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Chapter 1

“Do you think I should tame all the stegos or just one of them?” I asked Bruce as we got within a hundred yards of the spiky dinosaurs. The stegosauruses were about the size of a big-rig truck without its trailer, and they looked a bit clumsy because their front legs were shorter than their rear legs. The twin rows of alternating shield-bones on their backs looked almost as tall as me, but it was hard to tell from this distance. The spikes on their tails looked wicked sharp, and I angled our approach so that we could come at them from the front.

Bruce the pteranodon hopped next to me like a bat and let out a puzzled honk. He was about as big as a horse, with a long beak that could punch through flesh and bone like a Greek warrior’s spear. He had saved me from a fall to the death when a black-winged, three-eyed, ugly asshole had carried me up into the air and dropped me from a few thousand feet. The pteranodon wasn’t big enough for me to ride like a pegasus, but his wings were wide enough to help me kind of clumsily glide down from heights, and I had used the tactic to escape the big-winged asshole that had tried to kill me.

“See, Bruce, I don’t quite understand the limitations of my own power,” I said as I moved to be closer to the river which cut through the valley where I’d landed. “I don’t know if there is a limit to how many dinosaur friends I can make. Hell, I don’t even know if the ones that I’ve already befriended are okay back at the forts. I guess I’m a few miles from them, maybe even more.”

Bruce let out a honk that sounded like he understood, and then he looked at the three stegos and let out a long honk followed by three short ones.

“You think I should tame all three of them?” I asked as I flipped on my Eye-Q to see what their genders were. To my surprise, they were all male, and their matching red and black markings made me think that they were all brothers.

Bruce let out an affirmative honk, and the stego that was closest to us turned his head up from the algae he was eating at the side of the river so that he could look at us.

The stegosaurus opened his mouth and let out a long bellow that sounded like a low note from a tenor saxophone. The other two stegos turned around to look at Bruce and me, and then they let out singing notes which formed an in-tune chord.

“Whoa,” I said. “They sound pretty good together. I guess you all are really ancient birds, huh?”

Bruce honked, and the stegos stared at us for a few moments before going back to eating their algae. They probably figured that I was harmless, but their lack of concern didn’t make me feel any better. A single swipe from their tail would turn me into minced-meat-Victor, so I had to be very careful.

“Why don’t you hang back here, Bruce,” I said as we got within fifty yards of the first stego. “I don’t want you to get accidentally hit if this doesn’t work out.”

Bruce honked and then flapped his large wings once to halt his momentum and hold himself steady. I continued onward, but as soon as I got about twenty yards away from the first stegosaurus, he raised his face up from the algae to study me.

“You three look a bit out of place,” I said. “Don’t you have girlfriends?”

The stego made a soft tone that sounded like someone saying “ahhhhh,” and it sounded incredibly sad.

“Oh, shit. Did they get eaten?”

One of the other stegos turned around from where he was eating, and he bellowed as tonal note that the other two answered with matching tones.

“Oh, I get it. You are on the lookout for mates.”

The first stego replied with a tenor-sax tone, and the other two looked at me.

“Well, Bruce and I are going on an adventure, we’ve also got a friend named Grumpy who’s in the river. I’m separated from my mates, and I’m trying to get back to them. If you three come with me, we’ll have a cool adventure, and I can promise you a bunch of food and a party when we get back. Who knows, we might even find some ladies for you along the way. What do you say?”

The three stegos paused for a few seconds, and then they each let out three short notes.

The display on my Eye-Q flashed, and I smiled as relief poured into my stomach. These guys weren’t as big as the triceratops, but I was still a bit worried about taming them. Especially since their tails were crazy dangerous.

“Thanks for coming!” I said as I stepped to the head of the first one and scratched him under the chin. The stego seemed surprised by my gesture of affection, and he jerked his head away from me, but I continued to stroke his neck, and then he turned his head back around so I could get back to his chin.

“I gotta think of names for you all,” I said as I glanced at the three of them. “I’m sure there are a lot of bands with three guys in them. Hmmmm.”

They all looked pretty similar, with black scales around their feet, which then turned into red scales around their knees before taking on a cream color for the rest of their upper bodies. Dots of black and red were on their flanks, but I noticed that one of them had more black scales on his tail, one had more red scales, and the other had more cream colored scales.

“I think I’ve got good names,” I said as I looked back at the face of the one I petted with the black tail. “You are Mike D.”

The stego let out a short song, and then the other two replied with a short note that matched the tone.

“You are MCA,” I said to the one with the red tail, and he made a low note that the other two answered.

“And you are Ad-Rock,” I said to the last one with the cream colored tail. He sang a note, and the other two answered right after.

“Yeah,” I laughed. “Those are perfect names for you guys. I’m going to climb up on your back. Cool?”

Mike D. sang a note of approval, and I jumped up to grab onto the edge of one of the diamond-shaped plates on his back. A moment later I climbed up onto one of his spines and looked around the valley to get a better feel for the lay out of the land.

To my west, the river flowed in a smooth arch until it bent around a small beach behind the walls of a cliff. That was the way I needed to go to reach the ocean, but before I commanded the stegos to move out, I took a look in the other three directions.

I guessed that I was north of Quwaru’s cave fort, so I looked south and saw a quarter-mile strip of grassy plain punctured by the occasional palm tree. At the end of the grass, a thick cluster of banyan trees squatted at the foot of what looked to be the start of a slope that would lead out of the valley. It was hard to tell the exact angle of the slope because of the thick coating of trees, but it would be a chore to push the stegos through it.

To my north across the river was another two hundred yards of beach before the base of a cliff. The face of the cliff was made of shelves and outcroppings with trees that I guessed I could climb, but the stegos couldn’t make it up.

To my east was the source of the river, and it twisted like a snake for what looked like a half mile across the open plain of the valley before it met with a forest of jungle trees.

I looked up at the sun and contemplated my decision for a few seconds more. I probably had another seven, maybe eight hours of daylight. If I could reach the ocean before dusk, I would probably be able to follow it south in the darkness until I found the path that led to Quwaru’s cave. The problem was that I didn’t know how far away I was, and I didn’t like the idea of trying to sleep without some sort of shelter. Yeah, I now had three stegos, a massive crocodile, and a pteranodon that could guard me, but we tended to get rain every few days, and I didn’t want to get eaten alive by mosquitoes.

“Let’s head down the river for a few hours,” I said to Mike D.

Mike D. sang a low note of approval that MCA and Ad-Rock repeated. Then the group moved out, and I gestured for Bruce to flap up and join me on top of Mike D’s back. The pteranodon did so with a happy honk, and I reached out my left hand to pat him on top of the head as he clung to one of Mike D’s ridges.

I couldn’t see Grumpy in the water, but I kind of felt his presence lurking deep below the surface. It wasn’t like an exact pinpoint radar location, like I “knew” exactly where it was. The feeling was more like I kind of just knew he was in the water, and he seemed to trail behind our Beastie Boys convoy as we walked west alongside the river.

We reached the bend on the river where the choke point of the beach was and made a slight left to follow the bend. Even though I was riding some fifteen feet in the air on the back of the stego and had two others flanking me, I still didn’t feel invincible, and I kept checking the flowing river, the sky, and behind us for predators.

As we traveled, I tried to keep my mind off the topic of what was going on in the camps. I really didn’t know how far away I was from Quwaru’s camp, and I had left Tom there along with the balaur bondocs Chandler, Joey, Ross, Rachel, Monica, and Phoebe. The dinosaurs seemed to stay tamed when I traveled away from the camp, but I wondered if there was some maximum range. Would my dinos attack Kacerie, Emerald, Galmine, Quwaru, Zoru, Youleena, Urka, Adella, Keefaye, and Nomi?

As I thought through the danger, I realized that the group by the ocean was probably safe in the cave. The asshole who’d picked me up from the bridge had used the teeth on his wings to cut the rope. If the balaur bondocs somehow did go crazy and try to attack my women, they would have to go around the ledge of the gorge. It would be easy enough for my friends to defend.

That just left my fort in the redwood forest clearing. Would the dinos there be calm even though I was far away? I hoped so, but I figured that Sheela, Trel, and Liahpa were strong fighters. I didn’t like the idea of the troodons attacking them, but I had to assume they would close the inner gate of our smaller fort and be able to hold them off.

“Bah!” I forced my thoughts away from scenarios involving my dinos attacking my lovers. I was worried, but I knew that I really didn’t need to be afraid. My dinos all loved my women, and I knew in my heart that they wouldn’t attack them.

My real concern was what would happen with everyone while I was gone.

I figured that Kacerie would take the leadership role with Emerald and Galmine, but what would she do? She was with Quwaru’s people at the ocean fort, and the goal was to get everyone back to our redwood fort, but Zoru was seriously injured, and he probably wouldn’t be able to make the trip back, especially on Tom’s bumpy back. Would Kacerie decide to just stay with Quwaru at the ocean fort?

I also didn’t know what would happen with Trel, Sheela, Liahpa, and Emta at the redwood fort. If we didn’t come back in a day, they would start to get worried. I knew that Sheela had made the trip to the ocean before on her own, but it was an incredibly risky journey to make across three valleys.

My women were really divided right now. They had no way of talking to each other, and even if my dinosaurs followed their directions, it would be a challenge for them to reach each other safely.

“I just need to get back as soon as I can,” I muttered to myself as we rounded the next beach cliff wall and came upon a tiny valley.

The spot was probably only five-hundred square yards of beach, palm trees, and a bit of grass, but there were no dinosaurs here, and the sound of the river made the secluded area seem really peaceful. The palm trees all grew in pairs, and I found myself fantasising about stringing up a hammock between them, and then having a beach party with everyone. Those thoughts took me to memories of barbeques with my parents, and I wondered what they would have thought about my adventures in Dinosaurland.

I was sure my parents would have been horrified about what had happened to me, but I also figured they would be proud at what I’d accomplished, and the relationships with the women I’d come to love. They would have loved Trel’s fierce intelligence, and my mom would have probably had a great time debating with her. They would have loved Sheela’s stoicism, and I easily imagined my dad bonding with her over golf or hunting. They would have loved Galmine’s cheerful attitude, and I felt a smile spread across my face as I imagined my mom gardening with her. They would have loved Kacerie’s can do attitude and attention to details, and my mom would have loved shopping with her while my dad would have loved talking about business ownership.

I shook my head and blinked a few times to clear the thoughts and sleep out of my eyes. We had rushed back to Quwaru’s camp yesterday evening, and I was coming up to about twenty-ish hours without sleep. The walking style of the stegos wasn’t helping me fight the exhaustion either since they kind of had a gentle sway with every step they took.

“Shit,” I sighed as I looked back at the shade of one of the palm trees. “I could really use a nap.”

Bruce let out a soft honk, but I just shook my head.

“Naw, I need to get back. They are all worried about me. I’m not going to risk traveling at night without light, but I’ll do what I can to--”

The words caught in my mouth as we turned the corner of the next beach. There was another open beach and field that looked to be about twice as long and wide as the one where I had tamed Grumpy and the stegos. It must have been at least a mile until the next curve of the beach took the river out of view, and the left slope climbed the hillside with a gentle switchback of palm and banyan trees. Scattered throughout the clearing were clusters of palm trees and large stacks of boulders that rose naturally from the beach like teeth. The area had a hidden Mayan Temple kind of feel to it, but that wasn’t why I’d lost my words, and I commanded the stegos to all stop moving as soon as my eyes focused on the scene some half a mile down the river.

There was a giant dead dinosaur there, and two even larger dinosaurs tearing into the corpse of the monster with a savage intensity. It only took me a second to realize that the big dead dino was a brontosaurus, but I blinked a few times as I tried to figure out what the other two dinos were. They were too far away for my Eye-Q to pull them up, but then one of the dinos twisted to the side, and I saw the tall fin that stood on his back.

Then my stomach dropped.

“Time to turn around,” I said to Mike D, and he let out a soft note that MCA and Ad-Rock repeated right after.

“Yeah, I’m not a hundred percent positive,” I whispered as they turned around, “but I think those are spinosaurs. They are fucking bigger than a bronto. That’s crazy. We might be able to squeeze around them, but I don’t want to risk it.”

Even as I said the words I wondered if I should actually risk it. The two spinos looked content with their bronto meal, and the valley was probably wide enough for us to sneak by them by at least a quarter mile without them seeing us.

What were my alternatives? I could ride back to the first valley where I had landed and try to push south through the jungle and up the slope of the canyon. The path looked difficult though, and I knew it would probably take me ten times as long to make it the same distance. I could go the opposite direction on the river, but I knew the ocean was to the west and not the east. Going up-river would be taking me away from the ocean, and if I went away from the ocean, it was going to be harder to find Quwaru’s camp or the river of obsidian that I could use to tell my location in relation to my redwood fort.

I could also just wait for the spinos to finish eating with hopes that they might move on, but it could lead to even worse problems. The spinos could come this way, or they could just sit there and bask in the sun. Either solution wasn’t good, and I’d waste a bunch of time waiting for the giant predators to finish.

“Damn,” I said as I ordered the three stegos to stop walking and turn back around. The spinos were deeply engrossed in their meal, and I glanced again at the wide open valley as the mathematical logistics played out in my head. The safe move was to go back the way I came and figure out another way to the ocean, but it just felt like such a huge waste of time. Then again, there was no saved game restore in Dinosaurland. From what I remembered from my days studying dinosaurs as a kid, the spinosaurus was supposed to be one of the largest dinosaur predators to have ever lived. Scientists even thought it was larger than a T-rex, and I guessed that the pair had no problem taking down the brontosaurus.

They wouldn’t have had any problems taking out three stegosaurus’s either.

But then again, maybe they would have a problem. Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock were under my control, and I could maneuver them in ways that a normal trio of stegosauruses, or spinosauruses wouldn’t be able to figure out.

If those spinos did attack me, I felt confident that I could defend myself.

And I didn’t want to waste a whole day or more trying to go around these big fuckers.

“Alright,” I said with a long breath. “We are going to try this. We’ll hug the cliff face on the left and keep as much space between us and the spinos as physically possible. Cool? Cool. Let’s do this.”

I commanded the stegos to move to the left, and we made a long single file line as we hugged the cliff wall with our left side.

Then we began our dirge march around the perimeter of the large valley.

“Okay, this is going good,” I whispered after we had walked for a few minutes against the wall.

Bruce let out a soft honk, but I raised a finger to my lips and shushed him.

The air was hot from the sun, and the atmosphere just got hotter the farther away from the river we moved. Everything seemed still around us. There was no breeze caressing the leaves of the palm trees, there were no birds or other dinosaurs flying overhead, and there weren’t any sounds coming from the thick jungle that climbed the left cliff face.

Every damn dinosaur on this planet knew that you didn’t fuck around anywhere close to spinosaurs, yet here I was trying to ninja around them.

“Alright,” I wheezed as we reached a quarter of the way around. “Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea.” It felt like a heating blanket was wrapped around my shoulders, and I really wanted to take off my shirt and wring it out.

The spinos still hadn’t looked up from their meal though, and I started to think that we might be okay.

Then a flock of flying dinosaurs screeched from overhead, and my heart leapt into my chest.

I looked up as the group of a half dozen flyers glided over us. It was hard to tell their exact size because of the distance above me, but I guessed their wings were about four to six feet across. Unlike Bruce the pteranodon, these flying dinos had long quail-like tails, teeth on their maws, and tufts of hair on their legs and arms. They looked like flying possums with scales at their joints instead of the hair they had on the rest of their limbs. It kinda seemed like evolution had made a mistake with these and had poured all their daily allotment of ugly into the batch.

I blinked open my Eye-Q and saw that the flying dinos were named Sordes. The group circled above our heads twice, let out angry screeches, and then flew across the valley toward the pair of spinos.

I glanced down at the giant predators a quarter of a mile away and breathed a sigh of relief when I saw that they hadn’t turned in our direction. As I thought, the spinos were too committed to eating, and they didn’t care about anything else going on. They probably hadn’t even heard the screeches of the ugly flying dinosaurs.

I continued to walk the stegos against the wall, but I kept another eye on the fliers as they reached the spinos. For half a moment, I thought the ugly sordes were just gonna fly past, but then they dove and started circling one of the massive predator’s heads. The spino they were harassing shook his head with obvious annoyance, but the sordes didn’t relent. If anything, they started screeching louder, and two of the fliers landed on the dead bronto.

The spinosaurus let out a roar that caused every bone in my body to vibrate from a quarter of a mile away.

“Oh shit,” I gasped as I fought against the icy terror in my stomach. These sordes dinos weren’t even half the size of one of the spinos’ teeth, but they seemed to be going out of their way to piss off the deadly predator. The second spino tried to snap at the two insignificant flyers on the corpse of the bronto, but the sordes were too fast, and they jumped out of the way and took to the air with a chorus of indignant screeches.

“Let’s pick up the pace a bit,” I said to the three stegos as I glanced back and forth between the spinos and their harassers. I doubted that the group of ugly possum-lizard flyers would be able to force the spinos away from their meal. Hell, I didn’t think anything short of a nuclear warhead could get a spino away from its food, but the flyers were definitely distracting the pair of apex predators.

And that was either going to be good for me, since the spinos wouldn’t notice us tiptoeing by, or it was going to be bad, because now neither of the apartment-building-sized predators were looking at their meal.

We reached the farthest south spot in the bowl-shaped valley, but the remaining half of the valley suddenly seemed way too far away. Both of the spinos were bellowing like thunder gods, and I could feel Mike D trembling with every step.

“We can’t go back now,” I said as I patted the stego’s spiny shields. “Just keep going guys. We are almost there. We are going to get out of this alive. Keep moving.”

I didn’t know if my words actually helped, since the stegos couldn’t really resist my orders, but I felt a bit better.

Then I saw another swarm of the ugly sordes crest over the side of the cliff and dive toward the spinos.

“Ugh, you idiots,” I hissed. “Just leave them alone until I get out of here.”

The flying dinos were darting around the spinos’ heads like a swarm of gnats, and the giant predators kept twisting their heads around to try to bite them. One of the spinos got lucky, and his jaws closed around two of the sordes as they tried to flap away from him, but there were a good forty others now, and they took turns eating from the bronto corpse or pecking at the back of each of the spinos. I doubted that they were really doing any damage to the back-finned predators, but they were definitely annoying the spinos, and I couldn’t guess at what was going to happen next.

“Little faster boys,” I urged the stegos, and they moved from a fast walk into a bumpy trot. The pace was pretty uncomfortable, and I had to hang onto one of the kite-plates with both hands to keep from getting thrown off.

Bruce let out a honk of annoyance as he started to slide off the back of Mike D, but I shifted my hips into his back as I clung to the plate and leaned against him to keep him steady. Bruce was as big as a horse, and he was kind of cramming himself in between the dual rows of shields on Mike D’s back, but the pteranodon probably only weighed about what I did, so I was able to kind of force him into place without much effort.

“Just a little more,” I said as soon as we reached the last quarter of the valley. The spinos had gotten lucky a few more times and managed to bite some of their harassers out of the air, but there looked to be hundreds of the sordes now, and the pair of spinos were beginning to step away from the bronto corpse.

It looked like they might actually flee the scene, and if they did, they would come our way.

“Fuck,” I cursed as the trio of stegos moved up to a canter. This gait was a little smoother than when they trotted, and the wind began to blow in my ears, but it wasn’t even half as fast as a trikes run, and I doubted that we would be able to escape the spinos if they turned around.

And then the spinos turned around and saw us just as we reached the beach by the river. We’d successfully circumnavigated them, but the two hill-sized predators let out roars that caused my nuts to vibrate, and then they took a large step toward us.

“Okay, now it’s time to freak the fuck out!” I shouted down to Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock. “Go! Go! Go!”

The stegos sensed my urgency, or maybe they were terrified of the spinosaurus roars, or maybe both. It didn’t really matter, all that mattered was that the stegos kicked it into high gear, and what I thought was a fast-for-them canter turned into a bucking bronco of a roller coaster ride when the trio started sprinting.

It took all of my strength to hold on to the spines, but my feet slipped out from under me, and I was left hanging off one of the shields while Mike D ran. Bruce let out an annoyed honk and flapped his wings a few times before launching to the sky. I didn’t blame him, and when I looked back toward where the corpse of the bronto was, I realized that we had turned around another bend of the river.

I couldn’t see if the spinos were actually chasing us or not.

“Shit,” I hissed as I twisted my neck around so that I could look at where the stegos were running. On one hand, seeing the pair of spinos chasing us down would have been all sorts of terrifying, but on the other hand, I really wanted to know if they were chasing us.

“Bruce!” I called up to the pteranodon as he hovered above me. “Fly up and let me know if the spinos are chasing us. One honk if they aren’t. Two long honks if they are!”

Bruce let out a short honk, gave a hard pump of his wings, and then banked away from me. We were on another isolated beach that hugged the wall of a canyon, but the edge twisted away up ahead, and I saw another grassy valley with sporadic croppings of boulders and palm trees.

And then I saw six carnotauruses, and my heart leapt into my throat.

It looked like they were just finishing up crossing the river to our side. They were a good four or five hundred yards away, but it was a wide open beach between them and my stegos. The six predators were probably about a quarter of the size of the spinosaurs, but there were six of them, and they let out a hungry bellow when they saw us come around the edge of the cliff.

“Shit,” I hissed as my mind spun with various options.

Then Bruce sang two upset sounding honks as he flew by my head.

“Double shit,” I growled. Then my plan came into focus, and I narrowed my eyes at the six carnos. “Time to drop the bass on some assholes. Old school style.”


Chapter 2

I pushed the stegos into a charge toward the carnos. MCA and Ad-Rock took a front position in front of Mike D, so that I had less chance of getting snatched from the stego’s back. We ran on the beach as close to the shore of the river as we could get, and I sensed Grumpy drift behind us from deep under the flow of the water.

The carnos didn’t know the purussaurus was there, so my plan was to engage them as close to the water as I could, force their backs against the flowing water, and then have the massive dinosaur-croc grab them from behind. The carnos were giant raptor-like predators that stood a good fifteen-feet high, but Grumpy was probably fifty feet long, and I wouldn’t have been surprised if he weighed as much as all six of the carnos put together. I knew that a spinosaurus would easily eat my new crocodile buddy for breakfast, but he’d have no problem taking out some carnos by surprise.

He just had to be quick enough so that I could get through these assholes before the spinos caught up with us.

The carnos seemed surprised that my trios of stegos were racing toward them, but it only lasted a few seconds. They quickly let out roars that had once terrified me, but now sounded like kittens when compared to the spinos, and then they charged.

“Hold it!” I shouted into the wind at MCA and Ad-Rock as I sensed them start to freak out. “You got this! We are going to work together! Just follow my orders!”

Mike D let out a low note that sounded a lot like “listen to the boss, boys,” and the other two let out two pitches in their echo format. Then we were a good hundred yards apart from our opponents, and I ordered MCA and Ad-Rock to swing around to the left a bit so that they could come at the carnos from the southeast side.

I also reached out with my Tame ability, but it was either the heat of battle on my nerves or that the carnos were still too big, but my ability didn’t seem to have any effect on them.

Then we were ten or so yards away, and I held my breath as I gave the stegos my surprise order.

MCA and Ad-Rock locked their right legs up and then swung their tails around as they continued to slide across the sand. Our timing was perfect, and they each smacked their spikes into the chests of the two lead carnos just as they were about to snap forward. The two carnos screamed with surprise and they were knocked toward the river as a spray of blood filled the air.

The remaining four carnos tried to stop, but they skidded across the sand as they lost control of their upper bodies. Two of them crashed into MCA’s side, one of them crashed into Ad-Rock, and the last one slid past them toward Mike D and me.

I grasped onto the kite-shaped plate as Mike D whipped his tail around and my teeth shook when the spikes slammed into the carno. My vision actually went blurry for half a second, and my hands went numb, but I guessed it was nothing compared to the pain that the carno was experiencing. Mike D had hit him right in the skull with his spiky tail, and the carno was twitching on the beach with a skull that now looked like a colander. Blood poured out of dozens of holes, but I didn’t have time to study the fucker’s last few moments, Ad-Rock and MCA needed me.

The two carnos that’d collided with MCA had almost tipped the stego over, but my buddy was sidestepping to keep his balance, while he tried to buck the carnos loose. They both had their tiny arms hooked around his top plates, but they couldn’t fit their maws down into the gap between his spines, and the stego’s movement away from them meant that they couldn’t bring the talons on their legs into play to scratch him; they were too busy trying to hop along with the stego’s movement so that they wouldn’t get knocked free.

The carno who had slammed into Ad-Rock hadn’t been able to catch hold of his spines, so the predator was moving around to try to get at the stego’s unprotected head. I decided to let the carno have his way, and I turned Ad-Rock around so that he was facing the river. The carno took the bait, sprang over to the edge of the river and then shot forward to chomp into the face of my new friend.

But he didn’t know that Grumpy was waiting for him.

The purussaurus really was the thing of nightmares. He wasn’t scarier than the spinos or T-rexes, but he erupted out of the river like a grim reaper jack-in-the-box and chomped down on the back of the carno as if it was a dog’s chew toy. The carno even let out a surprised gasp which sounded a lot like a squeak, but then Grumpy barrel rolled his massive body, and the carno tore in fucking half. Blood sprayed through the air like rain, but I was already commanding Ad-Rock and Mike D to rush over to MCA’s defense. One of the carnos had actually gotten his feet hooked around a palm tree in the middle of the beach, and MCA was having problems shaking himself free or continuing his side step routine. The other carno was starting to pull up more on the plates, and I knew we only had a few seconds to get him off before he was able to rip huge cuts into MCA’s side with his talons.

Mike D got there first, and I braced myself for another tail swing by pushing against opposing kite-shaped shields with my arm. My stego’s back arched sideways, and then my body went numb when his tail cracked out and slammed into the side of the carno that was trying to climb up on MCA. The predator let out a scream of agony and let go of MCA, but then the other one leaned to his left and tried to take a bite off of the stego’s neck right below where the plates started.

Then Bruce saved the day by dive bombing that fucker.

The horse-size pteranodon slammed his long beak right into the carno’s right eye. The predator let out a screech of surprise, but it only lasted for a few seconds, then he started to lean back away from MCA as Bruce tried to pull his beak free of the carno’s skull.

The pteranodon and carno tumbled to the sand together, and I felt half a second of panic before I saw that the carno began to twitch its death spasms. Then I directed Ad-Rock to sprint past Bruce and smack the carno that Mike D had just hit with his tail. The bleeding carno was probably going to die from all the puncture wounds anyway, but Ad-Rock’s hit tore the predator’s left leg out of its hip joint like an axe cutting a tree branch free, and the carno gave out a gurgle of agony as it twisted over on its remaining leg and collapsed onto the sand.

Bruce pulled his beak free of the carno he had killed, and I could have sworn that he flexed his arms up over his head like some sort of cage fighter that had just KO’d his opponent. Then the pteranodon flapped his wings hard and took to the air with a loud honk.

I looked back at the two carnos that MCA and Ad-Rock had first hit during our charge. One of them was staggering back to his feet with a set of bloody holes in his chest and eyes that burned fiery hatred, but the other was still rolling on the ground, and I doubted that he was going to be doing anything besides dying in the next few minutes.

“Grumpy?” I called out, and the giant crocodile lunged out of the river water like a bullet, twisted his head sideways, and then chomped down on the right leg of the remaining carnotaurus.

Grumpy’s prey let out a surprised squawk, but it was too late, and his face slammed against the sand of the river bank as Grumpy pulled back with his four massive legs. The carno surprised me by twisting around, bending over double, and biting at Grumpy’s face, but my dino-croc didn’t seem to give a fuck about the carno’s teeth. Grumpy just kept pulling the carno toward the water, and as soon as they made it halfway in, my tamed monster-croc began his patented death roll. The carno quickly disappeared beneath the waves, and I turned back toward the east side of the river.

I was just in time to see the twin spinos round the cliff corner and hear Bruce let out two honks.

“Yeah, I see them!” I shouted at Bruce as I commanded Grumpy to continue his trip downstream while the stegos ran west.

The spinos saw us too, and they let out bellows that seemed to make the sun hide behind the clouds above us. These things were terror-gods on two legs, and I knew there was no way that I could hope to win against them with my three stegos. Yeah, their tail whips hit super hard, but the jaws of the spinos looked like they could wrap around the entire circumference of Mike D’s back, spines and all. They probably crapped shit bigger than the carnos that we had just fought. Okay, maybe not, but my heart was skipping beats as the stegos ran away from them, and I prayed to whatever gods were watching over me in Dinosaurland that these two monsters decided not to give chase.

Then, as if the gods of Dinosaurland were really watching over me, the spinos trotted over to the first carno that we had killed. They each bit into it as I watched, and they each devoured their half in one massive gulp.

Then they let out another loud roar and trotted over to the next carno corpse.

“Let’s hope that fills their belly,” I said as I did some mental mathematics and tried to figure out how much of the bronto they had both eaten before chasing after. I was very close to positive that the spinos would be full after they ate the carnos, but I still wanted to put a few thousand miles between them and us as soon as possible.

We followed the river west out of the valley where the spinos feasted and continued through six more valleys. The last one had a herd of parasaurs drinking at the side of the river, but they fled south away from the water and dashed up a grassy slope as soon as they saw us round the cliff corner. I figured an hour had passed since the spinos started feasting on the carnos, and I was starting to think that we were safe.

We exited the valley with the parasaurs and came to what seemed to be the end of the cliffs on each side of the river. They gave way to tall oak trees punched with the occasional impossibly tall redwood, and I wondered if I was getting closer to the location of my camp. Then I reviewed the brief impression I had of Dinosaurland in my head and knew that I was much closer to Quwaru’s camp than I was mine. Or at least, I thought I was. The trip the ugly winged bastard had taken me on had felt like really far north and a bit east, but I really couldn’t be sure until I saw the ocean.

And rivers tended to flow into oceans.

“Hey Bruce!” I called up into the air where my brown, yellow, and green scaled pteranodon floated on heat waves above me. “Do you see the ocean that way? Honk once for yes and twice for no.”

Bruce looked up away from me and toward the horizon, then he looked back down at me and honked once.

“How far-- ahh you won’t be able to tell me,” I sighed and then I looked at the closest redwood tree. It was about twelve feet in diameter but the first branches only started about thirty feet up.

“Mike D, can you move me under that branch?” I asked, and the stego gave a hum before complying. The branch was still a bit out of reach when I stood on his back, but I carefully climbed up onto one of his armored plates and was able to pull myself up.

I was nowhere near as good of a climber as Trel with her spider legs, or Sheela with her claws, but I managed to make my way up the branches of the redwood until I was about ten feet from the top and it didn’t seem safe to go up any more.

Then I looked west and felt my heart tumble out my asshole and bounce off every single branch on the way down.

The blue line of the ocean was just a small sliver. It was far away. Really damn far away, and I couldn’t even begin to guess at the distance. Twenty miles? Fourty? Sixty? A hundred? I doubted it was a hundred, but there was no way I would make it there before the sunset today, and I doubted I would get there by nightfall tomorrow.

“Okay,” I cleared my throat and wiped my palm over my sweaty face. “I can do this. I tame dinosaurs, I know how to survive. It’s just going to take me two or four days to get back. No problem. First thing I need to do is find food, water, and shelter.” I glanced down to the forest of oak trees below me and then remembered that the previous valley had more jungle-like banyan trees, ferns, and cane plants. These would be easier for me to work with to build a shelter, but the oak and redwoods here would also give me potential firewood.

But having a shelter and fire weren’t going to be enough in Dinosaurland. There were spinos, carnos, and who knew what else roaming around out here. Ideally, I needed a cave, or some way that I could escape if I got attacked in the middle of the night.

“But I could spend the rest of the afternoon looking for a cave and not find one,” I said to myself as I climbed down the branches. “I only have six or so hours of light left. I’m going to be better off doing a quick scout around to see if I can find something, and then just focusing on building a hut.”

Bruce landed on the ground beside the redwood tree as I dangled from the last branch and landed on top of Mike D. The pteranodon seemed to realize that I was worried, and he let out an inquisitive honk as he looked up at me with his big brown eyes.

“Yeah, sorry buddy,” I said as I took a deep breath and smiled at him. “Let’s take an inventory first.” I reached into my pocket and pulled out the only two items I found. One was my trusty flint edge, and the other was a one inch long obsidian knife with a two inch handle. The flint’s edge wasn’t that great, and if I was back in my fort, I would have tossed it and grabbed another piece from our work space, but the obsidian was razor sharp.

“I’m going to need something to make an axe out of,” I said to Bruce. “A rock with a nub for a handle, or even a rock that I might be able to attach to a piece of wood would work.” I looked down at Mike D’s back where I stood and let out a little chuckle. “Cool thing is that I don’t really need to make a saddle or a platform. I can put some wood between the plates here to create a box. Then I can keep other stuff up here.”

Mike D let out a low pitched note, and then MCA and Ad-Rock repeated it right afterward.

“I just need to be in gathering mode,” I said as I slid off the stego’s back and started searching the ground. There was plenty of small branches, twigs, pine needles, and old oak-tree leaves on the ground, and I quickly gathered up an arm full of smaller wood pieces as I walked around the area at the base of the redwood.

“Don’t just stand around,” I chuckled at Bruce, “see if you can find a cave or something to take shelter in. If you can’t find a cave, maybe a freshwater spring or creek would work; something away from the river so there will be less dinosaur traffic. Look in the valley we just walked through, this one, or the next one downstream so I don’t have to walk that far.”

Bruce let out a honk, flexed his arms out, and then leapt back up into the air. He made it out of the canopy of oak trees as I ordered Ad-Rock to lay on his belly. It took me a few tries, but I was eventually able to sprint up the curve of his tail and spine while I carried my load of firewood and I wedged a few sticks between his armored plates and then dumped the rest of the wood in the space.

By the time I had gathered and set my third arm load of firewood on top of Ad-Rock, Bruce returned and swooped over my head with a happy sounding honk.

“Looks like he found something,” I said to the stegos as I finished placing the last of my wood. “Let’s follow him.”

We set off in the south direction away from the river and then started to twist back eastward when we caught glimpses of Bruce through the canopy of tall oaks. We walked for about ten minutes, and then I saw the big pteranodon land on the ground and hop toward the easternmost canyon wall that separated the valleys that ran along the beach.

I parked the stegos near the spot Bruce had landed, slid off Ad-Rock’s side, and then made my way over to the spot where Bruce was hopping, before I got there, I heard the small trickle of water, and I stepped over a small creek that was running out of a rocky indent in the canyon.

“What did you find, Bruce?” I asked as I leaned around the canyon walls toward the sound of the water. There were a few banyan trees guarding the edges of the opening, and I had to push aside a bunch of head high ferns to get inside, but once I did. I was rewarded with the sight of a small hollowed out space that was the source of the spring drip.

The little nook was about forty feet across, covered with moss and ferns on the ground, and surrounded by sheer walls of granite on all sides. Bruce pushed his way through the tall ferns to stand next to me, and then he let out an inquisitive honk.

“It’s great!” I said as I patted him on the neck. “I can’t believe you found this place. Good job!” I pointed to the opposite side of the hideaway, to where I saw another cluster of ferns, and then I shot Bruce a questioning look. “Is that another exit?”

Bruce let a honk out that sounded a lot like “I dunno, dude, I’m just a pteranodon,” and I chuckled as I stepped across the small stream and jogged over.

Sure enough. There was another curtain of high ferns that guarded a second exit out of the nook. This exit was only three or so feet wide, and the high sides of the rock gave me a bit of a claustrophobic feel. Still, I wanted to see where it went, and I knew Bruce couldn’t fit through, so I ordered him to remain here while I pushed through the narrow passage.

The hallway through the cliff didn’t twist and turn as much as I thought it would, but it was a lot longer than I expected, and I didn’t come out of the hallway until after a good two minutes of walking. When the area opened up, I was in the thickness of tropical banyan, cane, and palm trees. To my left through the forest, I saw the start of the beach about a quarter of a mile down at the bottom of a gentle slope, and I could almost hear the sound of the river that we had followed for the last few hours, even though I guessed it was a mile or two away.

I looked up through the jungle canopy and studied the sun for a few moments. The one issue with making my home tonight in the nook was that it was hidden from the sun. I’d probably get a few hours less of daylight inside there, but then again, it was probably worth it because I’d be somewhat protected from predators, and any fire that I did light would be really difficult to see.

I ordered Bruce to fly over the canyon tops and then come back down and land beside me while I searched the ground for something I could use as an axe. By the time my pteranodon landed next to me, I’d set three “pretty close to perfect” rocks to the side, and I figured that I give it a few more minutes before I just worked with one of them.

Bruce hopped along next to me as I walked around the cliff face looking for stones, but then he let out a honk and gestured some fifteen feet away from us in the direction of the beach.

“You see one?” I asked as I walked past him. I bent down at the spot where he seemed to be pointing with his beak and found a chisel-shaped rock that had a four-inch elbow at the rear. It wasn’t perfect, but very few rock shaped tools were, in dinosaur land. This stone looked like it was almost sharp, and the part at the back almost looked like a mini-handle.

I’d make it work.

“Good job, buddy!” I said as I flipped the wedge over in my hand and then patted Bruce on the neck. He let out a happy honk, and then I looked around for trees that I could use to start building my hut frame. There were two younger trees with trunks about three inches in diameter within twenty feet, so I guessed there would be plenty more within easy walking distance.

I stepped closer to the side of the cliff face and looked for any sort of flat spot on the wall or a wide flat stone that I could use to sharpen my new stone axe. I didn’t see anything on the ground which would work, so I found the flattest spot on the wall and began to rub one side of my wedge against it.

“This works a bit better with downward pressure,” I said to Bruce as I scraped my wedge against the wall. “Also works with a bit of water to build up a slurry, but I’m not looking for perfection here. Just want to give it a bit of an edge so I don’t waste too much energy cutting down the trees. Get it?”

Bruce honked, and I flipped it over to sharpen the other side of the axe after I hit a count of one-hundred. After I finished sharpening the other side, I inspected the edge of my wedge. It was surprisingly sharp for how much time I had spent on it, and I prayed that it wouldn’t shatter when I started to use it.

“Let’s cut down this guy,” I said as I moved over to the nearest tree. It stood some twelve-feet high, and I pushed my left palm against the trunk to help steady myself as I bent over and slammed the wedge in my right hand into the base of the tree.

“You know,” I said to Bruce as I counted the wacks. “A few months ago trying this kind of thing would have made my hands hurt, but now I don’t even feel anything.” On my tenth wack, the trunk lurched under my palm, and I dropped the axe so that I could pull on the tree. It twisted around in my hands as I walked it around in a circle and then it broke cleanly from its stump.

“Easy peasy,” I said as I picked up my axe again and moved to the next tree. This one only took nine hits to cut down, and I cut down four more of the trees before I laid them all in a pile next to each other.

“The vines on this tree look good for some heavy cordage,” I said as I moved to a young banyan tree with drooping branches. The twisty arms of the tree were super easy to climb, and soon I was on top of the nearest limb and cutting off vines easily. As soon as I had a pile made, I scaled back down, wrapped up the cluster of tree trunks with some vines, and the coiled the rest on top.

“Alright,” I said as I tucked my axe in my belt, spat in my hands, and rubbed them together. “I’m no Liahpa, but I think I can drag this whole thing back to the nook. What do you think?”

Bruce let out a honk and seemed to shrug his narrow shoulders.

“You don’t even know her,” I laughed. “She’s really cool. You’ll like her. You’ll like Sheela, Trel, Galmine, Kacerie, and Emerald too. Ahh, I guess we have Nomi, Keefaye, Adella, Urka, Youleena, Zoru, Emta, and Quwaru now as well. I don’t know them too well, but they seem nice.”

Bruce honked again, and I lifted up one of the bound ends of the log stack and began to pull it into the narrow hallway. The whole group of logs probably weighed four hundred pounds, and I was a bit surprised by how easy it was for me to drag it. When I made it back to the hidden spring, I wasn’t even breathing hard, but my mind was spinning with all the tasks I needed to get done quickly.

“These vines will probably work for cordage,” I said as I looked at the big pile I had on top of the logs. “Might be a little too thick, but it looks like I can split it and then weave it easy enough. The logs I just brought over I can cut into two or three pieces to make the bones of my hut and a raised bed, so all I really need is a fire, some food to cook for dinner, and some ferns or palm fronds for a roof. Bruce, I’m guessing you are really good at fishing, you wanna catch us some dinner while I get a fire ready?”

Bruce let out a happy honk, and then he hopped out of the exit ferns toward the oak and redwood forest before taking to the air.

I jogged back out to the stegos and climbed up Ad-Rock’s back to get all my wood. It would take me a long time to carry it all down neatly, so I had him back his ass into the narrow opening of the nook, and I just tossed all the sticks I had collected down to the mossy floor. Then I climbed down and ordered the three stegos to do some nearby grazing.

I gathered some flat stones, laid them in a circle, and then stacked my firewood in an arranged square. I didn’t know anything about starting fire before I came to Dinosaurland, but Sheela had taught me enough to be a master. I called this initial set up a “log cabin” type fire, and it was good for cooking since I could lay a rock on top of the wooden square walls of the cabin for cooking. In the center of my square Lincoln Log design, I put a pile of the dry leaves and bark. I still kept the fluffiest pieces of bark and dried moss separate, and I moved it all onto a flat rock along with two pieces of wood I was going to use to get the initial coal going.

I took my obsidian knife and cut a bit of a divot in the larger flat stick, and then I trimmed some rough spots off the stick I was going to use as a drill. As soon as I was happy with the new tools, I set the end of the drill into the platform and began to twist it in between my palms with a downward motion. It only took a quarter of a minute to get a little coal going, and I carefully transferred that into the pile of fluffy tinder. A few careful blows created a bunch of smoke a half second before the flame, and then I picked it up in my hands, blew on it a few more times, and then set it into the center of my cabin where the tinder was.

I smiled as I stared into the fire. The orange flames were beautiful, and every time I started a fire I was reminded of how far I’ve come in the last few months here on Dinosaurland. There wasn’t much call for survival skills in Los Angeles, and I had once been painfully inept at anything “manly”. I doubted I would have been able to start this same fire with a bottle of lighter fluid and a box of matches.

But now I could survive by myself in a primitive dinosaur world.

A muffled honk above me reminded me that I wasn’t quite alone, and Bruce dove into the narrow nook with a twist of his wide wings. The horse-sized flyer landed in the center of the grassy area by the start of the spring, and then he hopped over to me and showed me his beak. He had two large fish speared on the long point, and I let out a chuckle when I pulled them off.

“Dang, you are a good hunter!” I said as soon as the fish were on the ground. “Do you want me to cook one up for you, or--”

Bruce interrupted me with a negative honk, and I guessed that he had eaten on the fly and was bringing both of these for me.

A few minutes later, I had cleaned and gutted the fish with my obsidian knife and laid the feast on a rock over the fire to cook. While it roasted, I moved back over to my trees, and began to measure them for cutting.

“It’s getting a little colder out,” I said to Bruce as I started to chop into what would be the beams of the fort. “I can probably sleep on the floor tonight, but I think it might be worth it to make a raised bed that I can bring with us. What do you think?”

Bruch let out a helpful honk, and I smiled over at him as I finished chopping through the last tree.

Each of the trees were cut to a uniform height of about ten feet, I grabbed a four foot long stake and pounded it into the ground with a big flat rock. I used this as the center guide for the hut, and I laid one of the trees against the stake to use as a diameter measuring device while I took another stake and pounded in eight more post holes in a circle.

As soon as the holes were pounded, I took each of the posts and slammed them down into them. The fit was perfect, and only one of the posts wiggled when it was in the hole. I could have fixed the problem by packing some dirt in there, but all the posts were going to be connected at the roof point and along the sides, so I figured it would be fine.

I took three more five foot poles and used the vines to tie them together in a teepee shape. Then I bound two branches horizontally on one side to create a step stool. This helped me get high enough to grab all the tips of the posts, and I joined them all in the center with an expert tie of the vines.

Ideally, I’d use some sort of cane or long green bark to thread between the posts of the hut to create cross sections for my roof thatching to lay, but I still had to harvest the ferns or palm fronds from the other side of the long rock corridor. I was running out of time, so I decided to just use vines instead and wound long strands around and between all eight of the posts; leaving a space for a doorway.

The fish were done roasting on the rock by the time I’d gotten the framework up, so I took a quick break to eat and drink from the spring. The fish was delicious, and I thanked Bruce after every few bites. The pteranodon replied to each of my words with a happy honk, and he kind of let out a squeaky purr when I petted him after I had finished eating.

“We are losing light,” I said to Bruce as I glanced up to the top of the cliffs that surrounded us. The sky was still blue, but the hidden nature of the nook where I was building my fort ensured that I’d lose the sunlight as soon as it began to set. “I’m going to go look for roof material. I can put it all together and lay it on top of the hut using the firelight, but I don’t want to be out in the jungle gathering it in the darkness.”

Bruce let out a honk of agreement, and I double checked to make sure that I had my blades before walking back through the long hallway to the jungle valley. There were plenty of ferns guarding the entrance of my alcove, and the narrow corridor where I walked, but I kind of wanted to leave those there so that it would be harder for creatures to see my fire.

There were plenty of palm frond style bushes and trees in the next valley, and I went to work cutting them off before I threw them into a pile. I tried not to roam too far from the narrow passageway that would take me back to my nook and stegos, but I’d soon cut down all the palm fronds within twenty yards, and I only had two hundred or so stacked. I probably needed three times as much, so Bruce and I moved a bit deeper into the jungle.

As I moved to the next cluster of plants, I couldn’t help but feel a bit nervous about being on the ground instead of up on top of my stegos. I knew that I could tame dinosaurs, but there was still a chance something could sneak up on me and attack before I had a chance to react. Granted, I had Bruce here, and the big pteranodon didn’t seem wary as we went deeper in the jungle, but I would have still prefered to have my troodons or balaurs on patrol.

“Huh,” I said to myself as I looked at Bruce. “I just thought of something. I kind of called you from far away, and I didn’t even see Grumpy when I tamed him. I just kind of reached out through the river. You think there is something to that?”

Bruce tilted his head to the side and let out a honk of puzzlement.

“I wonder though,” I said. “Okay, hold on. Let me try something.” I closed my eyes and thought about mentally calling out to the area surrounding me. I didn’t really ask for help like I did when Grumpy came to my aid, instead I just kind of asked if there was anything out there which could come. I realized that my request might have been a bit dangerous, since it might not be good if it actually worked, but the jungle here was a bit dense, and I didn’t think something as big as a Utahraptor would be able to move through the brush without making a lot of noise.

But then I did hear noises from all around me, and I opened my eyes to see dozens of snakes, lizards, rats, and birds swarm around Bruce and I.

The pteranodon let out a honk as a longer boa-constrictor sized snake slithered underneath his legs, and the slithering reptile coiled up beside a group of fist sized rats.

“Shit,” I gasped as the horde of animals quickly came to rest in a well behaved group at my feet. There must have been a hundred of them, and they all stared up at me with interested eyes.

“Uhhh, wow,” I said as I studied the group. “I actually didn’t think that would work.” I suddenly worried that this idea might have screwed up my powers, so I opened my Eye-Q to see if I had somehow tamed all these animals. I didn’t see any of them on my list, and that made me scratch my head again. Was I actually in control of them? Or was this another side effect of my power? Could I kind of order them around temporarily? Was there additional steps to taming a creature? When I tamed the stegos a few hours ago, I had done it my usual way, but Bruce had been somewhat of a different situation, and Grumpy had just been a shot in the dark.

The jungle was completely silent, and the animals stared at me as if they were eager for my next command.

“Can you all stand over here?” I asked as I pointed to my right, and the horde of vermin quickly scurried, slithered, or flew over to the area where I gestured. Groups of rats and lizards were actually standing on top of the large snake now, but the larger reptile didn’t seem to mind.

“Hmmm,” I said as my heart slammed into my chest. I was starting to feel a bit of a headache coming on, and I wondered if working with the hundred or more animals at once was straining my abilities.

“Back over here, please,” I said as I pointed to my left, and the horde scurried over each other like a tidal wave of small bodies until they were organized where I had pointed.

“Damn,” I chuckled as I shook my head. “I’m like the pied piper or something.” The small creatures didn’t laugh, but Bruce let out a honk of approval.

“How can I make you all disperse?” I asked, but as soon as the thought entered my mind and I voiced the words, the various creatures scattered as if a bomb had been dropped. Bruce let out another honk of surprise as the small creatures dashed through his legs, and he flapped his own wings to keep himself upright so that he accidently didn’t step on them.

None of the animals attacked each other as they fled, which surprised me a bit, but then Bruce and I were alone and the sounds of the various birds returned to the jungle a few moments later. I checked my Eye-Q again, but none of the creatures had been added to it.

“Seems like I have a limited control over creatures,” I said to Bruce as I bent down to continue my work on the palm fronds. “That might come in handy someday.”

