoculars in the direction Drake had indicated.  Sure enough, he started making out 

movement in the grass. 

 “Something’s happening, Colonel, sir!” O’Laughlin whispered urgently.  As McIntyre lowered his 

binoculars, he could see the triceratops moving rapidly, several of the large adults forming protective circles, sharp 

horns outward, around the juvenile animals. 

 “There!” Drake suddenly exclaimed. 

 As the trio watched, four alien beings with pale yellow, reptile-like skin could be seen cautiously 

approaching the herd of triceratops.  The animals huffed menacingly.  As the Marines watched, one of the alien 

Hunters stood up and aimed what looked like a long pole at one of the closer adult animals.  Without warning, the 

device released a bolt of what looked like electrical energy, similar to what had hit the Normandy’s nacelle earlier.  

It seared the flesh of the animal it was aimed at, killing it instantly.  The flash and thunder-like sound the weapon 

produced scared the rest of the herd and caused them to all start running in different directions. 

 “Oh no,” McIntyre said as he realized at least eight or nine of the large, terrified creatures were heading in 

his squad’s direction.  “Get out of here!  Move, move, move!” he suddenly prompted his squads, as he, O’Laughlin 

and Drake rushed to their feet and started running down the back side of the slight hill.  Their appearance did not go 

unnoticed as the Hunter party quickly spotted them and four lightning projectors turned in their direction.  Quickly, 

the air was filled with more thunder as multiple bolts of energy lashed toward the away team, further spooking the 

panicked triceratops herd, several of whom quickly overtook the Marine squads.  “Run!” 

 In the ensuing confusion, the members of the platoon were separated.  The sounds of injured men and 

women could be heard in between the occasional phaser and compression rifle beam, the sounds of the alien 

lightning weapon and the scared shrieks of the ten thousand kilogram animals.  Most of the Marines tried to hide 

behind or in the branches of trees they managed to reach before being overtaken by the terrified triceratops. 

 After several minutes, once the animals had passed, McIntyre started gathering his platoon again as several 

of the Marines helped their comrades off the ground from where they had been nearly trampled. 

 “Drake, O’Laughlin, roll call!” he ordered. 

 “Alpha Platoon, sound off!” the Gunnery Sergeant ordered, which prompted several out of breath replies in 

response. 

 “Drake?” McIntyre called out when the 1
st
 Lieutenant did not respond.  “Drake!” 

 “Colonel, sir,” O’Laughlin said as he approached Mcintyre.  “We have three men badly hurt.  I think 

Stimmons has both his legs broke.  And we’re missing both Private Mickens and Lieutenant Drake.” 

 “Missing?” 

 “Aye, sir, Colonel, sir.  From the tracks we found, it looks like someone was dragged off in that direction,” 

O’Laughlin explained, pointing back toward the clearing where the Marines had first seen both the triceratops herd 

and the Hunters. 

 McIntyre looked grim as he said to the O’Laughlin, “Contact the Dauntless.  Have them evac the 

casualties.  Then ask for volunteers.  I’m going to lead a team after these Hunters and get our men back.  I want you 

to lead the rest of the platoon back to the Normandy.” 

 “But, Colonel, sir…” 

 “That’s an order, Gunny.” 

 O’Laughlin’s face took on the expression of someone who had just been told Santa did not really exist as 

he turned to the remaining members of the platoon and asked for several volunteers to join the colonel on a hunt of 

their own.  Three Marines stepped forward.  Several minutes later, as the three injured members of the platoon were 

beamed back aboard the Dauntless, the Gunny looked forlornly once more at McIntyre before shouting, “Squad, 

move out!” 

 Once the rest of the platoon was gone, one of the volunteers, Corporal Herald, asked the colonel, “What’s 

the plan, sir?” 

 “We’re going to backtrack that hunting party, retrieve our men, and if possible, complete our mission and 

get the Hunters off this rock,” McIntyre replied.  “Lock and load!” 



 All four Marines checked the charge and settings of their weapons.  Each carried a compression rifle in 

their hands and a hand phaser in their holster.  Each nodded to the colonel. 

 “Squad, move out!” 