Bruce let out another honk, and the noise seemed to split my head open like an axe. The small amount of discomfort I had felt earlier was now a full-blown migraine, and I took a few deep breaths over the pile of palm fronds as my vision spun.

“Orrrr not,” I sighed as I pressed my fingers to my eyes. “That kicked the shit out of me. I might not be powerful enough to do it.”

Bruce gave a sympathetic honk, and I felt him rub his head against mine gently.

“I think I need a bit more of these,” I said as I gestured back to the pile at my feet, “then we are going to go back so I can crash.

I cut another stack of leaves, bound them together with some of the thinner vines, stacked it on top of the previous pile, tied those together, and then slung them over my back. The piles were bulky, but the leaves didn’t weight much at all, and I was able to carry them easily back to the first piles I had made, tie those together, and then carry the massive stack back through the rock alley to my campsite.

My headache had gotten worse by the time I returned to my fire, and I set the piles of palm fronds down beside the frame of my hut before I shoved my head into the spring water. The cold water refreshed me a bit, and I went back to designing a raised bed that I could sleep on.

The bed was much less complicated to make than the fort. I dug four post holes using the shorter stick and used a rock to hammer them into the ground, and then I inserted four sticks that were about three feet long. They ended up sticking two or so feet off the ground. While I worked on splitting the palm fronds in half, I burned holes into four thicker beams that I intended to use as the bed frame. I got about half way done splitting all the palm fronds by the time the holes were burned, and I lashed cross beams as support slats across the rectangle so that it kind of looked like our gate door. Once that was all done, I set the frame on top of the posts I’d just hammered into the ground inside of my hut. The holes I had burned in the frame allowed only a few inches of the legs to pass through, and I made a few adjustment cuts in one of the holes to widen it a bit so that the bed was level.

“The plan is that I tear this whole thing down tomorrow morning, and then bring it with me,” I said to bruce as I laid some palm fronds on the bed for padding. “It will probably take me an hour or so to do, but it will save me a bunch of time every night.”

Bruce let out a honk of approval, and I stepped back out of the skeleton of the hut and returned to splitting the palm fronds. When I finished with the task, I took a three stack of the half leaves, and crammed it into the space between the vines that I had threaded through the posts. If I expected a storm, I might have tied the thatching to the vines or posts, but I wanted to pull them all down tomorrow morning, and there wasn’t really any wind coming into the nook where my camp was. I quickly moved in a circle to fill the bottom row of the hut with the leaves, and then I moved to place the next row of leaves above the first.

By the time I finished covering the sides and roof with palm fronds, the sky was dark, and I was working only by the light of the fire. It was a bit difficult to get the thatching in the top parts, even with the ladder, but I figured I had done a good job with the hut.

“I’m no Trel,” I said to Bruce after I took a few moments to admire my handy work after I had sipped some water from the stream, “but I think it looks great. Might take me a bit longer than an hour to tear down. Hell, it’s bigger than my own hut back in my fort. Once we get home, we can make it a permanent part of our camp. What do you think?”

Bruce gave me a honk of agreement, and I turned back to the entrance where Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock were grazing on some ferns.

“I’m going to head to bed guys. We’ve got a busy day tomorrow, so you all should get some rest too.”

Mike D let out a low pitched note, and then MCA and Ad-Rock repeated it.

“Yeah,” I yawned, stretched my arms over my head, and then turned back to my fort. “Been a long ass day, and I didn’t sleep last night. I’ll just wake up with the sun. You all let me know if there is a problem or any--”

A bright light filled up the narrow circle of sky above my nook, and I threw myself to the ground as a reflexive move. For half a moment, it seemed like the canyon walls were on fire, but then I realized that it was an orange colored teleportation pillar setting down somewhere near my position.

The powerful beings who had abducted me were dumping another survivor on Dinosaurland.

I jumped to my feet and lifted my head up to the sky to try to figure out exactly where the light came from. It was a bit hard to tell, but it seemed as if the light was coming from the north; in the direction of the river.

Then I saw another color light up the sky. This one looked blue, and it was a bit fainter so I guessed it was over toward the northeast; in the direction I had just come from.

In the direction of the spinos.

“Ahh fuck,” I sighed as I wiped my face with the back of my hand. Then I looked over to Bruce, and the pteranodon gave me a quizzical look.

“Hey, man, I’m the one who named you after Batman. Don’t give me that look. It’s time to go do some hero shit.”


Chapter 3

I ran out the narrow fern-covered gap that separated my camp-nook from the stegos and jumped up on MCA’s back. The stego let out a note of annoyance, that Mike D and Ad-Rock echoed, but then the three of them began trotting through the oak trees and toward the river.

My guess had been right about the location of the orange pillar. It really did look like it was coming from the shore of the river about a half mile away, but I couldn’t really see the position of the blue pillar since it was on the opposite side of the cliff wall on our right.

“Come on, stay up,” I hissed at the orange pillar in the distance. I didn’t know exactly how the alien techno-magic worked, but it seemed that the light faded as soon as the person stepped out of the initial circle that they were teleported inside of. If whoever it was could just stay still for a few minutes, I’d be able to see exactly where they were.

But then again, so could everyone else in nearby Dinosaurland.

“Pick up the pace boys,” I urged, and the stegos moved from a trot into a canter.

I heard Bruce honk from over my head, and I saw a flash of movement above the oak tree canopy as he flew toward the orange light. I opened my mouth to call out to him, but I kind of didn’t want to scream through the night air at him. I figured that the pteranodon was pretty smart, and he’d probably figure out that I needed him to keep an eye on whoever was coming out of the teleport pillar.

Both the red and white moon were out, but they will still low in the sky. There was enough light for me to steer the stegos around the various oak trees, but that could have also been because my cyber-eyes were giving me better vision.

After about thirty seconds of riding the stegos through the trees, I heard the river up ahead. The glow from the orange pillar was getting brighter, but it was off to the right a bit, so I figured that I would need to follow the shore up river to the breach spot between the two valleys before I saw the exact landing spot.

Then the orange glow went out and I hissed with annoyance. We hit the beach a few moments after the light went out, and I directed MCA, Mike D, and Ad-Rock to push eastward on the shore. I could sense Grumpy’s presence in the water, and I commanded him to drift back up stream just in case we needed a bit of help to rescue this survivor.

Bruce honked above us as we rounded the cliff corner heading east. The sound sounded like a bit of a warning, and as soon as I got a good look at the beach where I suspected the orange teleport beam had landed, I realized why Bruce was concerned.

There was a lone figure on the beach some hundred yards from us. The figure looked female, and she wore what looked like a long black dress, but it was somewhat hard to tell because she was covered in fire.

Or maybe she was actually made of fire.

Her long vermillion hair danced down to her ass as if it was alive. Fire seemed to dance at the end of her fingers, and her eyes glowed an intense green. She saw the three stegos, and as I rounded the corner she turned to us with a sneer on her face.

Then she gestured outward with her right hand, and a whip of flame sprang out of her hand with a gunshot-sound.

“I come in peace!” I shouted as I commanded the stegos to slow their canter.

“Where am I?” she shouted in return as she took a step away from me. She might as well have been a walking campfire for how bright she burned, but I couldn’t really make out the details of her shape and features from our distance.

“It’s a different world,” I shouted. “People across the galaxy, or maybe even the universe, are being kidnapped and brought here to survive.”

“Did you take me?” she growled, and her whip hissed as it dipped into the river water. A bunch of steam came up from the water, and then she flicked the whip free so it twisted on the sandy beach.

“No,” I replied. “I was kidnapped too.” I raised my hand to point past her. “See that blue beam of light behind you? That is someone else being placed on this world. There are all sorts of powerful creatures on this planet called dinosaurs, I want to help you, but I also want to help them. I don’t mean you any harm--”

“If you come close to me, I will destroy you!” she shouted, and then she took a step back into the water, and it steamed as if her skin was incredibly hot.

“Look, I don’t want to hurt you, I just--”

“What?” she gasped as she jumped away from the water. “Water! It flows faster than lava!”

“Yeah,” I said, and I realized that she might not have rivers on her world. “I want to help you, so you need to wait--”

“I don’t need your help!” she shouted as she flicked her whip and turned her head from the water so she could glare at me. “I want to go back to my world. Did my enemies do this to me? Are you working for Te’fanna?”

“I don’t know this Te’fanna person. Can you wait here? I want to try to get to that blue--” as I spoke, the light pillar turned off. I guessed that it was another half-mile up the river, but now the chances of saving whoever it was had just diminished.

I still wanted to try through.

“No,” she growled. “Send me--”

“Just stand there!” I shouted as I directed the stegos to hug the side of the cliff on the outskirts of the beach so we gave her a wide berth. “I’m going to come back so we can talk more.”

“No.” She snapped her words and then cracked her whip. “Send me back to my--”

“I have to go!” I shouted, and then I kicked MCA, Mike D, and Ad-Rock into a run so we could get around her. We were a good hundred yards away from her on the other side, but I had no idea what the woman’s physical attributes or powers were. For all I knew, she could have teleported to me and then roasted me alive with her touch.

“Wait!” She seemed to realize that the stegos and I were actually running away from her, and I glanced over my shoulder to see her jog behind us.

“I’ll be back!” I shouted, and then I turned back around to focus on our rush toward where I had thought the blue pillar was.

If the woman’s body was really that hot, then I figured that a predator would probably think twice about eating her. At any rate, she was a bit hostile, and I didn’t want to waste precious time trying to put her at ease when there was someone else that was in danger.

We made it about two, maybe three hundred yards upriver before a horrific roar echoed across the canyon. I’d heard the sound before, and I knew exactly what it was.

Spinosaurus, and it sounded like it was most definitely coming from upriver.

Were the powerful apex predators going toward where the blue pillar of light was? Were they already there? I couldn’t quite guess how far away the spino that issued the bellow was, but I knew that I’d narrowly escaped them earlier this day some six or so miles upstream.

It probably wasn’t worth risking my life for whoever had come in the blue teleport pillar, but I hated the thought of leaving someone alone to get eaten. I pondered the predicament for a few seconds while the stegos continued their trot, and then I remembered that I had a pteranodon in the air.

“Bruce,” I called up into the night sky. “Fly up the river and let me know if you can see whoever came through the portal. If you think we can get to them in time, give me a honk. If they are too close to the giant dinosaurs with the fins on their back, then come back and give me two honks.”

Bruce let out a honk, and his dark form blocked out the red moon for half an instant as he flew upriver. I was as bit unsure if I should keep my stegos moving in that direction, so I decided to slow them down to a walk while I turned back behind me.

I had put about a quarter of a mile between me and the woman with the flaming hair and whip, but she was still jogging toward me on the beach. She was a pretty bright beacon, and the light from her hair, eyes, and body reflected off the river water and bounced off the side of the canyon with a loud orange glow.

Two honks sounded from up above, and I felt Bruce’s wings blow past my hair as he swooped down.

Then he let out two more urgent honks.

“Shit!” I hissed as I turned the stegos around and told them to retreat down river. I made it ten seconds before there was another roar behind me, but I couldn’t see the spinos when I turned back around.

“What is that sound?” the woman demanded as I slowed the stegos next to her. She still held her flame whip out, but she seemed a little less sure about using it on me.

“Horrible monster about forty times our size,” I said quickly as I pointed at her hair. “Are you hot?”

“Hot?” she asked with confusion.

“Will you burn me or my friends if you touch them?” I demanded. “We have to get the fuck out of here or we are all going to die.”

“I can reduce my flames so that--”

“Do it and get on!” I shouted as I leaned out the side of MCA’s back plates and held one hand down to her.

“How do I know this isn’t a trick from my enemies? You could be in league with--”

“Oh for crying out loud! I don’t give a fuck about your enemies. If you don’t take my hand in three seconds and get up here, I’m leaving your ass behind.”

The woman blinked her green eyes half a dozen times, looked back into the darkness in the direction where we had heard the roars from the spinos, and then the fire whip fell apart in her grip. The vermillion glow from her onyx skin faded, but her hair was still dancing fire. She moved faster than I had expected, and I almost didn’t see her grab my hand. I also kind of expected her skin to burn me, but it just felt really warm against my palm, and I pulled her up on MCA’s back easily.

Then there was another roar, and the stegos were running down river.

“I don’t see anything behind us!” the woman shouted as she let go of my hand and grabbed onto one of MCA’s back plates.

“Bruce!” I shouted up into the sky as we rode. “Do they see us?”

I heard a single honk from far above, and I felt my shoulders relax a little.

“Who are you talking to?” the woman demanded as she narrowed her glowing blue eyes.

“My friend, Bruce,” I said as I nodded at her hair. “Can you turn that off? It’s making too much light, and those things might see us.”

“I cannot extinguish my mane,” she spat. “Even asking, you are insult--”

“You wanna get off and deal with those things yourself?” I interrupted her. “I’m not trying to insult you. I’m trying to save your life. Get over yourself.”

“How dare you,” she hissed as her eyes narrowed. “You obviously don’t know who--”

“Save it until we get back,” I said, and then I pushed the stegos for as much speed as they could give me as we rounded the next cliff turn on the beach. As soon as we cleared the side, we were back in the oak and redwood forest area, and I turned MCA, Mike D, and Ad-Rock to the left so they could head back to the nook.

I was guessing from Bruce’s single honk a few minutes ago, and his lack of warning honks right now that we were safe from the spinos, but my heart was still slamming in my chest by the time we made it back to the nook. Bruce was actually waiting there for us on the ground, and the woman with the fire hair and onyx colored skin gasped when she saw him.

“It’s fine,” I reassured her. “This is Bruce.”

Bruce let out a honk, and then he kind of flexed his arms.

“Oh? Showing off now?” I laughed at him as I jumped off MCA’s back. “You seem calm, so I’m guessing we lost the spinos?”

Bruce let out an affirmative honk.

“Did they even see us at all? Or were they just going after the person who came out of the blue colored pillar?”

Bruce let out two honks and sighed with disappointment.

“Damn, I was too slow.”

“Are you going to tell me why you have abducted me now?” the fire woman asked after she had jumped off MCA’s back, twisted in the air, and landed with the grace of an acrobat.

“Yeah,” I said as I noticed that her onyx skin was starting to glow as if it was superheated again.

I was standing a good ten feet away from her, but I could almost feel the heat coming off her body. What I thought was a dark dress really wasn’t. It was the waves of heat and fire coming off her skin that was giving me the initial impression that she was wearing a long flowing garment. Now that I was standing next to her, I could see the details of her full breasts, her pert nipples, and the fiery patch of pubic hair between her legs. She looked human, except for her glowing green eyes, and the fire coming out of her scalp. She actually looked like a dancer, but not a ballet dancer, more like one of the beauties who would be shaking her ass in a rap music video.

“What is wrong with you?” she growled and then began to hold her hand out like she had when she summoned her whip on the beach.

“This way,” I said after I cleared my throat and then gestured for her to follow me through the ferns and in-between the banyan trees that guarded the entrance to my campsite. “Don’t burn the leaves.”

“I won’t, but I want some answers.”

“I’ll give them to you,” I said, but then I turned back around and shrugged, “as much as I can give you.”

“What does that mean?” the woman hissed, and I could see her skin start to glow brighter.

“Can you not do that with your skin?” I asked as I pointed to her bare stomach. “I can feel the heat from here, and it’s really uncomfortable.”

“That’s the point,” she said. “I don’t want you to be comfortable around me. I see your eyes staring at my assets.”

“Ahh, shit,” I sighed as I gestured to the fire. “Sit down. I’m staring at you because you are beautiful. I highly doubt that I’m the first man ever to stare at you.”

The woman’s green eyes opened wide with a bit of surprise, but then she sat down on the moss next to the fire and shook her head. “You cannot manipulate me with your charm. If I come to find out that you work for Te’fanna, or Ruity, or--”

“I know absolutely nothing about you or your homeworld,” I said as I sat on the other side of the fire from her. “I have done this a few times though, so I’m used to explaining your situation. Will you let me talk for a few minutes without interruption, and then I’ll answer whatever questions you might have?”

The woman’s eyes were like LED lights, but she finally blinked and then nodded.

“There are powerful beings that are taking males and females from distant planets, replacing their eyes with special ones, and then wiring their brains so we can all understand each other. Once they are done with the operation, these beings are dumping the men and women on this planet. A pillar of light descends from the sky when someone is being transported here; that is how I knew where you were. I was about to go to bed, but then I saw the orange light from your teleport.”

The woman didn’t nod or blink. She just stared at me, so I continued.

“It seems that these beings are taking the most powerful or special person from their home world. Everyone who I have encountered has an ability or power that comes from their race, and their background seems to indicate that they might have been the best at their profession. For example, my ability lets me tame and control the creatures on this planet like Bruce and the three stegosaurs that we rode in, but on my homeworld, my job was finding and caring for small animals that had been lost. Another person I have saved was a professional weightlifter. She was the best from her homeworld, and here she is able to manipulate weight. If you blink your eyes, it will pull up a computer menu named Eye-Q that will list off your stats and your ability.”

The woman blinked twice, and then she gasped when she must have seen the Eye-Q’s menu pop up over her vision.

“What does your ability say?” I asked.

“Flame Dance,” she said.

“Do you know what that is?” I asked.

“No,” she replied with a shrug. “I have no idea.”

“Your hair is on fire,” I said as I pointed to her, “and your skin seems to be steaming. I don’t think it will be that hard to figure out what it means.”

“You said you have the power to tame these creatures?” she asked as she gestured to Bruce.

“Yeah,” I answered. “There are tens, maybe hundreds of thousands of different dinosaurs on this planet, some of them are peaceful, but some aren’t. Some are evolved killing machines that can tear you apart in a few seconds. This world is incredibly dangerous, but we’ve been able to survive by joining together and making a fort with tall walls. But the dinosaurs are just one issue, the survivors who are put here by these powerful beings aren’t given any direction. It’s a fend for ourselves battle royale, and we’ve had encounters with some of them that just want to rape and murder. I was in the process of helping people in another tribe when one of these assholes grabbed me and carried me up into the air. Then he dropped me. I survived, but I’m probably a few days away from getting to where I was abducted from them.”

I leaned back on the cool moss and wiped some sweat from my forehead. Her body heat was making the campfire feel like a candle by comparison, and I kind of wanted to go dunk my head in the spring again.

“That’s the short version. I’m guessing you have questions.”

“How can I get home?” she asked immediately.

“I don’t know,” I said with a shrug.

“You aren’t trying?” she asked, and her green eyes narrowed.

“We’ve been trying to survive,” I said. “I used to think that we might have been inside of some sort of vast space ship, do your people have space ships? Anyway, when the asshole who took me carried me up into the sky, I saw the curve of the landscape. We are on a planet for sure.”

“My people do not have such things as spaceships,” she said with a wave of her hand, “but I get the idea. We have ships that travel the lava seas, so I imagine that one named space travels the heavens.”

“Yeah, sure,” I said. “Uhhh, actually, we haven’t introduced ourselves yet. I’m Victor Shelby. What is your name?”

“I am Gee-kalata-beto-yahrit-ill-kanna-sae,” she said quickly, and her glowing green eyes stared into mine from across the fire.

“Uhhh, that’s a pretty name,” I said as I tried to remember what she had just said, “but would you mind terribly if I called you Gee?”

The woman’s glowing green eyes narrowed a bit, and it seemed like her fire hair whipped back from her head with a spurt of anger. Then the mane seemed to relax, and she leaned away from me as she shook her head.

“You are telling me the truth, aren’t you?” she sighed.

“Uhh, yeah,” I answered.

“You see, Shel? Was that your name?”

“Ahh, Victor Shelby,” I said. “You can call me Victor.”

“Fine,” the flaming-haired woman replied as she shook her head. “Victor, no one from my world would ask to just call me ‘Gee.’”

“Ahh, I didn’t mean any insult to you,” I said with a shrug.

“It seems that it doesn’t matter,” the burning woman said with a sigh. “That was what convinced me you’re telling the truth. I haven’t been sabotaged by my enemies. Therefore, I’ve no reason to doubt the rest of your story.”

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s--”

“There is also the water,” she said.

“Yeah, you seemed surprised when you saw the river.”

“Water is an incredibly scarce and valuable resource on my planet, so I know this is not my own world. I can hear the sound of more water moving from behind you.”

“There is a little spring back there,” I said as I gestured over my shoulder. “The water is clean, if you want a drink.”

“I can just take a drink?” she asked, and her glowing eyes suddenly looked hungry.

“Sure,” I said with a shrug. “There is plenty.”

A distant roar rolled over the top of the narrow circle of sky above our cliff walls, and Gee froze in mid crouch.

“It sounds far away,” I said as I looked at Bruce. The pteranodon let out a short honk of agreement, and I took a deep breath while my heart stopped racing.

“Have your people began to look for a way to return?” Gee asked as she finished standing.

“No,” I replied as I watched her walk over across the moss to where the spring was. Every time she stepped, the ground hissed with the heat of her skin, but I was thankful for the distraction, she had a fantastic ass, and I had trouble keeping my eyes off it when she walked away. “We haven’t had the time. Every second we have is spent trying to protect ourselves from the dinosaurs or the other aggressive tribes.”

“Hmmm,” she said as she glanced into the fire.

“Can you tell me about your world?” I asked.

“That is a very broad question, Victor,” she said as she squatted next to the spring.

“Uhh, well. Okay, I can start with mine,” I said as she scooped up some water and pressed it to her lips. “I come from a planet named Earth. There was about seven and a half billion people on it. The planet was about eighty percent water though, so maybe ‘earth’ is kind of a bad name.” I chuckled, but Gee was now almost shoveling the water in her mouth, and she let out gasps of satisfaction with every mouthful.

I paused my story to watch her drink, and she seemed to slow down after a few minutes. Finally, she just pushed her face into the flow of the spring, and her hair let out a hiss as steam shot up from her shoulders.

“Ahhh!” Gee gasped as she pulled her head out of the water. Steam curled up from her bare shoulders and back, and then she shoved her head back into the spring flow deep enough so that the fire on her hair went out.

“Amazing!” she gasped after she pulled her face out a dozen seconds later. Her onyx skin actually seemed a bit cooler now, and I wasn’t seeing the air twist around her like asphalt on a summer day.

“I’m glad you like it,” I said.

“I’ve never drank so much water in one sitting,” Gee moaned. Then she grabbed another handful of water, dripped it over her chest, and stared in fascination as the water dribbled down her full breasts, dripped off her dark nipples, and then sizzled when they hit her taut stomach.

“Uhhh, yeah,” I said as I watched her splash another handful of water on her breasts, but then Bruce let out a mischievous honk, and I shot him an exasperated look before I focused on the campfire.

“Continue your story, Victor,” Gee said, and I glanced back to see that the tips of her hair were starting to turn into flames again.

“Yeah, so, my people have learned how to travel through space to our moon, and we’ve sent flying robots to the other planets in our solar system. Most of our population lives in cities. We have a computer network system that lets us communicate with each other using devices that we keep in our pocket. We love music, and dancing, but we also fight with each other a lot. Most people keep small animals as pets, and that was where I would come in. If there is a lost pet or even a dangerous wild animal, I’d take care of it for people.”

“You would kill it?” Gee asked as she splashed her hair with water. The flames there doused with an angry hiss, and I wondered if she would be able to heat a jug of water by just putting her finger in it for a few minutes.

“Nope,” I laughed. “I capture the animal and try to find the owner, or I would release it back into the wild outside of the city. I lived in Santa Monica, which is one of the richest cities in the world, but I was pretty poor. My parents were doctors that took care of animals, but they died in a car accident a few years ago.”

“Cars?” she asked.

“Uhh. They are like machines you sit in and then you can make them move fast.”

“Accident?” she asked with a raised flaming eyebrow.

“Yeah,” I said. “Someone made a mistake driving, and they died. Anyways, I had just finished picking up a rattlesnake from this home, and then my car lifted in the air, I felt hands grab me, and then I woke up on a beach on this world. I got lucky, and was rescued by a group of three women. Then we built a fort and ever since have done our best to help others.”

“I see,” Gee said as she nodded, and then she slashed more water on her shoulders as she stared at me.

“So, tell me about yourself,” I said as I glanced at the fire. Something about the woman was making me a bit uncomfortable, but it could have been that her eyes looked like green lasers, her hair was a literal live flame, and her skin looked like it was smoking hot.

“My world is called Dides. The population is four or five billion. The planet is only three percent water, so most of the population lives around the Ten Lakes. The lakes boil during the summer, but this creates rain that helps sooth the magma and allows us to plant crops for our herd animals to eat. About forty percent of the surface is a lava flow, and we have ships that can navigate across the magma so that we can wage war with other nations.”

“War, huh?” I asked.

“Yes,” she replied.

“I’m guessing you fight over these Ten Lakes?”

“You are correct,” she said with a slight smile. “How did you guess?”

“I’ve done this a few times,” I said. “How did your ships sail over lava? Were they made out of metal or something?”

“Yes,” she said as she flung water on her onyx legs. “Our ships are resistant to heat. I was about to board such a vessel and lead a grand assault against our enemies for control over my nations sixth lake.”

“You are a military commander?” I asked.

“You could say that,” she replied, and her eyes narrowed again.

“What would you say?” I chuckled.

“Let’s just say that I wasn’t worried about the enemy nation, I was more worried about the backstabbers and betrayers who had the council’s ear and spread tales of me returning with the armada and naming myself empress.”

“Ahh,” I said. “I can understand how that could piss you off.”

“Piss me off?” she asked.

“Ahh. Our translators probably didn’t work correctly,” I said as I tapped my ear. “It means to get angry.”

“Yes,” Gee muttered. “Anger is probably not strong enough of an emotion. I am furious. Although, this is helping.” she cupped another handful of water and slowly dripped it on her stomach again. For half a moment, I was distracted by her again, but then the exhaustion hit me square between the shoulder blades, and I wanted to sleep a thousand times more than I wanted to watch a beautiful woman pour water over her naked body.

“Everyone I’ve talked to was upset that they got taken.” I rubbed my eyes and realized that my headache was starting to return.

“But you have not found a way back?” Gee asked.

“Haven’t had a chance,” I said with a shrug, “but some of us don’t care anymore.”

“What?” she asked as her green LED eyes narrowed again.

“This place is dangerous,” I said, “but I’ve never felt so alive. I’m in charge of my destiny here, and I didn’t have the opportunity back on my home world.”

“I wish to return,” Gee said. “As soon as possible. You will assist me.”

“Nope,” I said, and now I couldn’t hold back the yawn.

“Nope?” Gee asked, and her voice was an obvious growl. She was definitely the kind of woman who seemed like she was used to being obeyed.

“I need to sleep,” I said as I gestured to the hut. “Then I’m going to continue my journey back to meet my tribe. Then we are going to continue building defenses for our fort and do some reconnaissance. There is another tribe that is filled with assholes. They are far away from us, but they were the ones who sent the flying asshole to kill me. We have to be prepared to fight them.”

“But I need to return to my home world,” Gee huffed.

“I can’t offer you that,” I said as I stood. “If you want to help us survive, then you can come with me and have a place in my tribe. We would like the extra help, but I can understand if you want to do your own thing.” I tried not to smile when I spoke. She could choose not to come with me and join us, but that would probably be suicide, even for a woman who radiated fire from her hair and skin.

“Who is the commander of your tribe?” Gee asked. “I will speak with her about my goals, and she will--”

“I’m the leader of my tribe,” I said, and she bit her bottom lip with disappointment. “Again, my offer stands. We’d love to have you join us, but our goals are survival at the moment. We might try to figure out how to leave someday, but we don’t have the time right now. Perhaps that is what these beings who kidnapped us want, but we don’t know for sure.”

“Hmmm,” Gee said as she glanced between the fire and me. “You are the leader of your people?”

“Yeah.” I shrugged.

“You do not seem like a powerful warrior,” she commented as her green eyes roamed up and down my body.

“Hey now,” I laughed as I looked down at my chest. “You can’t see under this shirt, but I’ve been working out and drinking milk.”

“Milk? Is your mother here, too?” Gee asked with confusion.

“Sorry,” I laughed. “Bit of a joke with myself. I’m stupid tired, so I’m going to head to bed now. My dinosaurs will let me know if anything comes close, but I think we’ll be okay in this nook. If you can turn off your fire hair and skin, you can sleep with me, otherwise, you can stay out here. I don’t care, I’m just going to bed. We’ll talk more tomorrow.” There were hundreds of questions I wanted to ask her about her home world and her ability, but my head was really hurting, and the last time I felt this tired was after I had saved Kacerie’s life on the back of Hope after working on the fort walls for a full two days.

“Sleep with you?” Gee asked as she stood, and my mind drifted back to the words I had just spoken.

“Oh, I meant just in the hut,” I laughed.

“It is hard for me to ‘turn off’ my hair and skin,” Gee said as she crossed her arms.

“It always burns?” I asked with confusion.

“This is my natural state,” she said as she gestured to her naked body. It was both literally and figuratively smoking. “I can force my skin and hair to cool, but it is annoying.”

“Are your people just immune to the heat then?” I asked.

“What do you mean?” she asked as she raised an eyebrow.

“Fuck, I dunno what I mean,” I sighed. “Your hair is on fire and the moss where you are standing is smoking. I’m guessing your people are immune to the heat, or else you wouldn’t ever be able to have sex with anyone.”

“I understand your question now,” she said as she stepped toward me. “I am not the usual representation of my race. I am fire born.”

“See, now you are just trying to keep me awake,” I laughed as I rubbed my eyes. “I’m going to take a stab in the dark and say that this ‘fire born’ thing means you are really special. Like, maybe you are the only one on your world who has it, and it makes you extremely powerful, but it comes with a cost, and you aren’t very happy on your world.”

Gee uncrossed her arms, and her green eyes seemed to glow almost as brightly as her long flaming hair.

“Who are you, Victor?” she asked after a few moments.

“I dunno anymore,” I laughed. “I was a dog catcher, but now I’m not. I used to think I’m a prisoner, but you can’t be a prisoner if you want to be in the cell. I think I’ll be the king.”

“King?” she asked, but instead of answering her, I turned away and walked the ten feet into my hut.

It was hot by the fire, or maybe it was just hot being around Gee. The leaves of the palm fronds on my bed felt nice against my hand, and I took my clothes off so that I could feel the cool waxy leaves against my skin.

Then I drifted into sweet nothingness.


Chapter 4

I woke up with a start and jumped out from the pile of palm fronds I was using as a blanket while my mind was still spinning in partial sleep. A circle of sunlight was shining into my hut through the door, and once my mind caught up to my body, I realized that it meant the morning sun was high in the sky.

I threw on my underwear, pants, shirt, socks, and boots as quickly as I could and then I walked out of the hut. Bruce was crouched by the ember burning campfire some fifteen feet away, and he let out a soft honk when he saw me.

“Good morning, buddy,” I said as I walked over to pet him. “You let me sleep in, huh? I bet it’s brunch time.”

Bruce leaned into me when I petted him, and then I looked around at the moss covered nook where I had made my camp. I didn’t see Gee, and I felt a few pangs of disappointment hit me in the stomach. I was exhausted last night, but I should have made a better attempt to recruit her. We needed all the help we could get back at the camp, and the fire-woman had seemed confident, powerful, and intelligent. If she really was some sort of battle commander on her homeworld, she would probably be able to help me with military strategy.

“Well,” I sighed as I looked down at the hot ashes of our campfire. “You think you can grab me some fish for breakfast?”

Bruce let out a honk of agreement, and then he rested his chin on my shoulder so I could scratch him on the head easier.

“Alright, I’m going to work on tearing down the hut. I should have most of it done by the time you are back.”

Bruce let out another honk, and then he lifted his head from my shoulder, hopped away two leaps, and then took to the air with a powerful flap of his wide wings.

“First, some water,” I said as I walked toward the spring and the small creek in the middle of the nook.

I made it right up to the edge, rested on my knees, and then leaned over before I noticed Gee. The onyx-skinned fire-woman was submerged in the deepest part of the water, and I almost rolled back in surprise when her glowing green eyes opened to look at me.

Her hair was actually flame colored underwater, and I saw that her mouth was wrapped around a wooden tube made from one of my spare branches. She was using it as a snorkel, but before I could do more than gawk at the beautiful woman, she blinked her eyes and then sat up in the water.

“I have never felt this before,” she whispered after her head broke the surface of the water.

“Uhhh, good morning,” I said as I tried to keep my eyes off the water dripping from her magnificent breasts.

“Is it morning?” she asked as she blinked at me. “I lost track of time.”

“Late morning,” I said as I glanced up to the blue sky. “My flying dinosaur just went to grab breakfast. What were you saying about never feeling something before?”

“Cool,” Gee sighed as she splashed the water with her hands. “It is amazing.”

“You always feel hot?” I asked, but then I rolled my eyes at myself. I was asking a girl with literal fire-hair and scorching skin if she felt hot.

“When I became fire born, yes,” she said with a slow nod. “They brought me pitchers of water. It was the only time in my life I was able to drink as much as I wanted. I drank thirty-four of them. It helped with the agony for a short while but then the thirst came back, and I was never able to drink that much water again. Well, until last night.” Gee let out a happy laugh and then she splashed at the water.

“Is being fire born a curse?” I asked.

“Yes and no.” She shrugged and then lay back more into the water so that it covered everything but her face and her breasts. Those peaked above the surface like perfect volcanic islands. “I did it for power. I did it for notoriety. I did it because I wanted to rule over my world, and I figured that would be the quickest way. Very few live through the process, but I did, and the power let me ascend through the ranks of our navy quicker than had I just been a normal woman.”

“So, not everyone has fire for hair?” I asked.

“No,” she replied as she closed her eyes and sighed. “My people look as I do now. Well, their eyes do not illuminate like mine, but our features are otherwise the same. When I became fire born it burned in my soul and screamed for release. I became part of the element that possesses our world. In some ways that meant I was its master. In other ways, it meant that I was a slave. The amount of water in this small area where I lay was not even available to my empress. Citizens in my country are allowed three sips of water a day, but the upper crust are allowed three glasses.”

“There is plenty of water on Dinosaurland,” I said as I thought through her words. I imagined her people had evolved to not need a lot of water to survive, but the idea of always being thirsty sounded agonizing.

“That is what you call this place?” Gee asked as she gestured to the canyon walls that surrounded us.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’ve only explored a small part of it. A small valley that’s maybe five miles across, a valley to its east where there is a big lake, a valley to its west where there is just jungle trees, and then part of the beach another few miles to the west of that position. I think I’m really far north and east right now.”

“And you do not know why we have been taken here?” she asked.

“Nope.” I shrugged and then remembered that I was actually thirsty, so I moved a bit so I wouldn’t be shoving my head into the water right next to her naked body. I only needed a few gulps to feel better, but when I pulled my head up, I noticed that Gee was watching me drink.

“You said you were the leader of your people?”

“Yeah,” I answered as I stood from the creek bank and walked over to my hut.

“What is your count?”

“Seven or fifteen. I’m not quite sure yet.” As I spoke, I started to pull the palm fronds from the side of the hut and set them in as neat of a pile as I could.

“Seven or fifteen?” she asked, and I heard more water splash behind me.

“There are seven total in my tribe, but we found another tribe with eight people. We were trading with them, but then they decided to join us. Before they could leave their fort and join ours, I was grabbed by the flying asshole from the enemy tribe. I’m not sure what everyone is doing, but they are smart and capable, so I’m sure they will be okay.”

“You have these large animals that you command?” she asked, and I glanced over my shoulder to see her gesturing at the stack of ferns where the stegos were concealed.

“Yeah,” I said.

“What is the count?”

“Enough,” I said as I turned my attention back to my hut. Gee’s questions could have been benign, and she might have just been interested in my answers because she was a military commander, but I realized that I might have been showing my hand.

I still didn’t know how to balance my desire to recruit people to my tribe alongside the worry that they were powerful creatures from other planets. I’d gotten lucky with Sheela, Trel, and Galmine. Kacerie had been a huge risk, since she was incredibly powerful, and I knew that not everyone was going to want to join my tribe, so I had to be careful with how much information I gave them.

“You are unsure of the distance back to your tribe?” she asked.

“Correct,” I said. “Less than four days I think. My plan was to follow the river to the ocean, then I can take it south to find the second tribe’s home. If they are still there, then I can bring them back with me to my home. If they aren’t there, then I’ll assume they all made it back to my tribe’s fort, and then I’ll just head there.”

“Hmmm,” Gee said, and I glanced at her out of the corner of my eye as she lay back into the stream. Her face and the tips of her breasts disappeared under the flow of water, and I saw the wooden snorkel tube push up to the top of the surface. I guessed that our conversation was over, so I focused on pulling the rest of the palm fronds down.

By the time I was halfway done taking down the bones of the hut, I heard Bruce honk above me, and I took a break from my work so that I could see what the pteranodon had brought me for brunch. He had three large fish speared on his long beak, and he let out a happy honk when I pulled them free.

“Good boy!” I laughed as I patted his neck. Bruce honked again, and then he laid his chin on my shoulder so I could wrap my arm around him. “Did you see any of those spinos out there?”

Bruce let out a negative honk, and I sighed with some relief. I was feeling pretty good about taking down predators smaller than the carnos, but that didn’t mean I wanted to battle anything larger, or smaller if the predators were traveling in a pack. Hell, I just didn’t want to come across any more predators at this point. I just wanted to get back home and see my women.

“What are those?” Gee called out from the stream, and I turned to see her pointing at the fish I’d laid out on the rocks by the fire pit.

“Breakfast,” I said. “They are called fish, and they live in water.”

“Ahh,” she replied as she rose half-way out of the water, rested her elbows on the mossy bank, and stared at them. “I have heard of such things, but on my world, the water sources have long been put to filters and pipes that are distributed to the nearby cities.”

“These will be good to eat,” I said as I pulled out my obsidian blade and began to gut and clean the fish. “Can you throw more wood on the fire?”

“Hmmmm,” she said as her glowing green eyes focused on me. “I don’t feel like leaving the water. So, no.”

“Suit yourself,” I said with a shrug. “I can eat all three of them myself.”

“I see,” Gee growled, but after I didn’t reply back to her, the woman cleared her throat, and I turned away from my fish-cleaning work so that I could raise an eyebrow at her.

“We should discuss how our relationship is going to work, Victor.”

“Here we go,” I sighed.

“Excuse me?” she asked as her eyes narrowed.

“Ahhh,” I laughed. “I’ve just done this a few times already. Hold on for half a minute. I want to get these cooking. Then we can talk while I finish tearing down the hut.”

Gee didn’t reply to me, so I ignored her, and then went back to gutting the fish and positioning them on the rock. Since the fire-woman wasn’t going to help me with the wood, I did it myself by placing tinder down near the embers and stirring the ashes while I gently blew on it until the campfire was going again.

“Alright,” I said as soon as the fire was going. “What do you want to talk about?”

“On my homeworld, I command over ten million troops and eight thousand warships,” Gee said as she leaned forward against the mossy bank again. Her hair had been out of the water for the entire time I had prepped the fish, and I could see the ends of her mane begin to sizzle and steam.

“And?” I walked back to my hut and began to pull the remainder of the posts out of the ground.

“I have tactical experience that you lack. Therefore, I will be commanding your tribe once we return. I have assimilated the remnants of many enemy forces before. If you cooperate, then the transition will be seamless.”

“No thanks,” I replied as I tried to keep the laughter out of my voice.

“What exactly are you declining?” she asked as she pulled herself out of the stream and sat on the edge of the mossy bank. Her calves were still submerged, and the rest of her body didn’t seem to be heating up yet.

“I think that everyone who comes to this world is handpicked by these powerful entities,” I said. “The men and women are the most powerful and attractive specimens of their species. That kind of background means that everyone has a chip on their shoulder. So I understand where you are coming from.”

“Oh?” she asked as she smirked at me.

“Sure,” I said with a shrug. “You’re a badass on your world. I don’t know if you are really good at fighting, or if you just command others to fight, but either way, you have reached a point in your life where you spend most of your life giving orders.”

“You are mostly correct,” she said. “I do obey the council and my empress.”

“Yeah, but you mentioned something when we first met about them saying you were going to betray them. It doesn’t matter. The point I’m getting to is that you aren’t on your world anymore. You’re on my world.”

“You said you were a prisoner here and taken from your world,” Gee pointed out.

“Sure,” I said as I pulled the last post from the ground. “But this is my home now, and my tribe is mine. I saved you last night from--”

“You did not save me from anything,” Gee growled, and her damp hair hissed violently before it erupted into flame.

“You didn’t see the giant predators heading in our direction,” I said as I began to wrap up my hut posts with the vine cordage. “They are called spinosaurs, and they could eat both you and me with a single bite.”

“I did not see them,” Gee said, “but I did hear that noise, so I will take you at your word for their size. Still, you did not save me. These dinosaur creatures would not be able to eat me since I am fire born. I would melt their jaws and teeth with just a trigger of my thoughts.”

“You can make yourself burn hotter?” I asked.

“Yes,” Gee said, “but it is much like reducing my heat; it requires concentration and is difficult to maintain for more than a few minutes.”

“So maybe you are fine on your own.” I shrugged, lifted up the first binding of posts, set them on my shoulder, and then began to walk toward the ferns that concealed our nook from where the stegos were relaxing.

Gee didn’t say anything else as I walked away from her, and I commanded Ad-Rock to lay down on his tummy so that I could climb up between his back plates easier. As soon as I was on him, I set the parts of my hut in between his kite shaped armor, and then I slid down his tail so that I could return to the nook.

“I want to find my way back home,” Gee said when I walked past her on my way to the hut pieces.

“I can’t help you there,” I said. “All I can do is bring you back with me and include you in our tribe. If you know how to fight and plan battle strategies, we can use you if we ever have to battle other tribes, but most of our day revolves around trying to improve our quality of life.”

“What do you mean?” Gee asked.

“Take this hut for example,” I said as I gestured to the posts on the ground. “We started off with one made of easy to bend cane, then we built another one similar to this one. I want to make a hut out of a clay and sand mixture so it will be more durable in the coming cold weather. We have planted a garden so we can grow food. We have dug a well and are working on a water filter so that we can have clean water to drink. We are making soap and are talking about making improvements to the way we dispose of our waste. We need to make new clothes, figure out better ways to cook food, and make sure our wall is strong enough to handle more dinosaurs. I have a list of tasks to do that will take all of us half a year to complete, but the more people helping the better.”

“You want me to cook your food?” Gee asked as she crossed her arms under her full breasts. The heat was starting to come to her skin again, and the surrounding air was twisting like summer asphalt.

“Everyone does something,” I said with a shrug. “It might be that cooking isn’t what you are best suited to, you might be better helping us make clay pots or dishware, or--”

“I am not a potter,” Gee hissed, and her hair twisted away from her head as if a gust of wind had just blown across her face. “I am Lord Commander of--”

“And I was a fucking animal rescuer,” I interrupted her. “No one cares about what you were. We just care about what you can do. Burning shit with your touch isn’t going to be that useful of a--”

My words stopped in my mouth as an idea hit me right between the eyes. “Wait, Gee, can you melt things with your touch?” I asked.

“Depends,” she said as she pinched a small flower from the edge of the spring with two of her fingers. The petals of the plant curled up on themselves immediately, and then the flower burned like a candle for half a moment before going out.

“Rock or metal?” I asked.

“Maybe,” she said with a shrug. “Depends on the rock or metal. Our ships were made out of a special metal that does not melt so we can sail across the lava oceans. My quarters were insulated to keep my heat away from the rest of my crew.”

“But you can increase the heat your body produces?” I asked.

“It takes effort,” she replied. “What are you getting at, Victor? We were talking about me taking over as leader of your tribe, but then you began to speak of pots and--”

“We don’t really know how to turn ore into shapeable metal,” I interrupted her. “We have some big clay ovens, but I don’t know if it will get hot enough to smelt iron, or even how to get iron. Do you know how to mine metal?”

“No,” Gee replied as she shook her head. Her flame hair danced around her shoulders and the tips fell back in the creek with a hiss of steam. “My engineers crafted our ships. I commanded our pilots, Marines, and warriors in battle.”

“Well shit,” I sighed. “That would have been really useful.”

“What do you mean?” she asked as her green eyes narrowed.

“We need metal,” I said as I carried the next batch of posts out of our nook. “We are using stone for our axes and blades, but if we could get some metal knives, axes, and a pick, it would help us a bunch. Hell, even metal nails would help with construction.”

I didn’t hear her reply, and I focused on putting the last hut posts on Ad-Rock’s back. I just had to put the bundled palm frond thatching and the leftover firewood on, then we would be good to go.

“You don’t understand my background, Victor,” Gee said once I walked past the ferns and returned to the campfire.

“Oh, I get it,” I said with a shrug.

“This can be easy for you,” she said. “I am the most qualified to lead your people.”

“You haven’t even met them yet,” I replied as I bent down to inspect the fish. They were almost cooked, and I figured I had enough time to put the palm frond stacks on Ad-Rock’s back before eating.

“It doesn’t matter,” Gee replied. “I was born to command and rule. It is my natural talent, and I have turned every small setback in battle into a victory in war. My people sang my praises from the top of our towers, and my nation’s enemies dreaded the sight of my figure carved on the masts of our warships.”

“I get the feeling you are like some sort of fire-elemental pirate,” I chuckled as I moved to gather the palm fronds.

“What is a pirate?” she asked.

“Someone that sails the oceans on a ship and takes what they want from others.”

“Yes then,” she agreed with a nod of her steaming head. “That sounds like an accurate description. I am a pirate. The strongest take what they want from the weak. If you serve me loyally, I will grant you your requests as a reward.”

“And our first objective will be to find a way for you to return home?” I smirked at her.

“Yes,” Gee said.

I didn’t answer. Instead, I picked up my packs of palm fronds and took them out of the nook so I could place them on Ad-Rock’s back. The area between the stego’s armored plates really did make a great storage area, and I imagined that we’d be able to use the trio to move building materials much easier than the trikes or parasaurs. The stego’s didn’t really run as fast, but they could carry a lot more between their plates.

“You are not answering me,” Gee said as soon as I walked back to the campfire. Her voice was dark, and her green eyes shone as bright as flashlights.

“Ehhh.” I shrugged and then pushed the stone the fish were baking on away from the fire so that they could start to cool.

“Ehhh?” Gee growled. “What does that mean?”

“I do my best to help everyone I can,” I said as I began to collect the firewood from the pile beside the flames, “but I don’t like getting pushed around.”

“This isn’t me pushing you around,” Gee hissed. “It is the best decision for you and your people. You are not a warrior, Victor, and I highly doubt you have my warfare experience.”

“I’ve played a lot of Starcraft and other RTS games,” I said with a laugh. “I’m not Korean good, but I’m pretty good.”

“I don’t understand your argument,” she said. “Games are not real--”

“Here is the thing,” I interrupted her. “You have no leverage, and every time you toe the ‘coup’ line, I start to think that I should just leave you out here.”

“I am not speaking about a coup,” she argued. “I was speaking about a peaceful transition. However, I would not shy away from a coup if that will give me the results I want.”

“As I was saying, I do my best to help people.” I lifted the pile of firewood in my arms and then turned to her. She was still half submerged in the spring water, and her position pushed up her full breasts delightfully, but I was able to maintain my focus. “The people that these powerful beings take are used to being in charge. I think they are the best of their species, so I get how they might have egos. You don’t have any leverage though. I know where my camp is, so I can just leave you here.”

“I can follow you back,” she said with a shrug. “Victor, believe me when I say that my offer to you is very pleasant. Being second in command is much better than being dead, don’t you agree?”

“Huh, yeah,” I said as I fought to keep my rage bottled up in my stomach. “I suppose you are right.”

“Good,” she said with a slight smile as she leaned back in the water. “I’m glad you came to your senses. When you return from storing that wood, I will take my breakfast here in the water. I will allow you one of the fish, but I will have the other two.”

“Okay,” I said as sweetly as I could. “Then we are going to head out. I’ll have Bruce scout ahead. So we can leave right after we eat. You can just lay back in the water and let me take care of everything.”

“Good idea,” she said as she splashed some water over her flaming hair and then leaned back toward the deeper part of the creek. “You will make an excellent lieutenant, Victor.”

I gave Bruce the command, and the big pteranodon hopped up and took to the air with a honk of annoyance.

I ducked through the ferns, passed between the two banyan trees, and then loaded Ad-Rock up with the firewood. As soon as everything was secured, I commanded him to start toward the river at a slow pace. Then I climbed up on the back of Mike D, and then he and MCA began to creep after Ad-Rock. The stegos understood my desire for stealth, and their footsteps across the jungle floor were surprisingly quiet, and we made it to the river without the sight of Gee from behind us.

“Let’s pick up the pace a little,” I said as I steered the trio as close to the river bank as possible, and we met up with Grumpy sunning himself on the bank. He gave a low growl that sounded a lot like “I’ve been waiting for you all morning, you lazy bum,” but then he slid into the water as the stegos started trotting west.

I regretted telling the fire-woman that I would be heading down river, but I hoped that I’d be able to make it far enough away before she realized that I had ditched her. Hell, she might not even care if I left. The beautiful onyx-skinned woman with the glowing green eyes seemed more interested in finding her way home that joining my tribe.

I didn’t need someone like that in my group.

As the minutes turned into about half an hour of travel, my decision to leave the fire-woman began to gnaw at me more. Yeah, she was a bit of a megalomaniac, but our alien abductor overlords seemed to be bringing the best and brightest to this world. She probably had every right to think she was amazing. I didn’t know all the details of her background, but if she really was this badass pirate babe commander, then I could see her reasoning behind her statements about wanting to be in charge. She didn’t know who I was, or who my women were, so she probably honestly believed that she needed to be in charge. It was a bit different of an approach than what Emerald had taken, but the green-scaled woman seemed more pragmatic about her situation, and I’d saved her and Liahpa from four Utahraptors when I first found them.

Gee really had no idea how dangerous Dinosaurland was.

Would she die without my help?

I felt bad thinking about it, or maybe I just had a soft spot for beautiful women. If Gee had been a man, and had told me that I needed to make him the leader or he’d kill me, I would have agreed, but then had Grumpy or one of the stegos kill him as soon as the opportunity arose. I hated the idea of killing a woman though, and Gee hadn’t really been mean to me, so this was probably the best solution.

We moved out of the oak tree valley, rounded the next cliff corner, and then came upon another area filled with what looked like birch and maple trees. The trees were almost as sporadic as the palm trees up the river, but each of these were freakishly large. They looked almost as tall as the redwood trees in the forest around my camp.

There were more stacks of boulders here. Their placement looked organic, but one of the piles near the westernmost cliffs looked to be a strange green color. At first I thought it was moss, but as I got closer, I saw that it looked like this part of the cliffs once had a river bend through it, and the stone of the wall was actually green.

I was about to keep going, but something about the color was really familiar. It was a little lighter shade than an emerald, but a bit greener than turquoise. I knew pretty much nothing about rocks or metal besides various video game crafting stuff, but this stuff really looked like oxidized copper did.

I heard wings flap above my head, and Bruce landed, hopped twice, and then came to rest his chin on my shoulder. I stroked his head where he liked it and then gestured to the green stone.

“Okay, Bruce. This is going to sound all sorts of stupid, but that really looks like copper.”

Bruce let out a soft honk, and I laughed.

“It’s a metal. Really soft, but we’ll be able to make arrowheads, flatware, and knives out of it. We might even be able to make an axe, but it might dull too easily. I used to play this game called World of Warcraft, and the first stuff you mined in the game was malachite. It was a green rock that you could turn into copper. I think this is the same stuff.”

Bruce let out a curious sounding honk, and I took it to mean that he agreed with me.

“It couldn’t hurt to bring some with us,” I said as I glanced back at the beach. I’d tried to keep the stegos close to the water so that their footprints might be canceled by the rocks and sand there, but I could still see the indents that their toes left every so often.

If Gee was trying to follow me, she wouldn’t have that hard of a time.

“I’ll just get a bit,” I said as I searched the ground for something I could use to break into the rock. I really needed a pick made out of steel, but we might have been a year or more away from figuring out how to make one, so I was going to have to do the best that I could with what I could find.

I found a smooth river stone that looked a bit like an icicle, and I made a few practice picks against the green cliff wall. To my surprise, the green rocks broke free of each other with only a little effort, and I soon had about a basketful at my feet. Of course, I didn’t have a basket, but I made a hole in the posts and wood up on Ad-Rock’s back, and was able to store the green rocks up there.

The ordeal probably took me fifteen minutes, and I spared a glance back upriver just in case Gee was coming. I didn’t see her, but I remembered that I had a pair of eyes which could go up in the sky and let me know if danger was approaching.

Before I could open my mouth to give Bruce the order, he was already in the sky, and I jumped back on Mike D and ordered the stegos to continue on around the cliff wall and to the next valley. There wasn’t much of a beach at the choke point here, so the stegos had to ford the water a bit. The water was also rushing a bit faster, but my spiny-tailed friends didn’t have a problem walking through it and then climbing back on the river bank on the other side. This next valley was more maple and birch trees, but I also saw a few pines mixed in.

The ground seemed to be sloping downward a bit, and I noticed the wide river rushing faster. About halfway through this valley, the sound of the water began to grow louder, and the shore of the river became rockier and harder to travel next to. I guessed what was coming, so I wasn’t surprised when I saw that this valley ended in a cliff, and the river ended with a waterfall.

“We’ll have to find a way around on the left,” I said as I turned Mike D toward the maple tree forest.

Then I heard two urgent honks above me, and Bruce landed on the rocks beside MCA.

“You’re gonna tell me that Gee is in the next valley over, and she’s running toward us, aren’t you?” I asked Bruce.

The Pteranodon let out a single honk and nodded his long head.

“Well, shit,” I said as I made a last glance to the forest. I definitely didn’t want to fight a woman who could control fire smack dab in the middle of a forest.

My only choice was to face her backed into the corner of the river and the waterfall.


Chapter 5

I didn’t like the idea of fighting a woman in general, but I didn’t like the idea of fighting a woman with super-hot skin and a flame whip whatsoever. I figured that the best solution would be to try to talk my way out of a confrontation, but Dinosaurland had torn a bit of the optimism out of my soul.

I moved the stegos so that they were as close as they could get to the water and made sure that Grumpy was lurking just below the surface a bit upriver of us. I didn’t have much of a plan besides trying to knock her into the water where her fire would get quenched. Then I figured Grumpy would eat her, and then I could be on my merry way.

I commanded Bruce to the air, tried to calm my racing heart, and then waited for Gee to turn the corner. A few moments after I was focused, the beautiful woman rounded the corner at a run.

Despite her bare feet, curved hips, and ample breasts, the woman ran with a graceful stride that was reminiscent of a marathon runner or dancer. As soon as she saw me waiting for her, she slowed her run to a jog and then stopped a few dozen feet from the front of MCA.

The woman and I stared at each other for a few moments, and then she crossed her arms under her breasts.

“You forgot me,” she said.

“I think you know I didn’t,” I said.

“Very well,” she said with a shrug. “I suppose we should do away with the niceties.”

“Look, I don’t want to fight,” I said.

“I really don’t want that either,” she said quickly, and her words caught me by surprise.

“Uhh, you don’t?”

“Nope,” she said with another shrug. “I won’t get anything out of killing you. I need your help to get home.”

“You are pretty arrogant,” I said.

“It is not arrogance,” Gee replied. “I am the most powerful warrior in my entire world. Weapons melt when they touch me, and empires fall when my armada sets sail across the lava seas.” The woman brushed back her long flame hair from her shoulder and then raised her fingers a few inches apart. “I was this close to taking everything, Victor.”

“Yeah, but then what?” I asked.

“Then…” she paused and then laughed. “Well, my enemies in the council were right. Why should I serve anyone else? Why should I listen to the council or the empress when it was my army and navy that ruled? Why should I kneel to them when I am the fire born? When I returned, my intent was to rule it all.” Gee laughed again and then turned to the river. “I was going to have a bath. I was going to soak in water for a full day. I wondered what it would feel like my entire life, but when I became fire born, I wanted it every second.”

“I can’t help get you home,” I said. I realized I was about to apologize to her even though it wasn’t my fault that she was here. It was the fault of these powerful aliens who were kidnapping us, and I wasn’t going to apologize for them.

“You will help, though,” she stated.

“Fuck, you are stubborn,” I sighed.

“Of course,” she laughed and then gestured to the wilderness surrounding us. “There has to be some way they are watching us. They must have an outpost on the planet. They will have these spaceships you speak of, and they will need to land. We need to explore more of the planet.”

“That’s step one-thousand,” I said. “We are on step five or six. We have a fort with walls that can protect us from aggressive dinosaurs, and we are close to a consistent water supply, but we still don’t have a consistent food supply. It might not sound like much progress to you, but we had nothing a few months ago, and now we are somewhat safe. It might be another six months until we are able to travel the expanse of Dinosaurland. I have a lot of work left to do.”

“You need my leadership then,” she stated.

“Here we go again,” I laughed sadly and then shook my head. “Look, Gee, you kind of threatened to kill me and take over my tribe. The only two reasons you’re alive right now is because you said you didn’t want to fight and I have a soft spot for beautiful women.”

“I don’t want to fight,” she said again, “I’m surprised that you think I am beautiful, but I’m much more surprised that you think my life is in your hands. Victor, I am the fire born, and all who have faced me in combat are now dead. I find you attractive also, and I appreciate that you came to my aid when I first arrived. That is why you are not dead yet, but I am beginning to lose patience in these negotiations.”

“There isn’t much to negotiate,” I said. “We can use more people in our tribe. We are going to be warring with other tribes sooner rather than later, so I know your tactical expertise and fighting abilities will help us, but you also have some drawbacks that will make your presence with us difficult.”

“Drawbacks?” she scoffed. “What do you mean?”

“Lady, you are on fire.” I laughed and pointed to her hair. “Our fort is in the middle of a clearing in a redwood forest. I’m going to have to build you a hut out of stone, and you won’t be able to ride our dinosaurs. We are going to have to worry about you accidently burning all of our shit to ashes. You think that you can just come into our tribe and rule us, but it’s totally the opposite. I’m going to have to make you special accommodations. We need help around our camp, but I don’t know if it is worth the risk, especially when you threatened to kill me.

“Alright,” she sighed as she raised her palms to me. “I regret saying those words, Victor. I am used to getting my way. There was a time, before I was fire born, when I had to ask for favors nicely. I have forgotten about being polite since I am so used to taking what I want.”

“Even if I make an exception to you now, and I let you come with me. There is always going to be this nagging doubt in my mind that you might try to kill me when we get there.”

“I would take those words back, if I could.” She frowned, shook her head, and actually looked apologetic. “I was in the water for an hour or so. At first I thought you were taking your time putting the materials away on your beast, then I noticed that the food you had cooked was cold, and you weren’t coming back. I was angry, but then I realized that I had offended you. Now I was here on this strange planet all by myself. I am capable of surviving on my own, but joining you would be preferred, since it will increase the likelihood of me finding a way home.”

“What if there is no way home?” I asked as Bruce’s shadow passed over me. My pal was hovering above us, but Gee didn’t seem to notice or care that he was there.

“Impossible,” she huffed. “There is always a way.”

“I like the way you think,” I chuckled. “There has to be ways to make things happen, but you have no idea how powerful these beings are. One of my tribe members has spaceships and advanced technology, yet these beings took her without raising an alarm. Do you know how fucking huge space is? We might not even be in the same galaxy as your homeworld.”

“If they had a ship that brought me here, the same ship can take me back,” Gee said with a shrug. “I understand ships. I can sail across anything and kill anyone in hand to hand combat. Once we find their base, I can take what I need. Then you and your tribe can return to your homes.”

“I respect your optimism,” I said. “I’m hopeful for the future as well. My first priority is for the short-term welfare of my tribe. We have tasks we need to do for quality of living and safety. If you join us, you have to accept that I am in charge and take my orders.”

Gee and I stared at each other for a few moments, and I could almost see the gears spinning in her head. Finally, she nodded and let out a laugh.

“Very well, Victor. I will do as you say.”

“I’m not sure I am convinced,” I said.

“Oh?” she asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Yeah,” I said. “You’ve gone from ‘I’m going to kill you and take command of your tribe’ to ‘I’ll follow your commands’ pretty quickly.”

“This is the quickest path to my objectives,” Gee said.

“How do you figure?” I asked.

“Killing you doesn’t do anything for me,” she laughed. “I might actually feel bad, since I’m starting to like you.”

“That’s comforting, I guess.”

“If I let you leave, then I’ll be on my own,” Gee said with a shrug. “I will have to find my own food and wander this strange world alone looking for these captors. I’m sure I will eventually find them and their ships, but if I come with you and lend your people my powers and mind, you will soon not have to worry about your survival. Then you will help me look for our captors.”

“You are confident,” I chuckled.

“Of course,” she snickered.

“So, you agree to do as I command?” I asked.

“I don’t want to be alone, so yes,” she answered. “Do I need to swear loyalty to you on my knees?”

“Is that what you do for your council and empress?” I asked.

“Yes,” Gee answered.

“And you planned on betraying them?” I sighed.

“Oh,” the glowing-eyed woman said with a moan. Then she laughed and shook her head. “I suppose I have showed you my hand too early?”

“Just a bit,” I said as my heart started to thump in my chest.

“Here is a philosophical question for you, Victor. Do you like such exercises?”

“Sure,” I said as I mentally prepared for us to fight. For half a moment, I had thought that the conversation was going great, but her tone hand changed when she admitted that she was going to betray her rulers.

“Should a leader be a leader if they are no longer the best leader?” she asked.

“I’m gonna say no, and I have a feeling that is what you want me to say.”

“Exactly,” Gee laughed. “The most powerful and capable should be the leader. Do you think someone should be the leader of a nation or world because they were born into it?”

“No, but again, I’m guessing that my answers are playing right into your narrative.”

“They are,” Gee laughed and then winked at me. “They never knew a day of work. They never took the risks. They existed so that others could serve them. I would make a better leader, so I will take it from them. Isn’t that the way it should be? Shouldn’t the ruler be the most capable?”

“But you are making that decision, and not your people,” I said.

“I do not know about your species, but mine are averse to dramatic change.” Gee shrugged. “They would want to keep the empress and council, even though they were wrong. However, a few months after I took power, and they experienced how much better their lives were under my stewardship, they would gladly accept me then.”

“So, what does that mean for you and me?” I asked as I took a deep breath.

“Are you a good leader, Victor?” she asked.

“I’m working on it,” I said, “but we are surviving, and I have fourteen people that are in my tribe.”

“If you are good, then we won’t have a problem,” Gee said.

“And if you decide that I’m not good enough for you?” I asked.

“Hmmmm,” she said as her eyes glanced down at my chest. “What do you think I should do given your earlier two answers to my questions?”

“How about you privately tell me what you think I could improve on?”

“Like an advisor?” she asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Yeah. I’m not going to tell you I’m perfect, but I’m hesitant to let you join us if your ultimate goal is still to take control. This seems like a good compromise.”

“I will consider it,” she said.

“I need a convincing answer now,” I said. “As I keep saying, you don’t really have any leverage, and the more we talk, the more I’m thinking that having you in our tribe is a bad idea. You’ll need to make a convincing argument, Gee. Being arrogant isn’t really working for me.”

Gee stared at me again, and then a wide smile split her beautiful face. “I’m enjoying this discussion, Victor. You have a strong will, and you aren’t backing down from your convictions.” The burning woman kneeled on the stone slab next to the river and bowed her head slightly. Her vermillion colored flame-hair danced in the breeze, and she cleared her throat. “I will swear on the fire to follow your orders, Victor Shelby. When I find a flaw in your leadership, I will bring it up with you privately. If I feel you are not an adequate leader, I will leave your tribe peacefully. Do my words help ease your fears?”

“Yeah, that’s better,” I said. I still didn’t trust her, but there was one ace up my sleeve which Gee didn’t know I had.

And that trump card was Kacerie.

My lover’s Lance ability was a great equalizer as long as she was charged up. If Gee got out of line, or it became apparent that she was going to go back on her word, I’d ask Kacerie to put an end to the matter.

I just needed to make sure that the hairstylist always had a Lance in the tank.

“Good,” Gee said as she stood again. “You know Victor, I do like you. It’s too bad we can’t be lovers. I’m sure we would both enjoy the experience.”

“I’m not quite sure how to respond to that,” I laughed. “It’s either a compliment or an insult.”

“Why would it be an insult?” she asked as she stepped across the rocks so she moved past MCA and was standing closer to me.

“It seemed like a compliment, but then you said ‘too bad we can’t be lovers,’ which sounds like it is an insult.”

“Oh,” she laughed and then gestured to her body. “I’d kill you. When I became fire born it meant that I would never have another lover for the rest of my life.”

“Ahh,” I laughed. “You weren’t on fire when you were laying in the creek earlier.”

Gee’s green eyes opened wide, but not as wide as her mouth did. “You… are… correct,” she finally choked out the words as she glanced to the river. “I’m not used to so much water. The possibilities are amazing.”

“Yeah,” I said with a shrug. “I know you are eager to get home, but it kind of sounds like a shithole to be honest. Seas of lava? Empires that fight over a tiny bit of water? A shitty ruler that has been there only because of her birth? I didn’t pick to come to Dinosaurland, but if wealth on your world is measured in water then you are now the richest member of your entire species. This place is kind of a paradise. Well, it’s a deadly paradise, but I’m starting to get the hang of it. Have you ever seen a salt water ocean?”

“An ocean made of salt water?” Gee gasped.

“Yeah,” I said as I pointed westward. “It’s water as far as you can see. You can’t really drink too much of it since it won’t hydrate you, but it is really pretty.”

“We are heading in that direction?” she asked.

“Yep,” I said. “My camp is about a half-mile away from another river, and we have a well we just dug inside the walls where there is water.”

“How did you dig deep enough?” she asked. “You said you only had stone tools.”

“We didn’t even use stone tools,” I laughed and then pointed down to Mike D. “I have other dinos that are good at digging, but then we cleared the hole with wooden sticks. It was only twelve feet down.”

“Amazing,” Gee sighed. “I am eager to see it. Our water supplies are deep under the rock’s surface, and we had to drill almost a hundred feet for the shallowest one.”

“Yeah,” I laughed. “Your world doesn’t sound that pleasant. It actually seems like hell.”

“Hell?” she asked

“Yeah,” I replied. “It’s a place in our mythologies where bad people end up when they die. Filled with fire, brimstone, lava, and ash in the air.”

“That’s surprising,” Gee snickered. “It sounds just like my world. Yes, it is very hot there.”

We stared at each other for a few more moments, and then she turned toward the river, kneeled, and ran her hand into the water at the edge. It made a hissing sound, and then steam danced into the air.

“All this water,” she sighed.

“We need to keep moving,” I said. “It’s almost the middle of the day, and I don’t know how many more days we have until we reach the ocean.”

“Very well,” Gee said as she stood. “I can run beside your animals--”

“Dinosaurs,” I corrected.

“Dinosaurs, yes,” she laughed and then pointed downstream. “I hear a roar. Is it a waterfall? We have lavafalls on my world.”

“Yeah,” I said as I gestured to the forest. “We are going to have to go in that direction through the forest and try to find a less steep angle down. Then we’ll have to get back to the river, since I am using it to navigate to the ocean.”

“Alright,” she said with a nod. “I await your orders, Victor.”

“Just uhhh, can you try not to burn down any of the trees? That would be kinda bad if the whole forest burned. I’d probably die, as would thousands of other creatures.”

“I will try to control my flame,” she said. “But it will be easier if we stay on the shores of the river.”

“That’s the idea,” I said, and then ordered the stegos to walk into the maple forest.

Before I could command Grumpy to follow us, I felt his presence approach the lip of the waterfall. I twisted my head around with a gasp, and I caught the giant croc slide up and over the edge. I sensed him fall down into the lake way below us, but I couldn’t sense if the dive had hurt him or not.

I kind of figured that it would take a hell of a lot more than a fall into a lake to hurt the giant purussaurus.

“What’s wrong?” Gee asked as she turned her green eyes to where I was looking.

“Ahh, it's nothing,” I said. I wondered if Grumpy had sensed my trepidation at showing his presence to the fire born woman and decided to just swim off the edge, or if he was just too lazy and irritable to walk around on the land on the same paths the stegos and I would take. Either way, it was good for me, since I could now use him to surprise Gee.

If I even needed to fight her.

We continued our path cutting south-west into the maple forest, and I picked the widest path through the trees to reduce the risk of my stegos getting caught up in the branches or Gee burning anything. The woman walked on the ground on the right side of Mike D near me, and she left a trail of burnt footprints in the ground with every step she took.

Neither one of us spoke as we walked, and we soon came to a limestone set of ledges that stair-stepped up some twenty feet. Each of the steps was wide enough for a stego to use, but I was going to have to coordinate each of their steps laterally across the face of the small cliff, so I turned down to Gee and pointed at the top of the crest.

“Can you please jump up there and see if there is a way down for the stegos?”

“Sure,” she said, and then I watched the fire-woman bound up the steps with easy looking jumps which looked like something that a Japanese anime ninja character would do. The woman definitely had incredible strength and speed, and her hair formed a long trail of fire in the air when she pounced.

When she reached the top, Gee leaned over the edge, turned her head left and right and then gestured over to her left away from the river. “I see a set of switchbacks carved into the slope over here. Your dinosaurs should be able to get down easily.”

“Great,” I said as I dismounted from Mike D’s back and climbed up onto the first ledge. Since Ad-Rock was carrying the load, I commanded him to step up first, and I carefully guided his footsteps across the ledges so that he could ascend. Most of the steps were easy for him to do, but there was one ledge with a six-foot gap that I doubted any of the stegos would be willing to make without me controlling them. Ad-Rock did it just fine though, and by the time I finished Mike D and MCA, the stegos were moving up with the coordination of mountain goats.

As soon as I made it to the top of the limestone stairs, Gee pointed over to the limestone stairs. The slopes were filled with loose rock, and I guessed there might be a little slipping involved, but the angle of the descent wasn’t too steep.

The path moved down a good hundred feet, and even though I couldn’t see the river to my right because of the tall maples trees, I guessed that it would end at the base level of the lake where Grumpy had landed.

I ordered Ad-Rock to move down first, and he made it halfway down the switchbacks before I sent MCA down after.

“It’s going to be really hard to get back here,” I said after Ad-Rock had slipped a bit.

“Why would you come back?” Gee asked.

“For the malachite,” I said.

“Copper?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “You know about it? One of the cliff walls had green stone that I thought might be malachite. If it is, I’m going to want to come back to get a lot more.”

“I said I don’t know much about metal, but I’ve encountered various mining sites in my career. Can you show me the rocks? I’ll tell you if they are malachite.”

“Yeah,” I said as I ordered Mike D to head down.

“If it is, and you want more, we can dig steps into these switchbacks so that your dinosaurs can climb up easier.” Gee pointed down to the switchbacks with a steamy finger.

“That could work,” I said as I studied the slope and thought about the various hiking trails I had been on where people nailed railroad ties into the slopes to create steps. “We’d need something to use as nails.”

“Hmmmm,” she said with a laugh. “I guess it would be hard to use copper nails before you have copper.”

“How hot can you get again?” I asked as I glanced down at her beautiful body.

“Plenty,” she said with a smirk, and I wondered if she got my double entendre.

“I asked about melting rocks before. I could burn holes in some logs, then dig holes in the ground. Then you could melt some rocks to make a makeshift dowel between them. I could do the same thing with wood, but it might be faster and sturdier if you melted them.”

“This limestone has a high boiling point,” Gee said as she picked up one of the rocks, flipped in on her fingers, and then squeezed it.

I was standing about ten feet away from her and started to sweat because of her body heat, but then her arm started to pulse a bright orange, and it felt like I was standing next to a barbeque that someone had just thrown gasoline on. I had to move away six more feet, but then the woman opened her fingers, and I saw that the limestone looked like wet clay in her hands.

“That’s about as hot as I can get it,” she gasped, and I noticed her chest was heaving. “It’s almost liquid enough to pour. I could pack this into a hole you made to seal the step into the ground. It will probably hold.”

“How many of those could you do?” I asked.

“Hmmm,” she said as she flicked the molten limestone away. “Maybe one every few minutes. It is a bit easier to do just my hand versus my whole body. I can only do that once a day before I feel tired. I was tired after I made myself cool and climbed onto your dinosaur.”

“I’ll think about it,” I said as I turned back to the switchback path leading down the cliff face. “It might just be easier to use wooden dowels.”

Gee grunted, and I watched Ad-Rock make it to the bottom of the cliff. MCA and Mike D made it down after, and I walked down the trail with Gee behind me.

“Tell me about your tribe members,” she said when we reached the bottom of the path and began to make our way north toward the river.

“You’ll meet them once we get there,” I replied.

“Yes, but I’d like to know their names and abilities. You said everyone on this planet has abilities like my Flame Dance? You can control these creatures, correct? What is that called?”

“It’s called Tame,” I answered as the maple trees parted, and we came to the river again. The waterfall had ended in a small lake, and I could sense Grumpy relaxing at the bottom of the pool.

“What of the others?” Gee asked.

“Galmine grows plants, and is very kind,” I said. “Trel is good at building our fort, but she can be a bit prickly when she first meets someone.”

“What do you mean?” Gee asked.

“She’s kind of like you,” I laughed. “She was a ruler of her people and was used to getting what she wanted when she asked.”

“Was she born into her position, or did she earn it?” Gee asked.

“She was born into it,” I answered, “but she could have earned it. She’s a genius with building and engineering.”

“Okay,” Gee said. “Who else?”

“Sheela is a great hunter and warrior, you will like her a lot.”

“I can already tell that I'll like her,” Gee chuckled.

“Kacerie helps with cleaning and organizing,” I said.

“Logistics?” Gee asked.

“Yeah,” I replied. “She’s great.”

“Those people are always very useful,” Gee laughed. “Who else?”

“Liahpa was a professional athlete on her world, and she is really strong.”

“Strong?” Gee asked. “How strong?”

“I’m not sure,” I shrugged, “but she’s much stronger than I am.”

“Who else?”

“Emerald doesn’t speak, but she’s polite and always helps out around the camp. Those are my original tribe members, but I told you that we were about to merge with another tribe.” I was keeping their powers from my description, but Gee didn’t seem to notice. “We haven’t had much of a chance to get to know each other. So I’m not quite sure what their roles in the tribe will be.”

“You know some of them, though?” Gee asked with a raised eyebrow. “You must have spoken to their leader to broker the deal.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Quwaru was their leader--”

“Was?” Gee interrupted me before I could say more.

“I’m their leader now,” I laughed.

“Oh, yes,” she smiled at me. “That makes sense. What of her powers?”

“She’s good with people,” I said with a shrug as I tried to twist my explanation around without lying to the fire woman. “Seems to know if people are telling the truth or not.”

“That is useful,” Gee agreed. “What of the others?”

“I’ve only met the other seven briefly,” I said. “I’m looking forward to learning more about them.”

“Hmmm,” Gee said as she turned her glowing eyes to me. For half a moment, I thought she was going to call me out on my lack of detail, but then she turned back to the river and let out a sigh. “I’m still amazed by this. The flow of water is beautiful to see, but it is also so pleasing to my ears.”

“Yeah, it’s really calming.”

“The trees are amazing also,” she said as she gestured to the maples. “There is little greenery on my world, and we have few trees.”

“This place looks a lot like my homeworld,” I said, “and these dinosaurs lived on it millions of years ago.”

“I have never heard of such creatures,” Gee said as she looked at Mike D, “did they model this world after yours? That seems like a bit of an advantage to you, but I am not complaining, since there is plenty of water.”

I didn’t answer the fire-haired woman, but her question set my mind racing. I had wondered about dinosaurs before, and the only answer I could come up with was that they were one of the strongest predators our planet ever knew, so it kind of made sense to put them on a world where you were planning some sort of dangerous survival experiment. Basic survival would have been really easy for the type of people that the powerful beings placed here, but adding the dinosaurs in the mix created a constant tension and danger that meant the survivors had to corporate to survive.

Gee didn’t seem to mind that I hadn’t answered her. As we traveled, she frequently stepped into the river water, and occasionally dove into the shallow parts to cool herself off. We didn’t talk much more, but I found it a bit hard to keep my eyes off her body when she stepped out of the river, and the beads of water began to steam off her onyx-skin.

Other than a herd of trikes that scattered when we approached, we didn’t see any other large dinosaurs on the river shore, and after we had traveled for a few hours, and followed the river’s twists through another half dozen valleys, my stomach began to growl, and my mouth became dry. I didn’t really want to stop in the middle of the day, but I’d skipped breakfast, and I knew I was starting to get really dehydrated.

“I need to rest for a bit,” I said to Gee as I instructed Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock to pull up to the edge of the river and take their drinks.

“Good,” she replied as she sat down in the water with a grateful sigh. A moment later she was laying in the water, and I had to force myself to stop staring at the liquid as it flowed over her nipples and hips.

“Just as a word of warning, there are dinosaurs in the water, so you might want to be careful.” I knew there weren’t any, since Grumpy was patrolling, but I didn’t want Gee to get eaten.

“I’m not concerned,” she said as she raised her hand up out of the water to beckon to me. “Come relax beside me, Victor. The water here is nice.”

The river looked clean, but Trel’s warning about drinking unclean water still echoed in my brain. I didn’t have much of a choice though, so I moved to the edge of the river a few feet upstream from Gee and bent my face down to drink from the water. I was close enough to hear the river hiss when it hit her skin, and I stopped myself before my lips touched the surface.

“Hey, Gee. Earlier with the limestone rock, you just made your hand get hot.”

“Yes?” she asked as she sat up from the water and turned her body to face me.

“Hold on,” I said as I stood up from the edge of the river and looked around. There was a clump of bamboo about fifty yards from where we stood, and I climbed up on Ad-Rock’s back, grabbed my simple rock-axe, and then walked over to it.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“We are going to boil some water,” I said as I grabbed the largest diameter cut of bamboo I could find. It was about the same girth as a coffee mug, and I quickly chopped the base of it free before cutting into the joint. In about ten minutes I had a hollow cylinder with one side open, and I brought it back to the river where Gee was still lounging.

“Can you make this water boil?” I asked after I had scooped some up in the bamboo cylinder.

“Of course,” she said, and then she dipped her finger into the water. Her hand started to glow orange, and I almost had to let go of the bamboo because her skin was too close to me, but then the water began to bubble, and I nodded at her.

“Why?” she asked as her eyes studied the bubbling container of water.

“There might be bacteria in there,” I said.

“Ahh,” she said with a laugh. “I do not have to worry about such things. Nothing survives me.”

“Yeah,” I said as her hair began to catch fire again. “I can imagine. By the way, did you eat the fish I cooked?”

“No,” she said as she returned to the water. “I was in a hurry to catch you.”

“Are you hungry then?” I asked.

“I will eat if you need it,” she said as she began to rub water in her hair.

“I’ll have Bruce--”

Before I could finish the sentence, the pteranodon let out a double honk as he swooped through the air toward me. I knew what his honk meant, but Gee didn’t seem to notice.

“Danger,” I hissed at her under my breath as Bruce landed. He was looking across the river, so I pointed in that direction. The water here was about thirty feet across, but various waist high boulders dotted the edges to create slower pools, and the center was rushing deep and quickly.

“Where?” Gee asked, but I was already moving back into the tree line with Bruce, and I gestured for her to take cover behind a boulder as I carefully set down my bamboo cup full of hot water.

For half a moment, I thought the onyx-skinned woman wasn’t going to bother following my instructions, but then she pushed herself through the shallow water and grabbed the face of a boulder. The water where she hid was deep enough to cover her hair when she tilted her head back, and she shot me a questioning look.

Gee had been just in the nick of time. A moment after she took cover, the bushes on the other side of the river began to shake, and four muscular men stepped onto the shore of the river opposite me.


Chapter 6

The men moved cautiously to the edge of the water and glanced both ways across the flow as if they were searching for something or someone. I wondered if they were searching for Gee and me, but then I realized that they wouldn’t have known we were here because Bruce had warned us in time to hide. Then I realized that might not matter; I had no idea what abilities these four men possessed, and it was possible that one of them could know about us from a distance.

One of the men moved out from the tree cover, across the rocks, and to the edge of the water. His legs looked like a pair of snake bodies, but his arms were human-like and almost comically muscular. His skin was a reflective white color, and his head had a cobra like hood which extended from his neck. He only had one eye in the center of his forehead, and his maw looked like a crocodiles’. He didn’t carry a weapon in his hands, but a long forked tongue emerged from his mouth and licked at the air around the river.

Maybe I was being a bit judgemental, but the guy looked like all sorts of bad news.

The second man looked humanoid, but he had four muscular arms instead of two, no hair, and his skin was a peach color. His eyes were white, and didn’t look to have any pupils, and he carried two massive spears in his hands.

Alien guy number three must have stood eight feet tall. He had two heads and each of them came from necks that were placed above his shoulders, instead of in-line with his spine. In his hands, he carried a bow that was as tall as I was, but I had no idea how he’d be able to aim the thing, since each of his heads were set at an angle and each skull only had one giant eye.

The last guy had red-skin the color of Quwaru, but that was where the resemblance ended. The succubus-looking woman was all sorts of next level super-model hot, and this guy looked like a human somehow made a baby with an octopus.

Only worse than I could have ever imagined. Basically, he was pure nightmare fuel.

The right hemisphere of his face was made up of three beaks, the chin on the other side of his face ended with a long tentacle, and he had little twisting tentacles coming out of his shoulders, elbows, and knees. His hands looked human, but the fingers were long thin tentacles, and they wrapped around the haft of what looked like a wooden cricket bat that looked as though it had shark teeth stuck into the thin sides.

Yeah, the other three looked like assholes also.

The man with the snake legs licked the air again, and then he gestured over across the water. For half a moment, I thought he was pointing at me, but then I realized that he was aiming his finger across the water at Ad-Rock, MCA, and Mike D.

“Fuck,” I whispered under my breath when the other men moved to the shore. Now it made sense that we hadn’t seen a lot of dinos on the way here. These men must have hunted along the coast. Were they part of a bigger tribe? Was there anyone else in their hunting party? Should I confront them now, or use the stegos to fight them off?

My decision was kind of made for me before I could think it through. The only place for my three spiky-tailed pals to flee was either up the river on the shore or down the river on the shore. The forest where I hid was too dense for them to make it through. Either direction would end up putting them really far away from me, so I decided that fighting the four ugly ass males was probably my best option.

As the men on the other shore stood next to each other, the two-headed giant aimed his massive longbow across the river. It looked like he was trying to aim at MCA’s head, so I mentally commanded the stego to pivot, squat, and turn his back. He did so right as the two-headed man released his arrow, but the shaft bounced off one of MCA’s back plates that he had angled toward the four men just in the nick of time.

The archer turned to the snake-headed man with a look of confusion on his faces, and the other men gestured for him to try again.

He pulled another arrow out of a quiver on his belt, walked up river for ten feet, and then took aim at MCA’s head again. This time I didn’t move the target stego, I just had Mike D roll over at the perfect moment, and the long arrow the man shot bounced off one of his back plates.

Now the four men were really confused, and the two-headed man with the longbow was getting angry.

I was standing behind a tree peering around the side. I doubted that the men could see me in the shadows from across the river, but Gee made eye contact with me, and she pointed over her shoulder toward the boulder that concealed her from the four men and then drew her finger across her neck.

I shook my head, held up four fingers, held up one finger, and then made a drawing motion as if I was shooting a bow. Then I pointed at her and pointed my hand into my chest. Gee shrugged and then motioned with her hand to indicate that they might try to cross the river on the various boulders.

I nodded, and then she drew her fingers across her neck again.

I nodded again, and she smiled wickedly.

The two-headed giant pulled out another arrow and leapt on top of a five foot high boulder at the edge of the river. Then he moved to the edge and drew another bead on my stegos. As he pulled back his bow, my crew was already moving into position, and Mike D twisted his back shields to the side a bit to catch the next arrow.

“They aren’t even running!” The man with the bow shouted down to the other three loud enough for me to hear him across the water.

“Shoot another arrow at them!” The man with the peach skin and four arms shouted.

The two-headed giant put another arrow against his string, but this one bounced off MCA’s plates as he moved to block Ad-Rock. I was keeping Ad-Rock as far away as I could from them so that they couldn’t see the hut posts I had stashed on his back, but the giant guy might have been able to see that something was stored between the stego’s armor if he looked intently enough.

“Anothe--” the four armed man started to say, but then the two-headed giant shook his head and pounded his chest with his free hand.

“You go stab them with your spears!”

“They will hit me with their tails!” the four armed man yelled. “We have done this a hundred times. You hit them with your arrow, then I spear them to finish them off.”

“They seem to know where I am going to aim!” the archer said. “Iatallti, can you make it so they can’t see?”

“All three of them?” the octopus faced man asked.

“Yeah, that way they won’t see where I am.”

“That will be it for the day then,” Octopus Face said.

“I don’t care,” said the snake man as he raised one of his ridiculously buff arms. “Do it.”

Octopus Face raised his arms and wiggled his tentacle fingers. Suddenly, three globes of blackness appeared over the faces of the stegos, and I could sense their terror. They wanted to run, but I held onto them with my will, and ordered them to be calm and step back away from the shore of the river. The globes of darkness moved with them, but it was okay. I could see just fine, and I ordered them to twist so that the two-headed giant’s next arrow bounced off Mike D’s plates.

“Impossible!” the archer shouted as he slammed his fist into his chest again.

“We’ll cross and kill them up close,” the snake-man said. “It will be easier when they can’t see.”

“I can only hold the Ink Well for another few moments,” the octopus-man said, but the other three men were already moving.

The two headed archer jumped to the next boulder in the middle of the river, and then he made a running jump to one that was a quarter of the way to our shore.

Gee looked at me and raised her palms, and I crouched a bit lower, put the side of my hand up to my eye level, gestured with three fingers, and then drew the line across my throat. She nodded and then sank lower into the deep pool where she was just as the archer jumped off the boulder where she hid and landed on the shore ten feet in front of her.

The two-headed giant glanced at the trio of stegos and then turned around to watch the four-armed man and snake-legged man jump across the boulders, Gee’s green eyes stopped glowing just as he turned, and I guessed that she had closed them.

As soon as the other two men were about to jump to the last boulder where Gee hid, the archer turned away from them and then walked toward the stegos. I had positioned my dinos so that their heads were turned away from the men, and the two-headed giant reached them just as the other two men landed on the sandy beach right in front of the submerged Gee.

Then the stegos got to strike back.

The two-headed archer probably thought that my three pals wouldn’t be able to hit him because they couldn’t see. He walked right between Mike D and MCA’s tails, and they both moved too fast for him to even utter a scream of surprise.

Mike D’s tail whipped across high, and MCA’s tail came in low. The two sets of spikes hit the giant at the same time, and his large body exploded into pieces like month old ground beef.

The snake-man and four-armed man shouted with surprise, but Gee had launched herself out of the water like a superwoman, and her fire whip exploded out of her hand with the sound of ripping paper.

The four-armed man with the two spears managed a half turn, but her whip sliced through his stomach like a knife passing through a stream of water. The whip even cut the two spears in half, and then she brought the weapon back around to take off the top part of his chest and spears with just as easy of a movement.

The snake-man turned around as Gee landed, and he opened his mouth a half moment before a spray of liquid shot out of it. I guessed it was poison, and the fire-woman let out a shout of surprise the instant it hit her in her glowing green eyes.

Gee brought her arm up to cover her eyes, and the snake man stepped forward with a thrust of his over-muscled right arm. She actually surprised me by ducking under his jab, but then his other arm swung around with a close uppercut and caught her in the stomach. There was a sound of wood smacking against wood, and the woman lifted up into the air, flew across the beach, and slammed into the boulder where she hid with a painful cracking sound.

Then she fell into the pool of water as her flame whip went out.

I was already running, and as I ran, I commanded Grumpy to take care of Octopus Face on the other side of the river, and Bruce to stay back so that he wouldn’t get hurt.

The snake-man had taken three steps toward where Gee had fallen in the water, but he heard me coming and turned his head as I was about to get to him. His mouth was already open, but I expected the spray from his mouth so I ducked down low as the shit flew over my head, and then I punched my short obsidian knife up and into his chest.

The man let out a howl of agony as soon as I stabbed him, and I yanked the knife up and out as I tried to pull it clear. The maneuver was successful, and a spray of green blood flew through the air.

There was just a half moment before his massive fist flew toward my face.

I knew he was going to punch me, so I was already rolling back with the momentum of pulling my knife free. I swore that I could feel his knuckles brush across the stubble on my chin, but then I was rolling backward across the sand and rocks on the beach.

“Fucker!” the snake man growled as he tried to punch me again. I was already out of the range of his fists, but then he opened his mouth wide again, and I let out a yelp of surprise as I dove to my left to avoid another spray of his poison.

I leapt up on my boots after I finished my roll across the rocks, then I jumped back, turned, and sprinted toward the stegos. As soon as I made it to their tails, I glanced back to see the snake-man chasing me as his mouth opened again.

He didn’t get his spray out in time.

MCA’s spiky tail whipped around and impaled the snake-man’s chest and skull. My opponent managed to scream a bit as his body twitched as he hung from MCA’s tail, but two of the spikes had clearly gone through the monster-man’s skull, and he stopped screaming as soon as MCA twisted his tail again and flung the corpse into the river.

The black globes around the stego’s faces disappeared, and I looked over to see Grumpy yanking Octopus Face into the river. The tentacled man still had his flat-faced tooth club in his hands, but only his arms and shoulders were free of Grumpy’s maw, and the alien-man didn’t have enough leverage to bring the club down on my pet croc’s head.

Then Grumpy thrashed his maw sideways, and Octopus Face’s lower body tore free from his upper torso, and my croc rolled back into the river.

I ran over to the water pool where Gee had fallen, and I saw her floating face down. My heart leapt into my chest as I leapt into the water to grab her, and I tried to remember all of two CPR classes I had taken as I laid her on her back.

I tipped up her mouth to open the airways and then pushed my fingers into the side of the neck to feel for a pulse. I didn’t feel one, but that could have just been because of my inexperience or because she wasn’t human. Either way, I inhaled a quick breath, pushed my mouth over hers, and then puffed just as I recalled doing to the test dummy during the training session. I did it two more times and then moved to compress her her ribs right below her breasts.

Before I could push, the fire-woman gasped, and I gently turned her over on her side. She immediately puked out a few cups of water, and I gently rubbed her back between her shoulder blades in an effort to help her feel better.

“Are your eyes okay?” I asked after she stopped puking, coughing, and wheezing.

“Yes,” she gasped. “I think the water cleaned them out. They still burn a little, but I can see. Did you kill them?”

“Yeah,” I answered, but then Octopus Face started screaming from across the river, and I looked over to him. “Weird. I guess he is still alive.”

“You killed the one who spit on me?” she asked as she turned over and tried to sit up.

“Yeah,” I said as I unbuttoned my shirt, pulled it off, and then rolled it up under her head. “Just rest here. I’m going to go talk to that fucker across the water and see what he knows.”

“Okay,” Gee wheezed as she blinked her glowing eyes.

I ran toward the boulder that Gee had hid behind, jumped on a side stone, and then pulled myself up on the edge of the taller ledge. The rest of the way across the river was pretty easy, and I was soon standing at the top half of Octopus Face’s body. Grumpy had done one hell of a butchering job on the torn part of his torso, and I felt my stomach twist when I tried to identify all the various alien guts coming out of the man’s top half. He was still screaming, his eyes were blinking, and his pincer mouths on his face were snapping, so I figured his heart and lungs must have been left behind.

“Time to talk,” I said as I grabbed his weapon from the shore. It really did look like a cricket bat, but now that I held it in my own hands, I could see that the teeth were sharpened bits of flint which looked to have been attached with tree sap to the carved slot that ran the perimeter of the weapon.

“Fuck you,” the man hissed, and then blood flowed out one of his mouths.

“Look, you’ve gotta be in all sorts of pain,” I said as I raised the Cricket Bat of Doom in my hand to test its weight. “Answer some questions and I’ll expedite the process. How many were in your group?”

“Fuck--”

“I’ll just let you die all slowly then,” I interrupted him.

“Just us,” he hissed.

“Where is your camp at?” I asked.

“Direction we came in. About two hundred yards.”

“Can you give me any distinguishing landmarks?”

“Just kill me already,” he groaned.

“Distinguishing landmarks?”

“We had four huts, the fire is still burning. You’ll find it, but there is nothing there to take.” He started coughing, and another one of his beaks on his face stopped moving.

I brought the Cricket Bat of Doom down on Octopus Man’s head with a two handed strike and ended his life instantly. Then I glanced back across the river. Gee was still laying on her back with her head on my shirt, and Bruce was standing next to her.

“I’m going to be right back!” I shouted over the water. The pteranodon let out a honk of caution, but Gee didn’t move. For half a moment, I wondered if I should just forget about their camp and get out of here, but they might have useful equipment that I could take, and they sure as hell weren’t going to be needing it anymore.

I set the flat part of the Cricket Bat of Doom on my shoulder and then stepped into the thick bushes next to me. It was actually pretty easy to find my way to their camp since the four of them had taken the same path each time, and the bushes were pushed over from their walking. After I had traveled about eighty yards, I saw the roof of one of the huts, and I waited behind a pine tree for a few moments while I listened for anyone else. I didn’t hear anything, so I crept the rest of the way to the back edge of the hut and looked at the rest of the camp.

There were no log walls erected for defense, but there was a twenty foot high cliff face that the camp was set back into. It meant that attacks could only come from the direction of the river. For a few moments, I thought these guys were kind of stupid for not putting up walls, but then I realized that this forest was pretty dense around me, and it would be unlikely that any predator larger than a Utahraptor would really be able to move around in here. Granted, even though a Utahraptor was pretty fucking scary, if one of these guys could prevent up to three creatures from seeing with those Ink Wells, then they were probably pretty good with defense.

The four huts were made out of cane posts covered with fern leaves. The design of each structure was sound, but none of them looked like they were put together with any care, and I saw a few holes in the fern thatching of the one I stood against, and the hut on the opposite side of the campfire leaned a little off balance as if it wasn’t set on stable ground.

I still didn’t hear any movement from inside the huts, so I stepped out from behind the one where I hid and then moved to the fire that was burning in the middle of the camp. Dozens of bones were in the fire, and various stone knives, axes with wood handles, and something that looked a lot like an antler pick axe was lying in a neat pile by beside the flames. It was a pretty good find, but before I picked them all up, I glanced inside of the first hut.

There were some stone bowls inside filled with water, a sleeping mat, and a small fire pit that looked like it hadn’t been lit in a few days. The sight made me pause for a second, but then I went to the next hut, and my suspicions were confirmed.

The inside of this hut was covered with blood and smelled like terror. There were posts driven into the ground with vines tied around loops someone had carved into the top. It looked like someone might have been bound, tortured, and killed inside of the hut.

I moved to the next hut and gasped when I saw a woman laying on her side on top of a sleeping mat. At least, I thought it was as a woman since her legs were long and slender, and her hair was long and covering most of her body. Her ankles were bound with cordage, and I set down my Cricket Bat of Doom on the dirt outside of the hut before I ducked inside.

“Hey,” I whispered as I gently touched her leg above the bindings around her ankle. It didn’t look like she was wearing any clothes, but it was hard for me to tell the exact color of her hair in the darkness of the hut. “You okay?”

I was worried she was dead, since she didn’t move when I touched her, but then I reached up to touch where I thought her shoulders were under her long hair, and she let out a choking sound as she twisted away from me.

“It’s okay! It’s okay! It’s okay!” I whispered as she turned her wide eyes toward me. Her face was covered with blood and bruises and her mouth had a thick strip of leather tied between her lips. It was hard to tell exactly what she looked like because of the darkness of the hut, but she looked skinny and her ears jutted out from behind her hair like long dagger points.

“Hmmmhhhrrruufff!” she said as she wiggled away from me farther, pressed her back against the wall and tried to kick me. Now that her hair was out of the way, I could see that she was naked, and her body looked humanoid.

“I’m going to cut you free,” I said slowly as I showed her my palms. “I’ll move slowly. Can you give me your ankles so I can untie you?”

Her eyes were still wild, and she struggled to try to kick me again. She really couldn’t get any leverage because her feet were tied together and her hands were tied behind her back, so she started to tip over with a gasp. I reached out to catch her shoulder so she wouldn’t fall, and then I rested my other hand on the top of her thigh so that she wouldn’t try to kick me again.

“Look, I’m not going to hurt you,” I said. “I have a camp with a bunch of friends, and we take care of each other. You can come with us if you want, or you can do your own thing. Will you just hold still so I can untie you?”

The woman’s wide eyes seemed to focus on me finally, and then she blinked and nodded quickly.

“Okay, ankles first,” I said as I carefully let go of her shoulder and then lifted my hand off her thigh. I half expected her to make another attempt to kick me, but she didn’t so I moved my hands down to the cordage that was binding her ankles.

“Shit,” I hissed after I spent ten seconds trying to untie it. “It’s really tight.” I moved to pull the knife out of my pocket, but then I stopped myself and looked back up into her eyes. “I have a knife in my pocket. I’m going to take it out and cut these ropes. Is that okay with you?”

The woman seemed to consider for half a moment, and then she nodded her head slowly. I could easily see the terror in her eyes, and I sighed with sadness as I reached into my pocket.

“I’m Victor, by the way,” I whispered as I carefully moved the tip of my knife over the strands of cordage around her ankles. “I’m guessing this used to be your home, and then those four men found you.”

The woman nodded, and I glanced up for a moment to see her blinking away tears.

“I was passing down river, and they tried to attack my friends and me. They are dead now.” As soon as I finished the sentence, I cut through the last of the cordage, and the woman twisted her feet away from me and then pushed herself back against the wall of the hut.