 

* * * * 

 

 The doors to sickbay slid aside to admit Commander K’danz.  She quickly walked over to the captain, who 

was watching Doctor MacMillan work on one of the Marines that had been beamed up from the surface. 

 “How many?  How bad?” K’danz asked, concern covering her face. 

 “Three more this time,” Captain Koester replied.  “Doctor MacMillan says none are in any real danger.”  

The two command officers moved over toward one of the biobeds, where Private Rose lay recovering.  “What 

happened, Private?” 

 “Those damn aliens caused a stampede of animals each as big a shuttlecraft directly at us, Captain.” 

 “So your platoon did make contact with the Hunters?” K’danz asked. 

 “Oh we made contact, alright.  I was a hair’s width away from being fried by that lightning weapon of 

theirs.  They moved right into our broken formation with the dinos and started taking out our platoon.  I heard the 

Gunny say two of our platoon were captured before I was beamed back aboard.” 

 “This is getting much too dangerous, Peter,” K’danz said, looking at her captain.  “Can’t we bring the away 

team back aboard and continue the search from orbit?” 

 “I’ve had Mister Wallace and his staff trying everything they could think of to get the sensors to detect the 

Hunter’s ship.  So far, the only option we have is direct contact on the surface.” 

 K’danz looked like she was about to say something, then thought better of it.  Finally she just sighed and 

said, “You don’t know how much I wish we had never responded to that invitation from JP InGeneering nine years 

ago.” 

 “You and me both,” Koester replied as K’danz headed for the sickbay door. 

 

* * * * 

 

 An hour after the stampede, McIntyre and his squad of volunteers had reached a rocky outcropping covered 

by thick jungle, impossible to see from the air, though he could hear the occasional fly-by of the Okinawa overhead, 

confirming they were not far from where the colonel supposed the cloaked alien Hunter ship was located. 

 “Colonel!” Corporal Herald exclaimed quietly.  “Tricorder is detecting several caves within this outcrop.  

The rock is rich with kelbonite, so I’m not getting a complete scan, but I am detecting intermittent life-form 

readings.” 

 “When we encountered these Hunters on Nella III, they were using the local caves as a base camp,” 

McIntyre explained.  “Let’s check it out.”  The colonel then turned to the two other volunteers and said, Dawson, 

Occhino, guard the entrance.  If you hear or detect anything coming, warn us by communicator but take no action.  

Just stay hidden.”  As the two Marines acknowledged the order, McIntyre looked once again at Murphy and said, 

“Let’s go.” 

 Both the colonel and corporal turned on the lights attached to their shoulders before entering the darkness 

of the cave, McIntyre with his rifle at the ready while Murphy continued to scan with the tricorder. 

 “Definitely human life-signs,” he reported as they rounded a corner in the cave.  “The kelbonite is not as 

dense in this area of the cave.” 

 As the pair climbed around another outcrop of rock, a faint glow of light could be seen ahead.  Silently, 

McIntyre ordered their lights be shut off and they cautiously approached the lit chamber. 

 Inside was a scene that almost caused Corporal Murphy to lose his lunch.  Piled against one wall of the 

cave were several dinosaur skulls, all various species, most with the flesh removed.  One in particular, the bloody 

head of a triceratops, had evidently just been collected during their latest hunt.  A pool of blood and gore congealed 

beneath it.  In the center of the cavern, one of the Hunters was working on a human body, its skin peeled open, 

apparently stuffing the corpse with a material that hardened as soon as it was in injected into place.  Colonel 

McIntyre recognized the face of Private Mickens in spite of the ridiculously evil look that had been formed there, a 

blood-thirsty sneer that would frighten almost any pre-adolescent were they to see him displayed in a museum. 

 “Mickens is dead.  Where’s Drake?” McIntyre asked extremely quietly, looking around the chamber. 

 “There!” Murphy replied, pointing past the platform where the Hunter continued to stuff Micken’s lifeless 

corpse.  McIntyre leaned over to see a small cage against the far wall, in which 1
st
 Lieutenant Michael Drake could 



be seen.  The Marine officer was awake, watching what was being done to Mickens, his expression a mixture of fear 

and defiance. 

 “Any other Hunters around?” McIntyre asked. 