“I can cut the ones around your wrists as well,” I said as I pointed my left hand down at the obsidian knife in my right hand. “Like I said, I don’t want to hurt you. I’m sorry for what has happened to you, but I’m not like those four assholes.”

She stared at me for a few more moments, and then she nodded and turned slightly so that her back was to me. I couldn’t see where her wrists were bound because of her long hair, but I stopped myself before I touched it.

“Uhhh, I need to touch your hair and move it out of the way so that I can see your wrists. Is that okay?”

The woman nodded, and I took a deep breath before I pulled her hair aside.

“Oh fuck,” I sighed when I saw her back. It looked like the thin woman might have once had wings, but the area where her shoulder blades were now had two long wounds that were covered with dried blood. The injury on the left side looked a little infected, and the skin around the injury was swollen and red. I didn’t see any puss though, so I figured the injury was recent from the way the dried blood looked.

“I’m going to cut you free,” I said as I pulled my knife against the cordage around her delicate wrists. These wraps cut a lot easier, and as soon as the woman’s wrists were loose, she twisted herself away from me, crossed her arms over her chest so that I couldn’t see her breasts, and raised one of her feet to try to push me away.

“Do you have any clothes?” I asked as I turned to look deeper into the hut. I didn’t see anything more than the sleeping mat and a cold fire pit, but when I leaned deeper into the darkness, the woman lunged out the doorway of the hut.

“Wait! I--” I caught myself from trying to stop her from leaving and then shook my head. “Yeah, I don’t blame you at all.”

I heard a muffled gasp outside, and then what sounded like moaning. I ducked under the doorway of the hut and saw that the woman had fallen over just outside the ring of huts. It seemed like she was having trouble running, and she curled up into a ball when I got close and raised her right hand toward me. She had long nails on each of her fingers, but they didn’t look like Sheela style sharp claws, they just looked like normal human fingernails.

Now that she was out in the sunlight, I could see that her hair was a tangerine color. It was thick and curled down almost to her ankles. Her legs were covered with dirt, dried blood, and bruises, and her feet were black and blue from lack of circulation.

“You look really hurt,” I said as I sat on a rock placed near the still burning campfire. “I want to help you, but I get it if you have some trust issues right now. Looks like you can’t really walk. I can pick you up and take you back to the river. My friends are there, and we can take you back with us, or I can rub your feet to get some circulation back in them, and then you can leave if you want. Or I can leave.”

The orange-haired woman still had the gag around her mouth, so she couldn’t really answer me. She just stared at me with her hand raised. Then I noticed that her arm was shaking, and it looked like she didn’t have enough strength to hold it up any longer.

“Maybe you have some clothes in the other hut?” I asked as I stood up from the stone and looked in the fourth hut. There was just another sleeping mat inside, and what looked like a pile of sharpened sticks that were about to be processed into arrows.

“Nothing in there,” I said to the woman as I pulled my head out of the last hut. “Can I take your gag off? Then you can tell me what you want. I’d like to help you, but I’ll leave you alone if you prefer it that way.”

The tangerine-haired woman’s eyes were a dark blue color, and she stared at me intently for half a moment before she nodded and then pointed to her mouth.

“Okay,” I said as I carefully stepped toward her. She slid away from me for half a moment, and I froze, but then she blinked her eyes and tried to sit up so that I could get to the back of her head easier.

The bindings for her gag were wrapped up in her hair, and there was also a bunch of mud, grass, and blood caked in there. It looked like the knot had been in place for days or even weeks, and the hot anger pressed against my stomach like a tornado.

“Those fuckers are dead,” I hissed. “All four of them. Fuck those guys. Shit, I have to use my knife again. Is that okay?”

She nodded, and I reached into my pocket for my blade. I tried not to cut her hair, but the cordage of the gag was knotted all in her mane, so I had to slice some of it off. Then the gag was freed from her face, and she let out a gasp of pain as she crawled away from me again.

“So, yeah,” I said as she curled into a ball on the ground and looked up at me. “Do you want to come with me? I’ve got some water, and we can hunt for some food. My friends are waiting for me just by the river. They are all really nice, but again, I’ll understand it if you don’t want to come with me. It’s just going to be dangerous out here by yourself. Especially if you can’t really walk.”

She stared at me for a few more moments, but her eyes didn’t look as wild as they did a few minutes ago. Finally, she opened her mouth. No words came out at first, but then she swallowed, and tried to speak again.

“I’ll come,” she whispered, and I sighed with relief.

“Okay,” I said as I looked around the camp again for anything I could use for clothes for her. I would have given her my shirt if I could, but my undershirt was back at my camp, and I’d left my longsleeve shirt back with Gee. “Do you mind if I carry you back? It really looks like you can’t walk right now.”

Her eyes drifted down my chest to my pants and then she looked back up to my face and opened her mouth. “Carry me.”

“Okay,” I said as I gave her a smile. I made sure my knife was in my pocket and then slowly stepped toward the tangerine-haired elf-woman. For half a moment, her eyes went wild again, but then she lifted up her knees so that I could slip my arms under them and around her lower back. I stood up from my squat with her in my arms and then twisted her long hair in my left hand so that I wouldn’t accidently trip over it. Then I carefully stepped around the campfire and made my way through the forest toward the river.

The woman was skinny, but I was still a bit surprised by her lack of weight in my arms. She probably didn’t weigh more than sixty pounds even though she looked to be about as tall as I was. As we walked through the forest, I kind of expected her to freak out, or maybe claw at me, but I was surprised again when she pressed her head against my chest and let out a long sigh of relief.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “Victor?”

“Yeah,” I said back as I stepped over a fallen tree trunk. “Don’t worry about it. You are safe now. Well, as safe as any of us are on this world. What is your name?”

“Tannin,” she whispered.

“Thanks for telling me,” I said. “I’ve got some water you can drink back on the other side of the river, and we’ll try to get some food. I’m guessing you are really thirsty and hungry.”

“Yes,” she whispered. “So thirsty.”

“Okay, I’ll take care of you.”

“Thank you,” she said as she pressed her face into my chest.

Then she started shaking, and I resisted the urge to hug the poor woman closer to me. Tannin probably wouldn’t appreciate my touch. I just needed to get her across the river to Gee so she could warm up and sip the water I had stored in the bamboo container.

When I made it to the river, I saw Gee standing on my side. Her hair was on fire again, and her onyx-skin had its usual wave effect on the light because of her body heat.

“I was about to run in after you,” she said as she gestured into the forest. “What do you have?”

“She was in one of their huts,” I said. “Her name is Tannin. She needs some water, warmth, and food. Let’s cross back over to the stegos and set up camp for the rest of the day.” I had wanted to make a lot more distance, but it seemed like Tannin wasn’t in any condition to even ride on the back of one of my stegos. The woman needed water and food, and then she could decide if she wanted to come with us.

“Hi Tannin, I am Gee-kalata-beto-yahrit-ill-kanna-sae, but Victor just calls me Gee.”

The tangerine-haired elf glanced away from my chest and nodded at the fire-woman, but she didn’t say anything.

“I can’t really help you carry her over,” Gee said.

“I should be okay,” I said as I looked at the boulders I had used to jump over the river. “We’ll fall into the water back where you first hid, so--”

“I can take her from you there,” Gee said, and then the fire-woman surprised me by taking a few steps and long jumping over the entire river like a flaming projectile launched by a catapult. She made it the entire thirty-five-ish feet easily and landed with a slide on the smooth rocks on the other side of the water. Then the onyx-skinned beauty jumped into the pool of water right where she first hid when the four men showed up and beckoned to me.

Tannin didn’t look at the river while I carried her over the boulders, but she refused to let go of me when I tried to lower her down the last boulder to Gee. I finally just held the elf-eared woman close to my chest and jumped down the ten-foot drop into the pool next to Gee. I got soaking wet, but it didn’t really matter, a few moments later I’d found the place where I had left my bamboo cup, and Tannin was taking small sips from it as she sat on my lap.

“I need to go back to their campsite,” I said. “I left my Cricket Bat of Doom there, and they have a few tools I can use.”

“Cricket Bat of Doom?” Gee asked with a raised eyebrow.

“Yeah,” I laughed. “The asshole on the other side of the river had it. Looked like a flat club with teeth on the edges. Tannin, can you wait here with Gee while I go?”

Tannin glanced at the fire woman, nodded, and then sipped more from the bamboo container. She still had one of her arms and her hair wrapped around me, so I carefully untangled myself, made sure she was sitting comfortably next to Gee, and then gestured to some various wood logs around the river bank.

“Gee, can you make us a small campfire so I can cook some fish?”

“Easily,” she replied, and then she turned her eyes away from Tannin, stood from the rock, and began to gather some stray pieces near us.

“Can you hunt some more fish for us buddy?” I asked the pteranodon after I motioned for him to hop over next to us. Tannin’s dark blue eyes widened when the horse-sized flyer let out a happy honk, and then she gasped when he took to the air.

“The monsters do as you ask?” she asked.

“Yeah, but they aren’t monsters.” I smiled at her. “He is my friend. So are those big guys over there.” I pointed to Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock. The three stegos were eating moss on the shore of the river, and the tangerine-haired woman turned around to glance at them.

Half an hour later I had retrieved the Cricket Bat of Doom, the various axes, knives, and the antler pick from the camp and returned to our side of the river. Gee had started a fire in a small rock pile, and both women seemed lost staring into the flames. I set my newly acquired tools down a few feet away from the fire and then moved aside so that Bruce could land. He’d speared three fish in his beak again, and I pulled them free after I petted his neck where he liked it. Then the pteranodon let out another honk, and I nodded before he jumped back into the air.

“What did he say?” Gee asked.

“Huh?” I asked as I began to cut open and clean the fish.

“Your flying dinosaur. It seemed like he asked you a question.”

“Oh, he asked if Tannin needed more food, and I told him that it was better to be safe than sorry.” I smiled at the elf-woman and I noticed that the blood and dirt had been cleaned off of her face. As with all the women on Dinosaurland, she was breathtakingly beautiful. Her eyes were a bit larger than a normal human, and her face was a bit narrower, but she had exquisitely arched eyebrows, high cheekbones, and a cute chipmunk looking smile which came to her lips when she heard me mention food. She was still naked, but her tangerine colored hair was laying over her shoulders in a way that covered her chest and groin while she was sitting.

“Are you feeling any better?” I asked her.

“Yes,” she whispered with a slight nod. “Thank you again, Victor, ahh, and Gee.” Tannin turned to the burning woman.

“No thanks are needed,” Gee said. “You’ll feel even better after you eat. When was the last time you--”

“It has been many days,” Tannin said, and then she bit her lower lip, blinked her eyes, and stared down at the fish I was cutting.

The three of us were silent for a few more minutes, but then I finished my work on the fish and pushed the stone into the fire so that they could all cook. I was just in time for Bruce’s second arrival, and the pteranodon surprised me by having a four foot long monster fish with rainbow scales speared with his beak.

“Wow!” I gasped as I shot to my feet and moved to grab the wiggling fish. “Great job, Bruce!” the flyer let out a happy honk when I pulled the fish free, and then he raised his wings as if he was flexing his muscles again.

“Incredible,” Tannin said as she looked at the horse sized dinosaur. “Is that your Eye-Q ability?”

“Yeah,” I said as I laid the massive fish on a rock and stabbed his brain with my knife to end his life. “I can’t control all the dinosaurs on this world, but I’m getting there. What is your ability?”

“Ahh,” she hesitated, blinked away tears, and then glanced into the fire. “You have seen my back. They cut my wings off when they killed my friends. My Eye-Q still says Wind Summon, but I used my wings to bring the wind to me.”

“Shit,” I hissed as I shook my head and continued working on the fish. The three of us were silent again as I worked, but then I made eye contact with Gee and motioned to the fish. “I think we need a bigger fire.”

“I can cook it with my hands,” Gee said. “Just let me know when you are ready for the heat.”

“Okay, this is good,” I said as I cut the large fish open and laid it spread out on the rock.

I stepped away as Gee took my spot and the onyx-skinned woman began to wave her hands over the fish as her arms turned orange.

“Victor,” she said after the fish began to steam. “I’m afraid I forgot about your shirt.”

“Oh, I’ll grab it--”

“No,” Gee laughed. “You put it under my head, and I kind of closed my eyes for a bit. Then I realized my hair was on fire again. That black charred pile behind you is all that is left of it. Sorry.”

“That’s alright,” I said. “I’m just glad you are alive. When I saw you floating in the water, I thought you were dead.”

“I would have been if you hadn’t pulled me out,” Gee said, and her glowing green eyes stared into mine from across the fire. “I owe you my life.”

“No you don’t,” I laughed as I toed the charred remains of my Los Angeles County Animal Control uniform shirt. “That’s how my tribe is. We help each other.”

“I am slightly ashamed,” Gee sighed and then shook her head. “I have never lost a battle, yet the second man I fought on this world would have killed me if you hadn’t helped.”

“Caution is important,” I said. “Everyone they bring here has a special ability.”

“Did he hit you with his spit?” Gee asked.

“No, but I saw him use it on you. Also, in the various games I’ve played, someone with a snake looking face almost always spits poison.”

“Perhaps those games have prepared you better than I thought,” Gee laughed and then she reached down to the fish and flipped it over. “This should be done at the same time as the others are. Maybe five more minutes.”

“I’ll get started on the hut,” I said as I turned toward Ad-Rock.

“You don’t wish to keep going?” Gee asked. “I know you are eager to return to your friends.”

“We’ll wait until Tannin has eaten and had a good night's sleep,” I said as I nodded at the elf-woman. “It’s afternoon, anyway. We’d only get another hour or two of traveling before we’d have to stop, and this place looks like a pretty good spot. The boulders on the sides over there will keep anything big from coming down the river at us without walking in the water and making noise, the forest on either side of the river is pretty dense, and the path down river looks like it’s going to turn into switchbacks again. This could be the safest spot we find until we hit the ocean, so I’d rather we stay here for a bit.

“It is a good plan, Victor,” Gee said, and then she smiled wide at me before returning to the food.

Then I continued my walk over to Ad-Rock and began to set up the hut again.


Chapter 7

The rocky ground within fifty feet of the river was too tough to pound my support poles into, and I didn’t want to venture too deep into the forest where my stegos couldn’t travel, so I ended up building a simple two person pup-tent sized shelter by leaning my longer poles against one of the boulder walls and covering that with long pine tree branches which I cut down from the trees near the water.

The structure only took me half an hour to make, and I took a break in the middle to eat the fish that Bruce had caught and Gee had cooked. I was all sorts of starving, but so were Gee and Tannin. We finished off the three fish and the massive four foot one with ease, and then the two women sat around the fire whispering to each other while I went back to work on the lean-to.

“Couple of problems with the design,” I said once I finished laying the ferns on the stone for bedding and turned to the two women, “but I think one problem will solve the other.”

“Okay,” Gee said as she raised a flaming eyebrow.

“The stone by the river is really cool,” I said. “I can keep stacking up pine needles for bedding, but it’s not that comfortable, and they are covered with sap. The palm fronds I’ve already collected work best, but I think it will still be cold tonight.”

“All three of us will sleep in there?” Tannin asked as she looked at the small lean-to.

“Just you and me,” I said, and her dark blue eyes opened wide, so I waved my hands toward her. “There is a divider in the middle, so we’ll each be on opposite sides of it.”

“Then I will be alone?” Tannin asked, and she seemed even more upset.

“Ahhh, I can take the divider out if you want,” I said with a grimace. “I just thought you’d prefer to sleep alone. I’m fine either--”

“I can sleep in the pool there,” Gee said as she pointed to the same spot where she had hidden when we fought the men.

“I’d actually like you to sleep right here,” I said as I pointed to a spot about ten feet from our shelter. “The rock here is the same piece as the floor. So your body heat should keep us all warm tonight. It won’t be as cool as sleeping in the water, but the rock here is still cold from the nearby flow of the river.”

“I will be fine with it,” Gee said. “Whatever you want, Victor.”

“Great,” I said, and then I turned to Tannin. “Did you have enough water and food?”

“Yes, thank you.” The tangerine-haired woman nodded at me again, and she gave me a cute smile as she wiped her upturned nose with the back of her hand. “You have been very nice to me. I thought that--”

“Don’t think about it anymore,” Gee hissed. “It won’t help you. They are all dead, and you are still alive. That is all you should think about.”

“Yes,” Tannin sighed as she crossed her arms over her long hair. “That is a good way to think of it. My legs feel so much better now. I think I can try walking.” After she spoke, she stood up from her seat on the stone and carefully stepped amongst the rocks. Her thin legs looked a bit wobbly, but they soon stopped shaking and she was walking around with the grace of a ballet dancer.

“You look steady,” Gee said with a nod, and the other woman nodded.

“I’m going to sleep,” I said. “The stegosaurs will split the watch, so you all don’t need to worry. Well, if something big happens to come, then we’ll have to be worried, but they will let us know.” Gee still didn’t know about Grumpy, and I still wanted to keep him hidden for as long as I possibly could.

“Goodnight, Victor,” Gee said, and both she and Tannin smiled at me as I climbed into the shelter.

I heard the two women whisper to each other as I took off my socks and arranged the palm frond bedding under my bare back, but I couldn’t decipher their words. Even though I had gotten a decent sleep last night, I hadn’t slept at all the night before, and my eyelids were heavy. As soon as I closed my eyes, I felt warmth on my chest, and I startled awake when my vision turned red.

It took me a second or two to realize that the light in my eyes was the dawn sun reflecting off the river water and bouncing into my side of the lean-to. I let out a careful exhale and then looked down to my feet where the branches that divided Tannin and my beds were. I could see her orange hair through the gaps in the pine needles, and I breathed a sigh of relief, then I wiggled out of my bed, raised my hands over my head and stretched my back.

Gee was sleeping on her back where I had asked her, and I realized I still wasn’t used to seeing her naked all the time. The slab of rock that served as her bed looked a lighter shade of gray than the surrounding rock, and the waves of heat coming up from her body looked like a mirage.

I guessed the sun had risen only an hour ago, so I went to work starting the campfire back up. Bruce woke up when I got the fire going, and he laid his head on my shoulder for a few moments so I could pet him. Then he leapt into the air to hunt for breakfast, and I moved over to the large stalk of bamboo that I had used to make the first water container. I didn’t want to hack into it with my axe and risk waking up the women, so I used one of the larger stone knives I had taken from the camp on the other side of the river to carve four more containers for water slowly. As I finished, Bruce landed with two large fish impaled on his beak, and I went to work cleaning them before I set them on the cooking stone.

The women woke up when they smelled breakfast, and they each stretched and yawned before they got up and moved over to sit next to the fire. I asked Gee to boil all the water in the containers, and then I packed up the rest of our shelter and stored it on Ad-Rock’s back with the rest of our gear. The fish was done cooking just as I finished packing everything up, and the three of us ate our meal as we listened to the sound of the river dancing between the boulders.

“I’m hoping we reach the ocean by the end of the day today or tomorrow,” I said after we had finished eating. “I’m also hoping we don’t run into anyone, or anything else that wants to kill us, but we should expect new trouble in every valley. You both ready to go?”

“Yes,” Gee said as she winked at me, and Tannin gave two nods before she pushed off the rock.

“You can ride up on one of the stegos with me, or you can ride on your own,” I said as I gestured to the armored dinosaurs.

“I would prefer to be near you,” Tannin said, “but can I have some of those green leafy plants? I can use them to make clothes to cover my body.”

“Oh, sure,” I said as followed her finger to the stacks of palm fronds I had on Ad-Rock’s back. “Take as much as you need. Actually, I’ll climb up there and throw the piles down to you.” I realized that she would probably have a hard time climbing up onto the stego’s back, so I would need to get it all for her.

“Thank you, Victor,” Tannin said.

As soon as we had a big stack of palm fronds moved over to Mike D’s back, I pulled Tannin up next to me, and I got the caravan moving again. Even though I had lost a few hours yesterday by waking up late and ending the day early, today was shaping up to be much better, and I figured we’d be able to cover a lot of distance.

Gee walked her usual path in and out of the river bank. Every so often, she would submerge herself in water to quench her burning skin, and then stand up with a carefree laugh as she spun her hair back over her shoulders.

Tannin sat cross legged between Mike D’s plates and worked on turning the palm fronds into cordage. I thought about offering to help, but I needed to focus on the surrounding terrain, and she stared at her work with an intense look of concentration on her face.

The river continued to wind through various valleys, in between sheer cliffs, and amongst forests of trees. A few times we heard the roars of angry carnivores, but other than a pack of gray feathered raptors that were smaller than the balaur bondocs, we didn’t encounter anything that posed a threat to us. We stopped a few times so that Gee could boil water for Tannin and I to drink, and once to relieve ourselves, but we didn’t take a break for lunch, and soon the sun looked like it was beginning its descent toward the west.

I hadn’t seen a single redwood tree since the valley where the first nook I’d used for a campsite was, but we soon came to a valley filled with trees that looked a lot like Douglas firs. They were tall pine trees, and I commanded the caravan of stegos to halt.

“What’s wrong?” Gee asked.

“We either have to start thinking about where we are going to camp for the night, or we need to push to the coast. I need to climb a tree and get our bearings.”

“Can’t you ask Bruce?” Gee asked as she gestured up at the pteranodon hovering in the air a few hundred feet above us.

“He doesn’t understand the concept of distance,” I said with a shrug. “I could ask him if we can make it to the ocean before the sun sets, and he’ll say yes, but that’s only because he can fly there. He understands close, or far away, but not really in between.”

“If I had my wings, I could--” Tannin started to say, but I waved my hands, and her mouth froze open.

“It’s fine, I can climb. Don’t worry.” I smiled at her as I moved to get off Mike D’s back, and the beautiful elf-woman returned the smile. She had weaved the palm fronds through cordage and crafted a hula-looking skirt for herself, and she was in the process of weaving together more strands into a basket shape that I imagined would cover her breasts. The bruises on her face were still purple, but the ones on her thin legs were turning a yellow color, and I figured they would be gone tomorrow.

The pine tree wasn’t as tall as a redwood, but it was still crazy tall. Fortunately, the bark was thick and made plenty of hand holds that I could use for the first twenty or so feet until I hit the first branch. Then the process was pretty much like climbing ladders while I tried to avoid getting pine needles in my eyes.

When I reached as high as I felt I could safely get, I moved away from the trunk and crawled along one of the branches until I was close to the edge of the pine needles.

And there was the ocean.

It looked maybe eight miles away, but it was hard to tell the distance while I was up in the tree. It was much closer than it had been the other day when on top of the redwood though, and the wonderful blue blanket spread in every direction. Joy surged up my stomach and I figured that we could probably make it there before dusk. I let out a thankful sigh of relief and was about to crawl back, but then I stopped myself when I noticed something moving at the mouth of the river.

Make that somethings.

The river cut clean through the various canyons and valleys close to me, but I lost it in bends midway to the ocean. Where I thought the river would have come out, was instead a long expanse of open grass and patches of still looking water.

It was a marsh, or a swamp, or a bog, or whatever it was called when the water from a river hit another body of water and didn’t form a lake or a pond. On Earth, these spots would be teaming with wildlife and smell all sorts of nasty. I couldn’t smell the marsh from this distance, but it was definitely teaming with wildlife.

And that wildlife looked like spinosaurs.

There were four of them moving through the marsh, and while they looked smaller than my pinky nail at this distance, I recognized their weird bent-forward stance and the giant fin on their backs. I didn’t want to face one of these guys, let alone four, but I knew we would probably have to if we followed the river close to the ocean.

And I especially didn’t want to face them at night.

“What do you see?” Gee shouted up at me.

“Remember those roars you heard when you first came here?”

“Yes,” she called back.

“I think we are about eight, maybe ten miles from the ocean, but I see four of those dinosaurs patrolling around where the river ends. I’m going to wait a few minutes and see if they keep moving.”

“Okay,” she called up, and I turned my attention back to the ocean.

The spinos moved around the grassland marsh with slow movements, and I realized that they were probably swimming. The sight was even more disturbing, since it meant that there were probably all sorts of other hungry creatures in the slow moving water, and I became more convinced that we shouldn’t try to make it to the ocean today.

But then the spinos all turned toward something to the north and then began to swim in that direction. As I watched, they seemed to increase their speed, and then they moved past a slope of a hill and I couldn’t see them anymore.

Were they gone for good? Were they hunting something that was going to keep them occupied for the rest of the day? Would they eat it and then just relax on the beach with full bellies and ignore a trio of stegos moving past their hunting grounds?

If I waited now, would they just be back tomorrow?

I climbed back down the tree branches, but I didn’t feel comfortable scaling down the hand holds on the bark, so I had MCA move below me so I could drop onto his back. Gee and Tannin stared at me with obvious interest, and I let out a long breath as I tried to figure out what to do.

“The river seems to end in a marsh,” I said.

“What is that?” Gee asked.

“A wide expanse of water,” Tannin said.

“Like a lake?” the fire-woman asked.

“Yeah, but it’s not deep, maybe five feet or less for most of the area. Grasses and trees often grow inside, and there are normally lots of birds, fish, and other wildlife in it. I saw four of the very large predators moving through the water, and they all seemed to be moving up north, so it might be safe now, but they might come back. If there isn’t an issue, we might make it there at dusk, maybe a bit earlier.”

“How far is your fort from there?” Gee asked.

“I’m not sure because I don’t know how far away we are,” I said as I finally made up my mind. “We are going to continue on. We’ll go for another hour or two, and then I’ll try to find a tree to check. If the spinos are back, then we’ll camp, but if they aren’t, we’ll press onward to the beach. If we can make it to the fort, we’ll be pretty safe, since it is in a cave.”

“I thought you said you were in a clearing of a forest?” Gee asked.

“That’s our main fort,” I answered as I ordered the stegos to start moving downriver. “It’s about an hour or two from the cave one that is near the beach.”

The words made me realize that I was going to have a bit of a problem getting Gee through the jungle which concealed the gorge where Quwaru’s cave was.

“Gee, how many minutes can you keep your body from heating? We will have to pass through a jungle.”

“Ten minutes or so,” she said with a shrug as she kicked some river water. “It is painful though. I can’t do it for much longer than that. Cooling myself with water is much more enjoyable.”

“That should be enough,” I said, and then we were quiet again as we trekked through the valleys at the side of the river.

The next valley reminded me a bit of the hills on the west side of my own valley. They were covered with long green grass, and juniper trees dotted the landscape. A pack of parasaurs drank at the stream, and they let out a toot of greeting when they saw the stegos approach. The herd looked hesitantly at Gee when she walked toward them, but they didn’t shy away from her when she walked beside them.

“I have four of those back at my camp,” I said. “One of them just laid an egg, so I’m thinking we might have a baby soon.”

“They seem like wonderful creatures,” Tannin said as she stopped her weaving to look over at them.

“What was your world like?” I asked.

“It looked somewhat like this,” she said as she gestured around us, “but more sky between the rivers and valleys.”

“More sky?” I asked. “What do you mean?”

“Hmmm.” She bit her lip, and her blue eyes looked up toward the clouds. “See the air? The clouds? Do you feel the breeze?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“That was between the land. Sometimes more land was straight across, sometimes it was above or below. I used my wings to fly there.”

“I’m not sure I understand,” I said.

“Ahh, look in the river,” she said as she pointed to where Gee was hopping between stones. “Imagine that each of those boulders or stones were places with valleys, forests, grass, and rivers, but the water is just sky. That is what my world is like.”

“Oh!” I laughed. “Floating islands?”

“Yes!” Tannin laughed, and I couldn’t help but smile. I hadn’t heard her laugh yet, and the sound was beautiful.

“It sounds great,” I said. “How long have you been on this world?”

“I believe three months,” she said. “It is hard to keep track of the time, though.”

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“When I was first here, I flew around for a few days. I found a small group of men and women fishing on the river. I was cautious at first, but they were nice to me. I stayed with them, and although we were all scared, we were together.”

I nodded, but didn’t say anything. I knew what the next part of her story was going to be, but I didn’t want her smile to fade.

“I am glad you killed those four monsters,” she whispered.

“I want to help people,” I said. “This world is dangerous because of the dinosaurs, but some of the survivors here are even more dangerous. Those four men who killed your friends are a small fraction of the assholes that are on this planet. The beings kidnapping us and putting us here seem to be picking the strongest of each species. Some of them didn’t become powerful because they had good manners.” My eyes drifted to Gee when I finished talking. The fire-woman and I were getting along now, but I could have easily seen her leading a band of survivors that just took what they wanted from everyone else. Gee wasn’t evil by any stretch of the word, but she believed that the strongest should be in charge.

“This is done,” Tannin said as she held out her palm frond weave bikini top. “Can you tie it behind me? It will wrap around my neck.”

“Uhh, yeah,” I said as she turned and placed the garment over her chest. I was a bit surprised that she wanted me to get this close to her, but then I realized that she couldn’t really ask anyone else for help. Gee’s fingers would have burned the material, and the ties of the bra wrapped up and over Tannin’s neck in a way which would make it hard to put on backwards and then twist around so that it was covering her breasts correctly.

“There,” I said after I tied the knot over her back.

“Thank you,” she said as she turned around to face me and pulled her long orange hair back behind her shoulders.

I nodded at her and then turned my attention back to where the stegos were heading. This was the largest valley we had been in so far, and I almost wondered if I could just head south west and eventually hit the beach. The plains in the direction stretched out farther than I could see, and I saw the high necks of what looked like brontos about a mile away.

“I still can’t believe it,” I said as I shook my head.

“Believe what?” Tannin asked softly.

“That I’m on a planet filled with dinosaurs,” I answered with a shrug.

“You seem very familiar with these creatures,” the elf-woman said. “Are they on your homeworld?”

“They used to be,” I said. “A few million years ago, but then our planet got hit with a comet and they all died. We know about them because of the leftover bones that are stuck in the earth.”

“We have never had such creatures on our world,” Tannin said, “but we do have birds. Some of these dinosaurs look a bit like them.”

“Yeah,” I said. “That’s what they evolved to look like, eventually.”

“How is it that this world has the same animals that used to exist on yours?” Tannin asked.

“I’m not sure,” I answered. “I’ve thought about it a bunch, though.”

“Do any of the others in your tribe have a history of these creatures on their worlds?” Tannin asked.

“No,” I said, but that wasn’t exactly the truth, since I’d never had that conversation with Emerald, and I didn’t know about Quwaru’s people.

“It is strange then, yes?” she asked as she pulled her tangerine colored hair behind one of her elf-ears. “Why can you control them? Why were they once on your world?”

“Yeah, I dunno,” I sighed. “My species has always had a bond with animals, but I didn’t think it was much of an ability until I got to this place.”

“Hmmm,” Tannin hummed, and then she glanced down at Mike D’s back where we rode. “However it works, I am glad it does, and that you found me. Thank you again, Victor.”

“You’ll like living in our camp,” I said, “We don’t have much, but we’ll share what we do have, and we are working to make things better for everybody.”

“It sounds wonderful,” she said as she wrapped her arms around her chest. “I never thought… well… I am looking forward to meeting everyone. If they are as nice as you, then I will cry tears of joy.”

“You don’t need to do that.” I forced my lips to smile at her as I simultaneously pushed the image of her being tied in the hut out of my mind.

Fuck those assholes. I hope they burn in whatever hell they ended up in.

The sun crept lower in the sky, and we came to the hillside which separated the massive valley from the next segment. The river was growing wider and beginning to slow its speed significantly. I guessed that it was a good five hundred yards where the hills formed their bottleneck, and when we turned around the corner, I saw that the river on the other side was spreading even more water.

There were trees growing out of the middle of the river a mile or two downstream, and the smell of the water had changed from a clean mossy scent to one of rotten eggs. The sour smell wasn’t that strong yet, but it was obvious that we were getting close to where the river turned into a marsh.

“Gee, you’ll probably want to stay out of the water here,” I said as I pointed downriver. The fire-woman was walking waist deep in the river, and the water was starting to turn an opaque green color.

“I’ll be fine,” she said. “I’m too hot for these creatures to eat.

“If you are in the water, you’ll be cool,” I said. “This kind of slow moving deep water has all sorts of hungry dinosaurs in it. They won’t think twice about eating you.”

“The water isn’t very deep here,” she said with a shrug, but then she gasped when she saw Grumpy roll his back to the surface of the water twenty feet ahead of her. “Did you see that?”

“Yeah,” I said as the onyx-skinned woman jumped out of the river. “Don’t worry about him. He’s with me.”

“He is?” both women said at the same time as they turned to me.

“Yeah,” I said with a shrug. “He doesn’t like to get out of the water, but there might be bigger dinosaurs than him in there, so he may have to.”

“Bigger than him?” Tannin asked, and her eyes opened as wide as an ocean.

“You just saw part of his tail,” I laughed, and I noticed Gee move farther away from the edge of the river. I half expected her to ask me why I had never shown him to her before, but she either didn’t think of it, or she guessed why I hadn’t told her.

We continued on the side of the still flowing river, but I could see that the water was about to push up to the sides of the hills along the beach. For what I guessed was a quarter of a mile, it was marshland at the foot of the slope, but then the hills angled to the right a bit, and I couldn’t see if the beach came back after.

“Okay,” I said as I looked up at the sun. “Looks like we have maybe two more hours before sunset. We can go back to the previous valley and camp or try to circumnavigate the marsh by climbing over the hills, or we can try to ford across the water right here. I still don’t really know how far away we are from the ocean, so we might round that hillside and still have another mile of the marsh to go.”

“I can hear it,” Tannin said as she turned her head a bit.

“The ocean?” I asked.

“Yes.” She nodded and smiled at me. “It sounds lovely, and not that far away.”

“How deep will the water be by this hillside?” Gee asked as she gestured to the spot where I was thinking about pushing the stegos. “I can’t really see through the water. Can these three swim?”

“They aren’t really made for swimming,” I said as I glanced down at Mike D’s feet, “but I can get them to paddle for short distances.” I looked at the trees growing out of the river. I doubted the roots could run that deep, but I did kind of fear some sort of crazy monster lurking under the surface of the river, but I doubted that anything could chomp and kill one of the stegos.

Unless a giant shark, crocodile larger than Grumpy, or spinosaurus was swimming under the surface.

“We’ll hug the hillside as close as we can,” I said as I ordered the stegos to move forward.

Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock didn’t really like the idea, but they moved into the green river water, and I instructed Grumpy to swim to the right side of us just in case something decided to come this way.

“I can climb up here,” Gee said as she leapt up on to the side of the rocky hillside. “Better than swimming.”

“Agreed,” I said, and then Tannin and I gasped as Mike D seemed to lose his footing. The sensation only lasted a second, and then the stego was walking again.

But the water was up past their bellies, and the three of them had to hold their heads up.

“Please don’t get any deeper,” I prayed as I looked out across the river. I also should have prayed that the four spinos wouldn’t return, or that there wasn’t anything horrific in the water, but I realized we weren’t even out into the main marsh area yet. We were still really in the river, and I suspected that things would get more dangerous as soon as we rounded the hill corner.

“Looks like that’s the deepest it goes,” Gee said after we had walked for a minute or two through the water, and I glanced over to see the fire-woman climbing along the slope of the hill with a practiced ease. Every time she touched a rock, it sizzled, and the few shrubs growing out of the slope withered and smoked when she passed them.

“Yeah,” I said with a grateful sigh. “Actually looks like it is getting a bit shallower.”

“We are almost to the turn,” Tannin said, and I angled the stegos toward a shelf on the hillside that looked big enough for them all to stand on.

Mike D was carrying Tannin and I, and the stego had no problem getting up on the shelf. Neither did MCA, but Ad-Rock was carrying all of our tools and the malachite. He managed to get his front feet up on the muddy ledge, but then he couldn’t get his back legs up.

There was thrashing in the water behind him, and I felt my stomach jump into my throat, but then the stego popped up on the ledge. Ad-Rock turned his neck around so that he could look behind him, and Grumpy’s head came to the surface. The giant croc let out an annoyed rumble, and he turned his massive yellow eyes up to me.

“By the fire, how big is that creature?” Gee gasped. “His head looks twice as long as me!”

“He’s big,” I said. “Thanks, for pushing Ad-Rock up, Grumpy.”

The purussaurus let out another rumble of indignation, and then his face sunk beneath the water. I was a bit surprised that he’s come to Ad-Rock’s aid, since I hadn’t commanded him, but I figured that Grumpy was going to do whatever the fuck Grumpy was going to do, and I should just be thankful that he was hanging out with us.

I turned my attention back to the west and surveyed our route. The water was now definitely a marsh instead of a river, and I could see the ocean about two miles in the distance. I couldn’t really make out the sand of the beach, but I knew we were close.

Now I just had to figure out how to get there.

The hillside to our right bent back sharply to the south, so it might have been okay to follow, but the water there lacked any of the trees or small grass platforms that the other parts of the marsh did. I guessed this was because the water was deeper, and while I knew I could make the stegos swim a bit, it would probably be dangerous and slow going.

The route that looked like it required less swimming was one that angled at our eleven o’clock. A group of grass, fern, and tree islands seemed to indicate the route was closer to the surface of the water, so I reasoned that the stegos would be able to walk most of the way.

“We are going to cut across there,” I said as I pointed to the line of small grass islands.

“Uhhh, Victor,” Gee said as she pointed to our north, and I twisted my neck around to see what she was looking at.

About a half mile to our north the four spinos were feasting on the corpse of what looked like a brachiosaurus. I knew that the brachio was one of the largest dinos to have ever lived, but the corpse of the dino didn’t seem that large next to the spinos that were tearing into its body.

“They are busy eating,” I hissed. “We need to move quickly though. Even with full bellies, they might decide to chase after us.”

“How do you want me to do this?” Gee said as she gestured up to her hair.

“Hmmm,” I said as I glanced back at the cliff walls behind her. “Can you keep climbing on the cliff and make your way around to the beach? If you follow us across the marsh, you might burn it behind us.

“I’d rather not leave you,” she said as she shook her head.

“In love with me already?” I laughed.

“Maybe,” she said as she winked at me. “Let me climb up higher on this hill, so I can see farther.”

“Good idea,” I said as I glanced up at Bruce circling above us.

Gee made a few Spiderman style jumps up the steeper parts of the hill side, and when she was about to the top of the crest, she turned around and stared west for a few moments.

“It’s maybe half a mile until the beach,” she said, and then she looked south. “The cliffs wrap around maybe a quarter of a mile to the beach. If you can make your dinosaurs swim, this is the shortest distance out of the marsh.”

“I don’t want them to swim too much,” I said. “Take the cliffs and meet us at the beach when we get out.”

“Will do,” Gee said, and then she started to traverse the side of the hill.

“Ready?” I asked Tannin.

“Yes,” she said with a grimace.

Then I nodded and commanded Mike D to step off the ledge and onto the first grassy island.


Chapter 8

I thought the stegos would end up swimming a bit, but I’d been correct about the height of the land under the grass. Mike D still seemed to sink a bit when he put his feet through the marsh grasses, but the green water only came up above his toes. There was a ten-foot gap between the first island and the next, but he was able to step across it without stumbling.

I kept my eyes on the feasting spinos north of us, but I checked to make sure that Ad-Rock had made it to the first island when we reached the third. He seemed to be doing fine, so I commanded the trio to keep going across the marsh.

We made it a hundred and fifty, maybe two hundred yards without issue, when all of a sudden I heard a massive roar from our north. I had just looked away from the spinos to check on Ad-Rock, so I whipped my head around back to the north. The spinos were circling around the corpse of the brachiosaurus toward the north, and I saw what looked like a group of a dozen or so other large predators.

“What are they doing?” Tannin gasped.

“I dunno,” I replied as I tried to lean over Mike D’s plates so I could see around the body of the brachiosaurus. The newcomers looked like allosauruses, and even though they were massive predators, each of them only looked about half the size of the spinos.

But a rough count gave me fifteen allosauruses to the spinos’ four.

“Fuck, they are going to rumble,” I said.

“Fight?” Tannin asked.

“Yeah,” I answered, “but that’s not a badass enough word for it. The ones with the fin on their back are giant and mean, but the smaller ones are really smart. They wouldn’t attack if they didn’t think they could win.”

The largest spino let out a colossal roar, and even though he must have been a mile away, the water of the marsh seemed to vibrate. The allosauruses had formed a semi-circle around the spinos, and they all echoed the spino’s roar at the same time.

Then they went at each other.

I had expected the group of allosauruses to split up evenly and attack each of the spinos at the same time, but they surprised me when one half of the semi-circle targeted the smallest of the spinos while the other half went after the second smallest. The allosauruses bit into the first spino’s fin, arms, tail, and neck. The spino actually managed to get a bite on one of its attackers, but there were just too many of the smaller dinos on him or her, and it fell to its knees under the weight of the sudden attack.

It was the same situation for the second smallest of the spinos, but the larger two spinos only waited a fraction of a second before they began to chew into the bodies of the allosauruses that were attacking their friends.

There was just a shitload of the allosaurus hanging on the two spinos, but each time one of the larger spinos bit, one of the allosauruses got their throats ripped open and their corpses were flung away by the larger dino.

It was hard to get a good view of the fight because of the distance and the corpse of the brachiosaurus, but it was clear to me that the two smaller spinos were going to die. The larger spinos just weren’t pulling the allosaurus off quickly enough, and there were too many of the smaller apex predators.

Then the allosauruses suddenly dispersed and seemed to run away from the two spinos they were attacking. It looked like the smaller one was definitely dead, but the second smallest was really injured, and it didn’t look like it was able to use its back legs. Five of the allosauruses were prone on the ground, but the rest of the group reformed their lines to the north, and the spinos exchanged roars with their attackers as the groups squared off again.

“Those allosaurus must be really hungry,” I said as I tried to ignore the panic racing of my heart. “This seems like a desperate attack.”

“It seems like they might win, though,” Tannin said.

“But they lost some of their group. They knew they would. The larger dinosaurs with the fins are no joke. They would have been better off attacking something smaller.” As I spoke, I saw one of the allosauruses dart forward at the largest of the spinos, but as the larger predator moved to snap at them, the allosaurus twisted away, and another of his smaller buddies moved forward to attack the spino’s unprotected flank. The big spino was a beast though, and he twisted around and almost caught the new attacker in his jaws.

“Something is wrong,” I said, as my stomach began to ice over.

“It is a terrible battle,” Tannin sighed. “So much violen--”

“No, not that,” I said. “The allosauruses are smart, but this is a little too smart.”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“I dunno what I mean exactly,” I hissed, “but I need to focus on getting us out of here.” I turned back around to watch where Mike D was heading, and I ordered the stegos to increase their pace.

Was there someone like me controlling the allosaurs? Or had they just gotten smarter because they were in a large group?

I thought about the green feathered deinonychus raptors that had harassed us when we first built our fort. They had made coordinated attacks against us, but when I had killed their leader, the group seemed to turn into a bunch of idiots and quickly dispersed. Could the larger predators also have some sort of advanced pack intelligence?

Mike D lost his front footing, and he slid into the water between an island with a startled song. Tannin let out a gasp as we lurched forward, and I caught her arm before she could slip forward into the water. For half a second, I thought we were in trouble, but the stego quickly got his front feet on the next patch of high ground, and he was able to kick his back legs into the water and get himself up.

We were about halfway there.

I turned to the north and saw that the allosauruses were now down to four against the last spino. The big guy looked pretty fucked up, but the smaller attackers didn’t look so sure of themselves as they paced back and forth in front of him. I wondered if they were trying to look for a perfect time to attack, then I noticed that the spino was bleeding really bad at his left flank, and I thought that maybe the allosauruses were waiting for him to bleed out before they attacked.

As I watched, the spino darted forward and closed his maw around the face of one of the allosauruses. The other three moved to attack, and one of them managed to clamp down on the spino’s left leg. The battle evolved into a tumble of teeth, claws, and roars, but Mike D lurched a bit as he tried to get to the next island, and I turned back to help guide him, MCA, and Ad-Rock.

The next island in the marsh was the largest we had encountered yet, and all three of the stegos were able to fit on it.

I turned back to the north in time to see the lone surviving spino roar after two fleeing allosauruses. The sight was a bit astounding, and I let out a long sigh when I saw the hundreds of bleeding cuts and teeth marks on the side of the massive predator. Spinosauruses were supposed to be more badass than even T-Rexes, but I hadn’t expected any of them to survive a battle against all those allosauruses. It was fucking crazy, and I didn’t know if I should cheer for the spino or be more terrified that the guy had won.

The spino hadn’t won easily though. The other three who I guessed were his family were laying still on the sand amongst all the allosaurus corpses, and the big predator moved over to sniff the next largest one that lay beside him. Then he let out a roar that seemed to be filled with emotion.

“Almost there!” Gee shouted, and I turned back to our destination to see the fire-woman standing on the sandy shore some sixty yards ahead of us. Relief filled my stomach as soon as the stegos were all up on the sand, and then I gave the order for them to trot south. I didn’t think the spino was going to be a problem, but I still wanted to get as far away from him as I could.

Running the stegos on the beach was much more enjoyable than riding them across the uneven surfaces in the marsh, and I angled the trio so that we were riding across the wet sand beside the water so that Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock had firmer ground. Being closer to the ocean also let Grumpy keep somewhat of a pace with us, but he had to make his way through the marsh and then around in the ocean, so we outpaced him for the first ten minutes of our escape.

Gee was a surprisingly quick runner, and she kept pace beside the stegos easily. She ran on our right, and her feet sizzled when the waves rolled in and caused her path to be covered by ankle deep water. She stared into the ocean the entire time we ran, and she didn’t look away until I slowed us all down for a break about half an hour after we had left the marsh.

“It is amazing!” Gee said as she pointed to the ocean and kicked at the water. “I can’t believe it!”

“The bottom of my sky is water like this,” Tannin said. “It is very beautiful.”

“Salty,” Gee said after she had scooped some up in her mouth to taste. “Are we taking a break? I’d like to submerge myself in it.”

“Do you know how to swim?” I asked her since she had told me all of her seas and oceans were lava.

“Nope,” Gee said. “I don’t need to know, it’s just wat--”

“I’m gonna stop you right there,” I laughed. “Gee, water, especially ocean water, is really dangerous. See how the waves come in and then pull back. That’s the tide, it will suck you right into the waves if you aren’t careful.”

“I’ll be fine,” she said as she stepped deeper into the waves. A wave splashed against her stomach, and it sprayed over her breasts, face, and hair with a sizzle that made her laugh.

“And then there are the creatures,” I said.

“Huh?” she asked as she froze.

“Yeah,” I said. “The river will have dangerous animals in it, but the ocean is larger and deeper. Those big dinosaurs we just saw on the land fighting? There are bigger and meaner things in the ocean.”

“If they are that big, they won’t come up this close to the shore,” she said.

“Maybe,” I replied with a shrug. “I still wouldn’t go in any deeper than you are right now. Grumpy is right next to you, and you don’t even see him.”

“What?” Gee gasped, and then the purussaurus’ head surfaced a few feet away from her right hand. The onyx-skinned woman jumped completely out of the water with a surprisingly girlish shriek, and then she staggered back a few feet so that the water was just lapping at her feet.

“You scared me!” Gee growled as she pointed at Grumpy, but then Tannin started laughing, and the fire-woman turned around to glare at her. For half a moment, I thought Gee would get angry, but then she just laughed along with Tannin and turned back toward Grumpy.

“When you made your way around the hillside, did you see a way to go east through the valley there?” I asked.

“I wasn’t paying close attention,” Gee said as we continued to walk along the water, “but yes, it did look like there was another valley on the beach side. I’m not sure if it will connect back with the river, but there might be a way to get back to the river without swimming through the marsh again. But why do you want to come back to the river? I thought you said there is one next to your camp?”

“It’s the malachite,” I said. “If we can get copper out of it, then it might be worth getting more.” Even as I said the words, I knew it was going to be a challenge. I still had no idea how far away we were from Quwaru’s camp, but it had taken us two days to get to this point. We’d taken some breaks, and had a fight, but it had still been a dangerous trek, and I didn’t know if it would be worth doing it again.

I pushed the stegos into a walk, and we continued down the shore of the ocean. The sun was getting close to touching the water, and I was a bit worried about the approaching darkness, but I could tell that Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock were getting really tired, and I didn’t want them to collapse.

“How much farther do you think it is?” Tannin asked after the sun was halfway into the ocean, and the sky was glowing the same hue as Gee’s hair.

“I’m not sure,” I sighed. “We might have to camp at the beach to--” my words caught in my throat as I looked down the coast past the marine mist rolling in from the ocean. It looked like there were sand dunes about two miles up ahead, and at the foot of the dunes there looked to be a black line that could have been the obsidian rock and sand flow.

“I think we are close! Yes!” I fist pumped in the air and then pointed up ahead, “I recognize those dunes. We should be there in half an hour.”

“That is wonderful,” Tannin sighed. “I am excited to meet your friends.”

“Me as well,” Gee said, and I was a bit surprised by her earnest seeming smile.

“If they are still here,” I said. “I’ve been gone for two days, and everyone here was supposed to go back to our main camp.”

“How far away is that?” Tannin asked.

“Another few hours of travel,” I said as I looked over at the setting sun. “It is three or two valleys over. Might be too far to make it tonight. I don’t want to travel in the dark.”

“We won’t have to,” Gee said.

“We won’t?” I asked with confusion.

“Nope,” she said with a coy smile as she pointed to her hair. The vermillion mane suddenly grew to twice the size, and I actually had to look away from her.

“Damn,” I hissed. “Is that hard for you to do? I know you said you couldn’t increase your heat without concentration.”

“It is less difficult,” she said. “I could maintain if for a few hours, but my hair in its natural state might be bright enough to guide us.”

“Or it will get the attention of every dinosaur within two miles,” I said.

“That’s a possibility as well,” she said with a laugh. “It will be your choice, Victor. You are in charge.”

“Yeah,” I laughed. “For now.”

“For now?” Gee asked as she raised an eyebrow.

“Yeah, you know what I’m talking about.”

“Oh,” the fire-woman said as she bit her lip. “I don’t believe you have any need to worry about that.”

“I don’t?” I laughed. “What changed your mind?”

“My observations so far,” Gee said, and then her green eyes focused on Tannin. “You have gotten us this far alive. I trust you.”

“Thanks,” I said, and Gee’s glowing eyes turned back to me. We stared at each other for a few moments, and then I realized that we were getting close to the jungle entrance for the gorge where Quwaru’s cave was.

“We have to pass through here,” I said as I pointed at the narrow path. “Gee, you’ll have to curb your fire.”

“Can you pull me up with you?” she asked. “It’s hard to walk when I focus.”

“Yeah,” I said as her flaming hair extinguished.

She walked next to Mike D, raised her hand with her palm toward me in a signal that told me to wait, but then nodded a few seconds later. Both Tannin and I reached down to pull Gee up, and then I ordered the stegos to push through the pathway.

The trail was actually starting to widen out by the constant passage of trikes, parasaurs, and the T-Rexes that had passed through, so the stegos actually didn’t have as many problems getting through the jungle as I thought they would. I had to cut a few vines that got stuck in Mike D’s armored plates, but it was easy to do since we were riding him in the lead point.

Then we emerged out of the jungle and were in the familiar sloped clearing of the canyon.

It had only been two days, well, it was the third day actually, but it felt like it was forever ago since I had been here, and my heart pounded in my chest as the stegos trudged up the hill.

The other side of the slope revealed the cut “C” shaped gorge. The bridge was still cut right in the middle, and the setting sun wasn’t cutting through the jungle trees well enough to provide enough light to see in the cave. I didn’t see any light in the opening across the gap, and I called out as soon as the stegos stopped right next to the place where the bridge was tied.

“Hello!” I called out again as my stomach twisted into knots.

“Maybe they went to your other camp?” Gee asked as Bruce landed next to us and let out a honk.

“That’s what I’m thinking,” I said, but my mind was filling with all sorts of other horrible scenarios. I knew that this other tribe knew of both of our fort locations, and while Emerald had indicated they were really far away, I didn’t know if they had somehow attacked while I was away.

I didn’t really see any signs of a struggle though, so I guessed that they had all left.

That scenario gave me even more questions though. Had Tom followed Kacerie, Galmine, or Emerald’s orders and let them ride him? Did the balaur bondocs follow them? How had everyone fit on Tom? The purple furry monkey-man Zoru had been really injured, so I couldn’t imagine him being able to ride on Tom’s back. He could have fit on the trunk area, and then Kacerie, Galmine, and Emerald could have ridden on Tom, but what about everyone else?

“Should I go look inside?” Gee said.

“Yeah,” I said, “There is a pathway around the cliff here. We can walk--”

Before I could finish my words, Gee had backed up from the edge about twenty feet, sprinted toward the side of the cliff where half of the rope bridge was tied, and then leapt across the massive gap. Her hair left a long stream of fire across the air, and then she landed on the opposite side like a ballet dancer landing an easy leap.

As soon as the fire-woman landed, she flicked her hair back over her shoulder, glanced back at me, and winked. Then she walked around the first corner of the cave, and I saw nothing but the glow from her flaming hair bouncing off the inner walls.

Tannin and I waited for about a minute in silence, and then I saw the light grow brighter again, and Gee stepped out.

“No one is here,” she said with a shrug.

“Shit,” I sighed. “I guess they all went back to the main fort.”

“That’s good, no?” Tannin asked. “We can meet them there. That is the one in the redwood forest?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m just wondering how they all got there and how long ago they left.”

“There was a fire pit,” Gee said, “but it was cold.”

“So maybe a day or two,” I said.

“Do you want to spend the night here, or push on?” Gee asked from across the gap.

I knew the stegos were tired. Hell, I was exhausted from the stress of the day, and we hadn’t eaten anything since breakfast. The sky was a dark purple now, and while I could see a bit, twilight would only last about a half an hour.

But we were so close to getting back home. If we could just push a little farther tonight, I could sleep in my own hut and in the arms of one of my women. There would be food, water, and safety there.

If everything at camp was okay.

I’d been gone too long. Anything could happen in three days, and while I knew that my lovers could all handle themselves, I didn’t know how much control they would have over my dinosaurs. I wouldn’t be able to sleep tonight wondering if Kacerie, Galmine, and Emerald had made it back safely.

It was only another two hours, and I had Gee to light the way.

“Let’s keep going,” I said, and the fire-woman made her leap across the chasm.

“Good,” Gee said after she landed. “That’s what I would have done.”

“Me too,” Tannin said as she patted my shoulder. “This cave seems lonely. I want to meet your friends as soon as possible.”

“Glad you all agree,” I said as I patted Mike D’s armored plates. “I know you all are tired, but do you have enough juice in you to make it two valleys over?”

Mike D let out a strong sounding note of agreement, and both Ad-Rock and MCA replied in the same song-like tone. Bruce honked after the stegos had sounded off, and I realized all I needed was Grumpy to give his usual disgruntled growl.

“Shit, I forgot about Grumpy,” I said.

“What of him?” Gee asked.

“He can move across land, but not as fast as the stegos. We’ll have to take him farther south to the other river, and then I’ll need to cut through the next valley in the middle. There is an old river bed there, but the last time I took the route I was attacked by carnos.”

“Carnos?” Tannin gasped. “What are those?”

“Big predators.”

“As big as the ones we saw in the marsh to our north?” Gee asked.

“No,” I chuckled, “but they are still a threat.”

“You could just leave the water dinosaur behind,” Gee said with a shrug.

“Nope,” I said. “He’s coming with me. I don’t want to leave anyone behind. Let’s do this. We are almost home. Ready to get back on?”

“Sure,” Gee said, and the fire in her hair went out like a snuffed match. A bit of smoke curled above her head, and we waited a few moments for her to cool down before pulling her up on top of Mike D.

Then we set off back through the jungle and to the beach.

Dusk was almost night by the time we got to the volcanic river before the dunes, and Gee ran out in front of us so that we would have some light. I couldn’t really see Bruce in the sky, but I could feel his presence above me just like I could feel Grumpy’s in the water.

When I normally went up and over the dunes, I was careful to look in every direction to make sure we weren’t seen, but I couldn’t do much to hide the woman with fire hair in the dark night, so I just gave the stegos the direct route over the dunes, and I prayed that most of the dinosaurs that saw the fire decided to stay away.

And I prayed that no hostile survivors were watching us.

We passed the dunes, made it to the next flat area of the beach, and then came to the river that passed by the fallen tree by our fort. Instead of a marsh, the river here ran through a sand and limestone channel before it hit the ocean. Grumpy still let out an aggravated growl as he lazily swam past us in the river water, and Tannin let out a bit of a laugh.

“He really is grumpy, isn’t he?”

“Yeah,” I laughed as I set the stegos back eastward along the river. The channel that the river flowed through in the next valley over was too deep and the forest too dense for us to stay close to him, so I just gave him orders to continue swimming until he came to the next valley over.

The stegos scaled the hillside, and I could feel their exhaustion with every foot fall. I knew they were doing their best, and I found myself singing “No Sleep Till Brooklyn” softly as encouragement.

“What is that?” Tannin asked after I had repeated the chorus a few times.

“I named these guys after singers from my world,” I explained. “It is one of their songs.”

“Ahh!” Tannin gasped. “We have singers on my world. I was never skilled with my voice, but those who could sing are loved and respected amongst my people.”

“Those guys are too,” I said, and then I glanced back at MCA trudging up the hill behind Mike D. “Everyone loves them.”

“We have songs,” Gee said over her shoulder. “We sing them when we sail across the lava seas.”

“I imagine they are beautiful,” Tannin said.

“They get us excited for battle,” Gee said with a casual shrug. “We also have our dances.”

“Dances?” I asked.

“Yep,” she replied. “It exercises our bodies and minds before we start the battle. We do them with our weapons in our ship battle units.”

“You look like you have the body of a dancer,” Tannin said. “I bet you are good at it.”

“Of course!” Gee said as she ran her fingers down the bare skin of her side and then glanced back at me. “I am good at anything that involves my body.”

“Your Eye-Q ability said Flame Dance,” I said as I tried to keep my eyes from her hands resting on her ass. “Do you think that your dances have something to do with it?”

“I’m not sure,” she replied.

“When we have some time tomorrow, I want you to try doing a dance. What level does your Eye-Q say it is?”

“Level 2,” she replied. “What does that mean?”

“The larger the number, the more powerful your ability is,” I answered, and then we crested the top of the hill.

The moons were only partially out, so there wasn’t really any light besides Gee’s hair. She must have understood the risks of being seen though since she quickly moved to the other side of the hill so that her hair wasn’t drawing attention for too long.

“Where is this passage through the jungle?” Gee asked as we moved down the switchbacks on the other side of the hill and into the jungle valley.

“I think it’s a bit north of our position,” I said as I tried to remember if Trel and I had gone north or south to scale the hill on this same switchback trail after we had fought off the band of carnotaurus.

We walked through the darkness for a few minutes until we hit the edge of the jungle. Gee turned left, and we walked for about five minutes in silence.

“Do you hear that?” Tannin whispered.

“I hear nothing,” Gee replied.

“Yeah,” I agreed, “that’s not good.”

“The animals are afraid of us,” Gee said. “They should be.”

“I admire your confidence,” I whispered, “but it could also mean that they are afraid of something else.”

“What would you have us do, Victor?” the fire-woman asked, and I wondered if this was another test.

“I don’t think Bruce can see if anything is around us, so I need a weapon I can throw.” I realized that my Cricket Bat of Doom was sitting on the pile of supplies on Ad-Rock’s back, but it wasn’t going to be very useful while I was on the back of a stego, anyway. “A spear or two would be good, but we don’t have the time to--” my words froze in my mouth, and I remembered that the four-armed asshole had carried two spears that Gee had sliced into pieces with her whip.

“What are you thinking?” she asked.

“Can you use your whip to cut that branch off the tree?” I asked as I pointed to one next to her head.

“This one?”

“Yeah,” I said.

“Of course,” she said, and then the fire whip materialized from her hand with the sound of tearing paper. It stretched only a few feet across, and she grabbed the loose end with her left hand without showing any sort of pain on her face.

Then she reached up to the branch and cut it from the trunk as if she was trimming a piece of putty with a knife. The branch fell down at her feet, and she quickly moved her whip over the smaller branches to make it straight.

“Damn,” I said, “that’s incredible. It would take us ten minutes to do what you just did in a second.”

“This material is soft,” Gee said as she kicked up the pole with her foot. The end tipped up, and she pinched it between her feet so that it was standing up like a pole. Then she passed her whip over the tip four times and made a sharpened point that also looked as if it had been hardened by the heat of her fire.

“Catch,” she said as she threw it up to me. “I’ll make a few more.”

“Thanks,” I said as I caught the spear. It was a little too wide at the bottom, and it had burn marks on the haft from where Gee’s hand had grabbed it, but it didn’t have to be perfect. I might not even need to use the weapon.

I hoped I didn’t need to use it.

“Tannin,” Gee said as she finished the second spear, but instead of tossing it, she passed it up to Tannin.

We waited for Gee to make a third, and I set this one between Mike D’s armored plates so it wouldn’t fall down, then the two women looked at me, and I nodded in the direction we are going. “I think the path is up ahead.”

We walked for another minute, and then I breathed a sigh of relief when I saw the beginning of the rocky path that had once been the river. We made a right as soon as we reached it and then came upon the staircase waterfall steps that I had once commanded Tom to sprint up while he was chased by carnos.

The stegos were smaller than Tom, so the narrow switchbacks were going to be easier for them to navigate, but Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock’s steps were starting to get really clumsy, so I commanded them to each go down the steps slowly, and one at a time just in case one of them tripped and fell down the steps.

Ad-Rock was my biggest concern, since he was carrying all the extra weight of our supplies. He went down the narrow switch backs of the steps pretty smoothly though, and he only slipped once right at the end of them.

“Okay, that was the hard part,” I said.

“Unless something attacks us,” Tannin said.

“That will be the easy part,” Gee laughed, and I had to chuckle a bit at her confidence.

“I still do not hear anything,” Tannin whispered. “Not even bugs. It is strange.”

“Gee, can you make your hair glow brighter?” I asked. “Maybe Bruce can see some--”

A low rumble shook the ground, and it vibrated up through Mike D’s legs, into my feet, then my hips, and then my teeth.

“Shit!” I hissed. “Turn your hair off!”

Gee’s hair instantly went dark, and I had to blink for a few moments while my cyber eyes refocused with only the half crescents of the moons for light.

Then we heard the rumble again, and I felt my stomach turn into ice.

“It’s behind us,” Tannin whispered, and her voice was filled with pure terror.

“Be still,” I whispered, and I saw Gee close her eyes so that I couldn’t see them.

Something took a step, and it sounded both far away and close, then I realized that it was probably far away, but whatever was moving was really fucking big, so it sounded like it was much closer than it was.

And it was getting closer.

“We need to run,” Tannin gasped, but I just grabbed her hand, and we squeezed each other’s fingers as whatever was up in the valley above us moved closer.

It had to be a T-Rex, or a spino.

Or maybe it was something bigger.

Whatever it was made a low growl that sounded like Grumpy, only somehow deeper, darker, and more annoyed. I was commanding Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock to hold still, but I could sense that they just wanted to fucking run.

That would be the worst idea, since the thing walking behind us would totally hear them, and I knew it would have no problem jumping down the waterfall and eating us.

I pushed calming thoughts to the stegos, to Tannin, and to Gee. I knew I couldn’t tame whatever massive creature was walking the perimeter of the jungle behind us, but I tried to make it think that we weren’t here. I tried to make it want to wander west out of this valley. I tried to convince it that we weren’t down here.

The steps grew closer, and I almost changed my mind about running, but then the earthquake inducing steps stopped, and the thing made a snorting sound that sounded like a spike of thunder.

Then it kept moving to the North West.

I forced the air out of my lungs slowly and felt my head spin a bit. Gee opened her eyes, but none of us moved until we no longer heard the thing walking. I guessed that it must have gone over the hill and to the ocean, but it was still too dark to tell.

Part of me wanted to see exactly what the dinosaur was, but I was perfectly happy with the result of still being alive.

“Let’s move ahead,” I whispered, even though the sounds of the bugs and frogs had returned. “Keep your hair dark.”

“Yep,” Gee muttered, and we moved down the road-like riverbed.

The going was a bit slower because of the lack of light, but the brush with whatever had come up behind us had put some pep into the stegos’ steps. They weren’t dragging their feet anymore, and their steps seemed lighter for the next half of an hour.

“This seems to go on forever,” Gee said after we still hadn’t reached the end of the road.

“I think we are almost there,” I said. “But then we have to climb up the hill of the next valley, follow the river for another half hour, and then another ten-ish minutes or so to our fort.”

“Ahh, that’s not quite so bad at all,” Gee said, and I saw her white teeth glimmer in the moonlight as she smiled. “You think I can let my hair become fire again? I’m getting annoyed by keeping it like this.”

“Get down!” I shouted as I saw something move in the darkness of the brush above us.

Gee dove into the riverbed stones as the dark shape flew over her. I couldn’t tell exactly what it was because of the darkness, but my arm was already throwing my spear down at it before my brain could even process the instructions.

For a fraction of a moment, I thought I’d missed my throw, but my spear caught the shape right in the chest and knocked it to the side just as it was about to bite Gee.

The onyx-skinned beauty’s hair erupted into fire and she pivoted to face the twitching body that had tried to attack her. It looked like a long necked raptor almost the size of the black-feathered Utahraptors. The shape was familiar, and I guessed its species before my Eye-Q told me what it was: Dilophosaurus.

The predator wasn’t dead from my spear throw, but it was badly injured, and was trying to stand. Before it could get its feet under itself, Gee’s whip ripped outward and took off the dinosaur’s head with a clean cut that cauterized the wound right after. Then her whip faded from her hand, and she turned back to me.

“You saved me,” she said flatly.

“No worries,” I said, “Let’s just continue on.”

“I didn’t even know it was there,” she said, “and my fire was down. It would have been able to bite me.”

“But it didn’t,” I said, and the woman stared at me for a few moments before she nodded.

We made it through the rest of the river without any other problems, and then we angled south-east over the hill so that we could enter my valley closer to the river. Grumpy met us there, and we followed another river until the juniper trees turned into redwoods.

Then we came to the familiar part in the river where the massive fallen redwood was, and I felt the weight begin to slide off my shoulders.

“This is where we get our water,” I said with a bit of pride as I waved my arms to the river. “Our camp is half a mile or so north. We’ll leave Grumpy here.”

“I am looking forward to meeting your friends,” Tannin said.

“Same here,” Gee said, but Grumpy let out an annoyed grumble as he pulled the top quarter of his body out of the river pool so he rested on the shore. The fire-woman took a quick look at him, and then she stepped a few feet away before she turned to me.

“This way?” she asked as she pointed through the forest.

“Yeah,” I said, “but I need you to turn off your fire again. We can’t risk these trees burning.”

“Yeah,” Gee said as she glanced at Grumpy again. “Can I ride up with you?”

“Sure,” I said with a smile as I reached down to her. I imagined she felt vulnerable after the dilophosaurus had almost taken a bite out of her when she had last extinguished her flames.

Gee jumped on Mike D, and then we made the last leg of the journey through the redwood forests. It was hard to see because Gee’s hair was dark, but I knew the route really well, and I was able to guide the stegos out into the clearing.

Then I saw the walls of my fort, and it felt like my heart soared out of my chest.

As we approached the wall, I heard a chorus of trumpet blasts, toots, screeches, and hoots. By the time we made it to the land bridge by the gate, I was able to see movement through the gaps in the gate. It looked like all my dinosaurs were on the other side.

“What is going on with them?” I heard Trel screech over the sounds of my happy dinosaurs.

Then I commanded them all to be quiet and I raised my hands to my mouth to create a megaphone.

“Honeys, I’m home!” I shouted.


Chapter 9

“Victor!” I heard what sounded like a dozen women shout in the distance, and I saw some movement and torches through the cracks in the gate. A moment later Liahpa and Sheela were pulling open the gate, and I pushed the stegos into our fort.

Before I could get off Mike D, I felt arms wrap around my chest from behind. I recognized Trel’s touch as she used her spider legs to carry us down to the ground, and I felt her lips on my bare shoulders, neck, and ears as she showered me with kisses.

Sheela threw her arms around me while Trel continued to hug me, and the beautiful blonde woman kissed me deeply. Kacerie’s lips found my mouth right after Sheela stopped kissing me, and then both Emerald and Liahpa hugged me together.

Then it seemed like everyone was hugging me.

Trel continued to hold me from behind, but Youleena wrapped her slender arms around my neck and kissed my cheek. Urka wrapped her arms around my hips and made a joke that I couldn’t quite hear over everyone else’s voices. Quwaru wrapped her arms around my waist and rubbed her body against mine as she leaned her head on my shoulder. Adella actually planted her lips on mine and before I knew it, our tongues were dancing together. Not to be outdone, Keefaye also kissed me, and then the group of us laughed when she pulled her mouth away from mine and fanned her lips.

There were too many questions at once, so I held up my hand, and everyone became silent. As they quieted, I saw Galmine slowly walk into the circle of women surrounding me, and I held open my arms. The stone-skinned woman didn’t speak, but she blinked her beautiful green eyes as if she was fighting against her tears, and then she fell into my arms with a sigh of relief. Her lips burned as she kissed me, and I felt the stars spin above our heads as Dinosaurland seemed to stand still.

“I knew you were alive,” she whispered when our kiss finished, and her fingers traced along my jawline.

“Pfft!” Trel raspberried into my ear. “We all knew he was alive! It is Victor! He’s amazing!”

“You spent the last two days in the tree crying about how your soulmate was dead,” Kacerie said as she rolled her eyes.

“You are exaggerating!” Trel laughed. “I was just concerned for all of you, since I know how sensitive you are when you worry about Victor. I never had a doubt that my husband and the future father of my brood would return, but now that he is back I’m no longer worried about consoling all of you. It is all perfect now.”

I was sandwiched between both Trel and Galmine’s perfect bodies, but I cleared my throat and pulled them both away from me so that I could gesture up to the top of Mike D.

“This is Gee and Tannin,” I said, and my group of friends turned around to look at them.

“Hello,” Gee said as she jumped down from Mike D’s back, took a step into the middle of the group, and then let her hair catch fire again. The light was brighter than the torches that Quwaru and Sheela were carrying, and everyone took a step back with a gasp. “I am Gee-kalata-beto-yahrit-ill-kanna-sae.”

“That sounds like a proper name,” Trel commented with a single nod. “Are you a duchess?”

“No, I am fire born,” Gee said as she returned the spider-woman’s nod. “Victor has told me about much of your tribe. I am eager to find my place here. On my own world, I was commander of my empire’s army and navy. Victor has said that you might need use of my military skills, and I--”

Gee’s words were interrupted as Galmine wrapped her arms around the fire-woman’s shoulders.

“You are so pretty!” Galmine giggled. “Welcome to our home!”

“Stop! You’ll get burned!” Gee gasped as she tried to pull away from the other green-eyed woman.

“No I won’t,” Galmine laughed. “Your skin feels warm and wonderful. I don’t burn that easily.”

“Uhh, okay,” Gee said, and then she surprised me by hugging Galmine back for a few moments. Then the women parted and looked at Tannin as she slid from Mike D’s back.

“Hi,” she said as she nervously ran her hands through her long tangerine-colored hair.

“Welcome to our home,” Sheela said with her usual nod.

“Welcome to our family,” Galmine said as she reached out to hug the elf-looking woman. Tannin’s eyes opened wide as she saw Galmine reach for her, but then she relaxed when the stone-skinned woman embraced her.

“These three are named Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock,” I said as I pointed to the three stegosauruses. Then I gestured up to the sky, and the pteranodon let out a honk as he landed. “This is Bruce.”

“Wow!” Kacerie gasped. “He’s a flyer.”

“Yeah,” I said as Bruce hopped over to me and rested his head on my shoulder. I reached up to rub his neck and then felt something press against my leg. It was Jinx, and I let out a laugh as I reached down to pick him up.

Then I was mobbed by a small army of dinosaurs that had deemed it was time for petting.

Trel let out an angry hiss as Velma pushed her out of the way. Scoob tried to jump up into my arms. Shaggy butted his head into my shoulder, Freddy wrapped through my legs, and then Daphne jumped up with Scoob and I fell on my ass with a laugh. The troodons let out hoots of glee as they wiggled around on top of me like puppies, and the other women of my tribe all let out large laughs as the balaur bondocs also dog piled on me. I’d somehow kept a hold of Jinx the whole time, and he let out a flurry of annoyed chirps when one of the balaurs, Rachel I think, almost sat on him as she tried to wiggle against my neck.

“Okay everyone,” I laughed after I’d petted each of them, “that’s good. Let me get up.”

The troodons and raptors all slid away from me with disappointed hoots and hisses, and Sheela reached out her hand to help me up. I thought I was done with pets, but Tom, Nicole, and Katie let out annoyed huffs, and I walked over to pet each of them as the women followed me. Then I petted Sonny and Cher before I got to Bob. The three big parausarurses actually laid on their sides, just like dogs, so I could pet their tummies.

“Where’s your wife, pal?” I asked Bob as I scratched his tummy. “She still tending to your egg?”

Bob let out a toot of affirmation, and I patted his stomach with healthy slaps as he wiggled his back left leg. “I’m so proud of you, big daddy! I can’t wait to see the baby!”

I looked around at the circle of women, and they all started speaking at once. I laughed again and shrugged before Trel shushed them with an annoyed hiss.

“How did you all get back here from the cave?” I asked Kacerie.

“How did you beat that scary flying monster-man?” she asked with a laugh.

“You first,” I said as I reached out to touch her shoulder. Damn. It felt so good to be home, and as I touched Kacerie’s shoulder, I felt Sheela lean against my right side, and Trel press her body into my back.

“We didn’t know what to do,” the pink-haired woman said with a shrug. “The dinosaurs were upset, but they didn’t run to follow you.” Kacerie turned to look at Quwaru and her friends and then smiled. “We talked it over and tried a few things. Turns out that Tom will let me and Galmine kind of control him.”

“I figured something like that must have happened,” I said. “But I wasn’t sure since you all weren’t at the cave.”

“It’s not like what you do,” Kacerie said. “I have to kind of ask him out loud to move forward, and he does it, but it didn’t work with anyone but Galmine and me.”

“Hmm,” I said as I thought about how their names were listed in my Eye-Q under my Women category, but Emerald and the rest of Quwaru’s crew wasn’t.

“What about the balaurs?” I asked.

“I couldn’t get them to do anything but follow us,” Kacerie said. “They seemed kind of annoyed also, and a few times I thought that they might just run off, but then Galmine would say something nice to them, and then they would keep going.

“What about Zoru?” I asked.

“We put him on the top part of Tom’s saddle,” Quwaru said as she gestured to the trike. “Ride was a bit rough, but Nomi sat up with him, Galmine, and Kacerie. The rest of us walked next to Tom, and we walked back to this camp.”

“How long ago?” I asked.

“We waited for you to come back for a day,” Kacerie said. “Then… well… we just decided to go, and we hoped you’d make your way back to us. If you could.”

“We didn’t hope,” Trel scoffed. “We knew you would come back to your wives.”

“And here I am,” I said with a laugh. “Emta?”

“She’s resting in the hut with Zoru,” Quwaru said as she blinked her silver eyes. “Nomi is with them. I’m sure they would all like to see you soon, if you don’t mind visiting them.”

“I’ll say hi before I go to sleep,” I said as I raised my hand to cover my yawn.

“Hey, hey, hey,” Kacerie laughed. “How did you get away from the big asshole with the wings?”

“He dropped me,” I said, and then I pointed to Bruce, “but this guy helped me float to the ground. Then I fought the guy with the wings, and another dinosaur helped me. His name is Grumpy, and he likes to be by the water, so I left him by the river.”

“Enough talk!” Trel spat as she wrapped her arms around me from the outside. “Victor needs to rest. You all can see him tomorrow.”

“But--” Kacerie started to sigh, but then Trel’s spider-legs straightened as she squeezed my chest tighter. I was lifted off the ground, and she pivoted on the grass as we side-strafed away from the women.

“We need a place for Gee to sleep!” I laughed as Trel carried me away.

“Kacerie will figure it out,” Trel replied as she started to spring forward on her legs. It only took us ten seconds to close the distance between the outer gate and the inner gate doggie-door.

“Hi, Hope!” I shouted as we dashed past the small parasaurus. She was still nesting on top of her egg, and she let out a happy toot when she saw me. Trel didn’t slow though, and her legs carried us into my hut like a speeding bullet. I didn’t even get a good look at the inside of the fort, but I did see a large ceramic looking funnel sitting on a stand next to the well.

“Just relax, Victor,” she whispered as she twisted her legs behind her so that we both floated horizontal to the floor, then she lowered me on the sleeping mat and kissed me passionately.

“I missed you,” I sighed as soon as our lips parted, but she didn’t speak. Her black eyes just stared into mine as her long fingers reached down to unbuckle my pants. I raised my hips up so she could pull off my pants and underwear, and then she pulled her own silk bikini bottom off.

Then she lowered herself down onto me with a grateful sigh that I echoed.

“Now I am alive again,” she whispered, and I saw tears roll down her cheeks.

“Hey, what’s wrong?” I asked as I reached up to touch her tears. “I’m fine. It’s gonna take a lot more than a flying ugly asshole to kill me.”

“I know,” she sobbed as she began to rock her hips. “I still thought… I just don’t want to be without you, Victor.” The tears were rolling down her face like a waterfall now, and I remembered the time two months ago when she’d come to the realization that she wasn’t going to be rescued. She had cried then, and I’d comforted her.

“I don’t want to be without you either,” I whispered as I reached up to wipe the tears from her perfect face.

Then we didn’t speak anything else but moans for the next hour or so.

I woke up to the sound of distant laughter and a warm body pressed against my side. I blinked against the sunlight, sighed, and then wiggled into the warmth on my side. I knew it was Sheela before she purred, and a cascade of goosebumps went down my body when she lightly kissed my neck.

“Good morning, Victor,” she whispered. “Did you sleep well?”

“Yeah,” I sighed again. “Damn, it feels great to be home and in your arms. When did you switch out with Trel?”

“She woke up at dawn to begin work on her projects,” Sheela whispered in my ear. “I did not want you to wake up alone.” As the cat-woman spoke, her fingers drifted down my chest until they wrapped around the base of my dick. I was hard enough to hammer nails, and Sheela let out a long purr as she began to stroke me.

“Yeah,” I sighed as pleasure rolled through my body. “Waking up with a beautiful woman that I love is much better than waking up alone.”

“Ummmhmmmm,” she muttered in agreement. “We were all worried about you, but we were hopeful.”

“Seems like everyone is getting along,” I muttered.

“Yes,” Sheela agreed. “That is mostly because of Kacerie, though.”

“Huh?”

“Well, and a bit Trel,” Sheela chuckled. “Trel was… not happy. She has been in the tree for most of the time so that she could watch out for your return. She didn’t want to help with anything around the camp. Kacerie organized everyone, gave them jobs, and continued with the projects you had planned.”

“That’s great,” I said. “I was worried that you all would worry about me, or that the dinosaurs would act up, but I knew you’d all figure out how to keep the projects on the fort going.”

“We still need you,” she laughed lightly. “Every night Kacerie and I talked, and we reviewed the projects. She wasn’t comfortable with the role, but she tried her best.”

“I’ll make sure to give her some attention today,” I said, and Sheela nuzzled against my neck as she purred again.

“Is there anything more I can do to give you attention right now?” she whispered.

“Oh yes,” I laughed. “I want you to ride me, but face my feet this time. I don’t think we’ve done that position before.”

“Yes, Victor,” Sheela panted as she pushed herself up and away from me. Then she pivoted her hips around, swung her left leg over my chest, and then raised her hips over my erection. Her fingers guided me into her as she settled down, but it took a few gyrations for me to enter her fully.

We both gasped when she began to ride me, and I raised my hands to rub, fondle, and squeeze her perfectly toned ass. Sheela’s body was a perfect specimen of female athleticism, and her strong legs gave her confidence as she forced herself down onto me. She climaxed a few times before I did, and then we lay together with her on top of my chest facing the roof of the hut while my fingers traced lines around her abdominal muscles, breasts, and nipples. I kind of didn’t want to leave the hut, or slide my penis out from her warm embrace, but I knew we had a ton of work to do, and leaders couldn’t afford to take any time off.

I’d already taken a few days off while I was traveling back.

Sheela seemed to sense that I wanted to get up, and she rolled off me with a satisfied sigh. We kissed for a few moments, and then we each put our clothes on before walking out.

It was mid-morning, and the sunlight allowed me to see the changes that had been made to the inside of the inner fort. A larger, rectangle hut had been erected beside our original small hut, and I guessed that it would be more than large enough for everyone to sleep in. The posts were made out of pine branches, and the roof was constructed of fern thatching, but it was crafted with the usual excellence that we had put into all of our buildings. I remembered that I wanted to work on ceramic, adobe, or clay roof tiles and paving stones, and I wondered if there was a way Gee could help me cook them faster with her powers.

The well still looked as it did before; just a hole in the ground, but beside it was Trel’s water-filtration system. It stood on a four foot high tripod made out of thick branches that looked pretty stable. At the base of the tripod, was a large clay jug that water from the funnel slowly dripped into. Beside the system was a step ladder made of more bound branches so that someone could climb up with a water jug and pour it into the top of the filter. I could see the edge of a lid on top of the unit, and I guessed that this was probably a two-person operation. Someone would have to climb up and take the lid off, and then someone would need to pour the water in, then person one would need to put the lid back on.

“I will let Trel explain that to you,” Sheela said with a half-smile. “She is quite proud of it.”

“It looks great,” I said as I gestured to a few covered jugs at the left of the filter, “are these clean?”

“Yes,” Sheela said as she took the lid off one and gestured for me to pick it up. I did so and then took a long drink. It tasted wonderful, and I didn’t realize how thirsty I was until I continued chugging until I had emptied the whole jug.

Sheela smiled at me and then gestured for me to hand her the jug. She put the lid back on, and then moved it to the other side of the filter where the other empty jugs were waiting to be filled.

“Where are Emta and Zoru?” I asked as I gestured to the huts.

“They are in our original one,” Sheela answered, and we both walked over to it before ducking inside.

“Hey everyone,” I said as I nodded to Emta, Zoru, and Nomi.

Emta was sitting by the fire stretching out her legs, Zoru was laying on a mat on the other side of the flames, and Nomi was working on a pile of cordage. The three of them gasped when they saw me, and they all moved as if to stand up.

“That’s okay,” I laughed as I motioned for them to stay seated. “I’ll come sit down with you all.”

“We heard you were back,” Nomi said with a wide smile. Her dark hair was pulled away from her face, and I had to blink a few times as my body went completely numb.

Nomi was absolutely stunning.

Every woman I had encountered on Dinosaurland was exceptionally beautiful, since I was starting to understand that the beings who put us here were probably taking the best of their species, but I almost couldn’t breathe when I saw Nomi’s face. She looked a bit like Trel, with dark eyebrows, but her eyes were a bright blue that looked almost like Kacerie’s. Her lips were full, but black, as if she was wearing some sort of Goth makeup. It was hard to define exactly what it was about her features that were so stunning, but there was something about the combination of her somewhat larger eyes, and full darkly colored lips that was making my head spin.

“Uhhh, yeah,” I managed to say as I tried to pull my eyes away from her lovely face.

Nomi blinked at me a few times, and then she seemed to realize I was gawking at her, and her pale cheeks flushed slightly as her lips spread into a wider smile. “This is the first time you have seen my face?”

“Yeah,” I said, and I realized I was practically panting, so I finally forced myself to turn away and sit down next to Zoru, “looks like you are doing better.”

“All thanks to you, my friend,” the purple-furred monkey looking man said as he reached out with his hand to gasp mine.

“Kacerie and Galmine helped,” I chuckled as I squeezed his fingers, and then I looked over at the olive-skinned woman that stretched on the other side of the fire, “and we wouldn’t have ever known if Emta didn’t come to get us. How are you feeling?”

“I’m almost back to full health,” the olive-skinned orc-woman answered as she smiled at me. She touched the red scars on her stomach as she spoke, and while they looked a bit swollen, her guts weren’t hanging out anymore, and most amazing of all was her re-grown arm.

“That’s good news,” I replied.

“Yep,” she answered. “I’m looking forward to getting to work. Wanted to do some stuff yesterday, but Quwaru convinced me not to. If you’ve got anything you want me to do, I’m ready now.”

“I was just going to call a meeting,” I said as I gave Zoru’s hand a final squeeze and stood.

“Good,” Emta said as she placed her palms on the ground and pushed herself up.

“I can make it--” Zoru said as he tried to sit up, but I shook my head.

“Just relax, buddy. Those cuts are still bleeding. If you tear the stitching open, Kacerie is going to Lance you.”

“Ahh, I’ve seen that in play,” the purple-furred man said. “It is fearsome.”

“You were watching when we killed the burners?” I asked. “I thought that--”

“No,” Nomi interrupted me. “We were attacked by dinosaurs when traveling through the valley that separates your home from ours. It was two larger beasts with horns on their head. Kacerie used her Lance to kill them.”

“Ahh, I did not know that,” I said as I looked at Sheela.

“I was not told that either.” The blonde woman frowned and her golden cat-eyes stared into mine.

“She saved us,” Nomi said. “Kacerie, Galmine, and Emerald are very nice. Quwaru and you have made a great decision by joining together. You are a great leader, Victor.”

“Thanks,” I said as I smiled at the beautiful dark woman. “I’m still working on getting better. Let’s do the meeting out by the campfires. Zoru, just rest. Nomi can update you when she gets back.”

“Understood,” the fox-monkey-man said, and he took a deep breath before closing his eyes.

Nomi pulled her hair over her eyes, and then the four of us exited the hut. Emta’s face looked a bit pained when she limped, but I offered my arm for her to lean on. The olive-skinned woman’s snake like hair twisted away with what seemed like surprise, but then she nodded, took my arm, and leaned on me as we walked.

“Victor!” A half dozen voices called out as soon as Emta, Sheela, Nomi, and I walked out of Hope’s doggie door and into the courtyard of the fort.

Trel and Gee were sitting over by the kiln. Quwaru, Liahpa and Urka were sitting around Youleena as the white-haired woman ran her fingers along a narrow piece of stone. Kacerie, Adella, and Keefaye were working with bowls by the side of the campfire, and I guessed my lover was teaching everyone about soapmaking. In the distance a few hundred yards away, I saw Galmine, Emerald, and Tannin walking in the garden. Tannin was still wearing her palm frond skirt and top, but it was more clothes than what some other women in the camp were wearing.

“Good morning!” I replied as everyone stopped working and turned to smile at me. “Let’s all meet and talk.” As I spoke, I gestured to the space in between the cooking fires and the kilns. The spot would let me talk to everyone at once from where they worked, but the women all turned away from their tasks and moved to stand or sit on the work table, and I saw Galmine, Emerald, and Tannin begin to make their way over from the garden.

“Are you hungry?” Kacerie asked as we all gathered. “Bruce has been bringing us fish all morning, and most of us have eaten.”

“He has?” I chuckled, and they all nodded. “What a good guy. Yeah, I’d love some fish. Emta and Nomi, have you eaten?”

“Yeah, but I could eat a bit more,” the olive-skinned woman answered as she leaned against the work table, and then she nodded as Kacerie gave her a plate of smoking fish.

“I ate a bit this morning,” Nomi said. “Kacerie had already brought me something earlier.”

“Thanks,” I said to Kacerie as she gave me a plate. I took a few bites of the fish and then smiled at Galmine, Emerald, and Tannin when they made their way over.

“I wasn’t here to welcome Quwaru, Emta, Zoru, Youleena, Urka, Adella, Keefaye, and Nomi,” I said as I gestured to the walls of the fort. “Welcome to our home. It’s your home now.”

“Thank you, Victor,” Quwaru said. “We were all worried about you, but this transition has gone better than I had guessed. Sheela, Kacerie, Trel, Galmine, and Emerald have made us feel like part of the family.” The rest of Quwaru’s friends nodded as she spoke, and I felt my chest warm with pride.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Trel said. “That is all fine. We have much work to do, and the extra women here will give me ample opportunities to show Victor that he is wrong about cross-species breeding. Kacerie, are you pregnant yet?”

“No, Trel,” Kacerie sighed as she covered her face and sighed. “It hasn’t been long--”

“It’s been four days,” Trel said. “Galmine and Sheela, are you preg--”

“Let’s change the subject,” I said quickly. “We have to talk about more important things.”

“What could be more important than our wombs carrying your offspring?” Trel scoffed. “We need--”

“Trel,” I said, and the spider-woman must have sensed my tone, and she smiled at me as she tapped her lip.

The other women from Quwaru’s group along with Tannin and Gee looked a bit confused, but then Kayfee raised her hand and wiggled her fingers.

“If you are looking for volunteers to impregnate,” the woman with the golden-unicorn horn coming out of her forehead started, “I would like to offer my body to you, Victor.”

I opened my mouth to answer, but then Trel laughed and tapped her fingers together. “See, Victor? The women from Quwaru’s tribe are very intelligent. I will add Keefaye to your schedule.”

“Thank you, Trel,” the golden-woman chimed in as she smiled.

“There is a schedule?” Adella asked as her big green eyes seemed to widen with surprise, “Is there a line? Should I get in--”

“I’ll add you to the schedule too,” Trel said. “Victor is booking up fast through, so everyone should claim their slot as soon as poss--”

“Okay!” I interrupted Trel and rubbed my eyes. “We don’t need to talk about who I’m having sex with right now. The point is that we survive, work on ways to improve the fort, and then help others.”

“But Victor,” Trel sighed. “That is exactly what will happen if you impregna--”

“Not a topic for today!” I growled, and Trel sighed as she shrugged her shoulders. Then I saw her glance at Adella, and both women nodded at each other.

“We have a running list of tasks to do every day,” I said as I glanced at everyone else. “We’ll start each day by talking about what we need to do. We’ll come up with ideas and then assign tasks to everyone based on their talents and what they would prefer to do. I might adjust tasks during the day, so we all try to meet back here for lunch and dinner. Does that sound alright?”

“Yes, that is very similar to what we are used to doing.” Quwaru and the other women from her tribe nodded.

“Just tell everyone what to do,” Gee said, and we all turned to her. The flame-woman was standing a bit away from Trel at the end of the semi-circle because of her heat.

“Ahhh, someone else that immediately recognizes Victor’s leadership abilities,” Trel cackled as she nodded at Gee. “I like you.”

“Thank you,” Gee replied as she smiled at Trel.

“When I need to give orders, I’ll give orders.” I shrugged and then turned back to the group. “I don’t have the answers to everything. We need each other to survive. I’m good at organizing this stuff, and the dinosaurs follow my orders, so I’ve taken the leadership role, but I want everyone to know that they can talk about their ideas to improve the camp. So we’ll try to stay on topic, but speak up if you feel that you need to. We all have to get used to working with each other.”

The women all nodded, and they all watched me take the last bite of my breakfast. Then I set the plate down on the work table and cleared my throat.

“First topic is always defense. Sheela, what are we working on?”

“All the platforms have been outfitted with spears,” the blonde woman said as she gestured to the distant outer wall. “They are mostly wooden points. The ones we made from obsidian are leaning against the wall by Hope’s door.” Sheela pointed to the other side of the campfire, and we all turned to see the group of five spears.

“Looks good,” I said.

“Youleena is going to make more spear and arrow points using her ability,” Sheela continued.

“Yes,” The willowy woman with the white hair said as she set her stone in her lap, wiped her hands on her long gray dress, and then held the rock back up so I could see it.

“Hmmm,” I said as I stepped closer to her so I could see. Youleena just pushed the stone toward me and I then carefully pinched it in my fingers as I took it from her hands.

“She does impressive work,” Liahpa commented, and I nodded as I stared at the stone. It was in the long spade-shape of a spearhead, but there were no rough teeth-like ridges from knapping the rock. The spearhead was smooth on the edges just like metal, and I ran the edge across the top of my nail. It felt incredibly sharp, and I passed it back.

“It’s amazing,” I said. “How long did it take you to do that?”

“A few minutes,” Youleena said, and her black eyes turned away from me as a bit of color came to her alabaster cheeks. “I’ve made a bunch and put them in the basket.”

“We’ll get them set into spear hafts today,” Sheela said as she handed the stone back to Youleena. “We’ll need more arrowheads as well, and we will begin crafting more bows. We still have about half of the pile of branches.” The blonde woman pointed back to the front gate, and I saw that the pile was about half the size as it had once been.

“Did you all figure out what to do with the ring?” I asked.

“No,” Sheela said as she shook her head and looked at Trel.

“I need metal to put in the center so I can attach a handle,” the spider-woman explained. “Wood won’t be sturdy enough.”

“What do you mean to do with the metal?” I asked.

“Observe,” Trel said as she used her spiderlegs to skip over closer to the cooking fire. The golden ring I had taken from the blue-skinned barbarian asshole was laying against one of the rock stools there, and she picked it up so that she could show everyone.

“The issue is that I can’t mount a wood handle to any angle on it, since the edges are incredibly sharp and will just cut through.” Trel moved one of her arms across the diameter of the axe. “If it was metal, the edge wouldn’t cut it.

“Hmmm,” I said as I pointed at Youleena. “What if we use her ability?”

“And make the handle out of stone?” Trel asked as she twisted her lips. “It would be really heavy.”

“Youleena,” I said as I took the ring from Trel’s fingers and held it out before the white-woman. “Can you fill this center with stone so it pushed out against the inner edges of the ring, but on each side, I need a handle to come out in the same direction and join below at a single handle? It will look like a wheel pizza cutter, only the wheel won’t move.”

“A huh cutter?” Urka asked as she stood up on her tiptoes to look at the ring.

“Oh,” I laughed. “Just food from my world. It is flat and cut with a tool that has a circular blade.”

“I can do it,” Youleena said with a slow nod. “I’ll need a larger rock. We can use one of the stools, or I can crack a piece off the work table.”

“We’ll go out and get one,” I said.

“It will still be too heavy,” Trel sighed.

“She is correct,” Youleena said. “It will weigh at least twenty pounds, unless I can find some light stone, but that might not be dense enough to take impact abuse.”

“It’s for Liahpa,” I said as I pointed to the silver-skinned woman.

“Me?” she asked.

“Yep,” I chuckled. “Sheela might be able to use it, but you are the strongest in our group.”

“Ahem,” Gee said from the side. “I might contest that.”

“In your Eye-Q, what is your strength?” I asked the fire-woman.

“Eight,” she said after she blinked her eyes.

“Liahpa is stronger,” I said, “but this isn’t a pissing contest. You have your flame whip, and anything you touch burns, so you’ll probably melt any weapon you hold.”

“Fair point,” Gee said with a tilt of her head.

“My strength is actually eleven now,” Liahpa admitted.

“Really? Damn, that is great. You’ll be able to use this weapon even better. Oh, that reminds me, is my gear still on the stegos?”

“We unloaded everything,” Kacerie said. “The tools we put in the pile on the other side of the workbench, and the items that you used to build a hut we were going to use to put a roof over the spot where you are standing now so we have more shelter to work under.”

“Great idea,” I said, and then I motioned for the women to wait in the semi-circle while I walked over to the other side of the worktable. In a pile there, I found the Cricket Bat of Doom, and I brought it over to them.

“Did you see this?” I asked Sheela as I passed her the weapon.

“Ohhh,” she purred as she spun the weapon on her hands as if it weighed as much as a feather. “It is clever.”

“Yeah,” I said, and then I pointed to Youleena. Sheela passed the weapon to the white-woman, who fixed her black eyes on the teeth attached to the edges.

“I can easily do this,” she said. “In fact, if we could figure out how to carve cross slices across the perimeter inside where these teeth are glued with sap, I could make the rock just fill in the gap there. Then we wouldn’t need to use the sap, and the teeth would stay in place better.”

“It might be hard to carve into the wood in that direction,” Sheela said. “It would involve a hooked blade that could fit into the slot and then cut sideways.”

“I don’t know how you would do it.” Youleena shrugged. “I’m letting you know that it would work great if you could figure that end out.

“You can shape the stone as you want?” Gee asked.

“Yes,” Youleena replied. “I touch it with my fingers, and it obeys my wishes.”

“Victor, can I see that weapon?” Gee asked, and Sheela took it from Youleena and walked it over to the fire-woman.

“I can’t make those small side cuts she wants,” Gee said, “but I think I can do something that might work just as well. Can you all bring me a branch? Maybe something half the size of the diameter as Victor’s toothy paddle.”

“I’m calling it the Cricket Bat of Doom,” I said with a laugh. “We’ll find you a piece of wood after we plan the day. I already have some other jobs planned for you.”

“Great,” Gee said as she smiled at me.

“What else?” I asked Sheela.

“The other tribe,” she began. “From what Emerald said, they are far away, but they must know of our location. We should begin our training soon. Everyone should know how to stab with a spear and be able to shoot a bow and arrow.”

“Agreed,” I said. “Do we have enough spears and bows?”

“Not enough bows,” Sheela said.

“Okay. Then we’ll start with spear training. We’ll do half an hour before every meal starting with dinner tonight, since it’s almost lunch time. When we get more bows made, we’ll do archery practice. Sound good?”

“Yes, Victor,” Sheela said with her usual stoic nod.

“That alright with everyone else?” I asked the group. “It’s important that we all learn how to defend ourselves, so an hour and a half to two hours a day spent in self defense training is a good use of our time.”

Everyone nodded, and I looked back at Sheela.

“That is all I have,” she said with a shrug. “Other than Trel’s look out station up in the tree.”

“We can speak of that when it is my turn to talk,” Trel said as she winked at me.

“Okay,” I said as I turned to Galmine, “food is next.”