 “None I can detect,” Murphy replied. 

 “Good,” the colonel said, suddenly standing up and aiming his compression phaser rifle at the alien before 

him.  “Hey, Ugly!”  Startled, the alien Hunter turned around, his small predatory eyes looking directly at McIntyre 

before registering the weapon in the colonel’s hand.  Before it could move further, McIntyre depressed his trigger, 

sending a burst of phased energy directly into the alien’s chest.  The Hunter fell backward across Mickens body 

before crumpling to the floor of the cavern. 

 “Colonel!” Drake exclaimed in relief.  “I thought I’d never see anyone from the Dauntless again!” 

 “Get him out of there,” McIntyre ordered the corporal as he himself moved over to Mickens body.  He tried 

to close the eyes of the murdered private, but whatever method the Hunters used to prepare their victims for display 

had basically glued them open. 

 “Can you walk, Lieutenant?” Murphy asked after using his hand phaser to cut through the lock holding the 

cage closed. 

 “I’ll crawl if I have to,” Drake replied, displaying a wound on his left calf that had cut through his uniform 

pants and into the flesh beneath.  “Hurts like hell though.” 

 “I’ll carry Mickens out,” McIntyre said as he started to lift the corpse onto his shoulders. 

 “Do you think that wise, sir?” Murphy asked.  “The rest of the Hunters could be back any second.” 

 “No man gets left behind,” the colonel said with a tone that indicated the topic was not up for discussion.  

Leading the way as Drake put his arm around Murphy’s shoulder for support, the Marines made their way back 

outside. 

 “Any trouble out here?” the colonel asked once they had exited the cave. 

 “We haven’t seen anything,” Private Occhino.  “But we have been hearing some strange noises and they 

seem to be getting closer.” 

 “Murphy, what’s the tricorder detecting?” 

 Murphy scanned the vicinity with the small scanning device, his expression turning concerned. 

 “I’m detecting six alien life-form readings heading in this direction.  And they’re carrying something large 

and heavy.” 

 “McIntyre to Dauntless,” the colonel said while pressing on his communicator, hoping to beam his team 

back up to the starship before the other Hunters arrived back at the cave.  But it was already too late.  Before the 

Dauntless could respond, half a dozen of the alien Hunters emerged from the jungle, dragging behind them a net 

containing what appeared to be the decapitated head of a tyrannosaurus rex, perhaps the very same dinosaur the 

Marine platoon had discovered their first day on the mission. 

 The Hunters froze, startled to find the five Starfleet personnel standing in front of their hidden camp.  The 

Hunter’s evident leader took a step toward McIntyre and his Marines, speaking in the alien’s guttural language, a 

dialect that even the universal translator could not comprehend.  Slowly each of the other Hunters reached back for 

their weapons, aiming them toward McIntyre and his Marines.  The Marines likewise all aimed their compression 

rifles at the Hunters.  It was the classic Mexican Standoff.  Both sides seemed ready to completely eradicate the 

other. 

 The standoff was broken by the sound of a deafening roar as suddenly the trees around them were ripped 

out of the ground.  Another T-Rex stood almost directly between the Starfleet Marines and the Hunters, both groups 

startled enough to turn their weapons away from each other and toward the enraged dinosaur.  It growled as it 

moved its head back and forth, looking at both groups while sniffing the air, then charged toward the Hunters and 

the head of the tyrannosaur they had in their net.  The Hunters scattered as the T-Rex charged, grabbing one of them 

in its strong jaws, swallowing the upper half of the alien in one gulp wile the lower half dropped to the jungle floor. 

 “Colonel, according to the tricorder, that dinosaur is female,” Murphy said as the Marines watched what 

was happening with a mixture of horror and fascination. 

 “Why would I care, Corporal?  I’m not exactly looking for a date,” McIntyre replied, about to attempt to 

contact the Dauntless once again. 

 “Because I think the tyrannosaur we discovered the other day may have been her mate,” Murphy surmised. 

 “Nevermind.  Let’s get back to the Dauntless!” McIntyre said.  “Away team to Dauntless.  Five and one 

body to beam up immediately.” 