“The garden is coming along nicely,” the gray-skinned woman said. “But we are still a month away from having a good production of sustainable food for our number of people. I would like to leave the camp walls again and explore more of the valley looking for edibles.”

“We also need more creatures to lay eggs,” I said. “I haven’t seen any yet.”

“I should check the fish traps again,” Kacerie said. “It has been a few days, but the flying dinosaur you brought home seems to be happy to bring us fish all throughout the day. That could mean we don’t have to go to the river.”

“Who got the dinos water while I was away?” I asked, and Trel, Kacerie, Liahpa, Sheela, and Emerald looked at each other.

“They allowed me to ride them, but I did not think to take them out of the fort,” Sheela said. “I poured water onto plates for them, but they did not seem interested in drinking. I believe they missed you too much to care about drinking.”

“We all missed you,” Galmine said, and the rest of the group of beautiful women nodded as they all smiled at me.

“Alright,” I said as I returned their grins. “The dinos are all probably really thirsty. Especially Hope. I’ll take them all down to the river after we finish the meeting. We need to build some kind of water trough next to the wells so that they can all get drinks without leaving the fort. The raptors and troodons are also probably really hungry since I haven’t fed them in a few days. I’ll have to take them hunting.”

I realized that I was still really far away from being able to have automated type systems for dinosaur care. If we could get the water troughs set up next to the wells, which would be a good place for all the dinos to drink, but I still had to worry about the small predators I had tamed getting their daily fat and protein. I’d also have to worry about the herbivores getting a good supply of grass and greens. We still had plenty of grass inside of the fort, but I didn’t think it would last forever, especially now that I had the three stegos. I also knew that the dinos probably weren’t getting all the vitamins and minerals that they needed from just the grass in our fort. They were going to need plant leaves, roots, and lake moss.

I realized that I’d put off going back to the lake for almost a week now. The Utahraptors were probably gone, and if they were, I could take all the dinos there for drinking, plant eating, and hunting.

“I will go to the river with you,” Liahpa said.

“Yeah,” Kacerie said. “I need to check the fish traps, so I’ll go as well.”

“I can check them,” Liahpa said quickly. “There is no need for you to go. I know you are working on soap.”


“Sure,” Kacerie said, and then she turned to me. “We might not need traps anymore if the big flying dino Victor got us will keep bringing us fish, but I think we are going to need a lot more clay. Especially if you want to build a trough for all of the dinos to drink from.”




“Yes,” Trel agreed. “So if you go to the lake, bring back as much clay as you possibly can. Or get more from the river. Either way. I only have about a cubic foot of it left.”

“I can help get it with Victor,” Liahpa said. “We’ll take care of it.”

“You seem quite interested in going with Victor,” Kacerie said as she shot the silver-woman a smirk.

“Ahhhh, well, ummm, yeah.” Liahpa bit her lip and then her cheeks seemed to turn a slight shade of red when she saw the other women looking at her. “I just want to get out of the walls. Feeling cooped up.”

“I can go with you as well,” Emta said. “My back and arms are strong, I can--”

“Nope,” Quwaru interrupted. “You are still too injured.”

“Isn’t Victor in charge now?” Emta asked as she scrunched her nose and pointed at me.

“I agree with Quwaru,” I laughed. “Just take it easy for a few days. There is plenty of work to do around the fort. What was I talking about?”

“Feeding and watering the dinos,” Kacerie reminded me, and I nodded at her. The salon-owner was really good at keeping track of all the tasks we had floating in the air, and I appreciated her help.

“So let’s move onto sanitation,” I said.

“Great,” Kacerie said as she clapped her hands. “You saw the new hut we built, but we still need the outhouse with the compost pile. You also mentioned something about clothes since it does seem like the weather is starting to get cooler.”

“And we need clay roof tiles, adobe blocks to make new huts, and paving stones to help keep the ground from turning into a muddy mess,” I said.

“So more clay?” Kacerie smiled at me.

“The adobe we can make out of mud mixed with dried grass,” I said, “but it will need to sit out in the sun to bake for a few days.”

“Can’t she help bake them quicker?” Adella asked as she pointed to Gee. “I can feel how hot her skin is from across the camp fires.”

“Yeah,” I said as we all turned to Gee.

“I suppose that I can help with that,” the onyx-skinned woman said with a shrug. “Just tell me what you want me to do, Victor. I am yours to command.”

“I’m also yours to command,” Keefaye said as she waved at me. “Whatever you want.”

“Me too!” Adella sang with her beautiful voice.

“Thanks for all the help,” I said as I smiled at them. Then I caught Quwaru’s silver eyes and I nodded at her.

“It seems like many tasks,” the red-skinned woman said. “We are all happy to be a part of this.”

“Thanks, Quwaru,” I said. “I think that’s a lot to do today, but I have one more thing I want to bring up.”

“I also have several topics,” Trel said as she tapped her finger on her lips. “As first wife, I should have a moment to order everyone around.”

“Trel, we aren’t ‘ordering everyone around,’” I laughed. “We are all a team.”

“Pffttt,” the beautiful woman raspberried as her legs drummed on the grass behind her. “They want me to tell them what to do. They all like it.”

“Not really,” Urka chuckled in her high-pitched voice.

“Well, you should be happy about it,” Trel sighed. “After all, my building creations will make all our lives better. But also, because I will need your help especially.”

“Me?” Urka asked as her four eyes blinked.

“Yes,” Trel said as she smiled wickedly, then she turned to me and raised her eyebrows as if she was waiting for me to let her start.

“What do you have for us?” I asked quickly so that the group wouldn’t begin to argue.

“I have built the water filter,” Trel said as she gestured toward Hope’s door. “Did you see it?”

“I didn’t just see it,” I said. “I took a long drink from one of the jugs. It tastes wonderful. You did a great job.”

“Thank you, Victor,” Trel said as a hint of color came to her pale cheeks and her spider legs happily drummed on the grass behind her. “I am not entirely happy with the result though. We still have to climb up the ladder to dump the initial jug of water in. It is a manual process, and I want to create a pump system based off the siphon mechanics. That way we will have a constant flow of water into the top reservoir of the filter. Once I put a valve switch on the bottom, the siphon will only pull water up when the reservoir at the top needs more. It will make the process of getting fresh water automatic, and we will only have to clean the tank every few weeks.”

“Sounds great,” I said. “What do you need from us?”

“You are already getting more clay,” she said, “but I will need to make my first pipe from it, so I want everyone to look for a uniform length of stick that I can use as my mold.”

“Can’t Youleena make a pipe shape from a boulder?” I asked.

“Yes,” the white-woman said with a shrug. “I just need a boulder and for Trel to tell me how long she needs it.”

“Ohhhhh,” Trel purred as she tapped her long black finger against her lips. “I like you a lot.”

“What about me?” Urka asked. “You said you needed me for something?”

“Yeah,” Trel said. “I think my filtration system is good, but I’m interested in seeing if you can use your powers to kill any bacteria in the tank before they go through the filter.”

“Hmmm,” Urka said as she tapped her right foot and blinked her eyes. “I can try, but how would we know if it worked?”

“We can start with unfiltered water,” Trel said. “In smaller jugs. I’ll have you use your powers on one, and then we can leave a few others untreated. I’ll keep all of them covered, and then we can check on them a few days later. Sheela has a good sense of smell, so she can sense if there is a biofilm growing.”

We all glanced at Sheela, and the cat-woman nodded.

“Worth a try,” Urka said. “I’m happy to help with anything. I feel like my ability is the least powerful of everyone’s, and I can’t help that much with the jobs because I am short.”

“Bah!” Trel spat. “Your size is nothing to be ashamed of, and I think your ability is amazing. We just need to find something useful and unique for it.”

“Uhhh, thank you.” Urka seemed really surprised by Trel’s words, but I knew that was just how the spider-woman worked. She was prickly on the outside, but she had a big heart, and cared about others a lot.

“We’ll find stuff for you to do, Urka,” I said. “Don’t worry. Everyone has a place in our tribe.”

“Thanks, Victor,” Urka said with a grateful smile.

“What is her power?” Gee asked as she pointed at Urka. “Actually, what is everyone’s power? I am still unclear on the matter.”

“Let’s talk about it over dinner, Gee,” I said, and the woman nodded. I didn’t want to get into a long discussion about it before everyone had their jobs assigned, but I was also still a bit nervous about playing our hand to the fire-woman too early. I wanted to believe that she had changed her tune for real, and was going to be fine following my orders and being part of our tribe, but if Kacerie’s Lance was down, I wanted to hold off on talking about everyone’s powers until I was convinced that Gee wasn’t going to betray me.

“To continue, there is the lookout tower,” Trel said as she pointed to the tree, and everyone turned to look up at the magnificent redwood.

“It will take me forever to build a platform up there myself, so I need to make a ladder so that everyone else can climb up there. I also need to construct a pulley system to haul up logs that we’ll use to build the platform, and I need a team who can go up there with me.”

“I am fine with heights,” Sheela said.

“Me as well,” Liahpa said.

“I’ll come, if you all will let me.” Emta raised her hand.

“Same,” Urka squeaked.

“Whatever you need, Trel.” Quwaru nodded. “It sounds like a great idea for protecting us.”

“Great!” Trel cackled as she tapped her fingers together and looked at me. “When do you want me to focus on the project?”

“Let’s talk about my last topic first,” I said as I moved back to the piles of equipment and hut pieces that had been unloaded from the stegos. I found the pile of green rocks to the side of the palm fronds, and I picked three of the larger ones up before I turned to the group.

“Look at these, and pass them around,” I said as I handed one of the greenish-colored rocks to Sheela, Trel, and Youleena.

“What is it?” Trel asked as she rotated her rock in her fingers.

“Gee and I think it is malachite,” I said as I nodded at the fire-woman.

“Mala-who?” Kacerie asked after Trel had handed her the rock.

“Copper!” Youleena laughed as she lifted the rock up so that the sun caught some of the smoother edges and displayed the green.

“You think it is?” I asked the willowy-woman. “I figured that you or Galmine might be able to confirm?”

“May I see it?” Galmine asked, and Sheela handed the gray-skinned woman the rock. She held it in her hand a few moments and then nodded at us. “I feel metal inside of it. Everywhere, but it’s not complete. It is missing something.”

“Missing something?” Trel asked. “It is just a rock. Don’t you just melt them for metal?”

“I am not sure, Trel,” Galmine said with a slow shrug. “My people didn’t use much metal, but I know earth, and I can feel that the metal inside of these rocks needs life. It needs to breathe, and smoke, and become something else before it is a metal.”

“It is carbon,” Urka said. “Sometimes raw ore needs to be mixed with it to form metal. I don’t know much about the process, but my people did use a lot of metal.”

“How do we mix carbon with it?” Keefaye asked as she took the rock from Kacerie, glanced at it, and then passed it to Adella.

“I don’t know,” Urka said with a shrug. “It wasn’t my expertise. Sorry.”

“The stone feels the same to me everywhere,” Youleena said. “I can’t sense the parts of it like Galmine can.”

“Isn’t ash or charcoal carbon?” I asked as I pointed into the fire.

“Maybe the burned parts,” said Kacerie. “I’m using the white ashes to make lye. I guess they might be the same.”

“Okay, we are going to try three different methods,” I said. “We are going to grind up this malachite first. Then we’re going to mix some with charcoal, like maybe a really blackened piece of wood. Then we’ll mix some with ash. Then we’ll mix some with nothing to see what happens. We’ll cook them up really hot, let them cool, and see what we get. I’ve got a few dozen pounds of the rock, so it should let us play around with it. If we can actually get some copper, we can make weapons, or something.”

“If we can get a lot of copper, a lot of our problems will be solved,” Keefaye said as she crossed her arms and nodded.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Copper is antimicrobial,” the golden-horned woman answered.

“What is that?” Emta asked.

“It means that bacteria, algae and other small forms of life don’t like the metal.” Keefaye said. “All of my blessed vessels that I would use for my water were copper, but it wasn’t because they were really ‘blessed,’ it was because no biofilm would grow around the water.”

“But you turned it into alcohol,” I pointed out, “that could be why--”

“No,” she laughed. “Before. They would bring me the water to bless, but always in copper.”

“Come to think of it, the bathtubs that my people used near our springs were made of copper,” Youleena said as she bit her lip.

“My people also used copper containers for water,” Nomi said quietly, and everyone turned to nod at her.

“Huh,” Kacerie said, “The sinks in my salon were copper. I had it designed because I liked the way they looked, but now that I think about it, I never really had to clean them all that much.”

“Copper also conducts electricity,” Trel said as she looked at Urka, and the blue-haired woman nodded.

“We could cover the dino’s water trough in copper,” I said.

“I could remake the filters with copper,” Trel mused.

“We could do all the jugs with copper,” Kacerie said.

“Sounds like we will need a lot of copper,” Quwaru laughed as she bounced one of the rocks in her red hand. “Victor, where did you find this?”

“It’s about a day and a half travel east upriver of the marsh area that is north of your beach.”

“That spot is past where the Burners had their camp,” Quwaru said.

“There is a massive wall of it,” I said as I looked to where the three stegos rested on the grass. “I put some trees across the back shields of the stegosauruses to make a bit of a holding container. Trel, do you think you can design something better that we can use to haul a lot of the rock?”

“Of course!” she scoffed. “I’ll start work on it--”

“First, we have to figure out if these rocks are malachite,” I laughed as I pointed to the one Youleena still held. “If we can’t turn it into copper, it won’t make any sense to go get anymore.”

“Do you really want to make that long of a trip back there?” Adella asked. “It seems so far away, and we all missed you when you were gone.”

“I agree,” Trel said. “It is too dangerous to have you go. We need you here for planning and inseminating our wom--”

“We don’t know if the rocks are going to work yet,” I interrupted her. “We gotta try to cook them first.”

“Do we just throw them in the kiln?” Kacerie asked. “You said we should grind it up, but how do we mix in the carbon or ash?”

We all stood around and looked at each other for a few moments, but then Gee cleared her throat.

“I can just take them in my hands and try to heat it to melting,” she said as she opened her palms. Her arms suddenly glowed bright yellow, and Trel and I took a step away from her as the air became too hot. As we watched, Gee closed her fingers around the air as if she was cupping water, and then she moved her thumbs so that they were on top of the cavity.

The shape of her hands gave me an idea.

“Okay, I think I’ve got it,” I said as I turned back to everyone. “We need to run six experiments. We’ll need to make tiny clay containers that we can put the crushed up rocks into with the mixture of charcoal, ash, and nothing. One of each kind we’ll put into the furnace, and then the other set we’ll give Gee to play with and heat. My only concern is that we won’t be able to let it cool easily since it will be in her hands. Any ideas?”

“If it does make copper, it will be close to liquid as I heat it,” Gee said with a shrug, “I can just pour it out onto a stone or clay plate.”

“Sounds like a plan,” I said with a laugh. “Damn, I hope this works.”

“Me too,” Kacerie said. “If we can get a lot of copper, we’ll really be able to upgrade our sanitation practices.”

“And weaponry,” Sheela said.

“And our fort building projects,” Trel said smugly.

“Okay,” I said. “I’ve got a list of stuff we all have to do today. Give me a minute to think through them, and then I’ll assign projects to everyone. Cool?”

“Uhh, Victor, it is warm out,” Adella said as she blinked her big green eyes.

“Oh, yeah,” I laughed.

Then I took a deep breath, closed my eyes for a few seconds, and let the puzzle pieces of our projects fall into place in my mind.


Chapter 10

“Liahpa, Galmine, Youleena, and I are going to take the group of dinos to the lake for water, plant food, hunting, and clay,” I said to everyone as I began to lay out my plan for the day. “On the way there and back, we’ll look for vegetables for planting and a rock that Youleena can use to give the golden ring a handle. Liahpa, bring the ring with us.”

“Okay,” the floating woman said. “However, I would prefer to have some alone time with yo--”

“Maybe later,” I said with a shrug. “We’ve got a lot of shit to do right now.”

“I get it.” She frowned, but carefully picked up the soul ring.

“Thanks,” I said. “Make sure we have all the baskets for clay on Tom.”

“Will do,” Liahpa said, and then she floated down to the ground and began to gather all the baskets near the kiln.

“Gee, Sheela, and Emta. I want the three of you to work together to craft more spear and arrow shafts along with bows.”

“Yes, Victor,” Sheela said with her usual nod.

“Gee, show them your idea for that club you have, and use your fire whip to help them carve the weapons faster.”

“Glad to help,” she said.

“Trel, you are going to crush the malachite, make the clay containers, fill them the three different ways, and then put the one set in the kiln before you get Gee to do her part with the heat. I’m guessing you’ll need help, so pick who you want to work with you.”

“Hmmm,” Trel said as she looked over the women. “Urka, and Tannin.”

“Me?” the tangerine-haired elf gasped as she pointed to herself.

“Of course,” Trel sighed.

“But, I’m not very strong or--”

“Bah!” Trel snapped, “just come help me. I want to get to know you better.”

“Oh,” Tannin said with a faint smile.

“Kacerie, how are you in the soap making process?” I asked. “Can you take a break?”

“Yep,” she said. “It is just resting.”

“I need you, Quwaru, and Keefaye to work on the shelter for this meeting spot right where we are standing.”

“We’ll do it,” Kacerie said, and both Quwaru and Keefaye nodded.

“Emerald,” I said as I turned to the green-scaled woman with the gemstones on her face. “I need you, Adella, and Nomi to figure out how to make the adobe. You are going to dig a hole, mix the loose dirt with a bit of water to make mud that is about the consistency of clay, and then mix grass, or some of the cut up old fern leaves, or maybe some ash from the fire with it. Maybe you can use pine needles from the pile of branches where Gee, Emta, and Sheela are working.”

Emerald nodded along with Adella and Nomi.

“Make a rectangle mold out of wood that is about this wide by this long,” I explained as I moved my hands to about the size of a base of a loaf of bread, “and then add a long lip-like bump on one side at about three quarters of the way up. The idea is that the part will hang on one of the wooden beams we’ll use for the roof and then we’ll stack the shingles up on top of each other using the lip to hold them in place so water will run off.”

Emerald nodded, tapped her temple, and then pointed to my hands. I turned to look at Adella and Nomi, and they also nodded.

“Make as many as you can and lay them out in the burnt area of the grass where Gee has been standing. The sun should bake them, but I might have Gee walk by to expedite the process.

“Happy to help,” she said.

“I think that’s it,” I said to the group, then I looked at Kacerie. “Did I miss anything?”

“More arrowheads from Youleena, paving stones, toilet, a compost pile, clothes, pipes for the water filtration system, the lookout tower, having Urka experiment with the jugs of water, and the storage saddle trunks for the new dinosaurs you brought us with the plates on their back,” the pink-haired woman tallied off as she counted with her fingers.

“Wow,” Quwaru said. “That is impressive.”

“I have a decent memory,” Kacerie laughed. “But from the look on Victor’s face, he didn’t forget any of those.”

“Nope,” I chuckled, “but we’ll have to get to them later tonight or tomorrow. Anyone have any questions?”

“Yes,” Nomi said quietly as she raised her hand, and we all turned to her. “What of Zoru?”

“Can you bring him water and some food every so often?” I asked. “I think he’ll need a week or so to recover, maybe even longer.”

“That was my plan,” Nomi said. “Just wanted to make sure you thought it was okay.”

“Great,” I said as I looked back at the group. It didn’t look like anyone had anything else to say, so I gave them all the widest smile that I possibly could. “Alright. Everyone get to their jobs. Kacerie, can I see you alone for a minute before you get started.”

“Yep,” she said, and then everyone split into their groups and began to move around the camp.

I gestured for Kacerie to follow me, and we walked back under Hope’s door and inside the inner fort. I double checked to make sure no one strolled near us and then turned to face her.

“You used your Lance on the way here?” I whispered.

“Yes,” she sighed. “I didn’t quite know what to do. I wanted to wait at the cave, but I knew Trel and Sheela would get worried after a few days. When I figured out that we could ride the dinosaurs, and my Lance reset, the choice became easier.”

“You made the correct decision,” I said.

“Thanks,” Kacerie sighed and then reached out to touch my arm. “I ahhh, well, I missed you. I guessed that you were okay, but I didn’t know for sure. You make this leadership stuff look easy. I had to agonize over every single decision.”

“You are used to leading people,” I said. “You had your own business.”

“Yes,” she laughed, “but no one was going to die if I made a mistake. I’m glad you are back, not just because I love you, but because you seemed to have been born for this.”

“I dunno if I was born for it,” I said. “It’s kind of toug--”

“Nope,” she laughed. “I see the look you get in your eyes when you get to planning. You are happy doing this, and when I see you happy, it makes me happy.”

“I want to make you happy,” I laughed.

“You can make me happy. Maybe tonight?” she raised a pink eyebrow.

“I’d love that,” I said as I pulled her to me and planted my mouth on hers. We kissed for a good half a minute, and I could feel her heart hammer in her chest as her moans filled my mouth before I let her go.

“Yessss,” she sighed as she leaned into my chest. “Not that I’m going to complain, but did you pull me aside just to kiss me, or was there something else?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m not sure I trust Gee.”

“Oh?” Kacerie asked as she looked up into my eyes.

“She’s a powerful military commander on her old world, and she admitted that she planned on over throwing her rulers when she returned from her latest conquest. Then she explained how she thought she would probably make a better leader than me.”

“Oh,” Kacerie said flatly, and I saw her light blue eyes harden.

“I think she turned around during the last part of our journey back home, but she doesn’t really know what anyone’s abilities are. I wanted to take a talley and get updated from everyone’s Eye-Q to see if anyone’s abilities or stats have increased, but I don’t want to do it in front of her.”

“I can understand,” she hissed.

“She doesn’t know you have Lance,” I clarified.

“And she doesn’t know that I have it on reset either,” Kacerie replied. “Got it. I’ll be on the lookout for her asking questions, and I’ll let everyone else know what is going on.”

“Don’t tell everyone I’m suspicious,” I said. “I don’t want people to act strange around her. Just keep an eye and ear open. I’m going to try to tell Trel and Sheela as soon as I can, but if you can get them alone before me, let them know. I want to give Gee a chance.”

“You are a kind man, Victor,” Kacerie said as she reached up to stroke my beard stubble.

“I want people to work together so that we can survive and have some happiness.”

“You know what I’m talking about,” she whispered. “You gave me a bunch of chances.”

“It all worked out.” I smiled and reached up to touch where her fingers touched my chin.

“In many wonderful ways,” she said as her fingers trailed down my chin, neck, and then came to rest on my bare chest. “I’m looking forward to tonight, but I’d better get to work before I'm missed.”

“Great,” I said. “See ya.”

Kacerie gave me a wink, and then I watched her walk out of Hope’s door and into the main area of the courtyard. Even though I’d just had a great bout of sex with Sheela, I couldn’t help but watch Kacerie’s ass sway in her tight jeans when she walked.

Yeah, it was really damn good to be home with my women.

“Speaking of beautiful women,” I said as I walked over to Hope. “You wanna come with us and get some exercise, food and water?”

Hope let out a nervous toot and then bent her head down to nuzzle her egg.

“It will be safe here until we get back,” I said as I stroked Hope’s neck, but she let out another shy toot and then wiggled her chest down so that she was nesting on the egg again.

“Come on, sweetie, you have to get out and get some exercise and food. You are getting really skinny.”

Hope let out an apologetic toot, and then she nuzzled her head against my chest before gently pushing me away.

“Ugh,” I sighed. “You are going to hurt yourself. How about I get a babysitter?”

Hope let out an inquisitive toot and then stared at me with her big brown eyes.

“Yeah, I’ll get someone for you. Hold on a second.” I walked out of the doggie door and then looked across the group. Everyone was pretty busy doing the tasks I had assigned, but Liahpa, Youleena, and Galmine had all climbed up on Tom’s back and were looking toward me.

I commanded the big trike to trot over, and then I gestured up to the beautiful gray-skinned woman.

“Sorry Galmine, change of plans. I need you to stay here.”

“Oh no, is something wrong?” she asked as she moved to slide down Tom’s side.

“Hope won’t leave unless someone sits with her egg, would you mind--”

“Absolutely!” Galmine cheered and clapped her hands. “I love babies! Do you think Hope would mind? I will wrap my arms around that beautiful egg and sing the sweetest songs to it!”

“I think she’ll be totally fine with you,” I laughed and then walked with Galmine into the inner fort.

As soon as Hope saw the rock woman, she let out a grateful toot, shifted her legs, and then stood to evacuate the nest. It was as if the two women understood each other, and Galmine let out a thankful sigh as she sat in Hope’s nest and wrapped her arms around the ottoman-sized egg. Hope nuzzled Galmine’s cheek, Galmine let out a giggle, and then Hope pranced out the door and rubbed her body along Bob’s as if she was a cat. Bob let out a low toot of joy, and then the two parasauruses leaned into each other like newlyweds. Before I could leave, I heard a chirp from behind me, and I turned to see Jinx run around the well and jump into Galmine’s lap.

“You gonna help me babysit, Jinx?” she asked, and the little chocobo-bird let out a happy tweet as he nestled into Galmine’s stomach.

I moved back to Tom, jumped up on his knee, and then grabbed Liahpa’s hand so that I could get up onto the saddle easier. Then I commanded my small army of dinosaurs to trot to the gate. Sheela pulled the doors open as we approached, and then she gave us a wave once we rode through. As we rode past, I realized that the cheetah-woman still had my Cricket Bat of Doom, but Liahpa had tied a few spears and axes to the saddle next to the baskets. I also had my full group of dinos along for the trip, so I doubted that I’d need to use a weapon.

Then we were across the bridge and heading east into the redwood forest toward the lake.

“You are worried about those black raptors,” Liahpa said after we had ridden a minute or so in silence.

“Yeah,” I admitted. “I saw a group of them take out two massive long-neck dinosaurs at the lake around the time you and Emerald came to this world.

“Can you tame them?” the red-eyed woman asked.

“I don’t know,” I said. “I tamed Grumpy, and he’s probably bigger than a carnotaurus, but we’ve ran into a group of them before, and my ability didn’t work on them.”

“Hmmm,” she said. “Grumpy is the one you left at the river to the south of us?”

“Yeah,” I said. “You’ll know why I call him Grumpy when you see him. He likes to be by the water, so I need to figure out a way to get him close to us. I also don’t really understand how I tamed him.”

“Our abilities are strange,” Youleena said. “None of my people were able to do exactly what I can do with stone. Some of them could shape it to a limited degree, but the rock seems to obey my command completely.”

“Yeah,” Liahpa agreed. “None of my people could make things heavier. It doesn’t make a lot of sense. The Eye-Q doesn’t explain how it works or what the leveling does.”

“If it works like my power, then it should mean that you can do bigger stuff faster. What level are your abilities?”

“Two,” Liahpa answered.

“Three,” Youleena said. “It was one when I first got here, but every month or so it seems to increase as I use it.”

“You have been here a long time,” Liahpa said.

“It feels like a lifetime,” the willowy woman laughed as she pulled back her hair. “I’ve come to enjoy it though.”

“Really?” Liahpa asked with surprise clear on her face.

“My old life was somewhat complicated,” Youleena sighed over the wind.

“I’m interested in the story,” I said.

“Me too,” Liahpa said.

Youleena didn’t speak for a moment, and I had to adjust the direction of the trotting dinosaurs to the north a bit. The change in direction caused both of the women’s hair to fly in my face, and I realized that I’d somehow taken both of the women with white hair on this adventure.

We reached the eastern bend of the river, and I could tell that my dinos wanted to drink, so I ordered them to pause on the edge, and the crew all bent their necks down for some water. I didn’t want them to drink too much in case we had to retreat back from the lake, but I also didn’t want them to go without water in case we did have to retreat back from the lake and scurry with our tails between our legs all the way back to our fort.

I had a small army of dinos now, but I knew we couldn’t stand against a small army of Utahraptors.

“I am one of the rulers of my people,” Youleena finally said, and both Liahpa and I turned toward her.

“Don’t look so surprised!” the white-woman laughed.

“It’s not that,” I chuckled. “You just don’t seem like the ruler type.”

“What is the ruler type?” she asked as she raised a white eyebrow.

“As Victor often calls them: assholes,” Liahpa laughed.

“Where the waste comes out of our body?” Youleena asked with confusion.

“It’s slang,” I laughed. “Just means someone that is unkind or full of themselves, or-- well, you get it.”

“I was descended from a long line of Stone Priestesses,” Youleena whispered, and Liahpa and I leaned in close so we could hear. “When I came of age, my birth mother was forced to retire, and I was tasked with leading our people and selecting mates to breed with.”

“Yep, sounds terrible,” I laughed.

“There were no decisions to make though,” Youleena sighed. “We just dug out our cities and worked. I wasn’t even allowed to work, of course. So my only decision came down to which male to mate with.”

“Now that sounds horrible,” Liahpa laughed, and then she surprised me by poking me in the side with her elbow.

“It was just dull,” Youleena sighed, “and I sound like an idiot for saying this, since my home was safe and secure. There were a few other families on our world, and if we ever met them, we might war over cavern spaces, but there was nothing to do but work, breed, and then work some more. We had few artists, and I loved to look at their designs, but they were not respected in our community, and the pastime was judged as immature and wasteful by the majority.”

“You felt trapped,” I said, but it wasn’t really a question.

“Yes,” Youleena agreed. “I was afraid when I came here, but Quwaru, Emta, and Will-Lack took me in. It is good that we joined with you. I can already tell this will be a better life for us.”

“That’s my goal,” I said. “I want us to all be safe and try to prosper.”

“That is what Quwaru said.” Youleena smiled at me and then looked at the dinosaurs drinking in the river. “All these creatures you command really help.”

“They do,” I said, and then I commanded them to stop drinking so we could continue across the river, through the jungle, and up the hill that separated our valley from where the lake was.

I slowed the caravan down when we reached the base of the hill and took a deep breath. “Okay, if we see the Utahraptors, we are just going to turn and run. If we don’t see the Utahraptors, we still might run, but we’ll pay attention to any other dinos that might be drinking.”

The two women nodded, and then I pushed the group of dinos up the slope so that we could peak over the crest. The position was kind of shitty because it meant that anyone who looked in this direction could see all of us on the side of the hill, but this area was somewhat thick with trees, so I reasoned that anyone behind us would have to be a few hundred yards away to see us in any detail.

The lake below looked like a large hand with long “finger” parts that spread out on the side closest to us. I didn’t see any of the black feathered raptors, or the corpses of the two brontos they had killed here a week ago. Hell, had it only been a week? I was losing track of the days on Dinosaurland, but it felt like it must have been at least ten days ago.

“It looks pretty clear,” I said as I ran my eyes over the beach. I could see all of the coast from our position on the top of the hill, and the only creatures I saw were a group of four trikes on the second finger of the hand somewhat near us, a herd of a dozen parasaurs on the far side of the lake where they usually ate, and three of the big turtles sunning themselves on the beach halfway up the coast on the left side.

The turtles actually looked like they might be good hunting for my crew of troodons and raptors.

“Let’s head down,” I said as I pushed the group quickly over the hill’s crest and down the jungle covered slope. As we walked, I looked up in the sky and commanded Bruce to do a quick loop around the water and let me know if there was any danger he could see. The pteranodon must have guessed I was nervous because he didn’t let out his usual honk. Instead, he just swooped down the side of the jungle and then soared over the lake with his large wings spread to catch any stray air waves.

We made it to the edge of the lake, and I commanded everyone to head over to the finger where we used to get our clay. The boot prints I had once seen here were long gone, but now that I was looking, I did see a large boulder sitting about thirty feet from the shore by the edge of the jungle.

“Okay team,” I said as I stood up and grabbed a few baskets from the trunk area of Tom’s saddle. “The herbivore dinos are going to eat some lake algae and drink some water. The carnivore dinosaurs are going to hunt those turtles up on the side of the lake’s beach to our left, Youleena is going to try to make the handle out of the boulder over there, and Liahpa and I are going to get a bunch of clay.”

“The boulder by the edge of the jungle?” the white-woman asked nervously as she glanced at where I had pointed.

“I’m going to put the stegos over as a guard,” I said as I commanded Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock to move in that area. “They’ll eat some of the jungle, and then get their water when you are done. Do you need help with the design?”

“No,” Youleena said as she took the ring from Liahpa and took a step toward the boulder with the stegos. “Your idea is good, I should be able to complete it in an hour or two, but it will be heavy.”

“The weight won’t be an issue,” I said as I smiled at the floating woman.

“I hope not,” Liahpa laughed, and then she grabbed a pair of baskets and pointed toward the clay.

“Yeah,” I said, “I’m going to have the troodons and balaurs attack those turtles, but go ahead and get started on the clay.”

“Will do,” she replied, and I turned my attention to the three dinosaur turtles up the coast from us.

I guessed that each of the creatures were about the size of a loveseat style couch. They were sunning themselves on the beach, but facing the jungle as if to stay alert for predators. It was a smart move on their part, and I guessed their plan was to retreat into the water if they needed to flee something on the land.

I’d have to make it so they couldn’t escape.

“Alright Scoob, Shag, Fred, Velma, and Daphne, you five are up,” I said, and the orange tiger-striped troodons let out hoots of excitement before they ran into the jungle on my left. The lean predators seemed to melt into the jungle, and I marveled again at how well orange and black striped feathers could meld into a green backdrop.

As soon as I sensed that the troodons had reached a good fifty yards up past the three turtles, I made them sneak to the edge of the jungle and turned to the balaur bondocs.

“Alright Chandler, Joey, Ross, Rachel, Monica, and Phoebe, you all ready to get a meal?”

Chandler let out an affirmative hiss that the other balaurs echoed. These raptors looked a bit like the troodons, but their feathers were shades of white, cream, and light brown. They were also yoked like bodybuilders, and I knew they were strong enough to fuck up the slightly larger green feathered deinonychus that had once plagued our camp.

The balaurs weren’t speed demons though, and they weren’t sneaky. All they had was a strange military discipline and legs, arms, and chests that looked like they came from a Utahraptor. Together with the troodons, I guessed I could hunt most human or Volkswagen bug sized quarry on Dinosaurland.

And that was exactly what we did.

The balaurs began to sprint around the side of the lake’s finger and up the coast of the lake toward the turtles. As the raptors moved, and I started to sing the theme song to “Friends,” the troodons slithered out of the jungle and across the sand like snakes. I knew exactly where they were, but I was about three hundred yards away, and I really couldn’t see them move across the sand.

I didn’t need to see them though, all I needed was them to get into positon before the turtles spotted the balaurs.

I held my breath, and then everything played out as I thought it would.

The troodons made it to the edge of the water behind the turtles about five seconds before one of the shelled reptiles saw the balaurs charging up the coast. I didn’t know if this guy was male or female, but it turned on its legs with surprising quickness and tried to head toward the water.

But Scoob, Shag, and the rest of the gang was waiting, and the lead turtle was suddenly falling back as the troodons tried to dig his face out of his shell. The other two turtles had tried to flee, but more troodons attacked them, and then the balaurs hit the shelled reptiles from the flank.

The turtles were still turtles, and I saw each of them retreat into their shells. This tactic might have confused normal raptors or troodons, but I was controlling my attack squads, and the male balaurs quickly bent under the edge of one of their prey and heaved up with a coordinated effort. The first turtle flipped over, and the reptile’s legs franticly pedaled through the air with confusion.

Then the troodons tore off the legs and moved on to the next turtle that the balaurs were car-flipping over.

The hunt was over a few moments after the third turtle was flipped, and I allowed the crew to eat. I was a bit concerned that they might bicker over the meat like they did the last time they hunted together, but I watched them feast for a few minutes, and it seemed like the two groups of predators were getting along.

I turned back to the clay and saw that Liahpa was working on her third basket. The mud over here was as dull gray color that contrasted interestingly with her silver-colored skin, and I gave her a nod as I walked over and began to scoop the wet clay into my own basket.

“What happened to your shirt?” she asked as her red eyes looked at my bare chest.

“Gee burnt my shirt by accident,” I answered.

“Ahhh,” Liahpa said, and then we were silent for a few moments as we scooped up more clay.

“Soooooo,” she started to say finally, and I looked up from my work to see her watching me. “Are you going to go get more of that green stone?”

“If it is copper, I think we should. It will really help us.”

“I would like to go with you,” she said.

“Sure.” I shrugged and then picked up my filled basket so that I could take it back to Tom.

“Ahhh, what would you say to a duo trip?” she asked as she picked up her own basket and followed me the few steps to Tom’s side.

“Duo trip?”

“Yes, just you and me.”

“Wait, you and me?” I asked as I tried to figure out what she meant since there was no way in hell Liahpa would want to spend two days alone with me.

“Yes,” she said. “You and I have only had a chance to be alone by the river that one time.”

“Uhhh, yeah,” I said, “and I showed you what you wanted to see. Then you got to play with it, so I--”

“Look, Victor,” she sighed. “I’ve been terrified of the legend of man my whole life. They are supposed to be terrible and ugly monsters with sharp teeth and penises that will tear through a vagina before impregnating a woman with a thousand more male spawn.”

“Yeah,” I sighed, and it took every ounce of willpower I had in me not to roll my eyes. “I know. I know. I know. Men are terrible and women are wonderful.”

“You aren’t terrible,” Liahpa said as we went back to scooping up clay.

“Thanks,” I laughed.

“No, no, no,” she laughed and shook her head. “I like spending time with you. It’s helping me get over my fears. You aren’t ugly, and your penis was soft.”

“Actually it was really hard when you played with it,” I laughed, but the expression on her beautiful face indicated that she didn’t get my joke.

“The thought of being alone with you for a day or two makes me terrified and excited,” she said. “How dangerous was the trip here?”

“We got attacked by a group of carnos, and we almost were attacked by some spinos.”

“Spinos?” Liahpa asked.

“The biggest baddest dinos around,” I said. “At least, that’s what my people have always thought. There might be bigger ones out there. We don’t have a lot of fossil records.”

“Ahh,” she said as she nodded. “So only one dinosaur attack, and then the men that you killed who… ahhh… had Tannin?”

“Yeah, those fuckers,” I growled.

“That is what my people would expect of men,” Liahpa said with a shrug.

“So I’m supposed to prove them wrong?” I asked.

“You already have.” She smiled at me and then picked up her filled basket. “It sounds like a relatively safe trip. You made it with your three new dinosaurs and the big flying one.”

“Their names are Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock,” I said as I pointed my finger over to where the three stegos stood guard around Youleena. “The flying guy is named Bruce, but I also had Grumpy.”

“Those are strange names,” Liahpa said as she looked at the stegos.

“It’s a group of singers from my world named ‘The Beastie Boys,’ the names work really well for them.”

“So we can bring them, Bruce, grumpy, and the trikes. It will be safe.”

“Look, Liahpa,” I sighed. “I can understand that you want to conquer your fear of men, and I understand that you love taking on challenges, but we need to figure out if those rocks can be turned into copper first. If they can, I’ll go get some more, but it doesn’t make a lot of sense for us to go alone.”

“Who else would you bring?” she asked as she crossed her arms and began to float above the ground. She didn’t look angry, but I couldn’t help but look at her muscular body wrapped in the stomach-less superhero bathing-suit and wonder if she was a goddess.

“I could bring Sheela,” I said.

“Or she could stay in the camp and work on weapons and training,” Liahpa said.

“I could bring Gee,” I said.

“She’ll burn anything she gets too close to. Also, you mentioned she could cut wood with her fire whip, shouldn’t she get weapons made with Sheela?”

“I could bring Emerald,” I said.

“What use would she be on this trip?” Liahpa asked. “I like her, but she isn’t one for sparkling conversation.”

“Quwaru or anyone else from--”

“There is a lot of work to do around the fort,” Liahpa interrupted me. “Really, you are the only one who needs to go, and you could do it alone, but I offer something else that the other women can’t.”

“Oh?” I asked.

“I’m the strongest,” Liahpa laughed. “Sheela is strong, of course, and it looks like Gee, Emta, and Quwaru might have some strength, but I doubt they can lift as much as me. I’ll be able to help you load all the rocks up on the dinosaurs the most quickly and efficiently.”

“So there isn’t any other reason that you would want to come?” I asked, and I searched her red eyes for some sort of hint at her true intentions.

“What is the reason you believe that I want to go?” she asked.

“You just told me that you wanted to face your fears and help me. Is there anything else?”

“No,” she answered.

“You sure?” I asked as I raised an eyebrow.

“What else do you think that I want from you?” Liahpa asked as her lips curled up into a slight smile.

I opened my mouth to speak but then closed it again. I was about to say that she wanted to play with my dick again, but that seemed a bit too forward. I also wanted to know if she wanted me to be alone with her so that we could have sex, but I couldn’t imagine Liahpa getting over her terror of men that quickly.

“Does that mean yes?” she asked after I had carried another basket of clay over to Tom.

“I’ll think about it,” I said.

“I’d prefer an answer now,” she said.

“You are persistent,” I said as I shook my head at her.

“You say that like you don’t believe it is a good quality,” she said as she stared into my eyes.

“Okay,” I laughed. “I’ll consider it. We still don’t know yet if those rocks will make copper.”

“But if they do, you’ll go alone with me?” she asked.

“Probably,” I said.

“Pro--”

“Look, I don’t know what’s going to come up,” I said as I filled up another bucket of clay. “If it works out that way, then yes, we’ll go alone.”

“Excellent,” Liahpa said, and then we carried the last basket of clay back to Tom.

“Think we got enough?” she asked as we looked at the twelve baskets. Each one weighed about forty pounds, and I actually didn’t know if Tom would have an issue or not carrying all of it.

“It will probably last Trel a day,” I said, and we both laughed as we began to load it all up onto the trunk part of Tom’s saddle. Liahpa lifted up from the ground, and I placed them on Tom’s saddle. It was obvious that she lifted each basket with no strain, but watching her move so easily was actually making me feel a bit tired.

As soon as we finished putting the last basket in place, Youleena called us over to her boulder, and Liahpa and I walked over.

“What do you think?” the willowy woman asked as she gestured to the soul ring. The inside of the ring was now a disk of smooth stone, and each side had a “leg” coming out that joined down together. It really did look like a funky pizza cutter, but this ring wouldn’t move, and the axe probably weighed as much as one of the baskets of clay.

“The handle here is joined to the rock, but I made a hairline crack,” Youleena said to Liahpa as she pointed to the spot at the pommel of the handle. “If you grab onto the handle and yank it free of the rock, it should come off in your hand.”

“Here goes nothing,” the floating woman said as she grabbed the handle of the axe and twisted her hands. The weapon made a loud snap, and then it came free in her grasp.

I watched Liahpa swing the weapon around for a few moments, and then a wide smile slowly spread over her face.

“Do you like it?” I asked, and then she nodded and handed it over to me.

I took the soul ring axe in my hands and was a bit surprised by its weight. It was probably thirty pounds at the most, so a bit lighter than I had expected. The weight would still be impossible for me to use as a weapon or tool though, so I was glad that Liahpa didn’t seem to have a problem swinging it around.

“Let’s see you try it out on a tree,” I said as I handed her the weapon.

“Yesss,” she hissed as her smile grew wider, and then we walked to the edge of the jungle.

“The ring is made out of a strange metal,” Youleena said. “It sure does cut well.”

“How about--” I started to ask as I pointed to a tree that was about the same diameter as my thigh. Liahpa swung before I finished speaking, and her soul axe cut the tree off its stump as if it was an over cooked carrot being cut with a cleaver. The tree actually leaned forward toward us, and we stepped out of the way just in the nick of time.

“Damn,” I gasped.

“Timber,” Liahpa laughed, and then she moved on to the next tree.

This one was about the width of my torso, and it would have taken us some hundred or more chops to get it down with the stone axe. I guessed it would take Liahpa at least ten, but the soul blade cut through the trunk as if the tree wasn’t even there, and her second chop caused the tree to fall down away from us.

“Uhhh, that’s amazing,” I said as I gazed in awe at the new axe.

“It really is!” Liahpa beamed. “Thank you for giving it to me, Victor.”

“You are the only one who can use it, so--” My words were interrupted when she cut down another tree. This one was about the exact same diameter as the soul ring itself, so Liahpa aimed her blade to bring it all down with only a single swing.

“This is going to help us work much faster,” the athletic woman said, but as she raised her axe to cut down another tree, we heard a honk up above our heads, and Liahpa froze.

“What does that mean?” Youleena asked as the three of us looked up to see Bruce circling above us.

Before I could answer, an angry roar erupted on the other side of the lake, we turned to look in that direction, and I saw four allosauruses sprint from around the jungle side. The parasauruses all began to run in the opposite direction away from the group of predators.

Unfortunately, that was right in our direction, and I knew that allosauruses wouldn’t just chase their prey around like idiots. They always had a plan.

“It means we’ve got company!” I shouted as I looked to Liahpa and told all of my dinos to get back to our location. “Looks like you might get a chance to use the axe on something that might fight back.”

“Let’s hope it splits flesh better than wood,” the silver-skinned woman said as she ran with Youleena and me toward Tom.


Chapter 11

The parasaurs were fleeing toward the feasting troodons and balaurs in a counterclockwise motion around the lake, but my crew of predators had followed my orders, and had left the corpses of the three turtles and were running back toward us.

Liahpa had no problem jumping onto Tom’s back, and I held my hands down to boost Youleena up. I was last to get on Tom’s saddle, and the gang of dinosaurs turned around to face the way we came.

Then I changed my mind, and flipped us around so that we were facing east, and commanded my group of dinos to start sprinting in that direction.

“What are you doing?” Liahpa shouted over the wind. “The way out is back over there!”

“I know!” I said, “I just didn’t have a good feeling about it.”

“You are taking us around the lake! They are going to keep chasing us!” Liahpa held her soul ring axe in her left hand, but her right grabbed onto my arm so that she wouldn’t fall off.

“I know!” I shouted. “I just felt like--” my words stopped in mid-sentence as we heard a roar behind us. Youleena, Liahpa, and I turned back to where the slope of the valley where we would exit was, and a pack of six allosaurs trampled through the jungle there and collided with the small herd of parasaurs.

Their path would have gone right through us if we had decided to flee home in the obvious direction.

“How did you kno--” Liahpa started to ask, but then the massive predators began to tear into the parasaurs. There was a whole lot of screaming, blood, and chaos, but I guessed that the allosaurs would probably get distracted by their successful hunt, and then let us run away in peace.

But my guess was quickly proven incorrect.

The four allosaurs that had circled from the north side of the lake and initially driven the parasaurs into the trap sprinted past the corpses of the half eaten turtles, around the slaughter of the herd of parasaurs, and were now on our tails.

It quickly became apparent that we weren’t going to be able to outrun them. It could have been because of my dino’s filled bellies, or it could have been that they were still tired, but the stegos were lagging way behind the rest of the group, and I knew that the predators would soon catch up with us.

So I ordered the stegos, raptors, troodons, trikes, and parasaurs to stop and turn around.

Then I felt a tingling sensation on my right side, and I turned to see another four allosaurs tear through the jungle ahead of us.

So much for a clean escape.

Bob, Hope, Sonny, and Cher were at the front of the pack, and they hadn’t turned around yet, so I commanded the parasaurs to sprint as quickly as they could as soon as the allosaurs tore through the trees. The four dinos did as I ordered, and the predators actually turned away and tried to snap at my friends as they blew past them. It was the split second distraction that I needed, and I aimed Tom, Katie, and Nicole right into the flank of the closest carnivore.

The three trikes plowed into the side of the allosaurus like bulls into a bullfighter. The predator didn’t even have time to scream, it just let out a dying gasp as all the air exploded out of its mouth, and then it twisted to the side like a limp noodle as the trikes pushed it into the next one in the line.

Then the trikes continued their charge and caught the third one in the group.

For half a moment, I had no idea what was going on because of the chaos. There was just too much screaming, blood, and gnashing teeth from predators that could swallow me whole. The impact had also jarred my bones, but my vision cleared quickly, and I realized that the fourth allosaurus in the group, that wasn’t impaled by Tom, Nicole, or Katie, was twisting around to come at Tom’s flank.

A moment before the massive predator snapped, I realized his eyes were focused on Youleena, Liahpa, and me.

My body acted almost before my brain gave it the order. My left arm wrapped around Liahpa’s waist, and my right arm around Youleena’s a moment before I pushed up and back with my legs. Both women let out startled cries as we lifted off the saddle, but then the cries turned into screams when the allosaurus’s teeth closed around the space we had occupied just a fraction of a second ago.

Then we were falling.

I pulled both of the women into me to shield them from the blow, but I could feel Liahpa’s mass pull away from me as if she was on some sort of bungee cord. The three of us hit the sand below, and I took most of the impact as the two women fell on me, but the impact was surprisingly soft, and I only felt a small amount of air leave my lungs.

I forced Tom to twist to the side into the allosaurus so that the predator was snuffed out by the larger dino’s bulk, but then Tom tripped and began to topple over on to his side. The trike let out a screech of frustration, and both Nicole and Katie tried to pull their horns free of their victims as my parasaurs made wide turns to come back around.