 “Locking onto you now, Colonel,” replied the voice of transporter chief Blackman.  As the Marines waited 

for the transporter to dematerialize them, the enraged T-Rex broke through into the nearby clearing where it 

suddenly stopped short, stunned as if it hit a solid object. 



 “The Hunter’s cloaked ship must be there,” Drake said.  Sure enough, as the T-Rex struggled against the 

unseen object, becoming further enraged, a crackling sound could be heard and the air wavered as the cloaking field 

tried to compensate for the overloading circuits the dinosaur was causing.  Seconds later, the Marines beamed away, 

leaving the enraged carnivore continuing to attack an object it could not see. 

 

* * * * 

 

 Minutes later, a dirty and disheveled Lt Colonel McIntyre emerged from the turbolift onto the bridge, 

where Captain Koester and Commander K’danz were standing in front of the science console.  Behind the console, 

Commanders Wallace and T’Ashara were still scanning the planetoid’s surface in an attempt to locate the alien 

spaceship. 

 “We located the Hunter ship on the surface,” McIntyre announced as he joined the others. 

 “What?  How?  We still canna detect it even with ship’s sensors set to maximum,” Wallace said in 

disbelief. 

 “One klick west of the Normandy’s landing zone.  A small clearing near an outcropping of rocks containing 

a heavy vein of kelbonite.  When we beamed up, the ship was being attacked by one very angry dinosaur.” 

 “I believe I have located the position, Commander,” the Vulcan T’Ashara reported.  “Putting it on the main 

viewscreen.” 

 Everyone turned to look at the main viewer, which now displayed a high altitude view of the area on 

Oriaphus that the Marines had just left.  Within the clearing, the still angry T-Rex could be seen pushing up against 

and biting at an invisible object, moving around and around the cloaked ship trying to find an opening of some kind 

and becoming more and more frustrated as time went on. 

 “Perhaps we should just leave them there?” K’danz said with a tone of satisfaction. 

 “There goes their cloak!” Koester said as on the screen the outline of the Hunter ship was covered by 

crackling sparks a moment before the cloak failed, revealing the alien vessel for the first time. 

 “The appearance of the ship seems to have outraged the dinosaur even more,” T’Ashara said as on the 

screen the T-Rex redoubled its efforts to attack the craft, biting at any extremity available.  “The vessel’s hull has 

been damaged.  I’m detecting a plasma leak from their starboard impulse thruster.” 

 As the crew watched, the Hunter ship lifted off from the ground, angering the T-Rex even further if that 

was possible.  It struggled into the sky, slowly leaving a trail of plasma in its wake. 

 “Mister Breitling, alter our orbit.  Intercept that ship.” 

 “Aye, aye, sir,” Carter Breitling responded, maneuvering the starship toward where the Hunters would 

attain orbit, as Colonel McIntyre relieved Lieutenant Ka’Dan at the tactical post. 

 “Ready tractor beam,” Captain Koester ordered.  “Stand by phasers and torpedoes too.  I remember the last 

time we encountered these Hunters in space.” 

 “Shields raised.  Phasers and torpedo tubes are armed and ready.  Standing by tractor beam,” McIntyre 

confirmed. 

 On the viewscreen, the Hunter ship moved closer.  Koester resumed his seat in the command chair as he 

ordered, “Don’t let them get past us.” 

 “Alien ship is twenty-seven kilometers and closing,” Breitling reported. 

 “Detectin’ an energy build up in the vessel’s engineerin’ section,” Wallace stated. 

 “They’re not pulling off that trick again,” Koester said with determination.  “Mack, lock phasers on their 

engines and fire!” 

 “Phasers locked on target,” McIntyre responded.  “Firing.” 

 The beam from the starship’s phaser bank lanced out, striking the alien ship’s hull as it moved closer.  As 

had happened the first time the Dauntless crew had encountered the Hunters almost a decade earlier, the ship’s 

ablative armor peeled away as the phaser tracked along it, leaving the hull beneath undamaged. 

 “Vessel is dischargin’ the energy buildup!” Wallace warned as what looked like a tear in space started to 

open not far in front of the Hunter ship. 

 “They’re trying to open another one of their transwarp corridors,” Koester said.  “Mack, quantum torpedoes 

on that opening!  Collapse it if necessary!” 