Our baskets of clay and stack of tools tumbled down onto the sand before Liahpa, Youleena, and I as we jumped to our feet, and I twisted my head around to see that the stegos, troodons, and balaurs had turned around to face the four allosaurs chasing after us. There was no way they could turn around and come help Tom in time, Nicole and Katie were still stuck, and the parasaurs would also need time to get back to us.

So I was going to have to be the one to save the big trike.

“What are you--” Liahpa shouted as I sprinted toward the pile of tools that had been flung from Tom’s saddle. I didn’t have time to answer her, to even think, or to even be afraid. All I knew was that I had to buy Tom, Nicole, and Katie a few moments so that they could get free and face the last allosaurus on this side. If I didn’t do something, the predator would tear Tom’s exposed stomach open with its claws or teeth, and then my buddy would die an agonizing death.

And none of my friends were gonna die on my watch.

I scooped up a stone axe from the sand as I sprinted toward Tom. The big trike’s opponent was still getting up from being pushed away earlier, but now that Tom had lost his footing, there was no way that the trike could do anything to keep the allosaurus from attacking. The trike’s back was to me, and I jumped up, grabbed onto the saddle with my left hand, and then flipped myself over the side with a movement smooth enough to make my high school gym teacher proud.

Then I landed and came face to face with one of history's greatest predators.

My stomach dropped into my feet as I raced toward it, and I felt my heart threaten to stop beating from sheer terror. The beast was easily twenty-five feet tall, even bent forward in its normal stance. Its maw was large enough for me to crawl into, and the ridges over its eyes made it seem like some sort of dinosaur-super villain. It had proportionally longer arms than a carno, but was also about fifty percent larger. It wasn’t as large as a T-Rex, but the allosaurus looked like an MMA athlete compared to the T-Rex’s bodybuilder physique. The allosaurus was the perfect blend of muscle, size, and sleekness for a balanced predator.

I pushed down my fear and focused on my one and only task. This thing could eat me in one bite, but it looked slightly confused that I was charging, and then I saw its big red eyes dart away from me.

Then it reeled backwards as Liahpa slashed into its leg with a mighty swing of her soul ring axe.

Suddenly its blood sprayed across the beach like someone had blown up a can of red paint.

I was startled by how the silver-skinned woman had been able to get ahead of me so quickly, but as I raised my own axe to hack into the allosaurus’ leg, I figured that she was one of the top athletes on her world for a reason, and her sport involved sprinting across a field carrying a thousand pound ball, so it was no surprise that she was so fast.

Then I slammed my axe into the allosaurus’ other leg like I was trying to cut down a tree.

My ears were ringing, but I realized that it was actually the sound of the massive dinosaur screaming above us. I jumped onto the other side of the predator’s leg as it bent down to snap at me, and then I managed to get one more swing in on its heel before it tried to twist around and stomp on me. For some reason, the beast was totally ignoring Liahpa, even though each of her soul ring axe swings chopped a massive piece of meat from the dino’s leg.

That was fine with me, since Liahpa was really the one doing the most damage to the dino, and I just needed to distract this guy for a few more moments.

I dodged to the left as the allosaurus snapped under its belly at me. Then I jumped to my right and rolled as it tried to rip me in half with one of its toe claws. I couldn’t even hear its massive foot stomps over the sound of its angry cries, and then it let out a scream which made my vision blur. There was another tidal wave of blood to my right, and I turned to see that Liahpa had finally cut the allosaurus’ foot off.

Then the dino began to topple over.

But just as it began to lean over, Bob and Sonny slammed into the big predator with their thick shoulders.

My two big male parasaurs were careful to avoid Liahpa and me with their feet, but we still jumped out of their way. Their ram had been incredibly effective, and the one-footed allosaurus tumbled across the beach, bounced once, and then stopped right next to MCA’s tail. The predator let out another loud screech before the stego glanced over his shoulder.

Then MCA bitched slapped the allosaurus across his face with his spiked tail and killed him.

The timing was perfect since the other four allosaurs that had ran past the turtles were about to charge right into the three stegos.

I commanded the troodons to dash into the jungle with the balaurs while the three stegos turned sideways so that they could bring their tails into play. Their spacing was somewhat tight across the beach, so that they formed an armored wall, but I kind of wanted more of a gauntlet, so I had Mike D shift back so that Ad-Rock and MCA flanked him more in the front.

Then the next four allosaurs finally got within range.

Ad-Rock hit the lead allosaurus in the chest with his tail and knocked him through the gap between him and MCA. The predator passed through the funnel, and then Mike D hit him in the chest again. The bloody impact knocked the allosaurus into the lake, and it thrashed a bunch as it tried to either stand or die.

MCA hit the second allosaurus in the hip, and the predator bounced into Ad-Rock, tumbled through the hole between the dinos. The allosaurus then got smacked in the face by Mike D, who’s tail was swinging back from the previous hit in the lake’s direction causing this one to tumble into the jungle where it started to scream as the balaurs and troodons tore into its face.

Bruce dove through the air, and passed right in front of the face of the last two allosaurs as they charged the stegos, and while it wasn’t meant to be any sort of offensive attack, his brief dive cause both of the predators to turn their heads and snap at the big pteranodon. It was a dumb move on their part since the distraction meant that MCA and Ad-Rock could both swing their tails into the predators easily.

The direction of the stego’s twin attacks forced both of the predators to slam together, then they passed through the funnel right into Mike D again. His swing could only hit one of them because of their position, so the front most allosaurus flew into the lake with a hole filled skull while the other collided with Mike D’s armored back plates.

Bob and Sonny were standing by to help though, and Sonny turned around to slam his thick tail into the allosaurus. The parasaur’s tail wasn’tasn’t spiked like a stego’s, but it was still super thick and probably weighed a few tons. It cracked into the allosaurus with enough force to stagger him free of Mike D’s back, and then MCA’s spiky tail swept the predator’s legs out from under him. The beast was almost like a massive screaming pinball that kind of reminded me of a big frantic chicken, but then Ad-Rock got his hit in, and the allosaurus’ skull exploded into a few hundred pounds of spraying brains, blood, skull bits, and teeth.

I commanded Bob and Sonny to dash back to Tom as Katie and Nicole finally freed themselves from the allosaurs that they’d impaled. Tom had gotten one of his feet underneath himself, but the sand where he fell was wet and slippery from all the blood, and he couldn’t quite get enough purchase to rise. Both Bob and Sonny set their heads against the big trike’s side, and then they gently pushed and heaved the big three-horned male upright.

We were just in time to see the remaining group of allosaurs slaughter the last parasaurus herd member they had flanked and turn to face us.

We were about a hundred yards away from the final group of predators, and I ordered Tom, Nicole, and Katie to move up to the front so that they had point position. Within seconds, the rest of my small dinosaur army fell into place on the beach, with the three stegos slightly behind the trikes, the four parasaurs behind them, and the troodons and balaurs in neat lines in front of Liahpa, Youleena, and me.

The group of allosaurs let out low and deep roars of discontentment, and then one of them stepped to the front of the group. He was the largest of the six by a good five feet, and the parts of his hide that weren’t covered with blood from his kills were a black color with white streaks that looked like they could have been scars. His rumble turned into a growl, and then he lowered his head ten feet off the ground and unleashed a roar which could have rivaled that of a T-Rex.

All of my dinosaurs let out a train-horn sounding trumpet of challenge. The sound was coordinated across all of my friends, and it sounded a good three times louder than the roar that the allosaur had unleashed, and the water of the lake rippled as if someone had tossed a giant boulder into it.

The alpha allosaurus ran his large red eyes across the rank and file of my troops, and then his gaze fell on me. We stared at each other across the sandy battlefield for what felt like forever, and time seemed to stand still as my heart hammered in my chest. I saw intelligence in the creature’s eyes, and I suddenly realized that this big guy knew that I controlled the group of dinosaurs standing in front of me.

He finally broke eye contact with me, looked at the ground like a dog who knew he was in trouble, stamped his feet to create a bass drum strike that echoed across the lake, shook his back like he was trying to dislodge a flea, and then turned his back on us so that he could feast on the kills he had just made.

“Is he letting us go?” Youleena gasped.

“No,” I growled. “I’m letting him go. He knows I’d kill him.”

“He’s making a smart decision, then,” Liahpa hissed as she rested her bloody soul ring axe on her shoulder.

I ordered everyone to backup across the beach until we were standing next to the clay and tools that had fallen off Tom, and then I had the male trike turn around and trot over to us.

“Everyone okay?” I asked as I turned to the two white-haired women.

“Yes, somehow.” Youleena smiled at me. “I can’t believe your power, Victor.”

“That’s what I do,” I said.

“You do it well,” Youleena replied as her black eyes stared into mine.

“How about you?” I asked Liahpa.

“I’m fine,” she laughed. “My legs are shaking though. What a rush! More intense than any game of Lift Ball that I’ve ever played. When you ran out with the axe, I knew I had to support you.”

“I think it was more like I supported you.” I laughed and patted Tom’s side and then gestured for Youleena to step into my hands so I could lift her up.

“We are a good team, then,” Liahpa said, and I turned to face her after Youleena had climbed up onto Tom’s saddle.

We stared at each other for a few moments, and I noticed she was biting the bottom half of her lip a bit. The beautiful woman’s chest was still heaving as she sucked in long breaths, and I could see her nipples push against the thin fabric that covered her breasts. Blood was splattered across her bare stomach, white hair, and one of her muscular thighs, and it made her look like she was one of those badass Heavy Metal magazine cover girls.

“Yeah,” I said. “We are a good team. That axe is one hell of a great tool in your hands.”

“It is,” Liahpa said as she glanced sideways at the bloody weapon. “But, as usual, we’d be dead if not for you and your dinosaurs.”

“Let’s get these tools and clay containers back on Tom,” I said as I gestured to the stuff that had fallen out of his saddle. It only took us about a minute to get everything stored on his saddle, all the while the allosaurs pretended like we weren’t even sharing the beach with them.

Then we were all seated back on Tom and began pushing through the jungle.

We had to go east because the predators were in our way, and I didn’t want to instigate another battle. My head was starting to hurt a bit, and I felt as if I could sleep for a good twelve hours. I was sure I would feel better once we got back home, and I didn’t want to test the limits of my Tame ability if I didn’t have need to.

The eastern part of the lake valley was a thicker jungle than the valley west of our home, but there seemed to be numerous dried river beds or trails that crisscrossed through the thick foliage. After about five minutes of trotting along one of the trampled rocky roads, I veered north up one of the intersecting roads, and we traveled for another half of an hour until we hit the slope of a hill.

As soon as we ascended above the tops of the jungle trees, I got a better idea of where we were in relation to the lake and our valley. I realized I couldn’t really cling to this valley slope and follow back west because that would put us close to the allosaurs, so I decided to just climb up the rest of the hill and pass over into the north valley.

The sun began to sink from its apex as we descended into the other valley. This one was a mixture of sporadically placed but massive banyan trees, and as we descended into the valley to ride among the trunks, the entire blue sky and sun was hidden from us. The air felt much cooler here, and both of my friends began a conversation comparing their different homeworlds.

Liahpa asked Youleena about the various sports her people played, and Youleena asked Liahpa about the types of art and music her kind enjoyed. I smiled as I listened to them talk, but I focused on guiding the dinosaurs out of the valley instead of participating in their discussion. Something about the banyan trees in this valley was really relaxing, and by the time we had made it to the slope that would take us out of this valley and into the one north of our home, my headache had thankfully left me.

The climb out of this valley was a bit more difficult than the way down into it had been. It was less of a gentle slope and more of a cliff with a narrow switchback that reminded me of the path I had taken the stegos down when I was following the river back toward the ocean. The climb up was challenging, but I was able to manipulate even Tom’s bulk up the side of the cliff, although one part required that the massive trike had to stand up on his hind legs and swing his front legs up and over a gap.

Then we were up and over the hillside and moving into the next valley.

I had seen this place often when I climbed the hillside above the caves where the orange birds now lived. It was mostly tight jungle foliage with the occasional massive banyan tree poking up from above the canopy. As we made our way along the southern wall, we came to a small creek with clean looking water, and I let everyone get another drink. While we rested, Youleena moved around one of the trees to relieve herself, so I instructed the balaurs to go with her just in case she was attacked by something. This left Liahpa and I alone for a few minutes, and the athletic silver-skinned woman sat downstream of where the dinos drank so that she could dangle her toned legs into the cool water.

“I was thinking about the fight with that massive predator,” she said.

“Allosaurus,” I corrected her, not that it really mattered.

“Yeah,” she said as she splashed some water on her thigh to wash the blood away. “It should have killed us.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Uhhh, you saw it, didn’t you?” She laughed lightly and then dipped her fingers into the water so she could splash some of it on her bare midriff. “It was huge, fast, angry, and what wasn’t teeth was claws. They tore into the other dinosaurs that look like Hope and Bob easily.”

“We got lucky,” I said.

“Nope,” she said as she smirked at me.

“Nope?”

“I’ve lost track of how many Lift Ball games I’ve played,” she said as she wiped the last of the allosaurus blood off her stomach, arms and face. “I know when someone is playing defense so I can run the ball.”

“You mean me?” I asked.

“It was focused on you,” Liahpa said as she fixed her red eyes on me. “Why? It should have moved its feet away from where I was hacking and tried to chomp me. Every swing I took with that soul ring axe cut through it easier than when I had chopped through the trees, but the dinosaur just went after you as if your axe strikes were the most dangerous.

“Hey now,” I laughed. “I’m pretty good with that axe.”

“Yeah,” she laughed as her eyes moved down to my torso. “Your muscles are developing very nicely as well.”

“Liahpa, are you flirting with me?” I chuckled.

“Ahhhh,” she gasped, cleared her throat, and then looked back down into the creek as a hint of color came to her cheeks. “I wouldn’t even know how to flirt with a man, sorry.”

“That’s not really an answer,” I said, “but I think you know that.”

“What do you want me to say?” she asked as she looked at me.

“I dunno.” I shrugged and then reached down to splash some cool water on my neck. “You are being pretty nice to me, and you want to go with me to get more malachite. Alone. Seems strange.”

“I can’t be nice to you?” she asked. “What are you thinking that I want?”

“Argh,” I sighed, splashed water on my face and then turned around to make sure Youleena was still out of earshot. “Do you want to have sex with me?”

“No, of course not.” Her words were hurried, and she glanced down into the creek. “How can you even think that? I’ve told you how you terrify me. All males do.”

“But you want to go with--”

“I like being around you!” she hissed as she looked up at me. “I don’t know why. I wish I knew why, but I like watching you move. I like watching you tend to your dinosaurs. I like watching you talk to everyone else. I like it when you plan our days and help us all work as a team. I like it when you look at me, and compliment me. You aren’t like I expected men to be, but that doesn’t explain why I want to be around you all the time.”

“Well, I like being around you too,” I said, and her eyes opened wide with a combination of surprise and astonishment.

We stared at each other for a few moments, and then my vision flashed. I resisted opening my Eye-Q for a few moments, but then the silver-skinned woman looked down to where her feet dangled into the water, and I blinked it on. The Women tab was flashing, and I opened it with a mental flick to see Liahpa listed there right under Kacerie.

“Come here,” I said as I stood up from the creek and gestured for her to jump across and stand toe to toe with me.

“What? Why?”

“Because I want to show you something,” I whispered, and she leaned forward to listen before she pulled her legs out of the water and stepped across.

“What do you want--” she asked as she moved in front of me, but I interrupted her by wrapping my left arm around her waist and pulling her toned body into mine.

My bare chest made contact with her bare stomach, and her skin was still cool from the creek water. My other hand reached up high on her back, and my fingers weaved through her long white hair. She gasped when I touched her, but then I pressed my lips onto her’s and then her gasp of surprise transformed into a hungry moan of desire.

She wrapped her left arm around my waist and her right arm pulled against my shoulder so that our bodies were crushed together. Our tongues urgently pressed and danced with each other. Her fingers dug into my skin. Liahpa was powerful and confident with almost every aspect of her life, but she trembled in my arms like an autumn leaf caught in a windstorm, and I knew that she was battling with a lifetime of misandry and fear.

But her lips weren’t lying about the passion she felt for me.

A throat cleared behind us, and we pulled our lips apart with a startled gasp so we could turn to Youleena.

“How long have you been standing there?” Liahpa gasped as she struggled to catch her breath, and I realized that her muscular legs were shaking.

“Long enough to wonder if you two needed to breathe,” the willowy woman laughed and then raised an eyebrow as she looked at Liahpa. “If you want, I can go back around the tree, or I can watch, or, if you want, I can particip--”

“Let’s get going,” Liahpa hissed, and then her feet levitated off the ground as she floated quickly toward Tom.

“Hmmm,” Youleena purred as she turned her black eyes to me.

“Participate?” I chuckled. “You don’t seem like the type that would--”

“Remember how I told you I was really bored on my home world?” She shrugged. “I had nothing to do for days or weeks. So I found my own amusements with my staff. I might be able to teach you a few things.”

“Okay,” I laughed as I wiped some water across my face. “This has been one hell of a day. Let’s just get back, and we can talk about that another time.”

“Sure,” Youleena said with a shrug, and then we both followed Liahpa to Tom.

Then we took the group of dinosaurs south out of the valley and back to our fort.


Chapter 12

The journey down the hill on the north side of our valley was easy, and I noticed that the cave where the orange birds had roosted only had a few of the angry assholes sitting at the entrance. I could probably send the troodons and balaurs in there to kill all the birds that still remained, but then I realized that having the orange birds there would help me feed my smaller predators every few days without having to go on a big hunt, so I decided to leave them alone for now.

“How did everything go?” Sheela asked once she had opened the gate to let us in and glanced at Liahpa’s axe. The weapon’s stone haft was still bloody, so it was obvious that we had run into trouble.

“We got attacked, but it wasn’t anything we couldn't handle.”

“Was it the black feathered dinosaurs?” Sheela asked as she lifted the gate closed after the stegos walked inside.

“Nope,” I said. “Allosaurs.”

“Ahh,” Sheela said, and then her eyes strayed to Liahpa’s new axe again.

“You want to see it?” the silver-woman said as she slid off Tom’s back. She didn’t wait for Sheela’s response, and just held out the weapon.

The blonde-woman grabbed the haft, turned away from Liahpa, and made a few practice swings. It didn’t look like the weight of the weapon affected her at all, and she was soon spinning it around in her hands as if it was just a thin branch off one of the pine trees.

“I like it,” she finally said as she passed it back to Liahpa. “It will serve you well.”

“You are our best warrior. If you want it, you can have it.” The silver-skinned athlete held up the axe again to Sheela.

“No,” Sheela replied with a half-smile. “The weapon suits you. During our training session before dinner, I’ll teach you how to swing it better.”

“Great,” Liahpa said.

“Let’s get going on that now,” I said as Gee and Emta walked over to where the rest of us were gathered. “After we do it, we’ll talk about our progress over dinner.”

Everyone nodded, and the group of us walked the rest of the way through the courtyard with the dinos until we reached the common work area between the kiln and cooking fires. Hope went back inside her doggie door to check up on her egg, I asked Bruce to go hunt for some more fish for dinner, and I told the rest of the dinosaurs to just relax on the grass close by.

Kacerie, Quwaru, and Keefaye had been productive, and the complete framework of the new shelter over the worktable had been erected. It was just a simple series of arm-thick support beams holding up the skeleton “A” frame of a roof, but the women had done a great job of notching the wooden posts and fitting the cross sections of the roof components into each other without having to use too much cordage.

“What do you think?” Kacerie asked as the three women looked over at me from where they secured the last roof crossbeam.

“Looks great,” I said as I looked at the trio of beautiful women. Kacerie’s bright pink hair, Quwaru’s blood red skin, and Keefaye’s golden hair, eyes, lips, and horn were a strange pairing which reminded me again that I was far from Earth on an alien planet. “I’m surprised you were able to get so much done.”

“We all work well together,” Quwaru said, and the three women smiled at each other.

“I didn’t know if you wanted us to thatch this, or if you wanted us to use the adobe tiles that Emerald’s team is making.” Kacerie pointed over to the side, and I turned my head to see where Emerald, Nomi, and Adella were working. The three women had an adobe shingle assembly line set up some forty yards on the other side of the well, and it looked like they had laid out a good hundred shingles.

“Looks like they are moving fast,” I said to Kacerie. “Yeah, let’s use this first batch of shingles on this roof once they are baked. I’ll go talk to them.”

“Great,” Kacerie said. “We’ll finish up here and then maybe go help them.”

“Sheela is going to start with the training soon,” I said as I gestured over my shoulder to where the blonde woman was setting down spears with Emta in the clearing. “We’ll start there soon.”

“We’ll do that first then,” Kacerie agreed, and then I walked over to where Emerald, Nomi, and Adella were working.

The three women had mud up to their shins and from their hands to their elbows. Adella was currently stomping her rainbow-scaled legs in a shallow pit of mud mixed with a bit of dried leaves like she was making wine from grapes the old fashioned way. Emerald was carrying chunks of the already mixed mud to a group of flat rocks stacked next to Nomi, and Nomi was using a rectangle mold made out of cut branches to form the shape of the tiles. The sun-sensitive woman was actually wearing a hat that someone had made out of fern leaves, and it looked similar to one of those “rice paddy” hats that Asian farmers would wear. It seemed to be providing her enough shade since the beautiful woman had her long dark hair pulled away from her awe-inspiring face.

“Hey everyone. How’s it going?” I asked as I approached them.

“Hello, Victor!” Adella waved as she continued to pump her legs into the mixing hole, and Emerald smiled at me as she set down her armful of dense mud on a flat rock.

“We are waiting for these to dry,” Nomi said as she gestured to the tiles, and Emerald beckoned for me to follow her over to them. I did as she asked, and Nomi came to stand beside me as the green-haired woman gestured to the tiles.

They had followed my instructions to the letter Each tile was about the size of a small laptop computer, and there was a tall lip of the clay-like mud rising out from the back part. That was really the secret of the design, and I glanced over to the structure Kacerie’s team had built and confirmed that the lip on each tile would hook onto one of the roof support beams without a problem. It wouldn’t be as good as nailing one of the tiles into the posts, but it would probably hold up just fine during stormy winds.

“These look great,” I said as I gently pushed my finger against one of the tiles. It was still a bit wet and soft, and Emerald gestured to the sun. It was beginning to approach the tops of the western hills, and the air was much cooler than it had been earlier in the day.

“I’ll have Gee walk by later and see if she can help dry them,” I said, but then Emerald shook her head, pointed at the tiles, and drew a line across her neck with her finger.

“We haven’t been able to figure out what she means when she does that,” Adella said. “We think it means that the tile will die?”

Emerald shook her head and then pointed at me, then the sun, and then she made as if she was snapping a twig in her hand.

“That either,” Nomi said with a shrug.

“She is saying that they will crack if we dry them too fast,” I explained, “so we should probably just let the sun do the job for us.”

Emerald clapped her hands together and then pointed at me, and the other two women laughed.

“That makes sense!” Adella said.

“We are going to take a break for a bit and work on combat training,” I said as I gestured over to where Sheela was preparing. “Then we are going to have dinner. That’s probably it for the night, but we are going to need a lot more of these tiles, along with bricks for walls and paving stones for the ground.

“We’ll get it done,” Nomi said as she pressed a last lip of mud onto the back end of a tile and then set it down near the others that were drying.

“I’m still wondering if there is some way I can fire them,” I said as I glanced at the group. “Adobe is great for dry climates, but I think it might turn to mud when it rains.

Emerald nodded to me and then pointed to the sun. Then she nodded urgently and pointed to the kiln and then Gee.

“What does she mean?” Nomi asked me quickly.

“Oh, okay,” I laughed. “I get it now. Emerald thinks we need to let the sun dry all the tiles slowly so that they don’t crack, and then we should try to fire them in the kiln or let Gee do it.”

Emerald smiled at me again, clapped her hands and then stepped in close so she could hug me. I returned her embrace and then gestured back to Sheela. “We’ll figure all this out more tomorrow. Sheela looks like she's ready for us.”

The three women nodded, and I helped Adella step out of the hole. Then they moved to join Kacerie’s group standing around Sheela, and I walked over to where Trel’s team was working on the side of the worktable near the kiln.

“How goes the copper research?” I asked as I stepped behind Trel. The spider-woman, Tannin, and Urka were engrossed in what they were doing, and they didn’t even realize I had walked up behind them until I spoke. Then Trel spun around and gave me a wide smile.

“Victor! Come! Look at this!” She grabbed my hand as she spoke and pulled me between her and Urka so that I could see what they were studying.

On the boulder work table I saw three small clay vials. The trio was broken open, and Trel gestured to the left one that Urka was picking through with pieces of wood shaped like chopsticks. As I watched, the gnome-like woman moved a piece of black rock out of the way, and a glimmer of something shiny sparkled in the setting sun.

“Is that what I think it is?” I gasped as I felt my heart slam in my chest.

“Yep,” Trel squealed with delight. “It looks like combining the bits of charcoal with the powdered green rock makes it. I had to get the kiln very hot to do it though. The first batch I did still had the powder in it, so we used some of Keefaye’s blessed water, and this.” Trel gestured to the side of the workbench, and I saw three long clay tubes.

“What are they?” I asked.

“We needed more air to get it hotter,” Trel explained, “and I was thinking about my idea of making clay pipes for the water filter siphon. It came together in my head perfectly, and we all blew into the kiln fire while it burned the alcohol. This is the result: Copper, and we’ve only used a small bit of the rocks you’ve brought us.”

“Great job,” I said as I leaned down close to look at the bit of copper. It was only the size of a quarter of a penny, but it brought me more joy than a whole treasure chest full of gold and jewels would have.

“I am a genius,” Trel said, “but my faithful assistants were instrumental in my discovery. All great discoveries are owed to the people that assisted the one with the vision and perseverance to continue against all obstacles, so the thanks are really owed to Urka and Tannin.”

“Uhhh, thanks, I think,” Urka snickered.

“Happy to help you, Trel,” Tannin said.

“How much copper do you think we can get from all the malachite I’ve brought?” I asked as I gestured to the pile.

“Hmm,” Trel said as she tapped her finger on her red lips, “perhaps I could make a few jugs, or one of the pipes that takes water from the well to the filter. I’ve been thinking about how to create molds, and I realize that the process of actually shaping the metal into what we want it to become will be somewhat easy.”

“How so?” I asked.

“Both Galmine and Gee seem immune to heat. It will be easier for them to bend and manipulate the metal. I’ll still work on making some molds, and I have an idea for a pipe, but having them around to work with the hot material will be of great assistance.”

“Good idea,” I said.

“Yeah, but we have a problem that you’ve already hinted at,” she said.

“We need more,” I replied as I winked at her.

“Yes, Victor,” Trel said with a nod. “A lot more. As much of this green rock as you can possibly get, then we can use it. Not only can we use it for our food and water needs, but I can craft light tools and other instruments we can use for building. You talked about going to get more, and I agree with that plan. After clay, which it looks like you just brought back, this is our next highest priority. So we need to send someone to get more of these rocks.”

“It will have to be me,” I said with a shrug. “No one else can control the dinos like I can. I know you don’t like me leaving the camp, but if you want more copper, then that’s how it has to be.”

“Ughhhh,” she moaned and then glanced back at the pile of malachite. “I suppose you have already proven many times that you are capable of being off on your own. I just worry about how worried everyone else in the camp will be when you are gone. You should have seen these poor women, Victor. They were sobbing non-stop, and I couldn’t get them to do any work.”

“Uhhh, you sure that’s how it was?” Urka asked as she raised her eyebrows over her four eyes impossibly high. “I kinda remember it a bit different. There was really only one person who was sob--”

“Shhh,” Trel hissed as she wiggled her long black fingers at the gnome-woman. “I have a perfect memory. Anyways, Victor, please fetch more of these pretty rocks so that I can turn them into beautiful copper.”

“I’ll need your help to make something for the stegos,” I said as I pointed over at Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock. “I’m thinking about some wood placed in the inside of their armored plates that forms a container that I can use to stack all the rock in.”

“Yes, I’ve thought of that,” Trel said as she glanced at the stegos. “It should be bamboo, since it is the lightest and strongest material. I will go look at them now and then give you a list of what I will need.”

“Not now,” I said as I pointed over at Sheela, “after training.”

“Pfft,” Trel raspberried. “I already know how to fight. I do not need more training. My time is too important. The sooner we get the rocks, the sooner I can create more wonderful items for us.”

“I agree with you,” I said, “but we have a tribe of over eighty-five people who we think don’t like us. It’s just a matter of time before we come face to face with them, or another tribe of assholes, and I want everyone that is capable of fighting taught basic skills so that they can defend themselves or someone else in our tribe from danger.”

“But I do not need more training,” Trel whined. “I am already capabl--”

“Look at Galmine,” I said as I gestured to the slow moving woman. She was walking from Hope’s door, and we all turned to watch her bend down, scratch Scoob on his head, and then give him a kiss on the top of his head. “She can’t fight. Do you agree?”

“She is too slow,” Trel sighed.

“So, let’s say we get attacked, and there is someone trying to hurt her. The only thing that can stop them is you. Wouldn’t you have wished that you spent an hour or so every day working with Sheela so you were better able to defend her?”

“I see your point, Victor,” Trel replied, and then she turned back to see Sheela handing out spears to the group of women that were gathered around her. Trel glanced at Urka and Tannin an instant later. “Come, assistants, let us go learn how to defend the people we love from all the idiots on this planet.”

We all walked over to Sheela, and the blonde warrior woman nodded at us. She quickly passed us spears, told us all to fall into line next to the other women, and then began her instruction.

First Sheela spent a good ten minutes making sure that everyone held the spear correctly with a two handed grip. Almost everyone grasped the concept quickly, but Adella, Keefaye, and Tannin took a bit longer than everyone else to figure out where to put their hands. The next topic was feet placement in the fighting stance, and Adella, Keefaye, and Tannin easily understood what Sheela demonstrated, but Nomi and Urka had a bit of a problem with it.

Once Sheela was satisfied that everyone knew how to hold the spear and stand, she worked us mercilessly on moving up, back, and to each side while we held the spears. Her orders came in quick, and she shouted out corrective instructions when anyone’s position or form was incorrect. I was soon working up a sweat, and everyone was breathing heavily.

“That is good for the day,” Sheela said after we were all soaked with sweat.

“That’s it?” Keefaye asked. “We didn’t even practice stabbing the air.”

“That is fine,” Sheela said with her usual nod. “What we have just practiced is the most important part. We will do it tomorrow, and then the next day, and perhaps the day after that until everyone’s bodies move naturally with the weapon. Then we will learn the more complicated parts. A solid foundation of skill must be established until we can build upon it.”

As Sheela spoke, I saw Gee nod out of the corner of my eye. The flame-haired woman hadn’t held a spear, but she had stood at the far end of the line some twenty yards from the rest of the group and practiced her steps in time with the rest of us.

“Dinner is ready!” Galmine called out in her happy voice, and we all handed Sheela our spears. Sheela and Liahpa stayed behind to work on Liahpa’s axe swing, but the rest of us took our spots around the campfire. I hadn’t paid any attention to what Galmine had done while we were training, but Bruce was resting his big head on her shoulder just like he did with me, and I saw a dozen fish cooking on our stones, so I knew that he must have made a few trips to get us dinner.

Kacerie passed around a few jugs of water, and the conversation flowed as we all caught up on the day’s work. Soon we were all eating, laughing, and exchanging stories about our homeworlds. There were too many conversations going on for me to pick just one to focus on, and my mind was a bit exhausted from controlling the dinos, so I found myself watching Sheela show Liahpa how to swing the heavy axe around. It was definitely a worthwhile pastime, since both women had exceptional bodies that were barely covered by their clothes, and my mind lazily drifted from memories of making love to Sheela this morning and kissing Liahpa a few hours ago.

As I watched, Liahpa made a few horizontal cuts with the heavy axe, and Sheela nodded. Then Liahpa bent her back like a bow and brought the axe down in a cut that might have cleaved a carnotaurus in half. Sheela nodded again, and then she pointed back to the fire. I guessed that the training session was over, and the two athletic women turned to walk toward us.

“Ahh, we are all here,” Trel said as soon as Liahpa and Sheela got water and plates of fish. “Now Victor can update us on our next steps before he retires. I’ve graciously allowed Kacerie to have my time tonight, and I have Galmine scheduled with him tomorrow night.”

“Graciously allowing me?” Kacerie snickered.

“Yes, of course,” Trel cackled. “I will be making love with Victor every night. It is important for all of our survival that I have my brood during my next ovulation.”

“We don’t need to talk about this right no--” I started to say, but Liahpa interrupted me.

“But you aren’t ovulating now?” the silver-skinned woman asked. “Why do you need every night with--”

“Practice, of course!” Trel scoffed as if she was explaining to Liahpa that the sky was blue. “I wouldn’t expect you to understand, since you hate men.”

“Trel, you’ve said that all men are stupid a few hundred times since I’ve known you.” Kacerie rubbed the bridge of her nose as she talked, but everyone besides her and Liahpa looked like they were trying hard not to laugh.

“They are!” Trel moaned. “So, so, soooo dumb. Except for Victor. That is why I must have his babies. It didn’t work the first time so that is why we must practice.”

“I don’t hate men,” Liahpa argued.

“Sure you do,” Trel countered. “You just play with your balls on your grassy field all day with the other women on your world.”

“I don’t think Liahpa hates Victor,” Youleena said with a laugh, and everyone turned to look at her.

“Oh?” Trel said.

“No, no, no,” the silver-skinned woman said as she stood and floated off the ground. “We are off topic here. I don’t really care who is sleeping with Victor every night and morning.”

“You sure about that?” Youleena asked with an innocent shrug.

“Yes!” Liahpa hissed, but her face was turning red.

“I can add you to the list, if you want,” Trel said as her mouth curled up into a smile. “Victor is very good at love making, and I’m sure it would be a wonderful experience for--”

“Okay, that’s good,” I said as I cleared my throat. “Let’s talk about what we are going to do for tomorrow, and then we can all get some much needed rest.”

The women all nodded, and then Liahpa sat back down.

“Sheela, how are the weapons?” I asked.

“Very good,” she answered, “Gee’s fire whip cuts through the wood easily. We now have plenty of spears, bows, and arrow shafts. We just need more stone heads, cordage, and many more feathers for fletching arrows.”

“Did you get a chance to work on the weapon she thought of?” I asked as I turned to Sheela and Gee.

“Yes,” Sheela said, “but I left it on the other side of the work table. Give me a moment.”

The cat-woman returned a few moments later with a weapon that looked like a combination of a baseball bat and a dough roller. The cylinder at the top had been cut on the sides about three quarters down so that four wooden flaps could be wedged apart from the main body, and I quickly understood what they intended to do with it.

They were going to make it look like a baseball bat with nails coming out of it, but the nails would be stone teeth like what I had with the Cricket Bat of Doom.

“You’ll need to drill holes into each of these flaps,” I said.

“Yes,” Sheela agreed, and Gee nodded.

“Then you want me to force stone into the indents?” Youleena asked as I passed her the weapon.

“Yes,” Sheela agreed again.

“How will the flaps stay closed?” the white-woman asked as her black eyes focused on the end where the wood was parted.

“We’ll make a groove on the top and then wrap some cordage around,” Gee said.

“Or, I could make a stone ring that will fit over it,” Youleena said as she smiled.

“Oh, that’s an even better idea,” Gee laughed.

“Or… We can also use copper,” Trel said.

“Did it work?” Gee asked, and everyone turned to Trel.

The spider woman held up the small bit of shiny metal in her long fingers, and the setting sun caught the surface. It sparkled almost like gold, and everyone let out a gasp of excitement.

“It worked with the charcoal,” Urka said as Trel passed the tiny bit of copper around.

“This is great!” Kacerie cheered when she got her chance to hold the metal.

“Yeah,” I said, “so now I need to get some more. That is the plan for tomorrow. We are going to get some bamboo so that Trel can design storage trunks for the stegos, and then we’ll build--”

“I’ll need more cordage as well,” Trel said. “I should probably use the sinew to ensure that the joints don’t break under the heavy load, but it wouldn’t hurt to get more ferns and plants for cordage.”

“We’ll do it,” I said as I turned back to the group. “Once the stegos are ready, Liahpa and I will take them, the troodons, Bruce, Grumpy, and Tom back up the river to the malachite spot. We’ll load up all three of the stegos with the rocks and then we’ll come back. We’ll probably be gone three days.”

“Just you and Liahpa?” Kacerie asked as she smirked.

“She’s the strongest in the group,” I said. “I need Sheela here to hunt for food, continue to train everyone, and help Youleena make the various weapons. Then I need you, Quwaru, Emerald, and Trel to lead the work on the other projects for me.”

“Which projects?” Kacerie asked, and her eyes sparkled as she leaned forward a bit.

“The ones we have left over,” I began. “We need way more roof tiles made, dried, and then we have to try to cook them. We also need building bricks and paving stones. We have way too much foot traffic now in the fort, and everything is starting to turn to mud. We need a solid surface to walk on in the next couple of days or we are all going to be covered in mud all the time. Make them out of adobe or make them out of clay. I don’t really care what they're made of, I just want them ready. It’s getting colder, and we are going to have a lot of problems in the next few weeks if a major storm hits our grass huts.” I turned my eyes to Emerald as I finished talking, and the green-haired woman nodded and tapped her hand to her heart.

“Second priority is the toilet,” I said. “Who wants the job of leading that project?”

“I’ll do it,” Kacerie said. “I might need help from Trel with the design--”

“I will help you,” the spider-woman said quickly.

“Third priority is clothes,” I said as I turned to Trel and pointed at her thin lingerie. “If it is going to get colder, we will all need many more warm clothes.”

“I can’t make everyone clothes with my silk,” Trel scoffed, “It takes too much out of--”

“I’m not asking you to do that,” I laughed. “I just want you to teach people how to sew or knit, or whatever. We can use cordage or other plant fibers to make yarn. It might not be super comfortable, but we have to start somewhere with shirts and pants that we can all wear. Then we need to figure out how to skin all the animals we are killing.”

“I’ll lead that project,” Quwaru said as she raised her hand.

“I can help,” Keefaye said. “I have used a loom before. I’m not handy with building, so I don’t think I could craft one, but I understand the principles behind weaving. If Trel can help us, I think we can design a few.”

“I will,” Trel said.

“Then that just leaves you,” I said as I turned to Trel. “Help everyone else out with getting their projects started, and once they are going, start work on your look out station in the tree. I’ll let you pick the two people you want to work with.”

“Urka and Tannin,” Trel said without even seeming to think about it. “We were just getting to know each other, and they have both told me that they are not afraid of heights.”

“Alright,” I said as I turned back to the group. “Everyone else can figure out who they want to work with, but remember this is for after Liahpa and I leave tomorrow. As soon as the sun rises in the morning, I’m going to take most of you to the bamboo forest by the river. We’ll cut down everything we can, load it on the stegos, trikes, and parasaurs, and then get back here. Then Sheela, Liahpa, Gee, Quwaru, Emerald, Urka, and I are going to collect a bunch of ferns so you all won’t need to do it while I’m away. As soon as Trel and everyone else has figured out the set up for the stegos, Liahpa and I will leave. Any questions?”

Everyone shook their heads and gave me smiles that seemed brighter than the fire from the cooking pits. For half a moment my head swam a bit, and I asked myself again how in the hell I had ended up on a dinosaur world with so many beautiful women in my care.

“Alright,” I said as I stood. “I’m going to go get some rest. I’ll see you all tomorrow as soon as the sun comes up. Good night.”

“Good night, Victor!” they all said in somewhat of a unison timing, and I made eye contact with Kacerie as I turned to walk back toward the inner walls. She gracefully stood up from her tree stump seat and then came to walk with me before I ducked under the door.

Neither one of us spoke as we entered my hut, but as soon as we walked inside, our lips hungrily tasted each other’s mouths, and we were moaning with passion. Our kiss ended with gasps, and then my mouth went to her neck while I unbuttoned her shirt. Her hands found my belt and undid my pants before I got her shirt off, and then my tongue tasted her nipple as I peeled her skin-tight jeans off her perfect ass and legs.

Then I tasted the rest of Kacerie while she whispered my name seductively.


Chapter 13

I somehow woke up just as the first golden rays of sunlight flickered in through the opening of my hut. Kacerie’s naked body lay draped across me like a blanket, and her bright pink hair tangled around my head to form a pillow that I had somehow fallen asleep on.

I tried to slip out from under the beautiful woman without waking her, but as soon as she felt my warmth leave, her light blue eyes blinked open, and she smiled at me.

“All work and no play? Is that what your people say?”

“I definitely played a lot with you last night,” I chuckled as I put my underwear and pants on.

“Hmmmm, no,” she sighed as she ran her fingers across her breasts, nipples, and then down to her taut stomach. “You worked me. Very diligently and thoroughly.”

“Glad to be of service,” I laughed as I put my socks and boots back on.

“I don’t want you to go,” she said as I stood.

“It will only be a couple of days,” I replied.

“I wish my Lance was reset. Then I could go with you.”

“It’s not even that,” I said. “I need you here to organize everyone. I think we both know that Trel can’t do it.”

“Yeah,” Kacerie sighed. “The problem is that she thinks she can, but then she makes people mad when she orders them around, and then she gets distracted by her own work and forgets about what everyone else is doing. If she was in charge, then we’d all be working on the lookout station up in the tree, and you’d come back to nothing else having been done. She’d then tell you that it was the most important job, anyway.” Kacerie laughed. “Trel is great at managing individual projects and teaching us better work methods. I don’t necessarily want to have the responsibility of leading everyone when you are away, but I understand why you are picking me.”

“I’m not really picking you,” I said with a shrug. Her blue eyes looked confused, so I explained more. “You just end up taking charge and directing everyone. I’ve seen it happen. People don’t mind doing what you ask them to do since you are nice and organized about it.”

“Thanks,” Kacerie said, and I saw a bit of a blush come to her cheeks and bare shoulders. “It means a lot to me when you say that. It’s funny, but on my world, everyone was assigned their roles, and no one was ever given compliments for traits that fell outside of their professions. I was expected to do what is required of a hairstylist who owned a salon. My place was one of the best run in my city, and we had many high-end clients, but no one ever complimented me about it, so when you tell me I am good at something, it makes me really happy.”

“I like making you happy,” I said as I smiled at her.

“I think Quwaru is like me with the leader traits. She’s pretty good at getting people to do what she wants without them even realizing it.”

“Yeah,” I said. “I need to spend more time with her. I need to spend more time with everyone, but it makes the most sense for me to go with Liahpa. Then everyone else can continue to improve the fort.”

“She is in love with you,” Kacerie said as she reached for her clothes.

“I know,” I said.

“You know?”

“Yeah,” I said as I shrugged. “She doesn’t want to be though.”

“That’s for sure,” Kacerie laughed. “You know Victor, the more time I spend with you, the more I realize how incredible you are.”

“Me?” I laughed as I helped her stand up from the mat. “I’m just doing what I’m good at. On my homeworld, I wasn’t much of anything at all.”

“They must have not known what you were capable of,” she said. “That sounds stupid.”

“We don’t have the computer systems that can measure potential like your world has,” I said with a shrug. “Everyone just kind of finds a place in the world.”

“But you didn’t find your place?” she asked as she raised an eyebrow. “How can you go from what you say ‘wasn’t much of anything at all’ to this?” she pointed at me and giggled as her eyes roamed over my chest. “You are most definitely something now.”

“It’s probably that most people on my world don’t have to face the sort of adversity we deal with on a daily basis in Dinosaurland, so it’s rare for someone to find out what they are truly capable of.”

“You are capable of amazing things, Victor.”

“Awww, thanks for the kind words,” I said as I felt my cheeks heat. I still wasn’t used to having women interested in me, let alone these women who seemed to enjoy taking turns as my lovers, so I really didn’t know what else to say.

Or what else to feel except gratitude that I was here, with them, and we were all alive.

I just needed to keep working so we all stayed that way.

“Let’s get going,” I said as I gestured to the door of my hut. “Lots of work to do today, tomorrow, the next day, and so on.”

“It doesn’t feel like work anymore,” Kacerie said. “It feels like my life’s purpose, and I look forward to each day with you and our friends.”

“Yeah,” I said as Kacerie’s eyes met mine, and then I pulled her against my bare chest so I could kiss her deeply one more time.

Then we got to work.

Most of the group was still waking up when we exited our tent, and we quickly got everyone grouped together in front of the cooking fires. After a quick training session with Sheela where we reviewed our fighting stance, we had a quick meal of the fish that Bruce caught for us. Then Galmine, Youleena, Emerald, Adeela, Nomi, Tannin, and Keefaye stayed at the camp to work on more adobe, while Sheela, Liahpa, Kacerie, Trel, Quwaru, Emta, Gee, Urka, and I took the stegos, parasaurs, and troodons out to get bamboo.

The trip out to the south area on the other side of the river was uneventful, except for the ten or so minutes we all spent at the shore when I introduced the women to Grumpy. The big dino-croc was in his usual mood, but he closed his eyes and let out a purr of pleasure when Trel petted his head and complimented his massive length. I didn’t give him the order, but he decided to accompany us to the bamboo, and he even climbed up the bank to rest on the edge of the short cliff between the bamboo and water while we worked.

Between Liahpa’s new axe, and Gee’s fire whip, we soon had a large pile of cut bamboo stacked and tied neatly on the back of Mike D. As we got used to the process and cleared out a side alcove into the forest, our production time got quicker, and it only took us another few hours to get MCA and Ad-Rock loaded up. I was going to get even more bamboo on the parasaurs, but Trel confirmed that the three massive stacks on the stegos would be more than enough to make trunk-saddles for them, so we decided to head back home.

Once we returned, Trel and Kacerie began their work on the stego saddles with the crew that we had left behind to make more adobe while Sheela, Liahpa, Quwaru, Emta, Urka, and I grabbed more baskets, headed out into the redwood forest, and harvested ferns.

After I had set a perimeter guard of troodons and balaurs, Sheela came to work next to me, and we drifted a bit out of ear shot from the rest of the fern harvesting group.

“Victor, do you recall the first times we gathered ferns?” the blonde woman asked as she smiled slightly at me.

“I was just thinking about that,” I chuckled. “This feels a lot different, and it’s hard to believe it was just a few months ago. Every time we left the cave, I was worried that we were going to die, and we were constantly looking over our shoulders.”

“Yes, those were also my thoughts,” she said. “It is not even mid-morning, and we have gathered enough bamboo to last us for many weeks of projects. Even though we just started gathering ferns, we have four baskets filled. Our progress is amazing.”

“Everything is working out great, but there are still threats.”

“Of course,” she said with her stoic nod. “I know you worry, and I am glad that you are setting time aside for us to train every day, but I do not want you to ignore your own accomplishments.”

“They aren’t mine,” I chuckled. “They are ours. Everyone has worked together to get to this point, and we have a lot more to do.”

“That is where we disagree,” she said.

“With the amount of work to do?” I asked with surprise.

“No, that they are not your accomplishments. They are. I have no doubt in my mind that Trel, Galmine, and I would be dead right now if not for you.”

“Naw,” I scoffed. “You all would have figured out--”

“I know I keep my emotions in check,” Sheela whispered as she turned her golden eyes to me, “but when you came to us, I was terrified. I was exhausted. I did not know what to do next. Trel would not help me. Galmine could not help me. You gave me hope, and every day got better. Now our tribe has grown from your actions, and we are all exponentially safer now. I appreciate your modesty, since that is part of the man I love, but before I came to love you, I respected you. Please allow me to place these positive results on your shoulders.”

We stared at each other for a few moments after she spoke, and I felt happiness fill my chest. Sheela had thanked me before, but this time her words spoke to me of her love and devotion.

Before I could respond, I heard a hoot sound out from where Scoob was standing guard. Both Sheela and I turned to look over at him, and the rest of the women gathering ferns froze.

“It’s okay,” I called out. “He just sees a small animal that he wants to hunt. Go get ‘em, buddy.”

Scoob let out another hoot of pleasure, and he and Shag sprinted away from us. The other troodons and balaurs widened their ranks a bit to accommodate for them, and then everyone turned back to their work.

“How did you know that?” Sheela asked, and I turned to see her staring at me intently.

“Hmm?”

“That he wanted to hunt?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Scoob called out, but there was no way you could see what he was looking at from where you and I are standing. How did you know that was what he wanted?”

I stopped my obsidian blade mid cut as my mind pulled back to a few seconds ago. I could have sworn that I saw a small dog-sized rat scurrying between the trees. I even remembered seeing its black fur and the cream stripes near its underbelly. But now that Sheela mentioned it, I realized that I hadn’t actually seen the varmint.

“I think I just got it from the sound of his hoot,” I said as I tried to push the feeling of uneasiness from my stomach. “It didn’t sound like he was warning us, so I figured he wanted to hunt something.”

“Ahh, that must be it,” Sheela agreed, and then she went back to cutting the ferns from the ground.