 Quickly changing the targeting lock, McIntyre activated the quantum torpedoes.  Almost immediately, 

three zero point energy weapons launched from the tube just below the center of the saucer.  The three torpedoes 

converged on the subspace tear at just the moment the Hunter ship started to enter it.  The viewscreen flared as the 

torpedoes exploded, momentarily blinding the bridge crew. 



 “Transwarp corridor has collapsed,” T’Ashara reported, her Vulcan inner eyelid allowing her vision to 

clear sooner than most of the others around her.  Captain Koester blinked his eyes, trying to clear the spots out of 

them.  When he could finally see clearly again, he noticed several fragments of debris spinning in orbit. 

 “Status?” the captain asked. 

 “Hard t’ tell,” Wallace replied.  “The corridor collapsed just as the alien ship was attemptin’ t’ enter it.  

They may have b’n destroyed.” 

 “I don’t see enough debris to account for the entire ship,” K’danz said, taking her seat next to the captain. 

 “Theoretically, most of the debris could have been swallowed by the subspace corridor before it collapsed,” 

T’Ashara surmised.  “Whether they could survive such a collapse is unknown.” 

 “Is there any way to know for sure?” Captain Koester asked, looking over toward the two senior science 

officers. 

 “Negative,” T’Ashara said.  “We do not have the capability to open the same kind of corridor the aliens do.  

We can neither follow nor confirm they have been destroyed.” 

 Koester exchanged a look with his first officer before addressing Lt Commander Amanda Windsor at the 

engineering console.  “Mister Windsor, what is the status of Commander Dar and the Normandy?” 

 “Dar reports he and Leftenant Riker have repaired all the damage to the landing craft,” Windsor reported. 

 “Very well.  Mack, have the Normandy and Peregrine flight return to the shuttlebay.”  The captain then 

looked back at K’danz and said, “As soon as everyone’s back aboard, break orbit and put us on course toward Deep 

Space Four, Carrie.  I’ll be in my ready room.” 

 “Aye, Skipper,” K’danz replied, watching with concern as the captain walked off the bridge. 

 

* * * * 

 

Captain’s log, stardate 61854.1: 

USS Dauntless on course to starbase Deep Space Four. 

On a more personal note, if I never see the planetoid Oriaphus IV, it will be too soon.  Once again the 

planet has claimed the life of a member of my crew.  A memorial service for Private Ben Mickens is 

scheduled for the aft shuttlebay at noon tomorrow. 

Unfortunately, deep down, I have a feeling this will not be our last visit to this cursed world. 

Koester, commanding Dauntless, out. 
 

 

 The door chime to the ready room sounded.  Captain Koester, who had been intently watching an image on 

the monitor atop his desk, finally looked up when it rang for the third time. 

 “Come,” he said in a preoccupied-sounding voice.  The doors parted to admit Commander K’danz. 

 “Is something wrong, Peter?” K’danz asked as she stood in front of the captain’s desk.  “You’ve seemed 

distracted ever since we departed Oriaphus.” 

 “Something has been bothering me ever since our encounter with the Hunter ship in orbit.”  Koester 

gestured for K’danz to sit down in one of the chairs opposite him, then turned the monitor around to face the first 

officer.  The image showed the last few moments of the battle against the Hunter ship, just as it disappeared behind 

the explosion of the quantum torpedoes. 

 “You don’t think they were destroyed?” K’danz asked, her own expression confirming Koester’s suspicion 

that his first officer shared his skepticism. 

 “I think they’ll be back.  …And in much larger numbers.  They found the perfect hunting ground.  They 

know we’ll defend the dinosaurs, providing them with even more prey.  And they’re relentless.”  He sighed as he 

added, “We must find a way to stop them once and for all.” 

 K’danz could do little more than nod in agreement as she watched the image on the monitor replay over 

and over again. 

 

The End…? 

 



Note from the Author:  This story was inspired by and is the sequel to three previous USS Dauntless adventures: 

 

From Season 4; 

“Hammond’s World” 

“Open Season” 

 

From Season 7; 

“Lost World – Hammond’s World II” 