Our group worked fast, and it only took us another fifteen minutes to fill all the baskets we had with ferns. As we loaded everything on the back of Bob, Sonny, and Tom, Scoob and Shag returned. The troodons trotted up next to me, and then Scoob laid down a giant rat at my feet. The dead creature looked like it must have been at least ten, maybe even fifteen pounds.

And its fur was black with cream strips on the stomach.

“Ahhh, thanks, Scoob,” I said as I scratched the Troodon on the head with a shaky hand. “You can eat that if you want, make sure you share it though.”

Scoob let out a happy hoot before scooping up the giant rat in his mouth, then he totally surprised me and trotted over to Chandler. As soon as he stood in front of the muscular balaur, the two guys rubbed heads together affectionately, and then Scoob lifted his mouth up to the raptor. Chandler grabbed hold of the bottom half, tore it from Scoob’s mouth, and then the two parted ways so that they could bring the meat back to their respective groups.

“Your dinosaurs get along very well together,” Quwaru commented, and I turned around to find her staring at me with her silver eyes.

“Yeah,” I said. “Everyone gets along. That’s how we are all going to survive.”

The red-skinned succubus looking woman nodded at me, then she smiled sweetly and turned back to help load the last of the baskets on to the dinosaurs.

Then we returned home for the second time that morning.

It was about lunch time when we got back, and I saw that the team working on the stegos had fashioned the first trunk. The design was actually much simpler than I had expected, but as Trel walked me around Mike D, she explained what her logic was.

“Bamboo is naturally strong, but that strength comes from flexibility. When cut in half, the material will want to flex outward, but it will resist flexing the other direction. The plates on these ‘stego’ dinosaurs make for a great support structure, so I figured that I could use it as a brace. You can see that we placed each half sawed piece of bamboo with the green outer part pushing up against the plates. It will be able to take a lot of inward pressure, but I used whole pieces for the back and front parts so they would be stronger. The joints are secured with cordage made from sinew, but the interlocking method I used to connect them should withstand a lot of pressure. The sinew wrap is just there for safety. The bottom is also lined with bamboo so that your friends won’t be uncomfortable when you pile all the rocks in.”

“It looks great, Trel,” I said after we had circled Mike D. It looked like the stego was carrying a small bamboo trash dumpster on his back, and I guessed I’d be able to load him up with at least twenty times more rocks than what I had during the first trip. If anything, I’d probably have to worry more about putting too much weight on him instead of running out of storage room for the rocks.

“There are other applications as well,” she said as excitement leaked into her voice. “I can make the walls a bit higher, and it will serve as a defensive platform if we ever have to fight. Once we figure out how to make copper, we might work toward bronze and steel. Imagine having armor plates on all the magnificent creatures you control. You will be unstoppable.”

“I’m surprised you are thinking about fighting,” I said.

“Meh,” Trel scoffed, and then she shrugged her slender shoulders. “I have been thinking about this other tribe, and your words about protecting Galmine. You are right in that I might have to defend her, but I should also be using my genius to ensure we have the technology that defeats our enemies before they can even get close to us. I am glad you are letting me focus on the lookout station in the tree, it will be our most important project now that we have clean water.”

“I figured you thought that way,” I said, “but right now the most important project is getting more of these trunks made for the other two stegos. How much more time do you need?”

“If you let my team and I skip Sheela’s training, a couple hours,” Trel said with a smirk.

“So then three hours if I include the training,” I laughed. “You aren’t going to get out of it that easily.”

“Ugghhh,” Trel sighed and then winked. “I at least tried.”

“She’s ready for us,” I said as I turned back to gesture to where Sheela was handing out spears for our pre-lunch exercise. We all headed over to the training area, and then Sheela spent another hour reinforcing her previous two lessons before we all took a break for lunch.

By the time Trel, Kacerie, and the rest of the team finished with the stego-trunks, the sun was halfway to setting. I thought about delaying the trip until tomorrow, so I could have all day, but when I did the math, I realized that Liahpa and I would end up spending four nights out in the wilderness if I left now or tomorrow, but leaving now would mean that I would have more daylight to make my way back, and it could be really important if my stegos were heavily loaded.

Liahpa and I packed a bunch of spears, axes, and the antler pick I had found from the camp by the river. I almost forgot the Cricket Bat of Doom, but Sheela remembered and passed it up to me as we both mounted on Tom’s back. I decided to leave Nicole and Katie here to guard the gate along with the balaurs, but I figured that the troodons were better for sneaky ninja missions, and I might need their help during my journey.

Galmine gave us some smoked fish wrapped in leaves, and Kacerie gave us two big jugs filled with filtered water. Everyone else told Liahpa and me they would miss us, and I exchanged long kisses with Trel, Sheela, Galmine, and Kacerie before climbing up on Tom’s back.

Then Liahpa and I rode out of our budding fortress and back into the wilds of Dinosaurland.


Chapter 14

Liahpa and I didn’t speak for the first hour of our trip. It wasn’t really until we’d made it down into the jungle one valley over to our west, and had ensured that Grumpy was caught up with us, that she even turned to me.

“Thanks for taking me,” she said after I had slowed down Tom’s trot a bit so that I could hear her speak over the wind.

“Happy to,” I said as my eyes drifted up to Bruce circling us overhead.

“About yesterday…” Her voice trailed off, and I glanced back down to find her red eyes fixed on my lips.

“Yeah?” I asked.

“You kissed me,” she stated.

“Yes, I did.”

“Why?” she asked as her eyes flickered back up to mine.

I thought about telling her it was because I knew she wanted me to kiss her, but the path of questions she seemed to be beginning to meander down made me think that she hadn’t quite admitted it to herself what had passed between us.

“Did you like it?” I asked, even though her reaction had made it clear to me that she had.

“That wasn’t my question,” Liahpa hissed. “I asked why you did it.”

“But the answer to if you liked it or not is the answer to the question you just asked,” I said with a shrug.

“How do you figure?”

“Did you like it when I kissed you?” I asked again.

Liahpa turned away from me, and I saw her chest move as she let out a long breath. Finally, she turned back to me and inhaled.

“Yes.” Her voice was a whisper, and it wasn’t loud enough for me to hear over our traveling speed, but I read her lips and understood the word she meant.

“That was why I kissed you,” I said.

“But how did you know that I would like it?” she asked as her red eyes narrowed.

“We’ve been dancing around each other ever since you asked to play with my penis,” I said with a shrug. “This is the natural evolution of our relationship.”

She didn’t say anything for a few minutes, and I went back to focusing on the dinosaur’s travel route. Then she finally turned back to me, and I slowed everyone down a bit so that she could speak.

“What is the next step of our relationship evolution?” she asked, and I could almost see her shoulders trembling when she spoke.

“I can’t imagine this is the first time you’ve been in a relationship before,” I said. “You are beautiful, and one of the most famous Lift Ball players on your world. You must have had plenty of girlfriends. What happened after you kissed one?”

“We became lovers,” Liahpa said, and her eyes bored into mine.

“And there is your answer,” I said as I winked at her.

“What if that isn’t what I want?” she growled.

“We aren’t going to do anything you don’t want to do,” I laughed. “In case you haven’t noticed, you’re strong enough to break me in half.”

“Ahh, that wasn’t-- ahhhh!” She covered her face with her hands and let out a moan. “I didn’t mean to make it sound like I thought you would force yourself on me. I know you would never do that. I just don’t know if I’m prepared for this.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “You let me know when you are ready.”

“Okay,” she said, and then she gave my lips one last lingering look before she turned forward.

The sun was touching the ocean by the time we reached the beach, so I steered our caravan in through the jungle back to where the cave fort was. Once we made it down to the grassy spot where the rope bridge end was connected, I realized that it was going to be a bit of a pain to wrap around the “C” shape on the narrow ledge and camp inside the dark cave. The spot at the back of the field where we had once fought the Burners and the T-rexes was actually easy to defend, so Liahpa and I just built our fire there and agreed to sleep out under the open stars with the other dinos in a perimeter guard. We ate the fish that Galmine had cooked us, drank some water, and then rolled out our sleeping mats just as the first stars began to twinkle in the sky.

“I almost never saw stars in the city where I lived,” I commented as we lay on our mats and stared into the sky. “Too many city lights.”

“It was like that most of the places where I lived too. It’s funny, but whenever you speak about your world, it reminds me of mine, only with men. We and our worlds aren’t so different besides that.” She rolled over on her side and raised her head on her arm so she could look at me.

“No,” I said as I turned my head away from the stars and met her ruby red eyes. “We aren’t very different, and now we are here on this world together.”

We stared at each other for a few more moments that seemed to stretch on for an eternity.

Then she finally spoke, but it was just a whisper that seemed to tremble across the camp fire as if it was borne on moth wings.

“I’m ready, but I don’t know how to start.”

I sat up on my mat and then slowly stood before walking around the fire. Liahpa was still laying on her side, and her eyes opened wide with fear as I knelt beside her.

“Lay on your back,” I whispered, and she followed my instructions as I gently touched her muscular legs with my fingers. She hissed when she felt me caress her skin, but a few moments later I could see her toned muscles relax.

“Spread your legs,” I whispered, and she slowly pulled her thighs apart so that I could see the crotch of her black suit. The garment fit as tight as a second skin around her, but I was able to kneel in between her legs and pull it aside a few inches with my finger before rolling my tongue over her vagina.

Liahpa gasped as soon as she felt me tug at her suit, and then she gasped again when my mouth touched her.

Then her gasps turned into moans as I continued to eat her out.

A few minutes into it, she gently pushed my head away, pulled down the straps of her suit, and lifted up her hips. I helped her pull the black superhero suit off her hips, and then I resumed licking her. She climaxed much quicker than I thought she would have, and her fingers dug into my hair and scalp right at the apex of her pleasure.

Then Liahpa stared at me with frightened eyes as I began to take off my pants.

“You can play with it first,” I said as I lay on the mat next to her. “Then, when you are ready, you can straddle me and slide it inside of you. Take your time.”

“Okay,” she whispered as her eyes locked onto my erection.

She stared at it for half a minute, while the campfire crackled next to us and the stars twinkled overhead, then she hesitantly reached out with her fingers and wrapped them around me.

Her movements were just as inquisitive as when we were back on the shore of the river, and Liahpa was soon sitting more upright so she could stare at my penis while she stroked it. Her stimulation was making me feel a bit lightheaded, so I closed my eyes and let myself relax.

“Tell me again, what is this liquid coming out at the top?” she whispered as I felt her finger slide across my tip, and I opened my eyes to watch her.

“Ahh, pre-cum,” I gasped. “It comes out when I’m really aroused.

“Is your sperm in it?” she asked as she put her finger in her mouth to taste it.

“I think some,” I said, “but most of it will come out when I ejaculate.”

“Inside of me?” she whispered as she turned her eyes back to my face. They glowed with almost the same intensity as that of the campfire, and her breaths were coming out in aggravated pants.

“That’s the idea,” I said. “You can also lick and suck on it, then it will go in your mouth.”

“I don’t know if I can do that,” she said as she turned back to look at my penis.

“Whatever you want,” I said. “I don’t have a problem licking or sucking on you. I like it.”

“Uhhh,” she sighed. “That is a fair point, you just did it to me. Alright, here it goes. If my friends from home could see me now…” Liahpa’s voice trailed off, and then she moved her torso against my hip so that her mouth was closer to my penis.

Then her lips wrapped around me.

I closed my eyes and felt my mind begin to leave my body and drift up amongst the stars and smoke of the campfire. Liahpa’s moans seemed to indicate she enjoyed giving me oral, but a few minutes after she started, she pulled her mouth off of me with a loud wet smack, and then she lifted her leg and pivoted so that she was straddling my hips.

Her hair fell onto my face, and I pulled it out of the way so that I could watch her watch herself guide my penis in between her labia.

Then she lowered herself onto me, and we both gasped from the pleasure.

For about half a minute, neither one of us moved. Had this been any of my other lovers, I would have grabbed their hips to control our tempo, but I somehow knew that Liahpa had to be the one to set the pace.

So I waited, and soon she let out a long exhale and slowly began to raise and lower herself on top of me.

Liahpa’s hands were resting on my chest, but her face was still turned away down toward her hips so that she could watch my penis slide in and out of her. I didn’t really mind her lack of attention since it was obvious from her gasps and moans that she was enjoying herself. Then she hissed out a squeal of ecstacy, pushed herself down on me urgently, and curled up against my chest as her whole body spasmed. It was an intense orgasm, and for a second I thought she would accidently tremble off me, so I reached my hands up to force her hips into mine. My movement seemed to be an additional catalyst to her powerful climax, and she began to scream as her body violently shook.

Finally her twisting, writhing ecstacy seemed to go away, and she lay against my chest huffing for air. She was still trembling though, so I lightly stroked the bare silver skin on her back to help relax her.

“Are you okay?” I whispered when I felt wetness on my chest.

“Yes,” she moaned.

“Are you sure? Kinda feels like you are crying.”

“I am, but only because it felt really great. Thank you, Victor.”

“You don’t need to thank me,” I said as I pulled back her hair from her face. Tears ran down her cheeks, and her red eyes were glazed over as if she had just woken up from a wonderful dream.

“Do I just slide up off of you?” she asked as she wiped a tear from her eye.

“Huh?”

“Huh?” She repeated, and then her face looked confused for half a moment.

“Do you want to stop?” I asked.

“Isn’t it over?”

“Oh,” I laughed. “It’s not over. We don’t stop after you climax. We are going to keep going until you have a few more, and I orgasm.”

“Really?” she asked. “I didn’t realize that--”

“Didn’t you have multiple orgasms with your other lovers?” I asked

“Yes, but they were all women,” Liahpa laughed, and the movement squeezed my penis wonderfully. “I didn’t know you could keep going. I ahhh… did you already?”

“Oh, no,” I said. “You are just really wet.”

“What will it feel like?” she asked softly. “Ugh, I feel dumb for asking.”

“I’m not sure,” I whispered as I pulled the hair away from her face.

“But it will fill me and go into my… uhhh, my womb?”

“Yeah,” I said, but I sensed her hesitation so I continued talking. “That’s the idea. You should tell me what it feels like afterwards.”

“Yessss,” she purred, and then I pulled her mouth down to mine so we could kiss again.

Then I showed her just what a man could do with his penis for the next hour.

We finally finished with me on top of Liapah with her toned legs and arms wrapped around my hips and shoulders. Her mouth hung open, her chest heaving from deep breaths, and her eyes were opened wide with pleasure.

“It… was… amazing,” she hissed between breaths.

“Yeah,” I exhaled. “It really was.”

“The sex too,” she agreed as she shook her head, “but I’m talking about your sperm. I can feel it warm inside of me. I really like it. You wanted me to tell you.”

“Glad you like it,” I said.

“No, I love it,” she replied as her body trembled with another short orgasm that made both of us gasp.

When I tried to seperate from her, she didn’t let me go, so we kissed until our mouths were tired and then fell asleep wrapped up in each other’s passionate embrace. We woke up in the same position when the sun first peeked over the side of the canyon walls, and then we made love another time before cooking some fish that Bruce had caught for us.

Then we continued up the coast toward the marsh where the river started.

That leg of the trip was uneventful. We didn’t see more than a handful of flying dinosaurs pass overhead and swoop into the ocean for their breakfast.

“I want to try to avoid that marsh up ahead if we can,” I said as soon as we saw the first parts of it on the horizon. “On the way back, the stegos will be too heavy to risk swimming across any of the parts, and I’m worried about the predators that might be hunting there.”

“Is there a route through these mountains?” she asked as she pointed at the valleys to our right.

“That’s what Gee told me she thought,” I said as I angled the group of dinosaurs in that direction. “The forest there looks thick, so we might not be able to fit Tom through in some parts.”

“I have a solution for that,” Liahpa said as she patted on the soul ring axe.

“You read my mind,” I said, and we leaned into each other for a kiss that was interrupted by an angry diesel engine sound. It was Gumpy, and the giant purussaurus was walking beside Tom across the beach.

“Guess he’s gonna take the shortcut with us,” I laughed, but then the dino-croc looked up at me, moaned with annoyance, and continued walking.

The forest did end up being too thick in parts, but the problem was solved by either Liahpa cutting down a tree in our way, Tom pushing one out of our way, or a combination of Liahpa cutting up the roots so Tom had an easier time muscling through.

The going was slower than I expected, and I still wasn’t quite sure that our north-east route through the forest south of the marsh was going to work, but then we reached the slope of the hill, and I saw a canyon that I guessed would be a pass through. The narrow passage was barely wide enough for Tom to fit through, and there were a few tense moments when I thought we were stuck, but then Liahpa was able to shave some rocky sidewalls with her axe, and then Tom slipped through.

The next valley was the last massive savannah that I recognized as the place before we ran into the marsh the first time we had passed. Our progress across the grass was slowed a bit by Grumpy, since he couldn’t really walk that fast, but I was fine to slow down so that he stayed with us, and we ended up getting back to the river around the time the sun was beginning to start its descent into the west.

We continued a few more valleys upriver, and then we hit the difficult switch back spot that I was worried about. The sun was close to setting at that point, so we left the big dinos below us and walked the steep pathway with the troodons while we talked about how we could get everyone up the side.

The main issue was really the second switchback from the bottom. The turn was a bit too sharp, and the angle steeper than it needed to be. I guessed that I could probably get the stegos up with some careful maneuvering and commands for them to power up the slope, but Tom was just too big, and he accelerated too slow. The only solution seemed to be one where we dug out the back end of the corner and maybe laid a few wooden logs across the first part of the slope so that Tom could have some makeshift stairs.

“That will take us most of the day tomorrow to do,” Liahpa commented after we had walked through the trouble area half a dozen times and then looked for oak trees to cut down.

“I don’t think there is another solution,” I said with a shrug.

“We could leave Tom here,” she said with a joking smile, and Tom huffed and stomped one of his feet.

“It was a joke!” Liahpa laughed and then patted the big trike’s flank. Tom huffed again, but then he moved his massive head around so that she could reach up under his chin.

We made camp at the base of the switchbacks that night, but this time we built a quick pup tent style hut with branches from oak trees that Liahpa easily lopped off. Having someone else around to help me do the initial build on the hut made everything a lot easier, and we were able to get the small shelter built along with a cooking fire for fish before we lost all the sunlight for the day.

When the night came, Liahpa and I spent most of it making love.

The next day wasn’t quite as challenging as we had thought. I was able to get Mike D to move backward up the slope so that his tail was positioned against the landing of the too tight switchback. Once he was in place, I ordered him to begin carefully to swish his tail back against the wall rocks, and trees there, and it helped clear a bit of the space without causing any boulders to fall down on us from above. Then I had the stego pivot around and he twisted his tail against the steeper part of the path. This actually solved a bit of our slope problem, but I still saw a spot that we would have to dig out and try to put down a log.

After we got Mike D back down below, Liahpa and I cut down an oak and carried it up the switchback so that we could set it in the trench the stego had cut out. The silver skinned woman had to trim a few parts of the trunk with her axe while I dug out some dirt with the antler pick, and we pounded forearm thick posts of oak into the far edges of the post to keep it from rolling down the hill. As soon as the posts were deep enough, Liahpa cut off the top part with her axe so they were flush with the step we had just installed, and then we walked the section a few times just to make sure we weren’t forgetting anything.

Then I ordered Tom to lumber up the slope.

The big trike looked like an elephant trying to balance on a concrete parking space stop, and I had to remind myself to breathe when he made it to the first switchback. This one wasn’t as tight as the first, but it still seemed impossibly close for the big three horned dinosaur, and I had to make him put his front feet on the cliff wall and almost stand up straight to get him aligned correctly. He did it though, and then I had him slowly walk up the slope to the one we had just fixed.

“I’ll watch him from the bottom,” Liahpa said as she jumped down the side of the cliff and floated down thirty or so feet to the slope where Tom had just walked.

The trike got to the switchback, took one look at it, snorted, and then looked up at me with an expression that spoke volumes about his opinion of my request. I just laughed, shrugged at the big trike, and then put my hands up to my mouth so I could shout down to him.

“You can stay here if you want. We’ll be back in two days.”

Tom snorted as he shook his head, and then he pushed his bulk up on to the switchback like an elephant trying to balance on a three-legged bar stool.

“You got this, buddy,” I hissed as the trike twisted his neck up so he could turn without getting his horns stuck. It took me commanding him to wiggle back and forth and side to side with a few small movements before he could actually get his head around, but he eventually got it, and then he was able to climb up onto the step that Liahpa and I had just secured into the slope.

The step really helped, and Tom was easily able to climb up it and then ascend the rest of the slope. Two easier switchbacks later, and he was standing on the top of the cliff next to me, and the stegos began to make their way up.

Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock weren’t as big as Tom, and they were a bit surer of their steps, so they made the climb without any issue. Grumpy also didn’t have any problems making it up the switchbacks, but he rumbled and grumped with every step. The troodons came last up with Liahpa, and then we mounted up and continued on our way. The whole ordeal ended up taking us until midday, but we made it to the malachite wall just as the sun was starting to set.

Liahpa and I set up camp again, ate some more fish, and then fucked like horny rabbits during the springtime. Her hunger for me seemed more intense than even Trel’s and the silver-skinned woman woke me up three times during the night to ask me if I could make love to her again. I eagerly indulged her every time, but even with the numerous bouts, I woke up in the morning to find her riding me.

“Sorry,” she gasped when she saw that I was awake. “You were hard and I couldn’t help myself.”

“That’s okay,” I laughed as I grabbed onto her arms and pulled her into a kiss.

When we were done with our morning lovemaking session, we ate a quick breakfast and went to work on the malachite wall. The antler pick I had taken from the asshole's camp worked much better than I would have expected, and Liahpa and I took turns hacking at the wall, gathering up the green rock in baskets, hauling them to the stegos, and then dumping them in the storage containers.

As soon as we filled Mike D’s up halfway, I ordered him to walk around as I watched his feet move. He must have had a few thousand pounds of the rock in the bamboo tub on his back, but his steps didn’t seem more labored than usual.

“He doesn’t seem to mind the weight, but I think that’s about as much as we should put in there,” I said. “It’s a long walk back home, and I’d rather we make it with a little less, than exhaust them and have to wait an extra day.”

“Good plan,” Liahpa said. “Should I unload him now so he doesn’t have to carry the burden until we are ready to leave?”

I looked at the sun and realized that we had made excellent progress. I had expected that it would take us all day to cut out the stone and get it loaded on the stegos, but the sun wasn’t very high in the sky, and I guessed it was probably around ten in the morning.

“I wanted to load him up to make sure he could handle the weight, but I think we can get them all loaded up and then start the journey back,” I said. “We’ll have to hurry a bit. How you feeling?”

“Like I can go all day and all night,” Liahpa purred as her eyes roamed over my chest.

“Then let’s get the other two loaded up as soon as we can and get a few valleys back towards ho--”

A distant roar sounded from up river, and I turned to where Bruce was standing behind us. The pteranodon knew what I wanted, and he hopped up into the air with an affirmative honk and went to go see what was making the noise.

“Should we go?” Liahpa asked.

“Naw, it sounded far away. Let’s stick to the plan.”

We went back to the wall, and I started hacking at it with my pick. The malachite was really easy to peel away, but the three hours of intense work I had done so far was starting to tire out my arms. It was probably a good thing that I wasn't going to fill each bamboo tub up to the brim with the malachite since I doubted that I’d be able to lift my arms after I did three of the half fills.

Bruce returned a few minutes later and let out a honk that let me know everything was okay, and I told Liahpa that we were safe to keep working. We skipped lunch, but took breaks to drink water from our jug and stretch our arms.

By the time we finished loading up the last stego, my hands, arms, back, and legs were almost numb with exhaustion, but I was feeling rather proud of my fitness level. Liahpa still looked fresh, and she had done most of the actual heavy lifting of the baskets up onto the stegos, but I had cut most of the stone from the wall, and poured at least a hundred heavy baskets of green rock into the tub. It was the kind of activity I never would have dreamed I could do before I got spit down on Dinosaurland, but I was loving the thick veiny muscles that were appearing on my biceps.

“We’ve got a few hours left,” I said as I glanced at the sun. “How are you feeling?”

“Like I’m ready for what we do before we go to bed,” she laughed as she leaned into my chest. I wrapped my arm around her narrow waist and kissed her for a few moments, and then we mounted up on Tom and began our return trip down the river.

I kept our speed low and my eyes on the stegos as we walked into the next valley. Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock didn’t seem to care at all about the weight, but I knew that the hardest part was going to be going down the switchbacks and then fitting through the narrow canyon that would let us bypass the marsh. I wasn’t going to feel safe until we were back inside of our fort.

But that was how life was in Dinosaurland.

We made it back to the dreaded switchbacks just as the sun began to touch the sides of the valley cliffs, and I turned back around to check on the stegos. They were moving along just fine, but I decided to hold off on the descent until everyone had rested.

Liahpa and I set up the camp again, and Bruce descended from the sky with what looked like a cross between a stingray and a saw-toothed shark impaled on his beak. The creature was a good four feet long, and probably weighed a hundred pounds, but the big pteranodon flexed his neck and dumped in on the ground right next to our fire before he let out a proud honk.

“Good job, Bruce!” I said as I rubbed his neck. “This looks like a fine meal.”

“It will be hard to cook something this large,” Liahpa said as she slammed her axe into the creature’s head and ended its thrashing.

Bruce let out another honk, and I smiled at him before turning back to Liahpa.

“That’s for the four of us to share. We’ll cut some off for us to cook, give Bruce a big piece, and then Grumpy can have the rest.

The big purussaurus let out a disgruntled rumble, but then Bruce honked at him, and Grumpy made what I could have sworn sounded like a rough laughing sound.

We cut a few large chunks of meat off the big fish, threw them on a cooking stone near the fire, gave Bruce a serving about twice the size of ours, and then tossed the rest to Grumpy. Both of the dinos gobbled their food down quickly, but Liahpa and I had to wait ten or so minutes for ours to cook.

“I never thought it would be like this,” she said after we had eaten our meal and lay beside each other next to the fire listening to the sound of the river, crickets, and wind.

“Hummm?” I asked as I fought to keep my eyes open.

“With a man,” she said as she wiggled her ass against me so that we were spooning. “I had plenty of women lovers, but this is different.”

“How so?” I asked. “Well, besides the whole penis thing.”

“Yeah,” she laughed. “There is that, but I mean something else that I can’t quite put my finger on. I am strong, but I feel safe with you. Is it confidence?”

“I don’t think any of my friends back on my homeworld would say I was confident,” I chuckled.

“You aren’t that Victor anymore,” Liahpa said. “I can call you kind, thoughtful, cunning, and intelligent, but most of all you are confident. Even when we make love, you touch me in a way that women never have. You pull me into you, or you push me away so you can then get deeper into me with your next thrust. I’m so used to being in control, so making love with you makes me feel different emotionally. It isn’t just your penis. It’s the way you kiss me, make love to me, and touch me afterwards. Does that make sense?”

“I’m not sure,” I said. “I know you’ve never been around a man, but we are also different species from different worlds. I’m just trying to satisfy you.”

“Oh, you do that,” she laughed as she pushed her ass into my crotch more. “Can you do it some more right now? I know you are tired, but I feel like I need you all the time.”

“Of course,” I said, and then I gave her what she needed until the fire began to die out.

The next morning we pushed down the switchbacks on the cliff wall.

As usual, I let Tom go first, so an accident wouldn’t cause him to land on anyone below. The second to last turn proved tricky again, but I figured out a solution that would have never worked if I didn’t have absolute control over him.

The issue with the spot was that I had to make the dinos pivot so they could face the direction they would be traveling. Going uphill was challenging because Tom had to lift up his horns to get his head past the cliff face, but going down might have been even worse, since the big trike’s tail wasn’t flexible enough to move.

So I just made him slide down the next slope in reverse.

I could tell that he didn’t like it, but it made the turn so much easier because he just had to shift his rear over to the next slope while his front legs stayed on the turn part. The problem was that Tom couldn’t see behind him, but since I could, I just gave him the commands on where to put his feet until he had backed down into the next switchback turn. Then I just had him shift his front legs over, and he was easy able to walk out onto the ground next to the river.

“Cunning,” Liahpa said. “I bet you would have been a phenomenal Lift Ball coach.”

“Thanks,” I said as I ordered the stegos to all move down.

Their steps were a lot more careful than Tom’s were, and I sensed that the weight that they each bore was really causing their weaker front legs distress, so after the first switchback, I made them all go down backwards so that their stronger rear legs took the majority of the weight. It really made the journey down a lot easier, and I realized there was probably a lot of other actions that I could have my dinosaurs do that I hadn’t thought of.

Grumpy had once again riden down the waterfall, and the giant crocodile met us on the shore of the river after we got down. We continued on our westward journey, and I sighed with relief when I realized the hardest part was probably over. My stegos looked great, we had at least six thousand pounds of malachite. I didn’t know exactly how much copper that would give us, but I figured that it would be enough to make a bunch of water jugs, the filtration pipes, and a water trough that my dinos could drink from.

And if we ran out, I could always come back to get more.

“We should be able to get back to the cave before nightfall,” I said as I gestured to the sun. “The stegos are moving a bit slower, but we already cut down the trees in the forest valley by the ocean, so that part should be easy to get through.”

“I want to go back, but I also don’t,” Liahpa said as she grinned at me.

“I can understand that,” I laughed.

“At least Trel can stop complaining about how much of an idiot I am for hating you,” the red-eyed woman laughed. “She’s a bit of a hypocrite sometimes, since I don’t think anyone hates men more than she does.”

“Trel is a bit of a puzzle,” I agreed.

“I do like her though,” Liahpa said quickly. “I like everyone in our tribe a bunch. Even though it’s only been a few weeks, I feel like I am closer to all of you than my own Lift Ball team--” her words stopped as her mouth opened, and then she blinked a few times.

“You okay?” I asked as I spun around to where her eyes were looking. I didn’t see anything in the forest, but the troodons seemed to sense my distress, and they turned their heads to look at where I was.

“Oh, no,” Liahpa sighed as she rubbed her palm over her beautiful face. “I just realized that it’s only been a few weeks, but my life has had a complete turn over. Here I am, alone with a man, and I love that man, and I want him to put his penis inside of me. I want him to ejaculate inside of me. I like the way his sperm feels! It’s just…” She sighed again and then pinched the bridge of her nose as she closed her eyes. “It’s insane. I was terrified of you when we first met, but now I feel like all I can think about is the next time we can have sex. It is almost like I’m in puberty again.”

“I understand,” I said as I wrapped my arm around her waist. I half expected her to pull away from me, since she was talking about how crazy our relationship was, but she surprised me by leaning into my shoulder.

“I knew you would,” she laughed. “That’s another quality I like about you, Victor.”

I held her as we continued to ride, and then we finally reached the last valley before the marsh. We turned south to move across the plains, and the golden light from the dropping sun made the grass seem as if it was actually a sea of copper. It was absolutely beautiful, and Liahpa leaned her head against my shoulder as she took a deep breath.

“I have a confession,” she whispered.

“Oh?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “I don’t want to go back.”

“We have to,” I chuckled, “They all need us to bring back the copp--”

“No, Victor, that is not what I mean” she interrupted me. “Back back. I don’t want to return to my homeworld.”

“Neither do I,” I said.

And then neither of us spoke until we made our way through the forest path we had chopped out and hit the beach.

“Last night alone together,” Liahpa said to break the silence finally. “I’m glad I could come with you.”

“Me too,” I said as I squeezed her again. “I try to spend as much time with everyone as I can.”

“I know you do. I’ve seen it. You are good to us. On my world, we often had multiple lovers. At one time, I had six women that I was sleeping with at once, but I still wish I could have you to myself all the time.”

“At once?” I asked as I raised my eyebrow?

“Two of them were always together, so I slept with both of them,” Liahpa said with a shrug, “but the other four I juggled. They all knew about each other though. I know what they felt now since I’ll have to wait my turn.”

“It’s not--” I started to say, but then we both gasped when we saw a flash of light about a quarter of a mile ahead of us on the beach floor.

“Get low!” I hissed, and we both flattened ourselves on Tom’s back while I had the rest of the dino’s form a line behind him.

The light from the setting sun was still bright enough to see, but there was a bit of ocean mist rolling in from the water. Still, my cyborg eyes were sharp, and I made out the details of the light. It looked like some sort of mystical blue portal, and I saw six figures step out of the doorway, and look around the beach.

I couldn’t really make out their features, but they looked broad in the shoulder, and I guessed that they were men. They did glance in our direction, but they looked back toward the jungle quickly, so I guessed they just thought we were a lone triceratops walking on the beach.

The six figures moved toward the jungle, and the blue portal closed behind them. The figure at the end glanced south down the beach away from us then north toward us, but he didn’t pause as he stepped into the tree line.

“Who are they?” Liahpa asked.

“They are from the ugly black flying asshole’s tribe,” I said.

“They are? How do you know?”

“Because they are heading right into the path that will take them to Quwaru’s cave.”


Chapter 15

“What should we do?” she hissed.

“We have to ambush them,” I said as I reached back to grab the Cricket Bat of Doom.

“Wait, are you sure? There are six of them. Shouldn’t we try to go around and--”

“Nope,” I said. “Grab your axe.”

“Victor,” she started to say as I slid off Tom’s side.

“They have a way to travel long distances rapidly,” I said as I commanded the troodons to run to the side of the jungle. “The flying guy must have told them where Quwaru’s cave is, and he probably told them where our camp is. Once they see the cave is empty, they are going to report back to their leader, and then the next stop will be our fort.”

“But they could already be there,” Liahpa hissed as she floated off Tom with her soul ring axe in her hands.

“They could be,” I said, “but this is all we can worry about right now. There are six of them, and we can’t let them return. I’ll have the troodons attack two of them, then you and I will take out the other two. We are going to run there since Tom will make too much noise.”

“I’m with you,” she said. “I’ll be by your side until death, Victor.”

“Same.” I smiled at the beautiful woman, and then I turned to run across the beach after my troodons.

The run helped a bit with the terror twisting my stomach into knots.

Yeah, I had dinosaurs, and yeah, I had a super strong woman with an axe of ass kicking, but there were six of these guys, and I knew that even if we got the jump on them, we could only take four with a surprise attack.

And the last two would probably counter attack.

I didn’t have another choice though. If one of these men could open up a portal that could take a group of them across Dinosaurland, my friends and I would never be safe again. It didn’t matter how many dinos I tamed, or how high our walls were, they could just come in and murder us as soon as they knew where we were. I suddenly understood that the flying bat asshole who had grabbed me was probably more of a scout than an abductor, and I had probably made a huge mistake by building our fort out in the clearing of a redwood forest.

Nothing I could do about it at the moment, though. Right now, all I could do was to ensure that these six men never returned alive to tell their boss anything. If I could kill the one whose power it was to make the portal, the chances they could attack our fort by surprise would be way less.

Back before I arrived in Dinosaurland, I would have probably passed out after sprinting a quarter of a mile, but now I did it across sand with a wicked spiked bat in my hand, and without really breathing that hard. We quickly reached the edge of the path through the jungle toward Quwaru’s cave, and I motioned for Liahpa to move to the other side of the jungle so that we both wouldn’t be found if one of us stepped on something loud.

Then I had my troodons move up like silent assassins, and I crawled after them.

The men were also sneaking through the jungle, but they were staying on the path instead of walking beside the trees. As with most men on Dinosaurland, the six men were extremely muscular and intimidating. I could only see the backs of the last four walking. The man at the back and right had long gray feathers rolling down his spine bristles. The man on his left had what looked like tiny moth wings all over his skin, and they flapped frantically with each step he took. The next man up in line had a head that rose a good foot above everyone else, and it looked square like a hammer while his neck was thin like a hammer’s handle. The fourth man I could see walked on four thick legs, but each of them moved in pairs with each stride, almost like the outside limbs didn’t really matter.

“Wait,” the man with the moth wings on his skin hissed, and the six men stopped and turned toward him. The movement allowed me to see that the man at the front looked like a square chinned male model, complete with long flowing locks of golden blonde. The dude looked like an even handsomer version of Fabio, but the guy standing next to him had vertical slits for eyes, a massive maw of razor-sharp teeth, and gray skin that seemed to shift like an optical illusion when he made the slightest move.

“What?” the golden-haired male model hissed. They all wore pants that looked like they were made out of a gray cotton, except this guy wore thick white robes that almost dragged on the ground.

“I feel something,” the mothwing man said. “I think there is someone here. I can sense--”

I didn’t give the asshole a chance to finish. I was thirty or so feet away, and not quite in range to get the jump on them, but my troodons were in position, and they jumped out from the side of the jungle and tore into the six men.

Scoob and Shag sank their teeth into the man with the shifting skin and shark-toothed face, then he screamed as everyone turned toward him, but then Fred, Velma, and Daphne bit into three of the four legs the one man had.

The golden-haired male model, hammerhead, mothwing-skinned, and gray feather dude all gasped and stepped away from the thrashing troodons. It meant that everyone but the blonde guy’s backs were to me, so I figured that now was the best chance to get my attack in.

So I jumped from behind the tree where I hid and sprinted the thirty foot gap between us before I could remind myself that I probably wasn’t much of a match for any of these guys toe to toe.

Then there was a silver and white flash on my right as Liahpa sped past me like a racing motorcyclist.

My athletic lover only made one swing with her soul ring axe, but that was all she needed. The blade passed through the torso of the man with the long gray feathers and the man with the hammer-head in one smooth cut, and both of the over muscled goons screamed as the top parts of their bodies were separated from their bottom part.

Then the air filled with spraying blood as I slammed my Cricket Bat of Doom into the head of the mothwing asshole.

His skull crushed like an old peanut shell under my bat, and his brains splattered to the sides like an exploded pudding cup. My troodons were still wrestling with the four legged asshole, so I took another running step and used the momentum from my first swing to hit that asshole in the face. I’d never played Cricket before, or even seen it on television, but the combination of heavy wood and sharp teeth on the outside caused the guy’s head to fly off his body and sail into the jungle.

It was at least a base hit.

Liahpa moved to make a second swing against the shifting skinned man that Shag and Scoob were attacking, but it looked like Scoob had gotten the guy’s throat, and the muscular man’s screams suddenly cut off, so she jumped at the Fabio looking dude with the long glowing locks.

And I stared in horror as he raised his hand toward her.

I wanted to scream for her to look out, but my words weren’t fast enough, and all I could do was watch as the world seemed to slow down to a crawl and I pulled my Cricket Bat of Doom back to try to get my own hit against the last fucker.

Then a blinding flash of light slammed into my face, and I couldn’t see anything for a few seconds.

But I could hear a loud clanging sound.

And laughter.

Lots of deep throated laughter.

“Idiots,” the thick baritone voice said, and I blinked my eyes open to see that the golden haired man was standing inside of this pulsating white globe that expanded out about two feet from his body. “You thought you could defeat Indor the Justicar with your simple weapons?”

I didn’t reply, but Liahpa swung her axe, and the weapon bounced off the globe as if was made of thick metal. It made the sound I had heard while I was briefly blinded, so I figured that she hadn’t been caught by the flash of light in the eyes.

“I can’t seem to break it,” she hissed as she swung her axe into it with the same clanging sound.

“Of course you cannot, simpletons.” The man crossed his arms over his broad chest, and I raised my Cricket Bat of Doom so that I could poke at the shield. Sure enough, it felt just like something solid hung in the air, even though I could see the asshole just fine.

“There has to be a way to break it,” Liahpa said as she bounced her axe off the shield again.

“This one is fiesty,” the man hissed as he stared through his globe at Lihapa. “Indor will enjoy you.”

Liahpa ignored him and took another swing.

“Shit,” I sighed as I looked down at the ground. It actually looked like the barrier passed through the dirt beneath the man’s feet, and I saw that he was wearing what looked like metal armored boots.

Then I noticed through a gap in his robes that he also had thick armor on his legs.

“Yes, Indor will enjoy her. Then he will let all the others have their turn. First, they will use their dicks, but then we will penetrate her with other things.”

“Shut up,” Liahpa growled as she bounced her axe off his barrier again.

“I can do this all day, fools,” the handsome man said with a sneer. “We know all about your camp and your people. She will take you, and then Indor will get first pick of the prizes.”

“Wait, are you Indor?” I asked as I tapped on the barrier with the palm of my hand.

“Yes,” he said. “Indor the Justicar is the most powerful war-priest in the nation of--”

“Are you talking in the third person?” I asked.

“What?” His eyes narrowed, and he crossed his arms.

“You are talking about yourself as if you aren’t yourself,” I said as I continued to tap on the barrier. “It’s kind of an idiotic way of talking.”

“You insult Indor? I will make you pay, you pathetic worm of a man.”

“Ehhh, I doubt it,” I sighed as I circled around behind him. “I think this barrier is the only ability you have. Maybe you can keep it going, but if you could use it offensively, you would have done it by now. Unless you are scared of us.”

“Indor is afraid of no man, and especially no woman.”

“I’d be afraid of her,” I said as I nodded to Liahpa.

“There is only one woman I am afraid of,” the man said, and then his lips curled up into an evil looking sneer. “Victor Shelby.”

I froze and tried to keep my face as calm as possible, but I must have failed, since his smile just got larger.

“She knows your name, Victor. She’s coming for you, and you’ll know fear unlike anything you have ever felt.”

“Who is your boss?” I asked.

“Not a boss,” he scoffed. “You think Indor the Justicar would follow a boss? No, puny man. I only follow a goddess. The goddess of death. The goddess of fear. The goddess of primordial terror! You will know her. You will fear. You will serve, and your women will be given to us for plunder. You’ll watch us violate them, and then you--”

“Hey, I don’t think this keeps air out,” I interrupted Indor while he was talking and looked at Liahpa while I tapped on the barrier with the pommel of my bat.

“Hmm,” she said as she reached down and picked up a handful of dirt. She flung it at the barrier, and we both stepped in close to see what happened.

Some dirt passed through, and we both looked at each other.

Then I pointed back toward the cave where the long drop into the river was.

“You fools cannot harm me,” Indor hissed. “My Just Shield will not allow your attacks to affect me, nor will it allow me to fall from my post. I once held off the horde of Abildeel for twenty days by standing at the entran--”

“Tell me more about your boss,” I said.

“She is the goddess of fear and terror,” he spat, “and that is all you will need to know for now, Victor Shelby. For once you know her, your fragile mind will be broken and then reshaped as she wants, and for her purposes.”

“How does she know my name?” I asked.

“Your women,” Indor spat as he turned back to Liahpa. “They will be taken. They will be given to us. Then their true purpose will be revealed.”

“True purpose?” Liahpa asked as her red eyes narrowed.

“Women are weak,” he spat. “Only useful for pleasure. Be that on our dicks or with the beatings we will bestow upon them. Our goddess takes pleasure in such--”

“No,” Liahpa growled. “You aren’t going to beat us.”

“Beat you?” he laughed. “Indor the Justicar has already won, foolish girl. There is nothing you can do to me while I am inside of my Just Shield. I will return to my Goddess, and then we will have our way with your body until your mind breaks into a thousand--”

“Shut up! You are just the kind of man my people despise!” Liahpa growled, and then she dropped her axe, squatted next to the force field, and clasped her arms around the pulsating barrier.

Then I saw her entire body tense.

“Idiot!” he laughed. “You can’t move me. It is--”

Indor’s low voice cracked as his bubble shifted in Liahpa’s arms, and his eyes went wide as it began to slide away from the ground. I’d seen Liahpa naked in all sorts of different positions, and while her body looked incredibly athletic, she was a little less bulky than Sheela, and I wouldn’t have thought she was the stronger one.

But as she tore Indor’s bubble out of the ground, I could see hundreds of firm muscles strain in her back, ass, and legs. She let out a scream of raw power when she finally lifted the bubble over her head, and then she began to walk toward the gorge where the cave was like Atlas carrying the globe on his shoulders.

I picked up her axe and then followed her with my troodons in tow.

“Wait! How? Release me, idiot woman!” Indor’s voice had raised at least two octaves in pitch, but we both ignored him as we stepped out of the jungle and into the clearing.

The cliff leading down to the water was only twenty yards away, and Liahpa’s bare feet actually made six inch deep prints in the ground when she stomped across it.

Then she reached the edge of the cliff, and her knees bent.

“Wait! No! I’ll--”

I was about to tell Liahpa that we should try to get more information out of him, but my lover was actually still screaming as she carried him, and I kind of felt like she was having a “Hulk smash” kind of moment. She tossed the globe down the wall of the cliff, and the forcefield made a horrific cracking noise as it shattered like a crystal chandelier that had just fallen onto a marble floor.

Indor let out a terrified scream, bounced off the side of the edge of the cliff, and then hit two small ledges on his way down to the water below. For half a second, I thought he might live and manage to swim away, but then he hit the side of his head on a last outcropping of rock, and his body didn’t move when it finally plopped into the water at the bottom of the ravine.

Liahpa and I stood at the edge for another half of a minute in silence. He didn’t come back up, so I guessed that the blow to the head had actually killed him, or the heavy armor it looked like he wore was keeping him from swimming.

“As you would say, ‘fuck that asshole.’” Liahpa turned to me, and she didn’t look angry anymore. She was actually smiling, and I saw her blink her eyes as if she was pulling up her Eye-Q. “That was very cathartic, and my strength is now twelve.”

“Remind me never to make you mad,” I laughed.

“You can’t ever make me mad,” she said as she stepped toward me.

Liahpa had seemed invincible only a moment ago, but her body trembled against me when I held her. She leaned her head on my shoulder, sighed, and then took a deep breath.

I wasn’t surprised by her next question.

“What are we going to do, Victor? These people seem horrible. They know who we are, and there are eighty of them.”

“We are going to take the fight to them,” I said. “They may know our names, but I don’t think they know much else.”

“Why do you think that?” she asked after she eventually pulled herself away from me.

“Because they wasted time coming here, and they were surprised by the dinosaurs and our attack.”

“That could have been because they didn’t expect you to be here,” she said.

“Could be,” I said, “but if they really did know what we could all do, they would attack us at the redwood camp first.”

“But they might have done just that.” She frowned.

“I don’t think so,” I said with a shrug. “That guy was definitely an egomaniac. If they had attacked our main camp, and captured or killed everyone, don’t you think he would have said something about it to gloat?”

“Good point,” she said, and then her frown faded.

“Yeah,” I said as I handed her the soul ring axe. “They know we are here, and they might know our names, but we still have the advantage. They don’t know what we can do, they don’t know how well we can do it, and they don’t know what we are willing to do to protect each other.”

“Your words inspire confidence in me.”

“I haven’t died yet,” I said as I turned back toward the jungle. “And no one is going to get captured or killed while I’m still around.” As I finished speaking, Tom lumbered out of the jungle and stomped his feet with frustration. Mike D, MCA, and Ad-Rock were right behind him, and Bruce let out a honk as he landed beside me.

Just like I wasn’t going to let anything happen to the people of my tribe, I knew that my dinosaurs weren’t going to let anything happen to me. We were all one big family that was united through love, respect, and survival, and families could overcome any obstacle.

Even against the toughest of odds.

“Should we try to get back?” Liahpa said as she pointed to the half set sun.

“Not enough time tonight without enough light,” I said. “So we are going to make the most out of the situation here.”

“Oh?” she asked me as she raised a white eyebrow.

“Yep. You are going to set up the camp, I am going to walk out and take a look at the ground where the portal came up to see if I can find anything that could be useful, and then I’m going to come back and make love to you for the rest of the night.”

“That is definitely making the most out of our situation,” she laughed. “I love it.”

“Yeah,” I said as I smiled at her. “Tonight will be wonderful, but tomorrow we will be preparing for the upcoming war.”

End of book 5
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Thank you for reading this novel! What was your favorite part of Tamer? Which woman do you like the best? Do you want to read another Tamer novel. Let me know in a review?

Letter from the author:

Dear reader, if you REALLY want to read the next Tamer novel- I’ve got a bit of bad news for you. Unfortunately, Amazon will not tell you when book 6 comes out. They also won’t tell you when book 7, 8, 9 etc... are published. You’ll probably never know about my next book, and you’ll be left wondering what happened to Victor, Sheela, Galmine, Trel, and Kacerie. That’s rather tragic.

There is good news though! There are three ways you can find out when the next book is published:

1) You follow me on Amazon. You can do this by going to my Amazon author page here and clicking on the Follow button that is under the picture of me riding my mountain bike. If you follow me, Amazon will send you an email when I publish a book. You’ll just have to make sure you check the emails they send.

2) You join my Facebook Fan group and follow me on my Facebook page. Then you’ll know when I come out with a new book.

3) You join my mailing list by clicking here. When you join, you’ll also get my fantasy novella Rose Boy for free-- as well as concept art for my best selling Star Justice series (have you read that yet? You should).

Doing any of these, or all three for best results, will ensure you find out about my next book when it is published. If you don’t, Amazon will never tell you about our my release. Please take a few seconds to do one of these so that you’ll be able to join Victor, Sheela, Trel, and Galmine on their next adventure.
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